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PREFACE 


In preparing the text of this volume, we have in general followed the 
same rules as in the so-called ‘ Cambridge Shakespeare’ : rules which we 
adopted originally after much deliberation, and of which the soundness 
has been confirmed by our subsequent experience. 


As however the two editions differ in plan, the one recording in foot- 
notes all the various readings and conjectural emendations, the other 


giving only the text, we have in some particulars modified our rules. 


For instance, in cases where the text of the earliest editions is 
manifestly faulty, but where it is impossible to decide with confidence 
which, if any, of several suggested emendations is right, we have in the 
‘Cambridge Shakespeare’ left the original reading in our text, mentioning 
in our notes all the proposed alterations: in this edition, we have sub- 
stituted in the text the emendation which seemed most probable, or in 
cases of absolute equality, the earliest suggested. But the whole number 
of such variations between the texts of the two editions is very small. 


In this volume, whenever the original text has been corrupted in 
such a way as to affect the sense, no admissible emendation having been 
proposed, or whenever a lacuna occurs too great to be filled up with any 
approach to certainty by conjecture, we have marked the passage with an 
obelus (+). 
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= PREFACE 
Ag dn the larger work, we have numbered the lines of each scene for 


convenience of reference. 


In the stage directions we have preserved as far as we could, con- 
sistently with clearness, the language of the oldest texts. 


The Glossary has been prepared by the Rev. J. M. Jephson. 


We trust that the title which has been chosen for the present edition 
will neither be thought presumptuous nor be found inappropriate. It seems 
indeed safe to predict that any volume which presents, in a convenient 
form, with clear type and at a moderate cost, the complete works of the 
foremost man in all literature, the greatest master of the language most 


widely spoken among men, will make its way to the remotest corners of 
the habitable globe. 


WILLIAM GEORGE CLARK. 
WILLIAM ALDIS WRIGHT. 


Trrity Conese, Campripar, 
November, 1864. 


In 1891 a new Glossary was added which was four times as large as 
the one originally prepared. 


In revising the present edition for the press it was found desirable to 
retain the original numbering of the lines, so as not to disturb the 


references in the Glossary, Schmidt’s Shakespeare Lexicon, and Bartlett’s 
Concordance to Shakespeare. 


W. A.W. 
1911, 
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THE TEMPEST 


DRAMATIS PERSONAE 


ALONSO, King of Naples. 

SEBASTIAN, his brother. 

Prosrero, the right Duke of Milan. 

ASAD his brother, the usurping Duke of 
Milan. 

FERDINAND, son to the King of Naples. 

ER CLNee, an honest old Counsellor. 

ADRIAN, 

FRANCISCO, } Lords. 

CALIBAN, a savage and deformed Slave. 

TRINCULO, a Jester. 

STEPHANO, a drunken Butler. 

Master of a Ship. 


ACT L. 


ScENE I. On a ship at sea: a tempestuous 
noise of thunder and lightning heard. 


« Enter a Ship-Master and a Boatswain. 
Mast. Boatswain! 

Boats. Here, master: what cheer? 

- Mast. Good, speak to the mariners: fall 

to’t, yarely, or we run ourselves aground: bestir, 

esti. Lait. 
Enter Mariners. 

Boats. Heigh, my hearts! cheerly, cheerly, 
my hearts!:yare, yare! Take in the topsail. 
Tend to the master’s whistle. Blow, till thou 
burst thy wind, if room enough! 


Enter ALONSO, SEBASTIAN, ANTONIO, FEt- 
DINAND, GONZALO, and others. 


Alon. Good boatswain, have care. Where’s 
the master? Play the men. II 

Boats._I pray now, keep below. 

Ant. Where is the master, boatswain? 

Boats. Do you not hear him? You mar 
our labour: keep your cabins: you do assist 
Sa SOr a use vs 

Gon. Nay, good, be patient. 

Bouts. When the sea is. Hence! What 
cares these roarers for the name of king? To 
cabin: silence! trouble us not. 

ROU Good, yet remember whom thou hast 
aboard. 2. 

Boats. None that I more love than myself. 
You are a counsellor; if you can command 
these elements to silence, and work the peace 
of the present, we will not hand a rope more; 
use your authority: if you cannot, give thanks 
you haye lived so long, and make yourself 
ready in your cabin for the mischance of the 
hour, if isso hap. Cheerly, good hearts! Out 
of our way, I say. [Exit. 


Boatswain. 

Mariners. 

Mrranpa, daughter to Prospero. 

ARIEL, an airy Spirit. 

Iris, 

CERES, 

JUNO, 

Nymphs, 

Reapers, 
Other Spirits attending on Prospero. 


ScENE—A ship at Sea: an island. 


presented by Spirits. 


Gon. Ihave great comfort from this fellow: 
methinks he hath no drowning mark upon 
him; his complexion is perfect gallows. Stand 
fast, good Fate, to his hanging: make the rope 
of his destiny our cable, for our own doth little 
advantage. If .he be not born to be hanged, 
our case is miserable. [Exeunt. 


Re-enter Boatswain. 

Boats. Down with the topmast! yare! lower, 
lower! Bring her to try with main-course. [A 
cry within.| A plague upon this howling! they 
are louder than the weather or our office. 40 


Re-enter SEBASTIAN, ANTONIO, and GONZALO. 
Yet again! what do you here? Shall we give 
o’er and drown? Have you a mind to sink? 

Seb. A pox o’ your throat, you bawling, blas- 
phemous, incharitable dog } 

Boats._ Work you then. 

Ant. Hang, cur! hang, you whoreson, in- 
solent noisemaker! We are less afraid to be 
drowned than thou art. 

Gon. I'll warrant him for drowning; though 
the ship were no stronger than a nutshell and 
as leaky as an unstanched wench. 5r 

Boats. Lay her a-hold, a-hold! set her two 
courses off to sea again; lay her off. ‘ 


Enter Mariners wet. 


geen All lost! to prayers, to prayers ! 
all lost! 
Boats. What, must our mouths be cold? 
Gon. The king and prince at prayers! let’s 
assist them, 


For our case is as theirs. 2 
I’m out of patience. 


Seb. 

. We are merely cheated of our lives by 
drunkards : ; 
This wide-chapp’d rascal—would thou mightst 

lie drowning 60 
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The washing of ten tides! s 

Gon. He’ll be hang'd yet, 
Though every drop of water swear against it 
And gape at widest to glut him. 

[A confused noise within: ‘Mercy on us!— 
“We split, we split !’—‘ Farewell my wife and 
children !’— : 

‘¥; pad We split, we split, we 

split!’ " : 
Ant. J.et’s all sink with the king. 
Seb. Let’s take leave of him. 
[Bxeunt Ant. and Seb. 


Gon. Now would I give a thousand furlongs 
of sea for an acre of barren ground, lon, heath, 
brown. furze, any thing. ‘he wills above be 
done! but I would fain diea dry death. [Zxeunt. 


Scene ll. The eelatie Before PROSPERO’'S 
cell. 
Enter Prosrero and MIRANDA. 
Mir. If by your art, my dearest father, you 


ave 
Put the wild waters in this roar, allay them. . 
The sky, it seems, would pour down stinking 


pitch, “ < 
But that the sea, mounting to the welkin’s 
cheek, 
Dashes the fire out. O, I have suffer’d 


With those that I saw sufler: a braye vessel, 
Who had, no doubt, some noble creature in her, 


Dash’d all to pieces. O, the ery did knock 
Against my very heart. Poor souls, they perish’d. 
Had I been any god of power, I would 10 


Have sunk the sea within the earth or ere 
It should the good ship so have swallow’d and 
The fraughting souls within her. 

_Pros. Be collected: 
No more amazement: tell your piteous heart 
'There’s no harm done. 

Lin. O, woe the day! 

Pros. : < No harm. 
Ihave done nothing but in care of thee, 
Of thee, my dear one, thee, my daughter, who 
Art ignorant of what thou art, nought knowing 
Of whence [ am, nor that 1 am more better 
‘Than Prospero, master of a full poor cell, 20 
And thy no greater father. 

Mir. 5 More to know 
Did never meddle with my thoughts. 


703. Tis time 
Ishould inform thee farther. Lend thy hand, 
And pluck my magic garment from me. So: 

if : ys down his mantle. 
Lie there, my art. Wipe thou thine eyes; have 

comfort. 

The direful spectacle of the wreck, which touch’d 
The very virtue of compassion in thee, 
I have with such provision in mine art 
So safely ordered that there is no soul— 
No, not so much perdition as an hair 30 
Betid to any creature in the yessel 
Which thou heard’st cry, which thou saw’st sink. 

Sit down; 

For thou must now know farther. 
ae You have often 

Begun to tell me what I am, but stopp’d 

And left me to a buctlesSanhuisitfgasearch In 


Q THE TEMPEST 


[Act r 


luding ‘Stay: not yet.’ 
Ce EY The hour’s now come; 


7°08. ‘ 
The very minute bids thee ope thine ear ; 

Obey and be attentive. Canst thou remember 
A time before we came unto this cell? 

I do not think thou canst, for then thou wast 


not 49 
Out three years old. a F 
Mir. Certainly, sir, I can. 
Pros. By what? by any other house or person? 


Of any thing the image tell me that 

Hath kept with thy remembrance, . 
Mir. *Tis far off 

And rather like a dream than an assurance 

That my remembrance warrants, Had I not 

Four or five women once that tended me? 
Pros. Thou hadst, and more, Miranda, But 

how is it 2 
That this lives in thy mind? What seest thou 


else 
In the dark backward and abysm of time? 50 
Tf thou remember'’st aught ere thou camest here, 
How thou camest here thou mayst. : 
Mir. But that I do not, 
Pros. Twelve year since, Miranda, twelve 
year since, y 
Thy father was the Duke of Milan and 
A prince of power. 
Lin. Sir, are not you my father? 
Pros. Thy mother was a piece of virtue, and 
She said thou wast my daughter; and thy father 
Was Duke of Milan; and thou his only heir 
And princess no worse issued. 
Mir. O the heavens! 
What foul play had we, that we came from 
thence? ‘ 60 
Or blessed was’t we did? é 
Both, both, my girl: 


TOS. 
By foul play, as thou say’st, were we heaved . 


thence, 
But blessedly holp hither. 

Mir. O, my heart bleeds 
To think o’ the teen that I have turn’d you to, 
Which is from my remembrance! Please you, 

farther, 

Pros. My brother and thy uncle, call’d 

Antonio— 
I pray thee, mark me—that a brother should 
Be so perfidious !—he whom next thyself 
Of all the world I loved and to him put 
The manage of my state; as at that time —_70 
Through all the signories it was the first 
And Prospero the prime duke, being so reputed 
In dignity, and for the liberal arts 
Without a parallel; those being all my study, 
The government I cast upon my brother 
And to my state grew stranger, being transport 
And rapt in secret studies. ‘Thy false uncle— 
Dost thou attend me? 

Mir. F Sir, most heedfully. 

pron Being once perfected how to grant 

suits, 
How to deny them, who to advance and who 80 

'o trash for over-topping, new created 

The creatures that were mine, Isay, or changed 


el 
Orel 
ite: 


new form’d’em; haying both the key 
iizeohice GaviaDiibarts the state 


— 





Scrve 11] 
To what tune pleased his ear; that now he was 


The ivy which had hid my princely trunk, 
And suck’d my verdure out on’t. Thou at- 
tend’st not. 

Mir. O, good sir, I do. 

Pros. : I pray thee, mark me. 
I, thus neglecting worldly ends, all dedicated 
To closeness and the bettering of my mind 90 
With that which, but by being so retired, 
O’er-prized all popular rate, in my false brother 
Awaked an evil nature; and my trust, 

Like a food parent, did beget of him 
A falsehood in its contrary as great 
As my trust was ; which had indeed no limit, 
A confidencesans bound. He being thus lorded, 
Not only with what my revenue yielded, 
But what my power might else exact, like one 
+Who having into truth, by telling of it, 100 
Made such a sinner of his memory, - 
To credit his own lie, he did believe 
He was indeed the duke; out o’ the substitution, 
And executing the outward face of royalty, 
With all prerogative : hence his ambition grow- 
Dost, thou hear? 3 
Mir. Your tale, sir, would cure deafness. 
Pros. -To have no screen between this part 
he play’d E 
And him he play'd it for, he needs will be 
Absolute Milan. Me, poor man, my library 
Was dukedom large enough: of temporal 
royalties s 110 
He thinks me now incapable ; confederates— 
So dry he was for sway—wi’ the King of Naples 
To give him annual tribute, do him homage, 
Subject his coronet to his crown and bend 
The dukedom yet unbow’d—alas, poor Milan !— 
To most ignoble stooping. 
Mir. O the heavens! 
Pros. Mark his condition and the event; 
then tell me 
ff this might be a brother. : 
i I should sin 


uu". 
To think but nobly of my grandmother : 
Good wombs have borne bad sons. 

Pros, Now the condition. 120 
This King of Naples, beinganenemy |. 
To me inveterate, hearkens my brotner’s suit; 
Which was, that he, in lieu o’ the premises 
OF homage and I know not how much tribute, 
Should presently extirpate me and mine 
Out of the dukedom and confer fair Milan 
With all the honours on my brother: whereon, 
A treacherous army levied, one midnight 
Fated to the purpose did Antonio open 
The gates of Milan, and, 7 the dead of dark- 


ness, ys 130 
The ministers for the parece hurried thence 
Me and thy crying self. ; 
Mir. Alack, for pity ! 

I, not remembering how I cried out then, 
Will cry it o'er again: it is a hint 
That wrings mine eyes to’t. ¢ 

Pros. Hear a little further 
And then I'll bring thee to the present business 
Which now’s upon’s; without the which this 

story 

Were most impertinent. 


y 


THE TEMPEST 3 


Mir. Wherefore did they not 
That hour destroy us? 
7°08. Well demanded, wench: 
My tale provokes that question. Dear, they 
durst not, 140 
So dear the love my people bore me, nor set 
A mark so bloody on the business, but 
With colours fairer painted their foul ends, 
In few, they hurried us aboard a bark, 
Bore us aolne leagues to sea; where they pre- 
pared 
A rotten carcass of a boat, not rige’d, 
Nor tackle, sail, nor mast; the very rats 5 
Instinctively have quit it: there they hoist 


us, 
To cry to the sea that roar’d to us, to sigh | 
To the winds whose pity, sighing back again, 
Did us but loving eS 

Mir. ack, what trouble x5r 
Was I then to you! : 

7°08. _O, a cherubin i 

Thou wast that did preserve me. Thou didst 


smile, 
Infused with a fortitude from heaven, 
When I have deck’d the sea with drops full salt, 
Under my burthen groan’d; which raised in 
me 
An undergoing stomach, to bear up 
Against what should ensue. 
Mir, How came we ashore? 
Pros. By Providence divine. 
Some food we had and some fresh water that 
A noble Neapolitan, Gonzalo, 161 
Out of his charity, who being then appointed 
Master of this design, did give us, with 
Rich garments, linens, stutts and necessaries, _ 
Which since have steaded much; so, of his 
gentleness, ; 
Knowing I loved my books, he furnish’d me 
From mine own library with volumes that 
I prize above my dukedom. a 
Mir. Would I might 
But ever see that man! 
7°08. Now LJ arise: [Resumes his mantle. 
Sit still, and hear the last of our sea-sorrow. 
Here in this island we arrived; and here 17x 
Have I, thy schoolmaster, made thee more 
profil 
Than other princesses can that have more time 
For vainer hours and tutors not so careful. 
Mir. Heavens thank you for’t! And now, 
pray. you, sir, _ 
For still ’tis beating in my mind, your reason 
For raising this sea-storm ? 
108. Know thus far forth. 
By accident most strange, bountiful Fortune, 
Now my dear lady, hath mine enemies 
Brought to this shore ; and by my prescience 
I find my zenith doth depend upon 18r 
A most auspicious star, whose influence 
If now I court not but omit, my fortunes 
yall ever after droop. Here cease more ques- 
ions : 
Thou art inclined to sleep; *tis a good dulness, 
And give it way : I know thou canst not choose. 
5 ALiranda sleeps. 
Come away, servant, come. {am ready now. 
Approach, my Ariel, come. 


CC-0 Kashmir Research Institute. Digitzed by eGangotri 


& 





















y 
4 THE TEMPEST [Act x 
Enter ARIEL. And his great person perish. 
i i ir, hai "08. ‘Ariel, thy charge 
aioe, Tall jevees mnabtenliaesTOse Exactly is perform’d : but there’s more work. 


What is the time 0’ the day? 
Ari. Past the mid season. 
Pros. Atleast twoglasses. The time ‘twixt 

six and now : 240 

Must by us both be spent most preciously. 

‘Ari. Is there more toil? Since thou dost 
ve me pains é 

Let ie remember thee what thou hast promised, 

Which is not yet perform’d me. 

Pros. How now? moody ? 

What is’t thou canst demand? 

Ari, My liberty. 

Pros. Before the time be out no more! 

Ari. I prithee, 
Remember I haye done thee worthy service; 
Told thee no lies, made thee no mistakings, 


To answer thy best pleasure; be’t.to fly, 190 
To swim, to dive into the fire, to ride | 
On the curl'd clouds, to thy strong bidding task 
Ariel and all his quality. a 
Pros. Hast thou, spirit, 
Perform’d to point the tempest that I ade thee? 
Ari. To every article. 
T boarded the king’s ship; now on the beak, 
Now in the waist, the deck, in ever cabin, 
T flamed amazement: sometime 1’Id divide, 
‘And burn in many places; on the topmast, 
The yards and bowsprit, would Iflame distinctly, 
Then meet and join. Jove's lightnings, the 
20r 


precursors 
O’ the dreadful thunder-claps, more momentary 
And sight-outrunning were not; the fire and 


cracks _ served Fr 4 
Of sulphurousroaring the most mighty Neptune Without or grudge or grumblings: thou didsé 
Seem to besiege and make his bold waves promise 
tremble, To bate me a full year. 
Yea, his dread trident shake. 2 Pros. Dost thou forget 250 
Pros. ‘My brave spirit! | From what a torment I did free thee? 


Ari. 0. 
Pros. Thou dost, and think’st it much to 
tread the ooze 
Of the salt deep, 
To run upon the sharp wind of the north, 
To do me business in the veins o’ the earth 
When it is baked with frost. 
Ari, x _ Ido not, sir. 
Pros. Thou liest, malignant thmg! Hast 
thou forgot ; 
The foul witch Sycorax, who with age and envy 
Was grown into a hoop? hast thou forgot her? 


Who was so firm, so constant, that this coil 
Would not infect his reason? 
Art. Not a soul 

But felt. a fever of the mad and play’d 

Some tricks of desperation. All but mariners 

Plunged in the foaming brine and quit the 
vessel, rt x 211 

Then all afire with me: the king’s son, Ferdi- 


_nand, 
puith hair up-staring,—then like reeds, not 

ait, — 
Was the first man that leap'd; cried, ‘ Hell is 


empty, . Art. No, sir. : 
And all the devils are here,” . Pros. Thou hast. Where was she born? 
Pyros. aa: Why, that’s my spirit ! speak; tell me. 260 
But was not this nigh shore? Ari. Sir, in Argier. 

Close by, my master.| _ Pros. O, was she so? I must 


Ari. 

Pros. But are they, Ariel, safe? 

Ari. Big Not a hair perish’d ; 
On their sustaining garments not a blemish, 
But fresher than before: and, as thou badest me, 
In troops I have dispersed them *bout the isle. 
The king’s son haye I landed by himself; 221 
Whom I left cooling of the air with sighs 
In an odd angle of the isle and sitting, 

His arms in this sad knot, 

Pros. . Of the king’s ship 
The mariners say how thou hast disposed. 
And all the rest 0’ the fleet. 

Ths. Safely in harbour 
Is the king’s ship; in the deep nook, where 


once 
Thou call’dst me up at midnight to fetch d 
From, the stl-verd RErmaption there she’s 


Once in a month recount what thou hast been, 


ycorax, ; 

For mischiefs manifold and sorceries terrible 
To enter human hearing, from Argier, 

Thou know’st, was banish’d: for one thing she 


i 
They would not take her life. Is not this true? 


Ari. Ay, sir. 
Pros. This blue-eyed hag was hither brought 
with child 
And here was left by the sailors. Thou, my 
slave, 270 
As thou report’st thyself, wast then her servant ; 
And, for thou wast a spirit too delicate 
To act her earthy and abhorr'd commands, 
Tefusing her grand hests, she did confine thee, 
By help of her more potent ministers 
And in her most unmitigable rage, 
Into a cloven pine; within which rift 
Imprison’d thou didst painfully remain 
‘A dozen years; within which space she died 
And left thee there; where thou didst vent thy 
‘0ans 8 


200 
ee rhc 2 
nstit cea ng es bensrasy tie 


id: 
The mariners all under hatches stow’d ; 230 
Who, with a charm join’d to their suffer'd 


~ labour, 
T have left asleep : and for the rest o’ the fi 
Which dfdispersed, they all have met again et 
And are upon the Mediterranean flote, 
Bound s ly home for Na les, 
_ Supposing that they dsasheweiReseanta 


ae Cone ae iia atl 


Which thou forget’st. This damn’d witch, 


A i sDitasties ilies 





eee 





Sonne 11] 


Save for the son that she did litter here, 
A freckled whelp hag-born—not honour'd with 
A human shape, 
Ari. Yes, Caliban her son. 
Pros, Dull thing, I say so; he, that Caliban 
Whom now I keep in service. Thou best 
know’st 
‘What torment I did find thee in; thy groans 
Did make wolves howl and penetrate the breasts 
Of ever angry bears: it was a torment 
To lay upon the damn’d, which Sycorax 290 
Could not again undo; it was mine art, 
When I arrived and heard thee, that made gape 
The pine and let thee out. 
Ari. I thank thee, master. 
Pros, If thou more murmur’st, [ will rend 
anoak A 
And peg thee in his knotty entrails till 
Thou hast howl’d away twelve winters. 
Lai. Pardon, master ; 
I will be correspondent to command 
And do my spiriting gently. 
Pros, 1 so, and after two days 
I will discharge thee, 
Ari. _ That’s my noble master! 
What shall I do? say what; what shall I do? 
Pros. Go make thyself like a nymph o’ the 
sea: be subject See jor 
To no sight but thine and mine, invisible 
To every eyeball else. Go take this save 
And hither come in’t: go, hence with diligence! 
[Exit Ariel. 
Awake, dear heart, awake! thou hast slept well; 
Awake! 7 
Mir. The strangeness of your story put 
Heaviness in me, ij 
7°03. Shake it off. Come on; 
We'll visit Caliban my slave, who never 
Vieldsuskindamswer 
Mir. Tis a villain, sir, 
Idonotlovetolookon, 
But, as ’tis, 310 


7°08. 
We cannot miss him: he does make our fire, 
etch in our wood and serves in offices 
That profit us. What, ho! slave! Caliban! 
Thou earth, thou! speak. cane 
Cal. [Within] There’s wood enough within. 
Pros. Come forth, I say! there’s other busi- 
ness for thee; 
Come, thou tortoise! when? 


Re-enter ARIEL like a water-nymph. 


Fine apparition! My quaint Ariel, 
Hark in thine ear. 


Ari. My lord, it shall be done. [Zzit, 
Pros. Thou poisonous slave, got by the devil 
himself 
Upon thy wicked dam, come forth! 320 
Enter CALIBAN. 
Gal. As wicked dew as eer my mother 
brush’d. 


With raven’s feather from unwholesome fen 
eel on you both yl a Son vet blow on ye 
‘And blister you all o’er 
Pros. For this, be sure, to-night thou shalt 
have cramps, 


THE TEMPEST 5 


Side-stitches that shall pen thy breath up; 
urchins ; 
Shall, for that vast of night that they may work, 
All exercise on thee; thou shalt be pinch’d 
‘As thick as honeycomb, each pinch more 
stinging 
Than bees that made ’em. 4 
Cal. I must eat my dinner. 330 
This island’s mine, by Sycorax my. mother, 
Which thou takest from me. When thou 
camest first, 
Thou strokedst me and madest much of me, 
wouldst give me 
Water with berries in’t, and teach me how 
To name the bigger light, and how the less, 
That burn by day and night: and then Lloved thee 
And show’d thee all the qualities o’ the isle, 
The fresh springs, brine-pits, barren place and 


fertile: 
Cursed be I that did so! All the charms 
Of Syeoray toads, beetles, bats, light on you! 
For Tam all the subjects that you haye, 34t 
Which first was mine own king: and here you 


sty me 
Tn this hard rock, whiles you do keep from me 
The rest o’ the island. 

Pros. | Thou most lying slave, 
Whom stripes may move, not kindness! I have 

_. used thee, 
peas thou art, with human care, and lodged 

hee 
In mine own cell, till thou didst seek to violate 
The honour of my child. 

Cal. Oho, O ho! would’t had been done! 
Thou didst prevent me; Thad peopled else 350 
This isle with Calibans. 

Pros. Abhorred slave, 

Which any pet of goodness wilt not take, 

Being capable of all ill! I pitied thee, 

Took pains to make thee speak, taught thee 
each hour 

One thing or other: when thou didst not, savage, 

Know thine own meaning, but wouldst gabble 


like 
A thing most brutish, I endow’d thy purposes 
With words that made them known. But thy 
vile race, __ 
Though thou didst learn, had that in’t which 
ood natures : : 
Could not abide to be with; therefore wast thou 
Deservedly confined into this rock, _ 36x 
Who hadst deserved more than a prison. 
Gal. You taught me language; and my 
(elie on’t 2 
Is, [know how to curse. ‘The red plague ridyou 
For learning me your language! 
Pros. , Hag-seed, hence! 
Fetch us in fuel; and be quick, thou ’rt best, 
Toanswerother business. Shrug’st thou, malice? 
If thou neglect’st or dost unwil lingly 
What Tcommand, I’llrack thee with old cramps, 
Fillall thy bones with aches, make thee roar 370 
That beasts shall tremble at thy din. 
Cal. ee No} Pray thee. 
[Aside I must obey; his art is of such power, 
t would control my dam’s god, Setebos, 
And make a vassal of him. 7 
Pros. So, slave; hence! [Zxit Caliban. 
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6 THE TEMPEST 


Re-enter ARIEL, invisible, playing and singing; 
FERDINAND following. 


ARIEL’S song. 


Come unto these yellow sands, 
And then take hands: eas 
Courtsied when you have and kiss ‘d 
The wild waves whist, 
Foot it featly here and there ; 
‘And, sweet sprites, the burthen bear. 
Burthen [dispersedly]. Hark, hark\ 
Bow-wow. 


38s 


The watch-dogs bark: 
Bow-wow. 
Ari, Hark, hark! I hear P 
The strain of strutting chanticleer 
Cry, Cock-a-diddle-dow. q 
Fer, Where should this music be? i’ the air 
or the earth? ae 
Tt sounds no more: and, sure, it waits upon 
Some god o’ the island. Sitting ona bank, 
Weeping again the king my father’s wreck, 390 
This music crept by me upon the waters, 
Allaying both their fury and my passion _ 
With its sweet air: thence I have follow’d it, 
Orit hath drawn me rather. But ’tis gone. 
No, it begins again. 


ARTEL sings. 


Full fathom five thy father lies ; 
Of his bones are coral made; 
Those are pearls that were his eyes: 
Nothing of him that doth fade 
But doth sutfer a sea-change 
Into something rich and strange. 
Sea-nymphs hourly ring his knell: 
Burthen. Ding-dong. 
Ari. Hark! now Lhear them,—Ding-dong, bell. 
Li " The ditty docs remember my drown’d 
‘ather. 
This is no mortal business, nor no sound 
That the earth owes. I hear it now aboye me. 
Pros. The fringed curtains of thine eye 
advance 2 
And say what thou seest yond. 


400 


Mir | hat ist? aspirit? 
Lord, how it looks about! Believe me, sir, 419 
It carries a brave form. But ’tis a spirit. 
Pros. No, wench; it eats and sleeps and 
hath such senses 
As we have, such. This gallant which thou 


sees! 
Was in the wreck; and, but he’s something 


__ stain’d 
With Grief that’s beauty’s canker, thou mightst 
call him 


A goodly person: he hath lost his fellows 
And strays about to find ’em. 
G7 . __ I might call him 
A thing divine, for nothing nat 
I ever saw so noble. 
Pros. _[ Aside] It goes on, I see, 
As my soul prompts it. Spirit, fine spirit! 171 
_ free thee : 420 
Within two days for this. 
Fer. Most sure, the goddess 


On whom these airs attend! Vouchsafe my 
prayer 
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[Act 1 


May kmow if you remain upon this island; 
‘And that you will some good instruction give 
How I may bear me here: my prime request, 
Which I do last pronounce, is, O you wonder! 
If you be maid or no? . 
Mir. __ No wonder, sir; 

But certainly a maid. 

ver. My language! heavens! 
Lam the best. of them that speak this speech, 
Were I but where ‘tis spoken. 

Pros. How? the best? 430 
What wert thou, if the King of Naples heard 

thee? 

Fer. A single thing, as I am now, that 

wonders 
Tohear thee speak of Naples. Hedoes hearme; 
And that he does I weep : myself am Naples, 
Who with mine eyes, never since at ebb, beheld 
The king my father wreck’d. 
Mir. Alack, for mercy! 
Fer. Yes, faith, and all his lords; the Duke 
of Milan é 5 
And his brave son being twain. "i 

Pros. [Aside] The Duke of Milan 
And his more braver daughter could control thee, 
Tf now ‘twere fit to do’t. At the first sight 440 
They have changed eyes. Delicate Ariel, 

Ill set thee free for this. [Z'o Fer.] A word, 
good sir; 

I fear you have done yourself some wrong: a 
word. 

Mi ER, Why speaks my father so ungently? 

his 
Is the third man that e’er I saw, the first 
That e’er I sigh’d for: pity move my father 
To be inclined my way ! 

Fer, A , ifa virgin, 

And your affection not gone forth, 1’1l make you 
The queen of Naples. 
708. : Soft, sir! one word more. 
[Aside] They are both in either’s powers; but 
this swiit business 450 
I must uneasy make, lest too light winning 
Make the prize light. [Z'o Fer.] One word 
more ; I charge thee 
That thou attend me: thou dost here usurp 
‘The name thou owest not; and hast put thyself 
Upon this island as a spy, to win it 
From me, the lord on’t. | 
er". _ No, as Tam aman. 
Mir. There’s nothing ill can dwell insucha 
temple: , 
If the ill spirit have so fair a house, 
Good things will strive to dwell with’t. 

Pros. 3 Follow me. 
Speak not you for him; he’s a traitor. Come; 
I'll manacle thy neck and feet together: 461 
Sea-water shalt thou drink; thy food shall be 
The fresh-brook muscles, wither'd roots and 


USK! 

vueren the acorn cradled. Follow. 

fer. « a 
I will resist such entertainment till 
Mine enemy has more power. 

_ [Draws, and is charmed from moving. 
Mir. ; O dear father, 

Make not too rash a trial of him, for 


gotri 


O3 





Sceye 11] 


Pras. What? Isay, 
My foot my tutor? Put thy sword up, traitor; 
Who makest a show but darest not strike, thy 
conscience 479 
Ts so possess’ with guilt : come from thy ward, 
For I can here disarm thee with this stick 
And make thy weapon drop. 


Mir. Beseech you, father. 
Pos. Hence! hang not on my garments. 
Air, Sir, have pity; 
T’ll_be his surety. 
Pros, Silence! one word more 
Sree me chide thee, if not hate thee. 
ra 


An advocate for an impostor! hush! 

‘Thou think’st there iso more such shapes as he, 

Having seen but him and Caliban: foolish 
wench! 2 h 

To the most of men this is a Caliban 

And they to him are angels. 

Mir, My affections, 
Are then most humble; I have no ambition 
To see a goodlier man. 

Pros. Come on; obey: 
Thy nerves are in their infancy again 
And have no vigour in them. 

fer. So they are ; 
My spirits, as in a dream, are all bound up. 
My father's loss, the weakness which I feel, 
The wreck of all my friends, nor this man’s 

threat: 7 

To whomil am subdued, are but light to me, 
Might I but through my prison once a day 90 
Behold this maid : all corners else o’ the earth 
Let liberty make use of ; space enough 
Have I in sucha prison. 

Pros. [Aside] lt works. [To Fer.] Comeon. 
Thou hast done well, fine Ariel! [Zo Fer.] 

Follow me. 


480 


[To Ari.] Hark what thou else shalt do me. 


Mir. Be of comfort; 
My father’s of a better nature, sir, 
Than he appears by speech: this is unwonted 
Which now came from him. 
Pros. Thou shalt be as free 
As mountain winds: but then exactly do 
All points of my command. 
1". To the syllable. s00 
Pros. Come, follow. Speak not for him. 
[Exeunt. 


ACT I, 
ScEenEI. Another part of the island. 


Enter ALONSO, SEBASTIAN, ANTONIO, Gon- 
ZALO, ADRIAN, FRANCISCO, and others. 


Gon. Beseech you, sir, be merry; you have 
cause, 

So have we all, of joy; for our escape 
Is much beyond our loss, Our hint of woe 
Is common; every day some sailor’s wife, 
‘The masters of some merchant andthe merchant 
Have just our theme of woe ; but for the miracle, 
I mean our preservation, few in millions 
Can speak like us: then wisely, good sir, weigh 
Our sorrow with our comfort. 
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Alon. Prithee, peace. 

Seb. He receives comfort like cold porridge. 
Ant, The visitor will not give him o’er so. II 
Seb. Look, he’s winding up the watch of his 


offer'd, 

Comes to the entertainer— 

Seb. A dollar. p 

Gon. Dolourcomesto him, indeed: you have 
spoken truer than you purposed. 20 

Seb. You have taken it wiselier than I meant 
you should. 

Gon. Therefore, my lord— ; 

Ant. Fie, what a spendthrift is he of his 

tongue! _ 

Alon. I prithee, spare. 

Gon. Well, I have-done: but yet,— 

Seb. He will be talking. 5 

Ant. Which, of he or Adrian, for a good 
wager, first bezins to crow? 

Seb. The old cock. 30 

Ant. The cockerel. 

Seb. Done. The wager? 

Ant. <A laughter. 

Scb. A match! 

aldy. Though thisisland seem to be desert,— 

Seb. Ha, ha, ha! So, you’re paid. - 

r Re: Uninhabitable and almost  inacces- 

sible — 


Seb. Yet,— 

Adr. Yet,— 

Ant. He could not miss’t. « 
Adr. It must needs be of subtle, tender and 


delicate temperance. 


Ant. ‘Temperance was a delicate wench. 
Seb. Ay, anda subtle; as he most learnedly 


delivered. 


Adi. The air breathes upon us here most 
sweetly. 

Seb. Asif it had lungs and rotten ones. 

Ant. Oras’twere perfumed by afen. 

Gon. Here isevery thing advantageous to life. 

Ant. True; save incans to live. 59 

Seb. Of that there’s none, or little. 

Gon. How lush and lusty the grass looks! 
how green! : . 

Ani. The ground indeed is tawny. 

Seb. With an eye of green in’t. 

Ant. He misses not much. 

Seb. No; he doth but mistake the truth 
totally. 5 re pie 

Gon. But the rarity of it is—which is indeed 


almost beyond credit,— 


Seb. As many vouched rarities are. 60 
Gon. Thatour garments, being, as they were, 


drenched in the sea, hold notwithstanding their 
freshness and 


s Glosses, being rather new-dyed 
than stained with salt water. jj 
Ant. If but one of Bis pockets could speak, 


would it not say he lies 


Seb. Ay, or very falsely pocket up his report. 
Gon. Methinks our garments are now as 


fresh as when we put them on first in Afric, at 
the marriage of the king’s fair daughter Claribel 
to the King of Tunis. 7 
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well in our return. 


such a paragon to their queen. 


widow in? widow Dido! 
too? Good Lord, how you take it! Bo 


study of that: she was of Carthage, not of Tunis. 


easy next? 
bring forth more islands. 


Seem now as fresh as when we were at Tunis at 
themarriageof your daughter, who isnow queen. 


first day I wore it? I mean, in a sort. 


The stomach of my sense. Would I had never 


I ne'er again shall see her. O thou mine heir 
Of Naples and of Milan, what strange fish 
Hath made his meal on'thee? 


I saw him beat the surges under him, 

And ride upon their backs; he trod the water, 
Whose enmity he flung aside, and breasted 
The surge most swoln that met him ; his bold 


*Bove the contentious waves he kept, and oar'd 
Himself with his good arms in lusty stroke 

‘To the shore, that o’er his wave-worn basis bow’d, 
As stooping to relievehim: Inot doubt x21 
He came alive to land. 


That 


But rather lose her to an African: 


By all of us, and the fair soul herselé 
Weigh’d between loathness and obedience, at 





THE TEMPEST [Act a | 


Which end o’ the beam should bow. We have 
lost your son, __ "13 
T fear, for ever: Milan and Naples have __ 
Moe widows in them of this business’ making 
Than we bring men to comfort them: 
The fault’s yourown. | : 
Alon. So is the dear'st 0’ the loss. % 
Gon. My lord Sebastian, 
The truth you speak doth lack some gentleness 
And time to speak it in: you rub the sore, 
When you should bring the plaster, 
Seb. Very well. 


Seb. "Twas a sweet marriage, and we prosper 
















Adr. Tunis was never graced before with 


Gon. Not since widow Dido's time. 
Ant. Widow! a poxo’ that! How came that 


Seb. What if he had said ‘widower A=neas” 
Ady, ‘Widow Dido’said you? you make me 


Gon. This Tunis, sir, was Carthage, 

Adr. Carthage? 

Gon. I assure you, Carthage. J 

Seb. His word is more than the miraculous 
harp ; he hath raised the wall and houses too. 

dnt. ‘What impossible matter will he make 


Ant. And most chirurgeonly. _ 140 
Gon. It is foul weather in us all, good sir, 
When you are cloudy, 
Seb. Foul weather? 
Ant. .,, Very foul, 
Gon. HadIplantation of thisisle, my lord,— 
Ant. He’'ld sow’t with nettle-seed. 
Seb. Or docks, or mallows. 
Gon, And were the king on’t, what would I 


Seb, I think he will carry this island home in 
aus pocket and give it his son for an apple, 91 
nt, And, sowing the kernels of it in the sea, 


lo 
Seb. "Scape being drunk for want of wine. 
Gon. I’ the commonwealth I would by con- 
traries ‘ 

Execute all things; for no kind of traffic 
Would I admit; no name of magistrate; 149 
Ant. And the rarest that e’er came there. | Letters should not be known ; riches, poverty, 
Seb, Bate, I beseech you, widow Dido. zoo | And use of service, none; contract, succession, : 
Ant. O, widow Dido! ay, widow Dido. Bourn, bound of land, tilth, vineyard, none; ; 
Gon. Is not, sir, my doublet as fresh as the | No use of metal, corn, or wine, or oil; 
No occupation ; all men idle, all; 

And women too, but innocent and pure; 
No sovereignty ;— 
Seb. Yet he would be king on’t, 

Ant. The latter end of his commonwealth 
forgets the beginning. 
fon. All things in common nature should 
_ produce 159 
ithout sweat or endeavour: treason, felony, 
Sword. pike, knife, gun, or need of any engine, 
Would not have; but nature should bringforth, 
Of it own kind, all foison, all abundance, 
To feed my innocent people. 
No marrying ‘mong his subjects? 
Ant. None, man; all idle: whores and 


Gon, Ay. | ; 
Ant. Why, in good time. 
Gon. Sir, we were talking that our garments 


Ant. That sort was well fished for. 

Gon. When I wore it at your daughter's 
Marriage? 

Alon. You cram these words into mine ears 
against 


eee ed 


Married ay daughter there! for, coming thence, 
Y son is lost and, in my rate, she too, 
ho is so far from Italy removed x10 


ran. Sir, he may live: 


ayes. 
Gon. I would with such perfection govern, 
sir, : 
head To excel the golden age, 
Seb. 4 God save his majesty ! 
Ant. Long live Gonzalo! 
Gon. ; And,—do you mark me, sir? 
Alon. Prithee, no more: thou dost tall: no- 
thing to me. 172 
.Gon. I do well believe your highness; and 
did it to minister occasion to these gentlemen, 
who are of such sensible and nimble Jungs that 
they always use to laugh at nothing. 
Ant. “Twas you we laughed at. 


Alon. No, no, he’s gone. 
Seb. Sir, you may thank’ yourself for this 
great loss, 

would not bless our Europe with your 
daughter, 


- Gon. Who in this kind of merry fooling am 
Where she at least is banish’d from your ey nothing to you: soy s g ar 
Who hath cause to wet the grief on ‘t, 2 Jat noting xa you may continue and laugh 


Alon. Prithee, peace. 
Seb. You were kneel’d to and importuned 
otherwise 


Ant. What a blow was there given! 18a 
Seb. An it had not fallen flat- long. 

‘on. You are gentlemen of brave mettle; 
you would lift themoon out of her sphere, if she 
would continueinit five weeks ithoutchanging, 
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ScENE 1] 


Enter ARIEL, invisible, playing solemn music. 


Seb. We wouldso, and then go a bat-fowling. 
Ant. Nay, good my lord, he not angry. 
Gon. No, I warrant you; I will not adven- 
ture my discretion so weakly. Will you laugh 
me asleep, for I am very heavy? 
Ant. Go sleep, and hear us. 190 
[ALL sleep except Alon., Seb., and Ant. 
Alon, What, allso soon asleep! I wish mine 
eyes 
Would, with themselves, shut up my thoughts: 


nd, 
They are inclined to do so, ‘ 

Seb, , ® Please you, sir} 
Do not omit the heavy offer of it: 

It seldom visits sorrow; when it doth, 
It is a comforter. 

Ant. We two, my: lord, 

Will guard your person while you take your rest, 
And watch your safety. 

Alon. Thank you. Wondrous heavy. 

[Alonso sleeps. Exit Ariel. 

Seb.. What a strange drowsiness possesses 

them! 199 

Ant. It is the quality o° the climate. 

Seb. r Why 
Doth it not then our eyelids sink? I find not 
Myself disposed to sleep. c e 

Ant, Nor I; my spirits are nimble. 
They fell together all, as by consent ; 

They dropp'd, as by a thunder-stroke. What 
might, _ a 

Worthy Sebastian? O, what might?—Nomore:— 

And yet methinks I see it in thy face, 

‘What thou shouldst be: the occasion speaks 
thee,and 

My strong imagination sees a crown 

Dropping upon thy head. 4 

Seb. What, art thou waking? 

Ant. Do you not hear me coal 

Seb. do; and surely 
It is a sleepy language and thou speak’st 211 
Out of thy sleep. What is it thou didst say ? 
This is a strange repose, to be asleep . 
With eyes wide open; standing, speaking, 


moving, 

And yet so fast asleep. * 
nt. Noble Sebastian, 

Thou let'st thy fortune sleep—lie, rather; 
wink’st ; 

Whiles thou art waking. ae 

Seb, _ Thou dost snore distinctly ; 
There’s meaning in thy snores. 

Ant. Lammore serious than my custom: you 
Must be so too, if heed me; which todo ‘220 
Trebles thee o'er, 5 : 

Seb. Well, I am standing waier. 

Ant. I'll teach you how to flow. 

eb. ; Do so: totebb 
Hereditary sloth instructs me. 


Ant. , 
If you but knew how you the purpose cherish 
Whiles thus you mock it! how, in stripping it, 
You more invest it! Ebbing men, indeed, 230 
Most often do so near the bottom run 
By their own fear or sloth. 
Seb. Prithee, say on: 


B 
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The setting of thine eye and cheek proclaim 
‘A matter from thee, and a birth indeed 
Which throes thee much to yield. A 
Ant. Thus, sir: | 
Although this lord of weak remembrance, this, 
Who shall be of as little memory 
When he is earth’d, hath here almost per- 
suaded,— 4 y 
For he’s a spirit of persuasion, only 5 
Professes to persuade,—the king his son’s alive, 
"Tis as impossible that he’s undrown’d 
As he that sleeps here swims. 
seb. Ihave no hope 
That he’s undrown’d. 
Ant. O, out of that ‘no hope’ 
What great hope have you! no hope that way 
is 249 
Another way so high a hope that even 
Ambition cannot pierce a wink beyond, 
But doubt discovery there. Will you grant 
with me 
That Ferdinand is drown’d? 
Seb. He’s gone. 
Ant. Then, tell me, 
Who’s the next heir of Naples? 
Seb. Claribel. 
Ant. She that is queen of Tunis; she that 
dwells 
Ten_leagues beyond man’s life; she that from 
Naples 
Can have no note, unless the sun were post— 
The se Y the moon’s too slow—till new-born 
chins 
Be rough and razorable; she that—from whom? 
We all were sea-swallow’d, though some cast 
again, 251 
And by that destiny to perform an act 
Whereof what’s past is prologue, what to come 
In yours and my discharge. 


Seb. What stuff is this! how say you? 
‘Tis true, my brother's daughter’s queen of 


Tunis ;_ 5 : < 
So is she heir of Naples; ’twixt which regions 
There is some space, 

Ant. A space whose every cubit 
Seems to cry out, ‘ How shall that Claribel 
Measure us back to Naples? Keep in Tunis, 
And let Sebastian wake.’ Say, this were death 
That now hath seized them; why, they were no 


worse 261 
Than now they are. There be that can rule 


aples 
As well as he that sleeps; lords that can prate 
amply and unnecessarily 
As this Gonzalo; I myself could make 
A chough of as deep chat. O, that you bore 
The mind that I do! what.a sleep were this 
For your advancement! Do you understand 


me? 
Seb. Methinks I do. 
Ant. And how does your content 


Tender your own good fortune? 

eb. Iremember 270: 
You did supplant your brother Prospero. 
Ant. True: 
And look how well my garments sit upon me; 
Much feater than before: my brother's servants 
Were then my fellows; now they are my men. 
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‘And that a strange one too, which did awake 


Seb. But, for your conscience? 


Ant. Ay, sit; where lies that? if ’twere a 


kibe, : : 
*Twould put me to my slipper: but T feel not 
This deity in my bosom: twenty consciences, 
That stand *twixt me and Milan, candied 


they F 
‘And melt ere they molest! Here lies your 
brother, : 280 
No better than the earth he lies upon, | 
1f he were that which now he’s like, that 's dead g 
Whom I, with this obedient steel, three inches 


of it, x ~ 
Can lay to bed for ever; whiles you, doing thus, 
'To the perpetual wink for aye might pub 
This ancient morsel, this Sir Prudence, who 


Should not upbraid our course, Jor all the 


rest, > 

They ‘ll take suggestion as a cat laps milk; 
They'll tell the clock to any business that 289 
We say befits the hour, 2 

Seb. Thy case, dear friend, 
Shall be my precedent; as thou got’st Milan, 
TN come y Naples. Draw thy sword: one 
: stroke 
Shall free thee from the tribute which thou 

ayest; 

And I the king shall love thee. 

Ant. Draw. EES 
And when I rear my hand, do you the like, 
To fall it on Gonzalo. 

Seb.  O, but one word. [They talk apart. 


i Re-enter ARIEL, invisible. 


Ari. My master through his art foresees the 
danger. Pp 
nis you, his friend, are in; and sends me 
‘orth— 
For else his project dies—to keep them living. 
[Sings in Gonzalo’s ear. 


While you here do snoring lie, 300 
Open-eyed conspiracy 


His time doth take. 
Tf of life you keep a care, 
Shake off slumber, and beware: 
Awake, awake! 
Ant. Then let us both be sudden. 
Gon. E Now, good angels 
Preserve the kin, [Lhey wake. 


Alon. Why, iow now? ho, awake! Why 


are you drawn ? 
Wherefore this ghastly looking t 
Gon. What’s the matter? 
Scb. Whiles we stood here securing your 
Tepose, gio 
Eyen now, we heard a hollow burst of bellowing 
Like bulls, or rather lions: did’t not wake you? 
It puck mine ear most terribly. 
lon. 2 heard nothing. 
Ant. O, ‘twas a din to fright a TaDiaEeTS 


ear, 

To make an earthquake! sure, it hi 

Of a whole herd of lions. esas 
Alon, ___ Heard you this, Gonzalo? 
Gon. Upon mine honour, sir, I heard a 

















[Act ur 


me: 5 f 
I shaked you, sir, and cried: as mine eyes 


open’d, 319 


I saw their weapons drawn : there was a noise, 
‘be | That’s verily. “Lis best we stand upon our guard, 


Or that we quit this place: let’s draw our 
weapons. 
Alon. Lead off this ground; and let’s make 
further search 


Tor my poor son. 


Gon. Heavens keep him from these beasts! 
For he is, sure, i’ the island. 
Alon. Lead away. ‘ 
Ari. Prospero my lord shall know what I 
have done: 
So, king, go safely on to seek thy son. [Zveunt. 


ScENE II. Another part of the island. 


Enter CALIBAN with a burden of wood. A 
noise of thunder heard. 


Cal. Allthe infections that the sun sucks up 
From bogs, fens, flats, on Prosper fall and 
makehim |. - he 
By inch-meal a disease! His spirits hear me 
And end needs must curse. But they'll nor 
inch, 
Fright, me with urchin-shows, pitch me i’ the 


mire, 

Nor lead me, like a firebrand, in the dark 

Out of my way, unless he bid’em; but 

For every trifle are they set upon me ; 
Sometime like apes that mow and chatter at me 
And after bite me, then like hedgehogs which 
Lie tumbling in my barefoot way and mount 
Their pricks at my footfall; sometime am I 
Allwound with adders who with cloven tongues 
Do hiss me into madness. 


Enter TRINCULO. 


"x Lo, now, lo! 
Here comes a spirit of his, and to torment me 
For bringing wood in slowly. I'll fall flat ; 
Perchance he will not mind me. 

Trin, Here’s neither bush nor shrub, to bear 
off any weather at all, and another storm brew- 
ing; Lhearitsing? the wind: yond same black 
cloud, yond huge one, looks like a foul bom- 
bard that would shed his liquor. If it should 
thunder as it did before, I know not where to 
hide my head: fend same cloud cannot choose 
but fall by pailfuls. What have we here? a 
man ora fish? dead or alive? A fish: he 
smells like a fish; a very ancient and fish-like 
smell; a kind of not of the newest Poor-John. 
A strange fish! Were I in Hnglang now, as 
once I was, and had but this fish painted, not 
a holiday fool there but would give a piece of 
silver: there would this monster make a man; 
any strange beast there makes a man: when 
they will not give a doit to relieve a lame 
beggar, they will lay out ten to see a dead 
Indian. Legged like a man! and his fins like 
arms! Warm o’ my troth! I do now let loose 
my opinion; hold it no longer: this is no fish, 
but an islander, that hath lately suffered by a 
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come again! my best way is to creep under 
his gaberdine; there is no other shelter here- 
about: misery Bee AN a man with strange 
bed-fellows. I will here shroud till the dregs 
of the storm be past. 


Enter SvEPHANO, singing: @ bottle in 
his hand. 


Ste. Ishall no more to sea, to sea, 
Here shall I die ashore— 


This is a very scurvy tune to sing at_a. man’s 
funeral well, here’s my comfort. [Drinks. 
Sings. 
The master, the swabber, the boatswain and I, 
The gunner and his mate 
Loved Mall, Meg and Marian and Margery, 
But none of us cared for Kate; 5I 
For she had a tongue with a tang, 
Would ery toasailor,Gohang! . 
She loved not the savour of tar nor of pitch, 
Yet a tailor might scratch her where’er she 
¢ did itch : 
Then to sea, boys, and let her go hang! 


This is a scurvy tune too: but here’s my com- 
fort. (Drinks. 
Cal. Do not torment me: Oh! : 

Ste. What’s the matter? Have we devils 
here? Do you put tricks upon’s with savages 
and men of Ind, ha? I have not iscaped drown- 
ing to be afeard now of your four legs; for it 
hath been said, As proper 2 man as ever went 
on four les cannot make him give ground ; 
and it shall be said so again while Stephano 
breathes at nostrils. 

Cal. The spirit torments me; Oh! | 

Ste. This is some monster of the isle with 
four legs, who hath fot, as I take it, an ague. 
‘Where the devil should he learn our language? 
L will give him some relief, if it be but for that. 
Té I can recover him and keep him tame and 
get to Naples with him, he’s a present for any 
emperor that ever trod on neat’s-leather. 

Cal. Do not torment me, prithee; I’ll bring 
my wood home faster. 

‘Ste. He’s in his fit now and does not talk 
after the wisest. He shall taste of my bottle: 
if he have never drunk wine afore, it will go 
near to remove his fit. If I can recover him 
and keep him tame, I will not take too much 
for him; he shall pay for him that hath him, 
and that soundly. 

Cal. Thou dost me yet but little hurt; thou 
wilt anon, I know it by thy trembling: now 
Prosper works upon thee. 

Ste, Come on your ways; open yourmouth; 
here is that which will give language to you, 
cat: open your mouth; this will shake your 
shaking, I can tell you, and that soundly: you 
cannot tell who’s your friend: open your chaps 
again, 9 

Trin. I should know that voice: it should 
be—hut he is drowned; and these are devils: 
O defend me! 

Ste. Four legs and two voices: a most deli- 
cate monster! His forward voice now is to 
speak well of his friend; his backward voice 
is to utter foul speeches and to detract. If all 
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the wine in my bottle will recover him, I will 
help his ague. Come. Amen! I will pour 
some in thy other mouth. 

Trin._ Stephano! 100 

Ste. Doth thy other mouth call me? Mercy, 
mercy! This is a devil, and no monster; I wil 
leave him; I have no Jong spoon. 

Trin. Stephano! If thou beest Stephano, 
touch me and speak to me; for I am Trinculo 
—be not afeard—thy good friend Trinculo. 

Ste. If thou beest Trinculo, come forth: I'll 

ull thee by the lesser legs: if any be Trinculo’s 
legs, these are they. Thou art very Trinculo 
indeed! How camest thou to be the siege of 
this moon-calf? can he vent ‘lrinculos? qIL 

Trin. I took him to be killed with a thun- 
der-stroke. But art thou not drowned, Ste- 
puanog T hope now thou art not drowned. 

s the storm overblown? I hid me under 
the dead moon-calf's gaberdine for fear of the 
storm. And art thou living, Stephano? O 
Stephano, two Neapolitans ’scaped! 

Ste. Prithee, do not turn me about; my 
stomach is not constant. . : 

Cal. [Aside] These be fine things, an if they 

be not sprites. 120 
That’s a brave god and bears celestial liquor. 
I will kneel to him. 

Ste. How didst thou ’scape? How camest 
thou hither? swear by this bottle how thou 
camest hither, I escaped upon a butt of sack 
which the sailors heaved o’erboard, by this 
bottle! which I made of the bark of a tree with 
mine own hands since I was cast ashore. 

Cal. I'll swear upon that bottle to be thy 
true subject; for the liquor is not earthly. 130 

Ste, Here; swear then how thou escapedst. 

Trin. Swum ashore, man, like a duck: I 
can swim like a duck, T’ll be sworn. 

Ste. Here, kiss the book. Though thou canst 
swim like a duck, thou art made like a goose. 

Trin. O Stephano, hast any more of this? 

Ste. The whole butt, man; my cellar is ina 
rock by the sea-side where my wine is hid. 
How now, moon-calf! how does thine ague? 

Cal. Hast thou not croppid from heaven? 

Ste. Out o’ the moon, [ do assure thee: 
I was the man i’ the moon when time was. 

Cal. Ihave seen thee in her and I do adore 


thee: 
My mistress show’d me thee and thy dog and 
thy bush. . 

Ste. Come, swear to that; kiss the book: 
J ‘will furnish it anon with new contents: 
swear, 5 : 

Trin. By this good light, this is a very 
shallow monster! I afeard of him! <A very 
weak monster! ‘The man i’ the moon! A 
most poor credulous monster! Well drawn, 
monster, in eood sooth! . 

Cal. I'll show thee every fertile inch o’ th’ 
lAnd Twill kiss thy foot: T prithes, bemay- god 

I will kiss thy foot: I prithee, be my god. 

Trin. By this light, a most perfidious and 
drunken monster! when’s god’s asleep, hell 
rob his hottle. 

Cal. Ill kiss thy foot ; I swear myself thy 

subject. 
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Ste. Comeon then; down, and swear. 
Trin. shall laugh myself to death at this 
puppy-headed monster. ‘A most scurvy mon- 
ster! I could find in my heart to beat him,— 
Ste. Come, kiss. AER st 161 
Trin. But that the poor monster ’s in drink : 
an abominable monster! j f 
Cal. I'll show thee the best springs; Tu 
pluck thee berries; 
T’ll fish for thee and get thee wood enough. 
A piagne upon the tyrant that I serve! 
Dl bear him no more sticks, but follow thee, 
Thou wondrous man. 
Trin. A most ridiculous monster, to make 
a, wonder of a poor drunkard ! 170 
Cal. Lprithee, let me bring thee where crabs 


Enter Mmanba; and PROSPERO at @ 
distance, unseen. 
Mir. Alas, now, pray you, 
Work not so hard: I would the lightning had 
Burnt up those logs that you are enjoin’d to 




















ile! 
Poe set it down and rest you: when this 
4 burns, 
>Twill weep for having wearied you. My father 
Ts hard at study; pray now, rest yourself; 20 
He’s safe for these three hours. 5 

Fer. O most dear mistress, 
The sun will set before I shall discharge 
What 1 must strive to do. “ 

Mir. If you Il sit down, 
[ll bear your logs the while: pray, give ne that; 
Tl carry it to the pile. 5 

rer. No, precious creature ; 
Thad rather crack my sinews, break my back, 
‘Than you should such dishonour undergo, 
While I sit lazy by. 

Mir, Tt would become me | 
As well as it does you: and I'should do it 
With much more ease; formy good will is toit, 
And yours it is against. ; 

708. ‘Poor worm, thou art infected! 
This visitation shows it, ; 
Mir. _ You look wearily. 
Fer, No, noble mistress; *tis fresh morning 
with me i 
When you are by at night. Ido beseech you— 
Chiefly that I might set it in my prayers— 
What is your name? 
Mir. Miranda.—O my father, 
T have broke your hest to say so! _ ‘ 
en". ____ Admired Miranda! 
Indeed the top of admiration! worth 
What's dearest to the world! Full many a lady 
I have eyed with best regard and many a time 
The harmony of their tongues hath into bondage 
Brought my too diligent ear: for several virtues 
wnt, | Have I liked several women; never any 
With so full soul, but some defect in her 
Did quarrel with the noblest grace she owed 
And put it to the foil: but you, O you, 
So perfect and so peerless, are created 
Of every creature’s best! 

Mir. I do not know 
One of my sex; no woman’s face remember, 
Save, from my glass, mine own; nor have 1 


TOW ; 4 2 
Andi with my long nails will dig thee pig-nuts; 
Show thee a jay’s nest and instruct thee how 
To snare the nimble marmoset ; L'll bring thee 
To clustering filberts and sometimes I'll get thee 
Young scamels from the rock. Wilt thou go 

with me? . 

Ste. I prithee now, lead the way without any 
more talking. Trinculo, the king and all our 
company else being drowned, we will inherit 
here: here; bear my bottle: fellow Trinculo, 
we'll fill him by and by again. 181 

Cal. [Sings drunkenly] 

Farewell, master ; farewell, farewell! 
see A howling monster; a drunken mon- 
ster 
Cal. No more dams I'll make for fish ; 
Nor fetch in firing 
At requiring; 
Nor scrape trencher, nor wash dish : 
>Ban, Ban, Cacaliban 
Has a new master: get a new man. 
Freedom, hey-day! hey-day, freedom! freedom, 
hey-day, freedom! 191 
Ste. O brave monster! Lead the way. 
[Exe 


ACT IL 
Scene I. Before PRosPERO’S cell. 
Enier FERDINAND, bearing a log. 
Fer. There be some sports are painful, and 
their labour 
Delight in them sets off: some kinds of base- 


seen oO 
More that I may call men than you, good friend, 
And my dear father: how features are abroad, 
Tam skilless of ; but, by my modesty, 
The jewel in my dower, I would not wish 
Any companion in the world but you, 
Nor can imagination form a shape, 
Besides yourself, to like of. But 1 prattle 
Something too wildly and my father’s precepts 
I therein do forget. > 

er. Iam in my condition 


ness 
Ave nobly, undergone and most poor matters 
Point to rich ends. This my mean task 
‘Would be as heavy to me as odious, but 
The mistress which I serve quickens what,s dead 
And makes my labours pleasures: O, she is 
Ten times more gentle than her father’s crabbed, 
And he’s composed of harshness. I must re- 


move ss 

Some thousands of these logs and pile them up, 

Upon a sore injunction: my sweet mistress xz 
eeps when she sees me work, and says, such 


ness 
Had never like executor. I forget: 
But these sweet thoughts do even refresh my 


labours, : 
t Most busy legsorbqzabApit Research Instit 


I would, not so!—and would no more end 
This wooden slavery than-to suffer epee 
The flesh-fly blow my mouth. Hear my soul 


speak: 
(EDD eaRHaphea gat 7H dd 


A prince, Miranda; I do think, a king; 60. 


et 


| 
| 





wo 


paces. 


Scenz 1] 


My heart fly to your service; there resides, 
To make me slave to it; and for your sake 
Am I this patient log-man. 


Mir. Do you love me? 
Fer. Oheaven, O earth, bear witness to this 
sound ? 
And crown what I profess with kind event 






Ji I speak true! if hollowly, invert 7o 
What best is boded me to mischief! 1 
Beyond all limit of what else i?’ the world 
Do love, prize, honour you. 

Mir. Tam a fool 
To weep at what I am glad of. 

T08. Fair encounter, 

Of two most rare affections! Heavens rain 


frace 6 
On that which breeds between ’em! 


rer. : Wherefore weep you? 
M i At mine unworthiness that dare not 
offer 


What I desire to give, and much less take _ 
What I shall die to want. But this is trifling ; 
And all the more it seeks to hide itself, 80 
The bigger bulk it shows, Hence, bashful cun- 
ning! 
And prompt me, plain and holy innocence! 
Iam your wife, if you will marry me; 
if not, I'll die your maid: to be your fellow 
You may deny me; but I’ll be your servant, 
Whether you will or no. f 
Fer. My mistress, dearest; 
And J thus humble ever. 
Mir. My husband, then? 
Fer. Ay, with a heart as willing 
As bondage e’er of freedom: here’s my hand. 
Mir, And mine, with my heart in*t: and 


now farewell 90 
Till half an hour hence. 
Fer, A thousand thousand! 


2aeunt Fer. and Mir. severally. 
Pros. So glad of this as they I cannot be, 
Who are surprised withal; but my rejoicing 
At nothing can be more. I’Il to my book, 
For yet ere supper-time must I perform : 
Much business appertaining. [Exit. 


Scene Il. Another part of the island. 
Enter CauiBan, STEPHANO, and TRINCULO. 


Ste. Tell not me; when the butt is out; we 
will drink water; not a drop before: therefore 
peat up, and board’em. Servant-monster, drink 

‘0 me. 

Trin. Servant-monster! the folly of this is- 
land! They say there’s but five upon this isle: 
we are three of them; if th’ other two be brained 


. like us, the state totters. 


Ste. Drink, servant-monster, when I bid 
‘hee: thy eves are almost set in thy head. 10 

Trin.. Where should they be set else? he 
were a brave monster indeed, if they were set 
in his tail. ; 

Ste. My man-monster hath drown’d his 
tongue in‘sack: for my part, the sea cannot 
drown me; I swam, ere I could recover the 
shore, five and hiriyeleaaues off and on. By 
this light, thou shalt be my lieutenant, monster, 
or my standard. 
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Trin, Your lieutenant, if you list; he’s no 
standard. 3 20 
Ste,. We'll not run, Monsieur Monster. _ 

Trin. Nor go neither ; but you'll lie like 
dogs and _yet say nothing neither. es 

Ste. Moon-calf, speak once in thy life, if 
thou beest a good moon-calf. x 

Cal. How does thy honour? Let me lick 

thy shoe. — z f 
I'll not serve him; he is not valiant. 

Trin. Thou liest, most ignorant monster: I 
am in case to justle a constable. Why, thou 
deboshed fish, thou, was there ever man a 
coward that hath drunk so much sack as I 
to-day? Wilt thou tell a monstrous lie, being 
but half a fish and half a monster? | 

Cal. Lo, how he mocks me! wilt thou let 
him, my lord? 

Trin. ‘Lord’ quoth he! That a monster 
should be such a natural! 

Cal. Lo, lo, again!. bite him to death, I 
prithee. I. 

Ste. Trinculo, keep a good tongue in your 
head: if you prove a mutineer,—the next tree! 
The poor monster’s my subject and he shall 
not suffer indignity. S 

Cal. I thank my noble lord. Wilt thou be 
pleased to hearken once again to the suit I 
made to thee? . 

Ste. Marry, will I: kneel and repeat it; I 
will stand, and so shall Trinculo. 


Enter ARIEL, invisible. 


' Cal. As I told thee before, I am subject to 
a tyrant, a sorcerer, that by his cunning hath 


cheated me of the island. 50 
Ari, Thou liest. Gre: 
Cal. Thou liest, thou jesting monkey, thou: 


I would my valiant master would destroy thee! 
I do not lie. F 

Ste. Trinculo, if you_trouble him any more 
in’s tale, by this hand, I will supplant some of 
your teeth. ; 

Trin._ Why, I said nothing. 

Ste. Mun, then, and no more. Proceed. 

Cal. I say, by sorcery he got this isle ; 
From me he got it. If thy. greatness will 
Revenge it on him,—for I know thou darest, 
But this thing dare not,— 


60 


Ste. That’s most certain. |. 

i Cal. Thou shalt be lord of it and I'll serve 
thee. 

Ste. How now shall this be compassed? 


Canst thou bring me to the party? 
Cal. Yea, yea, my lord: I'll yield him thee 


asleep, rin 5 
Where thou mayst knock a nail into his head. 
Avi. Thou liest; thou canst not. 79 
Cal. Whatapiedninny’sthis! Thouscurvy 


Beech ee 
I do beseech thy tness, give him blows 
And take his bottle from him: when that’s gone 
He shall drink nought but brine; for I’ not 
show him. : 

Where the quick freshes are. 

Ste. Trinculo, run into no further danger: 
interrupt the monster one word further, and, by 
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Ste. If thou beest a man, show thyself in thy 
likeness : if thou beest a devil, take ’t as thou 
list. 

Trin. O, forgive me my sins! 

Ste. He that dies pays all debts: I defy thee. 
Mercy upon us! 141 

Cal. Art thou afeard? 

Ste. No, monster, not I. . 

Cal. Be not afeard; the isle is full of noises, 
Sounds and sweet airs, that give delight an 

hurt not. aie 
Sometimes a thousand twangling instruments 
Willhum about mine ears, and sometime voices 
That, if I then had waked after long sleep, | 
Will’ make me sleep again: and then, in 
dreaming, 
The clouds methought would open and show 
riches 150 
Ready to drop upon me, that, when I waked, 
I cried to dream again. 

Ste. _ This will prove a brave kingdom to me, 
where I shall have my music for nothing. 

Cal. When Prospero is destroyed. 

Ste. That shall be by and by: I remember 
the story. Set 
_ Trin. The sound is going away ; let’s follow 
it, and after do our work. 

Ste. Lead, monster; we'll follow. IT wouldL 
could see this taborer ; he lays it on. 160 
Trin. Wilt come? I'll follow, Stephano. 

Kveunt. 

























this hand, [ll turn ny mercy out o’ doors and 
make a stock-fish of thee. : F s 
Trin. Why, what did I? I did nothing. Til 
go farther off. 4 81 
Ste. Didst thou not say he lied ? 
Ari. Thou liest. a 
Ste. Do1so? take thou that. [Beats Trin.J 
As you like this, give me the lie another time. 
Dyin. T did not give the lie. Out o’ your 
wits and hearing too? A pox o’ your bottle! 
this can sack and drinking do, A murrain on 
your monster, and the devil take your fingers! 
Cal. Ha,ha, ha! | eco. 
Ste. Now, forward with your tale. Prithee, 
stand farther off. z 
Cal. Beat him enough: after a little time 
T’ll beat him too. 
Ste. Stand farther. Come, proceed. 
Cal. Why, as 1 told thee, ’tis a custom with 


him, 
Tr ae afternoon to sleep: there thou mayst brain 
him, R 
Biaving first seized his books, or with a log 
Batter his skull, or paunch him witha stake 
Or cut his wezand with thy knife. Remember 
First to possess his books; for without them 100 
He’s but a sot, as I am, nor hath not : 
One spirit to command: they all do hate him 
As rootedly as I. Burn but his books. 
He has brave utensils,—for so he calls them,— 
Which, when he has a house, he'll deck withal. 
And that most deeply to consider is 
The beauty of his daughter; he himself 
Calls her a nonpareil: I never saw a woman, 
But only Sycorax my dam and she; 
But she as far surpasseth Sycorax 119 
As great’st does least. 
Ste. Is it so brave a lass? 
Cal. Ay, lord; she will become thy bed, I 
warrant. 
And bring thee forth brave brood, 
Ste. Monster, I will kill this man: his 
daughter and I will be king and queen,—save 





SoENE III. Another part of the island. 


Enter ALONSO, SEBASTIAN, ANTONIO, GON- 
ZALO, ADRIAN, FRANCISCO, and others. 


Gon. By’r lakin, I can go no further, sir; 
My old bones ache: here’s a maze trod indeed 
Through forth-rights and meanders! By your 


our graces !—and Trinculo and thyself shall be patience, 
viceroy's. Dost thou like the plot, Trinculo? —_| I needs must rest me. 
Trin. Excellent. Alon. Old lord, I cannot blame thee, 


Ste. Give me thy hand: I am sorry I beat 
thee; but, while thou livest, keep a good tongue 
in thy head. 121 

Cal. Within this half hour will he be asleep : 
Wilt thou destroy him then? 

Ste. <= Ay, on mine honour. 

Avt. This will I tell my master. 

Cal. Thou makest me merry; I am full of 

pleasure : : 
Let us be jocund : maou troll the catch 
You taught me but while-ere? 

Ste. Atthy request, monster, I will do reason, 

any reason. Come on, Trinculo, let us sing. 


Who am myself attach’d with weariness, 

To the dulling of my spirits: sit down, and rest. 
Even here J will put off my hope and keep it 
No longer for my flatterer: he is drown’ 
Whom thus we stray to find, and the sea mocks 
Our frustrate search on land. Well, let him 


go. Io 
Ant. [Aside to Scb.] Iam right glad that 
he’s so out of hope. 
Do not, for one repulse, forego the purpose 
sae you resolved ue on i 
eb. side to Ant. e next vantage 
Will we take through! Astaro 


[Sings.| Ant. [Aside to Scb.] Let it be tonight; 
Flout ’em and scout ’em | 130 | For, now they are Saud with iavels they 
And scout’em and flout em; Will not, nor cannot, use such vigilance 


Thought is free, 
Cal, oe ’s ney tbe tune. 7 
riel plays the tune on a tabor and pipe. 
Ste. What fs this same? aos 
Trin. This is the tune of our catch, played 
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As when they are fresh. 
Seb. [Aside to ae I say, to-night: no 
more. solemn and strange music. 
Alon. What harmony is this? My good 
friends, hark ! 


te Bigtda By SOLAS 








Sczunu m1) 


Enter PROSPERO above, invisible. Enter several 
strange Shapes, bringing in a banquet ; they 
dance about it with gentle uctions of saluta- 
tion; and, inviting the King, &e. to eat, 
they depart. 


Alon. Give us kind keepers, heavens! What 
were these? Se 
Seb. A living drollery. Now I will believe 
_ That there are unicorns, that in Arabia 
There is one tree, the phcenix’ throne, one 


ites see 
At this hour reigning there. 
Ant, I'll believe both; 


And what does else want credit, come to me, 
And I'll be sworn tis true: travellers ne’er did 


ie, 

Though fools at home condemn ’em. 

Gon. If in Naples 
I should report this now, would they believe me? 
If I should say, I saw such islanders— 
For, certes, these are people of the island— 30 
Who, though they are of monstrous shape, yet, 

note, 

Their manners are more gentle-kind than of 
Our human generation you shall find 
Many, nay, almost any. 

Pros. [Aside] Honest lord, 
Thou hast said well; for some of you there pre- 


sent 
Are worse than devils, 
Alon. I cannot too much muse 
Such shapes, such gesture and such sound, ex- 
Pressing, . 
Although they want the use of tongue, a kind 
Of excellent dumb discourse. 


P70. [Aside] Praise in departing. 
Fran. They vanish’d strangely. é : 
20} No matter, since 40 


eb. 
They have left their viands behind; for we have 

_, stomachs. - 

Will ’t please you taste of what is here? 
Alon. Not I. 
Gon. Faith, sir, you need not fear. When 
we were boys, f 
‘Who would believe that there were mountaineers 
Dew-lapp’d like bulls, whose throats had hang- 
ing at’em 
‘Wallets of flesh? or that there were such men 
Whose peed stood in their breasts? which now 
we find 
Each putter-out of five for one will bring us 
Good warrant of. 

Alon. I will stand to and feed, 
Although my last: no matter, since I feel 
The best is past. Brother, my lord the duke, 
Stand to and do as we. 


Thunder and UGRER Ts Enter ARtE1, like a 
harnpy ; claps hiswings upon the table ; and, 
with aw quaint device, the banquet vanishes. 


Avi, You are three men of sin, whom 
Destiny, | 
That hath to instrument this lower world 
And what is in’t, the never-surfeited sea 
Hath caused to'belch up you ; ind on thisisland 
Where man doth notinhabit; you’mongst men 


50 


Being most unfit tolive. Ihave made you mad; | Now 
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And even with such-like valour men hang and 
drown 
Their proper selves. ‘ 
Alon., Seb. de. draw their swords. 
You fools! I and my fellows 65 
Are ministers of Fate: the elements, 
Of whom your swords are temper'd, may as well 
Wound the loud winds, or with bemock’d-at 


stabs 
Kill the still-closing waters, as diminish 
One dowle that’s in my plume; my fellow- 
ministers 
Are like invulnerable. If you could hurt, 
Yourswordsare now too massy foryourstrengths 
And will not be uplifted. But remember— 
For that’s my business to you—that you three 
From Milan did supplant. good Prospero; 70 
Exposed unto the sea, which hath requit it, 
Him and his innocent child: for which foul deed 
The powers, delaying, not forgetting, have 
Incensed the seas and shores, yea, all the crea- 
tures, 
Against your peace. Thee of thy son, Alonso, 
‘They have bereft ; and do pronounce by me 
Lingering perdition, worse than any death 
Can be at once, shall step by step attend 
You and your ways; whose wraths to guard you 


Trom— 
Which here, in this most desolate isle, else falls 
Uponyourheads—is nothing but heart-sorrow 8: 
And a clear life ensuing. 


He vanishes in thunder ; then, to soft music, 
enter the Shapes again, and dance, with 
mocks and mows, and carrying out the table. 


rs. Bravely the figure of this harpy hast 
thou 
Perform’d, my Ariel; a grace it had, devouring : 
Of my instruction hast thou nothing bated 
In what thou hadst to say : so, with good life 
And observation eireuees my meaner ministers 
pncinsereaU Onis uae one. My highcharms 
work 
And these mine enemies are all knit up 
In their distractions; they now arein my power; 
And in these fits I leave them, while I visit 9: 
Young Terdinand, whom they suppose is 
drown’d, ‘ : 
And his and mine loved darling. [Hit above. 
Gon. the name of something holy, sir, 
why stand you 
In this strange stare? _ 
lon. O, it is monstrous, monstrous! 
Methought the billows spoke and told me of it; 
The winds did sing it to me, and the thunder, 
That deep and dreadful organ-pipe, pronounced 
The name of Prosper: it did bass my trespass. 
Therefore my son 1’ the ooze is bedded, and _ 100 
I'll seek him deeper than e’er plummet sounded 
And with him there lie mudded. [Exit. 
Seb. naheoe But one fiend at a time, 
I'll fight their legions o’er. 
Ant. I'll be thy second. 
[Exeunt Seb. and Ant. 
Gon. All three of them are desperate: their 
_, Breat guilt, d 
Like poison given to work a great time after, 


gins to bite the spirits. I do beseech you 
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That are of suppler doints, follow them swiftly 
And hinder them from what this ecstasy 
May now provoke them to. 

dr. Follow, I pray you. [Zeunt. 


ACT IV. 
Scorne I. Before PRosrERo’s cell. 
Enter PROSPERO, FERDINAND, and MIRANDA. 


Pros. If I have too austerely punish’d you, 
Your compensation makes amends, for I |. 
Have given you here a thrid of mine own life, 
Or that for which I live; who once again 
T tender to thy hand: all thy vexations 
Were but my trials of thy love, and thou 
Has strangely stood the test: here, afore 

eaven, ‘ 5 
L ratify this my rich gift. O Ferdinand, 
Do not smile at me that I boast her off, 
For thou shalt find she will outstrip all praise 10 
‘And make it halt behind her, a 

Fer. I do believe it 

Against an oracle. 


Pros. Then, as my gift and thine own ac- 
quisition 
Worthily purchased, take my daughter: but 
If thou dost break her virgin-knot before 
All sanctimonious ceremonies may 
With full and holy rite be minister’d, 
No sweet aspersion shall the heavens let fall 
To make this contract grow ; but barren hate, 
Sour-eyed disdain and discord shall bestrew 20 
The union of your bed with weeds so loathly 
That you shall hate it both: therefore take heed, 
‘As Hymen’s lamps shall light you. 
ciate, — As I hope 
For quiet days, fair issue and long life, 
With such love as ’tis now, the murkiest den, 
The ete opportune place, the strong’st sugges- 
ion 
Our worser genius can, shall never melt 
Mine honour into lust, to take away 
The edge of that day’s celebration 
When I shall think, or Phebus’ steeds are 
founder'd, 30 
Or Night kept chain’d below. 
Pros. Fairly spoke. 
Sit then and talk with her; she is thine own. 
What, Ariel! my industrious servant, Ariel! 


Enter ARIEL. 
Ari, What would my potent master? here 


am. 
Pros. Thouand thy meaner fellows your last 
_, Service 
Did worthily perform; and I must use you 
Jn such another trick. Go bring the rabble, 
O’er whom I give thee power, here to this place : 
Incite them to quick motion ; for I must 
Bestow upon the eves of this young couple 40 
Some vanity of mine art: it is my promise, 
cee they expect it from me, 
r%, 


5 . _ , Presently? 
Pros. Ay, witha twink, 

















[Act Iv 


Ari. Before you can say ‘come’ and ‘go,’ 
‘And breathe twice and cry ‘so, so,” 
Teach one, tripping on his toe, 
Will be here with mop and mow, 
Do you love me, master? no? 

Pros. Dearly, my delicate Ariel. Do not 

approach 
Till thou dost hear me call. 


Well, Lconceive. [Ewit. 50 
alli. - 


rh. . 
Pros. Look thou be true; do not give d 
ance 
Too much the rein: the strongest oaths are 


straw 
To the fire ? the blood: be more abstemious, 
Or else, good night your vow! ; 
‘er. I warrant you, sir; 
The white cold virgin snow upon my heart 
Abates the ardour of my liver. 
7°08. = walk 
Now come, my Ariel! bring a corollary, 
Rather than want a spirit: appear, and pertly! 
No tongue! alleyes! besilent. — [So/t music. 


Enter Tris. 
Tris. Ceres, most bounteous lady, thy oe 


leas 

Of wheat, rye, barley, vetches, oats and pease; 
Thy turfy mountains, where live nibbling sheep, 
‘And flat meads thatch’d with stover, them to 


keep ; x 
Thy banks with pioned and twilled brims, 
Which spongy April at thy hest betrims, 
To make cold nymphs chaste crowns ; and thy 
broom-groves, |, 
Whose shadow the dismissed bachelor loves, 
Being lass-lorn ; thy pole-clipt vineyard ; 
‘And thy sea-marge, sterile and rocky-hard, 
Where thou thyself dost air;—the queen o’ the 


sky, 79 
Whose watery arch and messengeramI, 
Bids thee leave these, and with her sovereign 

grace, 
Here on this grass-plot, in this very place, 
To come and sport: her peacocks fly amain : 
Approach, rich Ceres, her to entertain. 


Enter Ceres. 
Cer. Hail, many-colourd messenger, that 


ne'er 
Dost Lape the wife of Jupiter; 
Who with thy saffron wings upon my flowers 
Diffusest honey-drops, refreshing showers, 
And with each end of thy blue bow dost crown 80 
My bosky acres and my unshrubb’d down, 
Rich scarf to my proud earth; why hath thy 
queen 
pump me hither, to this short-grass'd 
reen 

ins A contract of true love to celebrate ; 
And some donation freely to estate 
On the blest lovers. 

Cer. Tell me, heayenly bow, 
If Venus or her son, as thou dost know, 
Do now attend the queen? Since they did plot 
The means that dusky Dis my daughter got, 
Her and her blind boy’s scandal’d company 99 
I have forsworn. 

Of her society 


; | Iris. 
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Be not afraid : I met her deity 

Cutting the clouds towards Paphos and her son 

Dove-drawn with her. Here thought they to 
have done , 

Some wanton charm upon this man and maid, 

Whose vows are, that no bed-right shall be paid 

Till Hymen’s torch be lighted; but in vain; 

Mars’s hot minion is return’d again ; 

Her waspish-headed son has broke his arrows, 

Swears he will shoot no more but play with 

ATTOWS 100 


sp 
And Bs a boy right out. 

Cer, High’st queen of state, 
Great Juno, comes ; I know her by her gait. 


Enter TUNo. 


Juno. How does my bounteous sister? Go 
with me , 

To bless this twain, that they may prosperous be 

And honour’d in their issue, [They sing: 


Juno. Honour, riches, marriage-blessing, 
Long continuance, and increasing, 
Hourly joys be still upon you! 
Juno sings her blessings on you. 


Cer, arth’s increase, foison plenty, 110 
Barns and garners never empty, 
‘Vines with clustering bunchesgrowing, 
Plants with goodly ‘Durthen bowing; 
Spring come to you at the farthest 
In the very end of harvest! 
Scarcity and want shall shun you; 
Ceres’ blessing so is on you, 


Fer. Thisisa most majestic vision, and 
Harmonious charmingly. May I be bold 
To think these spirits ? 


Spirits, which by mine art 120] 


Pros, > 
T have from their confines call’ 
My present fancies. 
er". Let me live here ever; 
So rare a wonder’d father and a wife 
Makes this place Paradise. 
i [Yuno and Ceres whisper, and send 
Iris on employment. 
Pros. .___ Sweet, now, silence! 
Juno and Ceres whisper seriously ; 
There's something else to do: hush, and be 


to enact 


mute, p 
Or else our spell is marr’d. 
Iris. You nymphs, call’d Naiads, of the 
_ windring brooks, 
With your sedged crowns and ever-harmless 
looks, 129 
Leave your crisp channels and on this green land 
Answer your summons ; Juno does command : 
Come, temperate nymphs, and help to celebrate 
A contract of true love ; be not too late. 


Enter certain Nymphs. 


You sunburnt sicklemen, of August weary, 
Come hither from the furrow and be merry : 
Make holiday ; your rye-straw hats put on 
And these fresh nymphs encounter every one 
In country footing. 
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Enter certain Reapers, properly habited: they 
join with the Nymphs in a graceful dance ; 
towards the end whereof PRosrERo starts 
suddenly, and speaks; after which, to a 
strange, hollow, and confused noise, they 
heavily vanish. 


Pros. [Aside] I had forgot that foul con- 


spiracy 
Of the beast Caliban and his confederates 140 
Against my life: the minute of their plot 
Is almost come. [Zo the Spirits.] Well done! 
avoid; no more! 
Ler. ‘This is strange: your father’s in some 
passion 
That works him strongly.__ Bein: Be 
Mir, Never till this day 
Saw I him touch’d with anger so distemper’d. 
Pros. You do look, my son, in amoyed sort, 
As if you were dismay’d: be cheerf ul, sir. 
Our revels now are ended. These our actors, 
As I foretold you, were all spirits and 
Are melted into air, into thinair: = === x50 
And, like the baseless fabric of this vision, 
The cloud-capp’d towers, the gorgeous palaces, 
The solemn temples, the great globe itself, 
Yea, all which it inherit, shall dissolve 
And, like this insubstantial Pageant faded, 
Leave not a rack behind. We are such stuff 
dreams are made on, and our little life 
Is rounded with asleep. Sir, Iam vex’d pee 
Bear with my weakness; my old brain is 
troubled : J 3 
Be not disturb’d with my infirmity : 160 
If you be pleased, retire into my cell 


“| And there repose: a turn or two I'll walk, 


To still my beating mind. 
Fer. Mir. Ve wish your peace, [Exewnt. 
Pros, Come with a thought. I thank thee, 
Ariel: come. 


Enter ARIEL. 


Ari. Thy thoughts I cleave to. What’s thy 
pleasure? 
708. Spirit, 

‘We must prepare to meet with Caliban. 
Ari. Ay,my commander: when I presented 


‘eres, 
I thought to have told thee of it, but I fear'd 
Lest I might anger thee. : 
Pros, Say again, where didst thou leave 
these varlets? 170 
Ari, I told you, sir, they were red-hot with 


rizking ; 
So full of valour that they smote the air 
For breathing in their faces; beat the ground 
For kissing of their feet ; pat always bending 
Towards their project. ‘Then I beat my tabor; 
At which, like unback’d colts, they prick’d their 


ears, 
Advanced their eyelids, lifted up their noses 
As they smelt music: so 1 charm’d their ears 
That calf-like they my lowing follow’d through 
Tooth’d briers, sharp furzes, pricking goss and 
thorns, 180 
Which enter’d their frail shins: at last I left 
them 
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Gal. The dropsy drown this fool! what de 
‘ou mean ; 239 
To dote thus on such luggage? Let’s alone 
‘And do the murder first : if he awake, | = 
From toe to crown hell fill our skins with 
pinches, 
Make us strange stuff. : . 
Ste. Be you quiet, monster. Mistress line, 
is not this my jerkin? Now is the jerkin under 
the line: now, jerkin, you are like to lose your 
hair and prove a bald jerkin. 5 
Trin. Do, do: we steal by line and level, 
an’t like your grace. S 240 
Ste. I thank thee for that jest; here’s a 
garment for’t: wit shall not go unrewarded 
while I am king of this country. ‘Steal by line 
and level’ is an excellent pass of pate; there’s 
another garment for’t. = 
Trin. Monster, come, put some lime upon 
your fingers, and away with the rest. 
Cal. 1 will have none on’t: we shall lose 
our time, 
And all be turn’d to barnacles, or to apes 
With foreheads villanous low. 250 
Ste. Monster, Jay to your fingers: help to 
bear this away where my hogshead of wine is, 
or [ll turn you out of my kingdom : go to, 
carry this. 5 
rin. And this. 
Ste. Ay, and this. 


A noiscof huntersheard. Enter divers Spirits, 
in shape of dogs and hounds, and hunt 
them about, PROSPERO and ARIEL setting 
them on. 


Pros, Hey, Mountain, hey ! 
Ari. Silver! there it goes, Silver! 
Pros. Fury, Fury! there, Tyrant, there! 
hark! hark! 
[Cal., Ste., and Trin. are driven out. 
Go charge my goblins that they grind their 
joints 
With dry convulsions, shorten up their sinews 
With aged cramps, and more pinch;spotted 
make them 261 
Than pard or cat o’ mountain. 
Ari, Hark, they roar! 
Pros. Let them be hunted soundly. At this 
_ hour 
Lie at my mercy all mine enemies : 
Shortly shall all my labours end, and thou 
Shalt have the air at freedom: for a little 
















LT’ the filthy-mantled pool beyond your, cell, 
There dancing up to the chins, that the foul lake 
O’erstunk their feet. 5 
Pros. This was well done, my bird. 
Thy shape invisible retain thou stills 
The trumpery in my house, go bring it hither, 
For stale to catch these thieves. i 
Th. T go, I go. [Lait 
Pros. A devil, a born devil, on whose nature 
Nurture can never stick ; on whom my pains, 
Humanely taken, all, all lost, quite lost; 190 
And as with age his body uy lier grows, 
So his mind cankers. Iwill plague them all, 
Even to roaring. 


Re-enter ARIEL, loaden with glistering 
apparel, &c. 


Come, hang them on this line. 


ProsrEro and ARIELremain, invisible, Enter 
CALIBAN, STEPHANO, and TRINCULO, all wet. 


Cal. Pray you, tread softly, that the blind 
mole may not : 

Hear a foot fall: we now are near his cell. | 

Ste. Monster, your fairy which you say is a 
harmless fairy, has done litte better than played 
the Jack with us. 

Trin. Monster, I do smell all horse-piss; at 
which my nose is in great indignation. 200 

Ste. Soismine, Do you hear, monster? If 
I should take a displeasure against you, look 
you,— 

Trin. Thou wert but a lost monster. 

Cal. Good my lord, give me thy favour still. 
Be Dane for the prize I’ll bring thee to 
Shall hoodwink this mischance : therefore speak 


softly. 
All’s hush’d as midnight yet. 
Trin. Ay, but to lose our bottles in the 


pool— . 

_ Ste. ‘Thereisnot only disgrace and dishonour 
in that, monster, but an infinite loss. 210 
Trin. That’s more to me than my wetting: 
yet this is your harmless fairy, monster. 
Ste. I will fetch off my bottle, though I be 
oer ears for my labour. 
Cal. Prithee, my king, be quiet. See’st thou 


here, 
This is the mouth o’ the cell: no noise, and 


enter. Toll d saay re ; 
Do eae (ire mischief which may make this Follow, and do me service. [Exeunt 
islan 
Thine own for ever, and J, thy Caliban, ACT Y. 


For aye thy foot-licker. 


Ste. Give me thy hand. I do begin to have Scene. Before PRosPERO’S cell. 
bloody thoughts. 220 


Trin. O king Stephano! O peer! O worthy Enter PROSPERO ia his magic robes, 
Stephano! look what a vardiste here is for CHR EN 


Pros. Now does my project gather to ahead: 


hee! 
Cal. Let it alone, thou fool; it is but trash. | My charms crack not; my spirits obey ; and 


Trin. O, ho, monster! we know what bel 
to ae ery. Abe Stephano! oe 
e. Put o: at gown, Trinculo; by thi 
hhand, I’ll have that gown. ge brauhis 


Fh ’ oF my lord, 
ire BY Brae Rp LBANifResearch inst BAROBE I Gel gras 


time 
Goes upright with his carriage. How’s the day? 
Avi. On the sixth hour; at which time, 


Scunz 1] 


Pros. ; I did say so, 
‘When first I raised the tempest. Say, my spirit, 
How fares the king and’s followers? 

Ari. i Confined together 
In the same fashion as you gave in charge, 
Just as you left them ; all prisoners, sir, 

In the line-grove which weather-fends your cell 3 

They cannot budge till your release. dhe king, 

His brother and yours, abide all three distracted 

And the remainder mourning over them, 

Brimful of sorrow and dismay ; but chiefly 

Him that you term’d, sir, ‘The good old lord, 
Gonzalo ;’ A 

His tears run down his beard, like winter's drops 

From eaves of reeds. Your charm so strongly 
works ‘em 

That if you now beheld them, your affections 


Would become tender. ‘ 
708.0 Dost thou think so, spirit? 

Ari, Mine would, sir, were I human. 

Pros. 3 And mine shall. 20 
Hast thou, which art but air, a touch, a feeling 
Of their.atHictions, and shall not myself, 

One of their kind, that relish all as sharply, 
Passion as they, be kindlier moved than thou 


art 
Though with their high wrongs I am struck to 
the quick, 
Yet with my nobler reason ’gainst my fury 
Do I take part: the rarer action is 
In virtue than in vengeance: they being 
penitent, 
The sole drift of my purpose doth extend. 
Nota frown further. Go release them, Ariel: 30 
My charms J ‘Il break, their senses 1’ll restore, 
And they shall be themselves. a 
Ari. I'll fetch them, sir, [2=xit. 
Pros. Yeelves of hills, brooks, standing lakes 
and groves, z ~ 
And ye that on the sands with printless foot 
Do chase the ebbing Neptune and do fly hin 
‘When he comes back ; you demi-puppets that 
By moonshine do the green sour ringlets make, 
Whereat the ewe not bites, and you whose pas- 
ime 
Is to make midnight mushrooms, that rejoice 
To hear the solemn curfew; by whose aid, 40 
Weak masters though ye be, I have bedimm’ 
The noontide sun, call'd forth the mutinous 


winds, 
And ’twixt the green sea and the azured vault 
Set roaring war: to the dread rattling thunder 
Have I given fire and rifted Jove's stout oak 
‘With his own bolt; the strong-based promon- 


tory 

Have I made shake and by the spurs pluck’d 
up 

The pine and cedar : graves at my command 


Have waked: their sleepers, oped, and let ’em 
forth 


By myso potent art. But this rough magic so] Bi 
at 


ere abjure, and, when I have required 
Some heavenly music, which even now I do, 
To work mine end upon their senses that 
This airy charm is for, I?ll break my staff, 
Bury it certain fathoms in the earth, 
And deeper than did ever plummet sound 
I?ll drown my book. [Solemn mesic. 
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Re-enter ARIEL before; then ALONSO, with a 
Srantic gesture, attended by GONZALO; SE- 
BASTIAN and ANTONIO in like manner, at- 
tended by ADRIAN and FRANCISCO: they all 
enter the circle which ProsPERo had made, 
and there stand charmed ; which PROSPERO 
observing, speaks: 


A solemn air and the best comforter 

To an unsettled fancy cure thy brains, 

Now useless, boil’d within thy skull! There 
stand, 60 

For you are spell-stopp’d. 

Holy Gonzalo, honourable man, F 

Mine eyes, even sociable to the show of thine, 

Fall fellowly drops. The charm dissolves apace, 

And as the morning steals upon the night, 

Melting the darkness, so their rising senses 

Begin to chase the ignorant fumes that mantle 

Their clearer reason. O good Gonzalo, 

My true preserver, and a loyal sir 

‘To him thou follow’st! I will pay thy graces 70 

Home both in word and deed. Most cruelly 

Didst thou, Alonso, use me and my daughter: 

Thy brother was a furtherer in the act. 

Thou art pinch’d for’t now, Sebastian. Flesh 
and blood, | 

You, brother mine, that entertain’d ambition, 

Expell’d_ remorse and nature; who, with Se- 
bastian, 

Whose inward pinches therefore are most strong, 

ould here have kill’d your king; I do forgive 

hee, 
Unnatural though thou art. Their understand- 


ing 
Begins to swell, and the approaching tide 80 
Will shortly fill the reasonable shore 
That now lies fouland muddy. Not one of them 
That yet looks on me, or would know me: Ariel, 
Fetch me the hat and rapier in my cell: 
I will discase me, and myself present 
As I was sometime Milan: quickly, spirit; 
Thou shalt ere long be free. 


ARIEL sings and helps to attire him. 


Where the bee sucks, there suck I: 
In a cowslip’s bell I lie; 
There I couch when owls do cry. 90 
On the bat’s back I do fly 
After summer merrily. 
Merrily, merrily shall I live now 
Under the blossom that hangs on the bough. 


Pros. Why, that’s my dainty Ariel! I shall 
miss thee; 
But yet thou shalt have freedom: so, so, so. 
To the king's ship, invisible as thou art: 
There shalt thou find the mariners asleep 
Under the hatches ; the master and the boat- 
_ Swain ; 
cing awake, enforce them to this place, x00 
And presently, I prithee. 
Art. I drink the air before me, and return, 
Or ere your pulse twice beat. [Bxit. 
Gon. All torment, trouble, wonder and 
amazement. Fi 
Inhabits here: some heavenly power guide us 
Out of this fearful country! 
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Pros. _ Behold, sir king, 
The wronged Duke of Milan, Prospero: 
For more assurance that a living prince 
Does now speak to thee, I embrace thy body; 
‘And to thee and thy company I bid 110 
A hearty welcome. 5 

Alon. ‘Whether thou be'st he or no, 
Or some enchanted trifle to abuse me, 
As late I have been, J not know: thy pulse 
Beats as of flesh and blood; and, since I saw 


thee, ¢ i 
The affliction of my mind amends, with which, 
{ fear, a madness held me: this must crave, 
‘An if this be at all, a most strange story. 

Thy dukedom.t resign and do entreat 


Thou pardon me my wrongs. But how should 
Prospero 
Be living and be here? _. 4 
Pr First, noble friend, —_120 


TO. 
Let me embrace thine age, whose honour can- 


not 

Be measured or confined. i 

On. ‘Whether this be 

Or be not, I’ll not swear. 
708. __ You do yet taste 

Some subtilties o’ the isle, that will not let you 

Bacleye things certain. Welcome, my friends 
all! 

[Aside to Scb. and Ant.| But you, my brace of 
lords, were I so minded, 

I here could pluck his highness’ frown upon 


you eae 
And justify you traitors: at this time 
I will tell no tales. ites 
Seb. [Aside] The devil speaks in him. 
Pros. 3 A Yo. 
For you, most wicked sir, whom to call brother 
‘Would even infect my mouth, I do forgive x3: 
Thy rankest fault; all of them; and require 
My dukedom of thee, which perforce, I know, 
Thou must restore. 
Alon If thou be’st Prospero, 
Give us particulars of thy preservation ; 
How thou hast met us here, who three hours 


since 
vers wrest upon this shore; where I have 
lost— 
How sharp the point of this remembrance is !— 
My dear son Ferdinand. 
Pros. _ Lam woe for’t, sir. 
Alon, Tnrre} arable is the loss, and patience 
Says it is past her cure. 
708. T rather think 141 
You have not sought her help, of whose soft 


grace 
For the like loss I have her sovereign aid 
And rest myself content. 

Alon, You the like loss! 

Pros, As to meas late; and, supportable 
To make the dear loss, have I means much 
faite weaker fl i 

an you may call to comfort you, for I 

Have lost my daughter. y 

Alon. A daughter? 
O heayens, that they were living bothin Naples, 
The king and queen there! that they were, I 


wish : 50 
Myself were mugded gndhat napRedearch Insttties 


THE TEMPEST 





[Act v 

Where my son lies. When did you lose your 
daughter? ; 

Pros. In this last tempest. I perceive, these 


lords 
‘At this encounter do so much admire 
That they devour their reason and scarce think 
Their eyes do offices of truth, their words 
‘Are natural breath: but, howsoe’er you have 
Been justled from your senses, know for certain 
That I am Prospero and that very duke 
Which was thrust forth of Milan, who most 


strangely 44 160 
Upon this shore, where you were wreck’d, was 
landed, 


To be the lord on’t. No more yet of this; 

¥or ’tis a chronicle of day by day, 

Not a relation for a breakfast nor : 

Belitting this first mecting. Welcome, sir; 

This cell’s my court: There have I’ few at- 
tendants ' 

And subjects none abroad : pray you, look in. 

My dukedom since you have given me again, 

T will requite you with as good a thing ; 

At least Bane forth a wonder, to content ye 170 

‘As much as me my dukedom. 


Here Prospero discovers FERDINAND and 
Mrranpa playing at chess. 


Mir. Sweet lord, you play me false. 
No, 


rer. , my dear'st love, 

I would not for the world. 3 

Mir. Yes, for a score of kingdoms you 

should wrangle, 

And I would call it fair play. 

Alon. If this prove 
‘A vision of the Island, one dear son 
Shall I twice lose. x 
A most high miracle ! 
the seas threaten, they are 


[Kneels. 
Alon. Now all the blessings 
Of a glad father compass thee about! 180 
Arise, and say how thou camest here. 

Mir. O, wonder! 
How many goodly creatures are there here! 
How beauteous mankind is! O brave new 

world, 
That has such people in’t! 

PB _ ., __ ‘Tis new to thee. 
What is this maid with whom thou 

wast at play? 

Your eld’st acquaintance cannot be three hours: 
Is she the goddess that hath sever'd us, 
And brought us thus together? 

Fer. : Sir, she is mortal; 
But by immortal Providence she’s mine: 
I chose her when I could not ask my father 190 
For his advice, nor thought I had one, She 
Is daughter to this famous Duke of Milan, 
Of whom so often I have heard renown, 
But never saw before; of whom I have 
Received a second life; and second father 
This lady makes him to me. 

Alon. : Tam hers: 
But, O, how oddly will it sound that I 


LESH geRAS! 


Seb. 
Fer, Though 
merciful ; 
Lhave cursed them without cause. 


708. 
Alon. 








Scenx I] 


Pros. There, sir, stop: 
Let us not burthen our remembrance with 
A heaviness that’s gone. 
ron. Thaveinly wept 200 
Or should have spoke ere this. Look down, 
you gods, 
And on this couple drop a blessed crown! 
For it is you that haye chalk’d forth the way 
Which brought us hither. — - 
Alon. ; Tsay, Amen, Gonzalo! 
Gon. Was Milan thrust from Milan, that 
hisissue 
Should become kings of Naples? 0, rejoice 
Beyond a common joy, and set it down 
With fold on lasting pillars ; In one voyage 
Did Claribel her husband find at Tunis _ 
And Ferdinand, her brother, found a wife 210 
Where he himself was lost, Prospero his 
dukedom 
In a poor isle and all of us ourselves 
When no man was his own. eh 
Mies. (Vo Fer. and Mir.) Give me your 
hands: 
Let grief and sorrow still embrace his heart 
That doth not wish you joy! 
Gon. Be it so! Amen! 


Re-enter ARIEL, with the Master and Boat- 
swain amazedly following. 


O, look, sir, look, sir! here is more of us: 

I prophesied, if a gallows were on land, 

This fellow could not drown. Now, blasphemy, 

That aS eATEY grace o’erboard, not an oath on 
shore 

Hast thou no mouth by land? What is the 
news? 4 220 

Boats. The best news is, that we have safely 

found is 

Our king and company; the next, our ship— 

Which, but three glasses since, we gave out 


Al i 
Ts tight and yare and bravely rigg’d as when 
We first put out to sea. é : is 
Ari. [Aside to Pros.] Sir, all this service 
Have I done since I went. : oe 
Pros. [Aside to Ari.) My tricksy spirit! 
Alon. These are not natural events; they 
strengthen 
From strange to stranger. Say, how came you 
hither? Z S 
- _ Boats. If I did think, sir, I were well awake, 
I'ld strive to tell you. We were dead of sleep, 
And—how we know not—all clapp'd under 
hatches ; 231 
Where but even now with strange and several 
noises 
Of roaring, shrieking, howling, jinsling chains, 
And moe diversity of sounds, all horrible, 
We were awaked ; straightway, at liberty.; 
Where we, in all her trim, freshly behel 
Our royal, good and gallant ship, our master 
Capering to eye her: on a trice, so please you, 
Even ina dream, were we divided from them 
And were brought moping hither. 
Ari. [Aside to Pros.] Was’t well done? 240 
Pros. [Asideto Ari.] Bravely, my diligence. 
Thou shalt be free. 


THE TEMPEST 


21 
sae This is as strange a maze as e’er men 
trod ; 

And there is in this business more than nature 
Was ever conduct of: some oracle 
Must rectify our knowledge. __ 

Pros. : _ Sir, my liege, 
Do not infest your mind with beating on . 
The strangeness of this business; at pick’d 


leisure 

Which shall be shortly, single I’ll resolve you, 

Which to you shall seem probable, of every 

These happen’d accidents; till when, be cheerful 

And think of each thing well. [Aside to Ari.] 
Come hither, spirit: | 251 

Set Caliban and his companions free ; 

Untie the spell. [Hit Ariel.] How fares my 
gracious sir? _ 

There are yet missing of your company 

Some few odd lads that you remember not. 


Re-enter ARiEL, driving in CALIBAN, 
STEPHANO and TRINCULO, in their stolen 
apparel. 


Ste. Iyvery man shift for all the rest, and let 
no man take care for himself; for all is but 
fortune. Coragio, bully-monster, coragio! 

Trin. If these be true spies which I wear in 
my head, here’s a goodly sight. _., 260 

Care AO Setebos, these be brave spirits in- 

eed! 
How fine my master is! 
He will chastise me. 


Seb. Ha, ha! 
What things are these, my lord Antonio? 
wy money buy ’em? 2 


Lam afraid 


nt. Very like; one of them 
Ts a plain fish, and, no doubt, marketable. 
Pros. Mark but the badges of these men, 


my lords, 
Then say if they be true. This mis-shapen 
knaye, ¥ 
His mother was a witch, and one so’strong 
That could control the moon, make flows and 
ebbs, 270 
And deal in her command without her power.. 
These three have robb’d me; and this demi- 


devil— 
For he’s a bastard one—had plotted with them 
To take my life. Two of these fellows you 
Must know and own; this thing of darkness I 
Acknowledge mine. . 
T shall be pinch’d to death. 


‘al. 
Alon. Is not this Stephano, my drunken 
butler?! 


Seb. He is drunk now: where had he wine? 
Alon. And Trinculo is recling ripe: where 
should they i 
Find this grand liquor that hath gilded em? 
How camest thou in this pickle? 28: 
Trin. I have been in such a pickle since £ 
saw you last that, I fear me, will never out of 
my bones: I shall not fear fly-blowing. 
Seb. Why, how now, Stephano! 
Ste. O, touch me not; Iam not Stephano, 
buta cramp, = 
Pros._ You’ld be king o’ the isle, sirrah ? 
Ste. Ishould have been a sore one then. 
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a 


Alon. This is a strange thing as eer look’d 
on. [Pointing to Caliban. 
Pros., Heisas disproportion’d in his manners 
Asin his shape. Go, surah, to my cell; _ 20 
Take with you your companions, as you look 
To have my pardon, trim it handsomely. 
Cal. Ay, that I will; and I Il be wise here- 


after 
‘And seck for grace. What a thrice-double ass 
Was I, to take this drunkard for a god 
And worship this dull fool! 

Pros. Go to; away! 


‘Alon. Hence, and bestow your luggage where 


you found it, 
Seb. Or stole it, rather. : 
‘ [Excunt Cal., Ste., and Trin. 
Pros. Sir, I invite your highness and your 
train 300 
‘'o my poor cell, where you shall take ae rest 
For this one night; which, part of it, I'll waste 
With such discourse as, 1 not doubt, shall 
make it , 
Go quick away ; the story of my life 
And the particular accidents gone by 
Since I came to this isle: and in the morn 
T'll bring you to your ship and so to Naples, 
Where 1 have hope to see the nuptial 
Of these our dear-beloved solemnized ; 
And thence retire me to my Milan, where 310 
Every third thought shall be my graye. 
Alon. . Tlong 
To hear the story of your life, which must 
Take the ear strangely. 


’ 





[Act v 


Pros. Ill deliver all , 

And promise you calm seas, auspicious gales 

‘And sail so expeditious that shall catch 

Your royal fleet far off. [Aside to Avi.] My 
‘Ariel, chick, 

That is thy charge: then to the elements 

Be free, and fare thou well! Please you, draw 
near. weunt, 


EPILOGUE. 
SPOKEN BY PROSPERO. 


Now my charms are all oerthrown, 

“And what strength Thave’s mine own, 
Which is most faint: now, "tis true, 

J must be here confined by you, 

Or sent to Naples. Let me not, 

Since I have my dukedom got 

And pardon’d the deceiver, dwell 

In this bare island by your spell; 

But release me from my bands 

With the help of your good hands: 10 
Gentle breath of yours my sails 

Must fill, or else my project fails, 

Which was to please. Now I want 

Spirits to enforce, art to enchant, 

‘And my ending is despair, 

Unless I be relieved by prayer, 

Which pierces so that it assaults 

Mercy itself and frees all faults. 

As you from crimes would pardon’d be, 
Let your indulgence set me free. 20 
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THE 


TWO GENTLEMEN OF VERONA 


DRAMATIS PERSON AG 


DvKE oF MILAN, Father to Silvia. 


VALENTINE F 
Prorrus, } the two Gentlemen. 


ANTONIO, Father to Proteus. 

THURIO, a foolish riyal to Valentine. 
EcLAmour, Agent for Silvia in her escape. 
Host, where Julia lodges. 

OUTLAWS, With Valentine. 

SPEED, a clownish servant to Valentine. 


ACT I. 
Scene l. Verona. 
Enter VALENTINE and PRoTevs. 


An open place. 


Val. Cease to persuade, my loving Proteus: 
Home-keeping youth have ever homely wits. 
Were’t not affection chains thy tender days 
‘To the sweet glances of thy honour’d love, ~ 
I rather would entreat thy company 

'o see the wonders of the world abroad 
Than, living dully sluggardized at home, 
Wear out thy youth with shapeless idleness. | 
But since thou lovest, love still and thrive 


therein, 
Even as I would when I to love begin. _ 10 
Bros wile thou be gone? Sweet Valentine, 
adieu 


Think on thy Proteus, when thou haply seest 
Some rare note-worthy object in thy travel: 
‘Wish me partaker in thy happiness % 
Ween thou dost mect good hap; and in thy 
anger, : 
If ever danger do environ thee, 
Commend thy grievance to my holy prayers, 
‘or I will be thy beadsman, Valentine. 
Val. gad on a love-book pray for my suc- 
cess 
LEK Upon some book I love I’ll pray for 


thee. 20 
ar That’s on some shallow story of deep 

love: 
How young Leander cross’d the Hellespont. 

Pro. That’s a deep story of a deeper love; 
For he was more than over shoes in love. 

Val. "Tis true; foryou are over boots in love, 
And yet you never swum the Hellespont. 

Bie Oven the boots? nay, give me not the 

oots. 
Val. No,I will not, for it boots thee not. 
Pro. Wha 


LAvunceE, the like to Proteus. | 

PANTHINO, Servant to Antonio. 

Jura, beloved of Proteus. 

SILVIA, beloved of Valentine. 

LuceEtra, waiting-woman to Julia. 
Servants, Musicians. 

ScENE, Verona; Milan; the frontiers of 

Mantua. 





Val. To be in love, where scorn is bought 
with groans; 
Coy looks with heart-sore sighs; one fading 
moment's mirth 30 
With twenty watchful, weary, tedious nights: 
li haply won, perhaps a hapless gain ; 
Tf lost, why then a grievous labour won; 
However, but a folly bought with wit, 
Or else a wit by folly vanquished. 
Pro. So, by your circumstance, you call me 


So, by your circumstance, I fear you il 
prove. 
*Tis love you cavil at: I am not Love. 
Val. Love is your master, for he masters 


you: 

And he that is so yoked by a fool, 4 

Methinks, should not be chronicled for wise. 
Pro. Yet writers say, as in the sweetest bud 

The eating canker dwells, so eating love 

Inhabits in the finest wits of all. 


Val. And writers say, as the most forward 


fe} 


bu ' 
Ts eaten by the canker ere it blow, ; 
Even so by love the young and tender wit 
Is turn’d to folly, blasting in the bud, 
Losing his verdure even in the prime 
And all the fair effects of future hopes. 50 
But wherefore waste I time to counsel thee 
That art a votary to fond desire? 
Once more adieu! my father at the road 
Expects my coming, there to see me shipp’d. 
vo. And thither will I bring thee, Valen- 


tine. 
Val. Sweet Proteus, no; now let us take our 


leave, 

To Milan let me hear from thee by letters 

Of thy success in love and what news else 

Betideth here in absence of thy friend; 

And I likewise will visit thee with mine, 60 
Bea happiness bechance to thee in 
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Val. As much to youat home! and so, fare- 
[Zixit. 


well. 

Pro. He after honour hunts, I after love: 
He leaves his friends to digmify them more; 
T leave myself, my friends and all, for love. 
Thou, Julia, thou hast metamorphosed me, 
Made me neglect my studies, Jose my time, 
War with good counsel, set the world at nought; 
Made wit with musing weak, heart sick with 

thought. 


Enter SPEED. 


Speed. Sir Proteus, save you ! Saw youmy 
master? 7O 
Pro. But now he parted hence, to embark 
for Milan. et dee 
Speed: ‘Twenty to one then he is shipp ‘d al- 
ready, Aaa 
And I have pe »d the sheep in losing him. 
Pro. Indeed, a sheep doth very often stray, 
An if the shepherd be a while away. : 
Speed. You conclude that my master is a 
shepherd then and I a sheep? 
Pro. I do. : 
Speed. Why then, my horns are his horns, 
whether I wake or sleep. f 80 
Pro. A-silly answer and fitting well a sheep. 
‘Speed. This proves me still a sheep. 
Pro. True; and thy master a shepherd. 
Speed. Nay, that I can deny by a circum- 


stance. 5 

ae. It shall go hard but I'll prove it by an- 
other. 

‘Speed. The shepherd seeks the sheep, and 
not the sheep the shepherd; but I seek my 
master, and my master seeks not me : therefore 
Tam no sheep. gr 

Pro. The sheep for fodder follow the shep- 
herd; the shepherd for food follows not the 
sheep: thou for wages followest thy master ; 
thy master for wages follows not thee: there- 
fore thou art a sheep. 

4 Speed. Such another proof will make me cry 


Pro. But, dost thou hear? gavest thou my 
letter to Julia? . 100 

Specd. Ay, sir: I, a lost mutton, gave your 
letter to her, a laced mutton, and she, a laced 
mutton, gave me, a lost mutton, nothing for my 
labour. 

Pro. Here’stoosmalla pasture for such store 
af Speed. it th d be harged, 

Speed. e groun overcl , y 
were best stick whens ep 

Pro. Nay: in thatyouare astray, ’twere best 
pound you, . 110 

Speed. Nay, sir, less than a pound shall serve 
me for carrying your letter. 

Bhs You mistake; I mean the pound,—a 
pinfold. 

Spee From a pound to a pin? fold it over 

and oyer, 
"Tis threefold too little for carrying a letter to 
your lover. 

Pro. But what said she? 

Speed. [First nodding Ay. 

Pro. Nod—Ay—why, that’s noddy. 


Speed. Youmigteeissinir 





[Act 1 
and you ask me if she did nod; and I say, 


Pro. And that set together is noddy. 

Speed. - Now.you have taken the pains to set 
it together, take it for your pains., : 

Pro. No, no; you shall have it for bearing 
the letter. x } 

Speed. Well, I perceive I must be fain to 
bear with you. , é, 

Pro. Why, sit, how do you bear with me? 

Speed. Marry, sit, the letter, very orderly ; 
having nothing but the word ‘noddy’ for my 
pains. 
: Pro. Beshrew me, but you have a quick wit. 

Speed. And yet it cannot overtake your 
slow purse. bree 

P70. Come, come, open the matter in brief : 
what said she? 

Speed. Open your purse, that the money and 
the matter may be both at once delivered, 

Pro. Well, sir, here is for your pains. What 
said she? py 3 140 

Speed. Truly, sir, I think you'll hardly win 


ner. 
Pro. Why, couldst thou perceive so much 
from her? 4 Z 
Speed. Sir, I could perceive nothing at all 
from her; no, not so much as a ducat for de- 
livering your letter: and being so hard to me 
that brought your mind, I fear she’ll prove as 
hard to you in telling your mind. Give her no 
token but stones ; for she’s as hard as steel. 
Pro. What said she? nothing ¢ | 150 
Speed. No, not so much as ‘Take this for 
thy, pains.’ To testify your bounty, I thank 
you, you have testerned me; in requital where- 
of, henceforth carry your letters yourself : and 
so, sir, L’ll commend you to my master. 
‘Pro. Go, go, be gone, to save your ship from 
wreck, R . 
Which cannot perish having thee aboard, 
Being destined to a drier death on shore. 
[Exit Speed. 
I must go send some better messenger : 
I fear my Julia would not deign my lines, 160 
Receiving them from sucha worthless Pot i 
Bacit. 


Sorne Il. Thesame. Garden of Juuta’s 
house. 


Enter Jou1s and LUoErra. 


” Jul.. But say, Lucetta, now we are alone, 
Wouldst thou then counsel me to fall in love? 
Ine. Ay, madam, so you stumble not un- 


heedfully. 
Jul. Of all the fair resort of gentlemen 
That every day with parle encounter me, 
Tn thy epiniony which is worthiest love? 
Ine. Please you repeat their names, I’ll 
show my mind 
According to my shallow simple skill. ? 
Jul. What think’st thou of the fair Sir 
Eglamour? 
ne As of a knight well-spoken, neat and 
> 10 
But, were I you, he never should be mine. 


idmodtute. Higitzvaeh ie piddon of the rich Mercatio? 


ae 








Meee 


Scene u] 
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Ine. Wellofhiswealth; butof himself,soso. | How churlishly I chid Lucetta hence, 
Jul. What think’st thou of the gentle | When willingly I would have had her here ! 


Proteus ¢ 


How angerly I taught my brow to frown, 


Inc. Lord, Lord! to see what folly reigns | When inward joy enforced my heart to smile! 


in us! 


Jul, How now! what means this passion at | Anc 


his name? é i 
Jue. Pardon,: dear madam: ’tis a passing 
shame z 
That I, unworthy body as I am, 
Should censure thus on lovely gentlemen. 
Jul. Why noton Proteus, as of all the rest? 


My ennLCe is to call Lucetta back 
ask remission for my folly past. 
What ho! Lucetta! 


Re-enter LUCETTA. 


Tne. What would your ladyship? 
Jul. Is’ near dinner-time? 
Ince. I would it were, 


Ine. Then thus: of many good I think him | That you might kill your stomach on your meat 


best. 2x 
Jul: Your reason? 
Luc. Lhave no other but awoman’s reason; 
I think him so because I think him so. 
Jul, And ywouldst thou have me cast my 
love on him? 
Ine. Ay, if you thought your love not cast 


away. 
Jul. Why he, of all the rest, hath never 
moved me. , 
_ Ine. Yet he, of all the rest, I think, best 


loves aye : ¢ . 

Jul. it is little speaking shows his love but 
small. g 

Ine. Fire that’s closest kept burns most of 


all. 30 
ei . They donot love that do not show their 
love. 
Ine. O, they love least that let men know 
their love. 
Jul. I would I knew his mind. 
Ine. Peruse this paper, madam. 
Jul. ‘To Julia.’ Say, from whom? 
Lue. That the contents will show. 
Jul. Say, say, who gave it thee? 
Inc. Sir Valentine's page ; and sent, Ithink, 
from Proteus. i 
He would have given it you; but I, being in 
_, the way, : 
Did in your name receive it: pardon the fault, 
I pray. 40 
Jul. Now, by my modesty, a goodly broker! 
Dare you presume to harbour wanton lines ? 
To whisper and conspire against my youth? 
Nov, trust me, ’tis an office of great worth 
And you an officer fit for the place. 
There, take the paper: see it be return’d ; 
Or else return no more into my sight. 
Inc. To plead for love deserves more fee 
than hate. 
Jul. Will ye be gone? 


Ine. That you may raminate. 
Cb. 

Jul, And yet I would I had o’erlooked the 
letter: 50 


It were a shame to call her back again 

‘And pray her to a fault for which I chid her. 
What a fool is she, that knows I am a maid, 
And would not force the letter to my view! 
Since maids, in modesty, say ‘no’ to that 


And not upon your. maid, 


Jul. What is’t that you took up so gingerly ? 
Ine. Nothing. 72 
Jul. Why didst thou stoop, then? 

Lue. To takea paper up that I let fall 

Jul. And is that paper nothing? 

Inc. Nothing concerning me, . 

Jul. Then letit lie for those that it concerns, 
Inc. Madam, it will not lie where it con- 


cerns, 
Unless it have a false interpreter. _ ; 
Jul. Some love of yours hath writ to you in 


thyme. 
Inc. That Imight sing it, madam, toatune. 
Give me a noie: your ladyship can set. 8r 
Jul. Aslittle by such toysas may be possible, 
Best sing it to the tune of ‘ Light 0’ love.’ 
Ine. It is too heavy for so light a tune. 
Ju Hea, ! belike it hath some burden 
hen 
Ine. Ay, and melodious were it, would you 
sing it. 
Jul. And why not you? 
. I cannot reach so high. 
Jul. Let’s see yoursong. How now, minion! 
Ine. Keep tune there still, so you will sing 
it out: 
And yet methinks I do not like this tune. 90 
Jul. You do not? es 
Inc. _No, madam; it is too sharp. 
Jul. You, minion, are too saucy. 
Ine. Nay, now you are too flat 
And mar the concord with too harsh a descant: 
There wanteth but a mean to fill your song. 
Jul. The mean is drown’d with your unruly 


bass, 
Luc. Indeed, I bid the base for Proteus. 
Jul. This babbleshall not henceforth trouble 


me. 
Here is a coil with protestation ! 
[Tears the letter. 
Go get you gone, and let the papers lie: 100 
You would be fingering them, to anger me. 
Tuc. She makes it strange; but she would 
be best pleased. ; 
To be so anger’d with another letter. '[ vit. 
Jul. N ay, would I were so anger’d with the 


same! 
O hateful hands, to tear such loving words! 
Injurious wasps, to feed on such sweet honey 


Which they would have the profferer construe And kill the bees that yield it with your stings! 


Fie, fie, how wayward is this foolish love 
That, like a testy babe, will scratch the nurse 
And presently all humbled kiss the rod! 


Cc 


Il kiss each seyeral paper for amends. ; 
Look, hereis writ ‘kind Julia.’ Unkind Julia! 
As in revenge of thy ingratitude, _ 110 
I throw thy name against the bruising stones, 


CC-0 Kashmir Research Institute. Digitzed by eGangotri 





26 THE TWO GENTLEMEN OF VERONA [Acr 1 


Then tell me, whither were I best to send him? 
Pan. think your lordship is not ignorant 
How his companion, youthful Valentine, 
‘Attends the emperor in his royal court. 
Ant. Lknowitwell. 5 
Pan. *Lwere good, I think, your lordship 
sent him thither: 
There shall he practise tilts and tournaments, 30 
Hear sweet discourse, converse with noblemen, 
‘And be in eye of every exercise ‘ 
Worthy his youth and nobleness of birth. 
Ant. # like thy counsel; well hast thou ad- 
vised : 
‘And that thou mayst perceive how well I like it 
The execution of it shall make known. 
Even with the speediest expedition 
T will dispatch him to the emperor's court. 
Pan. To-morrow, may it please you, Don 
_ Alphonso 
With other gentlemen of good esteem 40 
Are journeying to salute the emperor | 
And to commend their service to his will. 
‘Ant. Good company ; with them shall Pro- 
teus go: a eee 
And, in good time! now will we break with him. 


Enter PROTEUS. 


Pro. Sweet love! sweet lines! sweet life! 
Here is her hand, the agent of her heart ; 
Here is her oath for love, her honour’s pawn. 
O, that our fathers would applaud our loves, 
To seal our happiness with their consents! 
O heavenly Julia! 5 
Ant. How now! what letterare you reading 
there? ae 
Pro. May’t please your lordship, ’tis a word 
or two B 
Of commendations sent from Valentine, 
Deliver'd by a friend that came from him. 
‘Ant. Lend me the letter; let me see what 

















Trampling contemptuously on thy disdain. 

‘And here is writ ‘love-wounded Proteus.’ 

Poor wounded name! my bosom as a bed 

Sat lodge thee till thy wound be throughly 
heal’d ; a 

And thus I search it with a sovereign kiss. 

But twice or thrice was ‘Proteus’ written down. 

Be calm, good wind, blow not a word away 

Till I have found each letter in the letter, 

Except mine own name: that some whirlwind 
ear a 120 

Unto a ragged fearful-hanging rock 

And throw it thence into the raging seal, 

‘Lo, here in one line is his name twice writ, 

‘Poor forlorn Proteus, passionate Proteus, 

To the sweet Julia:’ that I’ll tear away. 

‘And yet I will not, sith so prettily 

He couples it to his complaining names. 

Thus will I fold them one upon another: 

Now kiss, embrace, contend, do what you will. 


Re-enter LUCETTA. 


Ine. Madam, 130 
Dinner is ready, and your father stays. 
Jul, Well, let us go. ‘ 
Zac. What, shall these papers lie like tell- 
tales here? 
Jul. If you respect them, best to take them 


up. 
toe Nay, I was taken up for laying them 

down ; 

Yet here they shall not lie, for catching cold. 
Jul. Iseeyouhaveamonth’s mind to them. 
Lue. Ay, madam, you may say what sights 

you see; 

I see things too, although you judge I wink. 
Jul. Come, come; will’t please you go? 140 

[Eaewnt. 


Sornr TIL. The same. ANTONIO'S house. 


Enter . s . news. 
Enter ANTONIO and PANTHINO. Pro. There is no news, my lord, but that he 
Ant. Tellme, Panthino, what sad talk was writes 
How happily he lives, how well beloved 


that, 

‘herewith my brother held you in the cloister ? 
Pan, *Twas of his nephew Proteus, your son. 
Ant. Why, what of him? 

Pan. ‘He wonder’d that your lordship 
Would suffer him to Spend his youth at home, 
While other men, of slender reputation, 

Put forth their sons to seek preferment out: 

Some to the wars, to try their fortune there; 

Some to discover islands far away ; 

Some to the studious universities. 10 

For any or for all these exercises 

He said that Proteus your son was mect, 

And did request me to importune you 

To let him spend his time no more at home, 

Which would be great impeachment to his age, 

In having known no travel in his youth. 

Ant. Nor need’st thou much importune me 

to that. 

Whereon this month I have been hammering. 

I have consider’d well his loss of time 

And how he cannot be a perfect man, 20 

Not being tried and tutor‘ in the world: 


And daily graced by the emperor ; 
Wishing me with him, partner of his fortune. 
Ant. And how stand you affected to his 
wish? 60 
Pro. As one relying on your lordship’s will 
And not depending on his friendly wish, 
Ant. My will is something sorted with his 


wish. 
Muse not that T thus suddenly proceed 
For what I will, I will, and there an end. 
Tam resolved that thou shalt spend some time 
With Valentinus in the emperor’s court : 
What maintenance he from his friends receives, 
Like exhibition thou shalt have from me. 
To-morrow be in readiness to go: 7° 
Excuse it not, for I am peremptory. 
Pro. My lord, I cannot be so soon provided : 
Please you, deliberate a day or two. 
Ant. Look, what thou want’st shall be sent 
after thee : 
Ne 2 Ore of Biay! tomorrow thou must go. 
I ‘ L ‘ome on, Panthino: youshal y 
pei ence is by industry achieved To hasten on his expedition’ meee 
perfected brmeosKHs hAWSREEeAPEH Institute. Digitzed by eGangarin’ Ant. and Pun. 
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Scene m1] THE TWO GENTLEMEN OF VERONA 27 
Pro. Thus have I shunn’d the fire for fear of | but you are so, without these follies, that these 
burning, follies are within you and shine through you like 


And. drench’d me in the sea, where I am | the water in an urinal, that not an eye that sees 
drown’d. you but is a physician. to comment on your 
I fear’d to show my father Julia’s letter, 80| malady. 
Lest he should take exceptions to my love; Val. But tell me, dost thou know my lady 
And with the vantage of mine own excuse Silvia? ? 
Hath he excepted most against ny love. Speed. She that you gaze on so as she sits at 
O, how this spring of love resembleth ? 
The uncertain glory of an ‘April day, 
Which now shows all the beauty of the sun, 
And by and by a cloud takes all away! 


er 
al. Hast thou observed that? even she, I 


ean. 
Speed. Why, sir, Iknowhernot. 50 
al. Dost thou know her by my gazing on 
her, and yet knowest her not ? : 
Speed. Is she not hard-favoured, sir? 
al. Not so fair, boy, as well-favoured. 
Speed._ Sir, I know that well enough. 
‘al. What dost thou know? 
Speed. That she is not so fair as, of you, well 
favoured, : Hee 
Val. I mean that her beauty is exquisite, 
but her favour infinite. oes 
Speed. That’s because the oneis painted and 
the other out of all count. 
‘al. How painted? and how out of count? 
Speed. Marry, sir, so painted, to make her 
fair, that no man counts of her beauty. 
Val. How esteemest thou me? I account of 
her beauty. F 
Speed. You never saw her since she was de- 
formed. 7O 
Val. Howlong hath she been deformed? 
Speed._ Ever since you loved her. 
‘al. have loved her ever since I saw her; 
and still I see her beautiful. 
Speed. Jf you love her, you cannot see her. 
‘al. Why? exe 
Speed. Because Love is blind. O, that you 
had mine eyes; oryour own eyes had the lights 
they were wont to have when you chid at Sir 


m™ 


Re-enter PANTHINO. 
Pan. | Sir Proteus, your father calls for you: 
He is in haste; therefore, I pray you, go. 89 
Pro. Why, thisitis: my heart accords thereto, 
And yet a thousand times it answers ‘no.’ 
[Exeunt. 










ACT IL 
SceneI. Jfilan. Lhe Duxe’s palace. 
Enter VALENTINE and SPEED. 


Rie g. Sir, your glove. 

al. Not mine; my gloves are on. 

Speed. Why, then, this may be yours, for 
this is but one. 3 

Val. Ha! let me see: ay, give it me, it’s 


mine: 
Sweet ornament that decks a thing divine! 
Ah, Silvia, Silvia! 3 

Speed. Madam Silvia! Madam Silvia! 

al. How now, sirrah? 4 : 
Speed. She is not within hearing, sir. 
al. Why, sir, who bade you call her? z 

Speed. Your worship, sir; or else I mis- 
took. Io 

Val. Well, you'll still be too forward. 

Speed. And yet I was last chidden for being | Proteus for going ungartered ! 
too slow. i Val. What should I see then? 80 

Val. Goto, sir: tellme, do youknow Madam Speed. Your own present folly and her 
Silvia? : passing deformity: for he, being in love, could 

Speed._She that your worship loves? not see to garter his hose, and you, being in 

Val. Why, how know you that [amin love? | love, cannot see to put on your hose. 
Speed. Marry, by these special marks: first, | Val. Belike, boy, then, you are in love; for 
you have learned, like Sir Proteus, to wreathe | last morning you could not see to wipe my shoes. 
your arms, like a malecontent; to relishalove-| Speed. ‘True, sir ; Lwas in love with my bed: 
song, like a robin-redbreast ; to walk alone, like | I thank you you swinged me for my love, which 
one that had the Peslences to sigh, like a] makes me the bolder to chide you for yours. 
schoolboy that had lost his ABC; toweep, like} Val. In conclusion, I stand affected to her, 


a young wench that had buried her grandam ; Speed. Iwouldyou wereset, so your affection 
to fast, like one that takes dict; to watch, like | would cease. 


. one that fears robbing; to speak puling, like a| Vad. Last night she enjoined ms to write 


beggar at Hallowmas. You were wont, when 
you laughed, to crow like a cock; when you 
walked, to walk like one of the lions; when you 
fasted, it was presently after dinner; when you 
looked sadly, it was for want of money: and 
now you are metamorphosed with a mistress, 
that, when I look on you, I can hardly think 
you my master. 
abe a all these jr nine pereelved in me? 
eed. ney are all perceived without ye. 
a. Without me? they cannot. u Enter Suivia- i 
Speed. Without you? nay, that’scertain, for,| Val. Madam and mistress, a thousand good- 
without you were so simple, none else would: | morrows, 
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some lines to one she loves. 
Speed. And have you? 
al. I have. 
Speed. Aye they not lamely writ? 
al. No, boy, but as well as I can do them. 
Peace! here she comes. 99 
A peer [Aside] O excellent motion! O ex- 
ceeding puppet! Now will he interpret to her. 


a 
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Speed. To yourself: why, she wooes you by 
a figure. 
Val. What figure? 
Specd. By a letter, I should say. 
Val. Why, she hath not writ to me 2 
Speed. What need she, when she hath made 
you write to yourself? Why, do you not perceive 
the jest? i 160 
‘al. No, believe me. ? ; 
Speed. No believing you, indeed, sir. But 
did you perceive her earnest ? 
“aul, She gave me none, except an angry 


Speed. [Aside] O, give ye good even! here’s 
a million of manners. 

Sil. Sir Valentine and servant, to you two 
thousand: 4 i 

Speed. [Aside] He should give her interest, 
and she gives it him. | Q 

Val. As you enjoin’d me, I have writ your 

letter 4 : 110 

Unto the secret nameless friend of yours; 
Which I was much unwilling to proceed in 
But for my duty to your Jadyship. 5 

Sil, 1 thank you, gentle servant: ‘tis very 

._ clerkly done. ‘ 

Val. Now trust me, madam, it came hardly 






















word. 5 

Speed. Why, she hath given you a letter. 

Val. ‘That’s the letter I writ to her friend. 

Speed. And that letter hath she delivered, and 
therean end. *, 

Val. I would it were no worse. 

Speed. Ill warrant you, *tis as well: 170 
For often have you writ to her, and she, in 


on; t 
For being ignorant to whom it goes 
L writ at random, very doubtfully. 
Sil. Perchance you think too much of so 
much pains? q jl 
Val. No, madam; so it stead you, I will 


write, modesty, : z : 
Please youcommand, a thousand timesas much; | Or else for want of idle time, could not again 
And 12r repl; 


5 A 
Or fearing else some messenger that might her 
mind discover. . ‘ 
Herself hath taught her love himself to write 
unto her lover: . Ra i 
All this I speak in print, for in print I foundit. 
‘Why muse you, sir? ’tis dinner-time. 
Val. ‘Ihave dined. i 
Speed. Ay, but hearken, sir; though the 
chameleon Love can feed on, the air, I am one 
that am nourished by my victuals and. would 
fain have meat. , be not like your mistress; _ 
be moved, be moved. [Exeunt. 


yet— : 
‘Sil, A pretty period! Well, I guess the se- 


que! 
And yet { will not name it; and yet care not ; 
And yet take this again ; and yet I thank you, 
Brenna henceforth to trouble you no more. 
Speed. [Aside] And yet you will; and yet 
another ‘yet.’ 4 
Val. What means your ladyship? do you 
not like it? 
Sil. Yes, yes: the lines are very quaintly 


writ; ae : 
But since unwillingly, take them again. 
Nay, take them. 130 
Val. Madam, they are for you. 
Sil. Ay, ay: you writ them, sir, at my re- 


SoENE IL. Verona. Juria’s house. 
Enter Prorevs and JULIA. 


Pro. Have patience, gentle Julia. 
Jul. Imust, where is no cemede 
Pro. When possibly I can, I will return. 
Jul. I you turn not, you will return the 
__ sooner. 
Keep this remembrance for thy Julia’s sake. 
[Giving a ving. 
Pro. Why,then, we’ll make exchange; here, 
take you this. : 
Jul. And seal the bargain with a holy kiss. 
Pro. Hereismy hand for my true constancys 
And when that hour o’erslips me in the day 
Wherein I sigh not, Julia, for thy sake, 10 
The next ensuing hour some foul mischance 
Torment me for my love’s forgetfulness! 
My father stays my coming; answer not; 
The tide is now: nay, not thy tide of tears} 
That tide will stay me longer than I should. E 


Julia, farewell! (Exit Julia. 


uest ; 
Butt will none of them; they are for you; 
I would have had them writ more movingly. 
Val. Please you, I'll write your ladyship 
another. i 
Sil, And when it’s writ, for my sake read it 


over, 
And if i¢ Phere you, so; if not, why, so. 
Val. If it please me, madam, what then ? 
Sil. Why, if it please you, take it for your 
labour: 139 
And so, good morrow, servant. [Exit. 
Speed. O jest unseen, inscrutable, invisible, 
As a nose on a man’s face, or a weathercock on 


a steeple! 
My sae sues to her, and she hath taught her 
suitor, 
He being her pupil, to become her tutor. 
O Gee ent device! was there ever heard a 
ter, 
That my master, being scribe, to himself should 
write the letter? 
Val. How now, sir? what are you reasoning 
with yourself ? 
Speed. Nay, I was rhyming: ’tis you that 
mare ite neon S 150 Enter PanTHINno. 
‘al. To do what? Pan. Sir Prot y" 
sien To be a spokesman from Madam} Pro. Go; Teome, Pore, an 


Fal. To wher? Kashmir Research Instit aa GBS arr Og, struts poor overs dump unt. 


t, gone without a word? 
‘Ay, so true love should do: it cannot speak ; 
For fab hath better deeds than words to grace 
it. 














Scenz m1] 


Sorne IT. Lhe same. A street. 
Enter LAuNcE, leading w dog. 


Launce, Nay, ’twill be this hour ere I have 
done weeping; all the kind of the Launces have 
this very fault. I have received my proportion, 
like the prodigious son, and am going with Sir 
Proteus to the Imperial’s court. I think Crab 
my dog be the sourest-natured dog that lives : 
my mother weeping, my father wailing, my sister 
crying, our maid howling, our cat wringing her 
hands, and all our house in a great perplenty, 
yet did not this cruel-hearted cur shed one tear 
heisa stone, a very pebblestone, and has no more 
pity in him than adoz: a Jew would have wept 
to haye seen our parting; why, my. grandam, 
having no eyes, look you, wept herself blind at 
my parting. Nay, I’ll show you the manner of 
it. This shoe is my father: no, this left shoe is 
my father: no, no, this left shoe is my mother : 
nay, that cannot be so neither: yes, it is so, it is 
so, It hath the worser sole, ‘This shoe, with the 
hole in it, is my mother, and this my father; a 
yengeance on’t! there ‘tis: now, sir, this staff 
is my sister, for, look you, she is as white as a 
lily and as smallasawand: this hatis Nan, our 
maid: [am the dog: no, the dog is himself, and 
Tam the dog—Oh! the dog isme, and lam my- 
self; ay, so, so. Now come I to my father; 
Father, your blessing: now should not the shoe 
speak a word for weeping: now should I kiss 
my father; well, he weeps on. Now come I to 
my mother: O, that she could speak now likea 
wood woman! Well, [kiss her; why, there’tis; 
here’s my mother’s breath upanddown. Now 
come I tomy sister; mark the moan she makes. 
Now the dog all this while sheds noé a tear nor 
speaks a word; but see how J lay the dust with 
my tears. 


Enter PANTHINO. 


Pan. Launce, away, away, aboard! thy 
master is shipped and thou art to post after 
with oars. What’s the matter? es weepest 
thou, man? Away, ass! you'll lose the tide, if 
you tarry any longer. 40 

Launce. It is no matter if the tied were lost, 
footy is the unkindest tied that ever any man 
tied. 

Pan. What’s the unkindest tide? 

i Launce. Why, he that’s tied here, Crab, my 


dog. 

ie Tut, man, I mean thou’lt lose the 
flood, and, in losing the flood, lose thy voyage, 
and, In losing thy voyage, lose thy master, and, 
in losing thy master, lose thy service, and, in 
losing thy service,—Why dost thou stop my 
mouth? 5I 

Launce. For fear thou shouldst lose thy 
tongue, 

Pan. Where should I lose my tongue? 

Launce, In thy tale. 

Pan. In thy tail! 

Launce. Lose the tide, and the yoyage, and 
the master, and the service, and the tied! Why, 
man, if the river were dry, I am able to fill it 
with my tears; if the wind were down, I could 
drive the boat with my sighs. 60 
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Pan. Come, come away, man; I was sent 
to call thee. 
Launce._ Sir, call me what thou darest. 
Pan. Wilt thou got? 


Launce. Well, I will go. 


ScenE IV. Milan. Lhe Duxu’s palace. 


Enter Strvia, VALENTINE, THURIO, 
and SPEED. 
Sil. 


Servant! 
Val. Mistress? i 
Speed. Master, Sir Thurio frowns on you. 
Val. Ay, boy, it’s for love. 
Speed, Not of you. 
Val. _ Of my mistress, then. : , 
Speed. *Twere good you knocked him. [Exit. 
Su. Servant, you are sad. 
‘al, Indeed, madam, I seem so. 
Seem you that you are not? 10 
aply I do. 
. So do counterfeits. 
Val. So do you. 
‘What seem I that I am not? 
al. Wise, 
‘What instance of the contrary ? 
Your folly. 
And how quote you my folly ? 
Val. I uote it in your jerkin. 
Thu. My jerkin is a doublet. 
Val. Well, then, I’ll double your folly. 
Thu. How? 
Sil. What, angry, Sir Thurio! 
change colour? « 
Val. Give him leave, madam; he is a kind 
of chameleon. i 
Thu. That hath more mind to feed on your 
blood than live in your air. 
al. You have said, sir. 29 
Thu. Ay, sir, and done too, for this time. - 
Val. I know it well, sir; you always end 
ere you begin. 
Su. A fine volley of words, gentlemen, and 
quickly shot off: 
Val. "Tis indeed, madam; we thank the 


iver. 

Sil. Who is that, servant? 

Val. Yourself, sweet ladys for you gaye the 
fire. Sir Thurio borrows his wit from your 
ladyship’s looks, and spends what he borrows 
kindly in your company. 40 

Thu. Sir, if you spend word for word with 
me, I shall make your wit bankrupt. 

Val. [know it well, sir; you have an exche- 
quer of words, and, I think, no other treasure to 
sive your followers, for it appears, by their bare 
iyeries, that they live by your bare words, 

Sil. No more, gentlemen, no more: here 
comes my father. 


Enter Duke. 
Dake Now, daughter Silvia, you are hard 
eset. 

Sir Valentine, your father’s in good health: so 
What say you to a letter from your friends 
Of much good news? 

Val. My l6rd, I will be thankful 
To any happy messenger from thence. 


[Eceunt. 


do you 
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if this be he you oft have wish’d to hear from. 
Val. Mistress, it is: sweet lady, entertain 
him : 
To be my fellow-seryant to your ladyship. 
Sil. 00 low a mistress for so high a servant. 
Pro. Not so, sweet lady: but too mean a 
servant ; 
To have a look of such a worthy mistress. 
Val. Leave off discourse of disability : 
Sweet lady, entertain him for your servant. x10 
Pro. My duty will I boast of; nothing else. 
‘Sil. And duty never yet did want his meed: 
Servant, you are welcome to a worthless 
mistress. 2 
Pro. I'll die on him that says so but your- 














Duke. Know yeDon Antonio, your country- 
man? 
Val. Ay, my good lord, I know the gentle- 


man 
To be of worth and worthy estimation 
‘And not without desert so well reputed. 
Duke. Hath he not a son? 
Val. Ay, my good lord; a son that well 
deserves 
The honour and regard of such a father. 60 
Duke. You know him well? 
Val. I know him as myself; for from our 
infancy : 
We have conversed and spent our hours to- 


peters E 

And though myself have been an idle truant, 
Omitting the sweet benefit of time : 

To clothe mine age with angel-like perfection, 
Yet hath Sir Proteus, for that’s his name, 
‘Made use and fair advantage of his days ; 

His years but young, but his experience old; 
His head unmellow'd, but his judgement ripe 
‘And, in a word, for far behind his worth 7 


self. 
Sil. That you are welcome? 
Pro. That you are worthless. 


Re-enter THURIO. 


Thu, Madam, my lord your father would 
speak with you. 


Sil. I wait upon his pleasure. Come, Sir 


Comes all the praises that I now bestow, Thurio, 

He is complete in feature and in mind Gowithme. Once more, newservant, welcome: 

With all good grace to grace a gentleman. T’ll leave you to confer of home affairs; 19 
Duke. Beshrew me, sir, but if he make this When you have done, we look to hear from you. 


Pro. We'll both attend upon your ladyship. 
[Exeunt Silvia and Thurio. 

Val. Now, tell me, how do all from whence 
youcame? . 

Pro. Your friends are well and have them 
much commended. 

Val. Aud how do yours? , 

Pro. T left them all in health. 

Val. How does your lady ? and how thrives 
your love? 

Pro. My tales of love were wont to weary 


good, 

He is as worthy for an empress’ love 
‘As mect to be an emperor's counsellor. 
Well, sir, this gentleman is come to me, 
With commendation from great potentates ; 
And here he means to spend his time awhile: 
T think ’tis no unwelcome news to you. 81 

Val. Should I have wish’d a thing, it had 


been he. 
Duke. Welcome him then according to his 


worth. 
Silvia, I speak to you, and you, Sir Thurio ; 
For, Valentine, I need not cite him to it: 

1 pal send him hither to you presently. [ait. 


you; 
I know you joy not in a love-discourse. 
hin Val. Ay, 
al. This is the gentleman I told your lady- 


roteus, but that life is alter’d 
now: 
Ihave done penance for contemning Love, 
Whose high imperious thoughts have punish’d 
130 


ship 
Had come along with me, but that his mistress 
Did hold his eyes lock’d in her erystal looks. 9 
Sil. Belike that now she hath enfranchised 
them go 
Upon some other pawn for fealty. 
‘al. Nay, sure, I think she holds them 
Sk''Nay then he should be blind 
il. Nay, then he shoul e blind; and, 
a bein, bling, a i ; a 
OW CO! he see his way to seek out you? 
Val. Why, lady, Love hath twenty pair of 


me 
With bitter fasts, with penitential groans 
With nightly tears and daily Hear aore sighs; 
For in revenge of my contempt of love, 
Love hath chased sleep from my enthralled eyes 
And made them watchers of mine own heart's 
0 gentle Proteus, T, hity | 

gentle Proteus, Love’s a mighty lord 
And hath so humbled me as confess 
There is no woe to his correction 


eyes. Nor to his service no such joy on 
Thu. ney say that Love hath not an eye | Now no discourse, except it be of Sore 140 
at all. Now can I break my fast, dine, sup and sleep, 


Upon the very naked name of love. 


Val. To see such lovers, Thurio, as yourself: 
Pro. Enough; I read your fortune in your 


Upon a homely object Love can wink. 
Sil. Have done, have done; here comes the 
gentleman. 


Enter Proteus. [Exit Tuurto. 

Val. Welcome, dear Proteus! Mistress, I 
beseech you, 100 
Confirm his welcome with some special favour. 
ae qe worth is warrant for his welcome 
er, 


eye, 
Was this the idol that you worship so? 
eee aie she; and is she ae a heavenly 


fro. No; but she is an 
Val. Call her divine. ecu: paren. 


Pro. I will not flatter her. 
Val. QO, flatter me; for love delights in 
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ine When I was sick, you gave me bitter 
pills, 
And I must minister the like to you. 150 
al Then speak the truth by her; if not 
divine, 
Yet let her be a principality, 
Sovereign to all the creatures on the earth. 
Pro, Except ny mistress. 
al : Sweet, except not any ; 
Except thou wilt except against my love. 
Pyro. Have I not reason to prefer mine own? 
Val. And I will help thee to prefer her too : 
She shall be dignified with this high honour— 
To bear my lady’s train, lest the base earth 
Should from her vesture chance to steal a kiss 
and, of so great a favour growing proud, 161 
Disdain to root the summer-swel ing flower 
And make rough winter everlastingly. 


2s Why, Valentine, what braggardism is 

his 

Val. Pardon me, Proteus: all I can is 
nothing 


To her whose worth makes other worthies 
nothing ; 
She is alone. 
Pro. Then let her alone. 
Val, Not for the world: why, man, she is 
mine own, c : 
And [as rich in having such a jewel 
As twenty seas, if all their sand were pearl, 170 
Ihe water nectar and the rocks pure gold. 
Forgive me that I do not dream on thee, 
Because thou see’st me dote upon my love. 
My foolish rival, that her father likes 
Only for his possessions are so huge, 
Is gone with her along, and I must after, 
For love, thou know’st, is full of jealousy. 
Pro. But she loves you? 
Val. Ay, and we are betroth’d: nay, more, 
_ our marriage-hour, y 
With all the cunning manner of our flight, 80 
Determined of ; how I must climb her window, 
The ladder made of cords, and all the means 
Plotted and ’greed on for my happiness. 
Good Proteus, go with me to my chamber, 
In these affairs to aid me with thy counsel. 
Pro. rn Go on before; I shall inquire you 
orth: 
I must unto the road, to disembark 
Some necessaries that I needs must use, 
And then I’ll presently attend you. 
Val. Will rou make haste? 190 
Pro. Iwill. [Exit Valentine. 
Even as one heat another heat expels, 
Or as one nail by strength drives out another, 
So the remembrance o! my former love 
Is by a newer object quite forgotten. 
tIs it mine, or Valentine’s praise, 
Her true perfection, or my false transgression, 
hat makes me reasonless to reason thus ? 
She is fair; and so is Julia that I love— 
That I did love, for now my love is thaw’d; 200 
Which, like a waxen image ’gainst a fire, 
Bears no impression of the thing it was. 
Methinks my zeal to Valentine is cold, 
And that I love him not as I was.wont. 
O, but I love his lady too too much, « 
And that’s the reason I love him 50 little. 
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How shall I dote on her with more advice, 
That thus without advice begin to love her! 
‘Tis but her picture I have yet beheld, 

And that hath dazzled my reason’s light ; 
But when I Jook on her perfections, 

There is no reason but I shall be blind. 

If I can check my erring love, I will: 4 
If not, to compass her I'll use my skill. [Zxit. 


Scene V. Zhe same. A street. 
Enter SPEED and LAUNCE severally. 


Speed. Launce! by mine honesty, welcome 
to Milan! 

Launce, Forswear not thyself, sweet youth, 
for I am not welcome. I reckon this always, 
that a man is never undone till he be hanged, 
nor never welcome to a place till some certain 
shot be paid and the hostess say ‘Welcome!’ 

Speed. Come on, you madcap, I’ll to the 
alehouse with you presently; where, for one 
shot of five pence, thou shalt have five thousand 
welcomes. But, sirrah, how did thy master part 
with Madam Julia? E 

Luaunce. Marry, after they closed in earnest, 
they parted very fairly in jest. 

pace But shall she marry him? 

unce._ No. 

Speed. How then? shall he marry her? 

aunce._ No, neither. 

Sneed What, are they broken? 19 

aunce.__No, they are both as whole asa fish. 

Be Why, then, how stands the matter 
with them? 


210 


Launce. Marry, thus; when it stands well 
with him, it stands well with her. 
Speed. What an ass ari thou! I understand 
thee not. 
Launce. What a block art thou, that thou 
canst not! My staff understands me, 
Speed. What thou sayest? 
aunce. Ay, and what I do too: look thee, 
Dll but lean, and my staff understands me. 31 
Speed. It stands under thee, indeed. 
_ Launce. Why, stand-under and under-stand 
is all one. 7 
Speed. But tell me true, will’t be a match? 
Launce. Ask my dog: if he say ay, it will; 
if he say no. it will; if he shake his tail and say 
nothing, it will. are 3 
‘Speed. The conclusion is then that it will. 
unce. Thou shalt never get such a secret 
from me but by a parable. ; 4x 
Speed. "Tis well that I get it so. But, 
Launce, how sayest thou, that my master is 
become a notable lover? 
Launce. I never knew him otherwise. 
Speed. Than how? 
_Launce. <A notable lubber, as thou reportest 
him to be. 
Speed. Why, thou whoreson ass, thou mis- 
takest me. 50 
Launce. Why, fool, I meant not thee; I 
meant thy master. 
Speed. I tell thee, my master is become a 
hot lover. 
Launce, Why, I tell thee, I care not though 
he burn himself in love. If thou wilt, go with 
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me to the alehouse; if not, thou art an Hebrew, 
a Jew, and not worth the name of a Christian. 
Speed. Why? “59 
ance. Because thou hast not so much 
charity in thee as to go to the ale with a 
Christian. Wilt thou go? 
Speed, At thy service. [Exeunt. 


SornE VI. TZhesame. The DuKE's palace. 


Enter PROTEUS. 


Pro. To leave my Julia, shall I be forsworn ; 
To love fair Silvia, shall I be forsworn ; 
To wrong my friend, I shall be much forsworn ; 
And even that power which gave me first my 


oat! ’ 
Provokes me to this threefold perjury ; 
Tove bade me swear and Love bids me for- 
swear, 
O sweet-suggesting Love, if thou hast sinn’d, 
Teach me, Gas tempted subject, to excuse it! 
At first [ did adore a twinkling star, 
But now I worship a celestial sun. 10 
Unheedful vows may heedfully be broken 
And he wants wit that wants resolved will 
To learn his wit to exchange the bad for better. 
Tie, fie, unreverend tongue! to call her bad, 
Whose sovereignty so oft thou hast preferr'd 
With twenty thousand soul-confirming oaths. 
I cannot leave to love, and yet I do; 
But there I leave to love where I should love. 
Julia I lose and Valentine I lose : 
If I keep them, I nceds must lose myself; 20 
If I lose them, thus find I by their loss 
For Valentine myself, for Julia Silvia. 
Ito myself am dearer than a friend, 
For love is still most precious in itself; 
And Silvia—witness Heaven, that made her 


‘air !— 
Shows Julia but a swarthy Ethiope. 
I will forget that Julia is alive, 
Remembering that my love to her is dead; 
And Valentine I'll hold an enemy, 

ng at Silvia as a sweeter friend. 3e 
I cannot now prove constant to myself, 
Without some treachery used to Valentine. 
This night he meaneth with a corded ladder 
To climb celestial Silvia’s chamber-window, 
Myself in counsel, his competitor. 
Now presently I'll give her father notice 
Of their disguising and pretended flight ; 
Who, all enraged, will banish Valentine; 
For Thurio, he intends, shall wed his daughter; 
But, Valentine being gone, I’ll quickly cross 40 
Bysomesly trick blunt 'Thurio’s dull proceeding. 


Love, lend me wings to make my urpose swift, | V 


As thou hast lent ine wit to plot drift! 
[Ezit. 
Scene VIL Verona. Juu1a’s house, 


Enter Jouta and Lucerta. 

Jul, Counsel, Lucetta: gentle girl, assi : 
And even in kind love I dgcomineties sae 
Who art the table wherein all my thoughts 
Are visibly character’d and engraved, 

To lesson me and tell me some good mean 
How, with my honour, I may under! 





[Acr 


A journey to my loving Proteus. 
zc. Alas, the way is wearisome and long! 
Jul. A true-devoted pilgrim is not weary 
To measure kingdoms with his feeble steps; 10 
Much less shall she that hath Love's wings 


to fly, 
And ae the flight is made to one so dear, 
Of such divine perfection, as Sir Proteus. 
Lue. Better forbear till Proteus make return. 
Jul. O, know’st thou not his looks are my 
soul's food ? eos. 
Pity the dearth that I have pined in, 
By longing for that food so long a time. 
Didst thou but know the inly touch of love, 
Thou wouldst as soon go kindle fire with snow 
As seek to quench the fire of Jove with words. 20 
Ine. I do not seek to quench your love's 
hot fire, 
But qualify the fire’s extreme rage, 
Lest it should burn above the bounds of reason. 
Jul. The more thou damm’st it up, the 
more it burns. ; 
The current that with gentle murmur glides, 
Thou know’st, being stopp’d, impatiently doth 


rage; : 
But when his fair course is not hindered, 
He makes sweet music with the enamell’d 
, Stones, 
Giving a gentle kiss to every sedge 
He overtaketh in his pilgrimage, 30 
And so by many winding nooks he strays 
With willing sport to the wild ocean. 
Then let me go and hinder not my course: 
I'll be as patient as a gentle stream 
And make a pastime of each weary step, 
Till the last step have brought me to my love; 
And there I’ll rest, as after much turmoil 
A blessed soul doth in Elysium. 
Ine. But in what habit will you go along? 
Jul. Notlikea woman; for I would prevent 
The loose encounters of lascivious men: 4 
Gentle Lucetta, fit me with such weeds 
As may beseem some well-reputed page. 
Luc. Why, then, your ladyship must cut 


your hair. x 
Jul. No, girl; I7ll knit it up in silken 
_ Strings 
With twenty odd-conceited true-love knots. 
To be fantastic may become a youth 
Of greater time than I shall show to be. 
ac. What fashion, madam, shall I make 
your breeches? 
Jul. That fits as well as ‘Tell me, good my 


‘ord, tL 59 
‘What compass will you wear your farthingale?? 
even what fashion thou best likest, 
ucetta. 
uc. You must needs have them with a 
codpiece, madam. 
Jul. Out, out, Lucetta! that will be ill- 
eens Aen 
uc. round hos | 
Cute ce e, madam, now’s not 
Unless you have a codpiece to stick ins on. 
Jul. Lucetta, as thou lovest me, Jet me have 
What thou thinkest meet and is most mannerly. 
But jell me, wench, how will the world repute 
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For undertaking so unsiaid a journey ? 
I fear me, it will make me scandalized. 

Lae. Ié you think so, then stay at home 
and £0 not. 

Jul. Nay, that I will not. 

Lue. Then never dream on infamy, but go. 
If Proteus like your journey when you come, 
No matter who’s displeased when you are gone: 
1 fear me, he will scarce be pleased withal. 

Jul. That is the least, Lucetta, of my fear: 
A thousand oaths, an ocean of his tears 
And instances of infinite of love 
‘Warrant me welcome to my Proteus. 

Luc. Ail these are servants to deceitful men. 

J ue one men, that use them to so base 

effec 
But truer stars did govern Proteus’ birth; 
His words are bonds, his oaths are oracles, 
His love sincere, his thoughts immaculate, 
tears pure messengers sent from his heart, 

is heart as far from fraud as heaven from 

earth. 

Inc. Pray heaven he prove so, when you 

come to him! : 

Jul. Now, as thou lovest me, do him not 

that wrong | 80 
To bear a hard opinion of his truth: 
Only deserve my love by loving him ; 
An ey go with me to my chamber, 
To take a note of what I stand in need of, 
To furnish me ae my longing journey. 
All that is mine I leave at thy dispose, 
My goods, my lands, my reputation ; 
Only, in lieu thereof, dispatch me hence. 
Come, answer not, but to it presently! 
Tam impatient of my tarriance. [Ezeunt. 90 


ACT It. 


SorneI. Afilan. The Duxe’s palace. 
Enter Duxr, THurRIO, and Proteus. 


Duke. Sir Thurio, give us leave, I pray, 
awhile; 
We have some secrets to confer about. 
[Lait Thu. 
Now, tell me, Proteus, what’s your will with 
me 
Pro... My gracious lord, that which I would 
discover : 
The lai of friendship bids me to conceal; 
But when I call to mind your gracious favours 
‘one to me, undeserving as I am, 
My duty pricks me on to utter that. 
Which else no worldly good should draw from 


jo 


me. 9 
Know, worthy prince, Sir Valentine, my friend, 
This night intends to steal away your daughter : 
Myself am one made privy to the plot. 

know you have determined to bestow her 
On Thurio, whom your gentle daughter hates; 
And should she thus be stol’n away from you, 
It would be much vexation to your age. 
Thus, for my duty’s sake, I rather chose 
Lo cross my friend in his intended drift 

‘han, by concealing it, heap on your head 
A pack of sorrows which would press you down, 
Being unprevented, to your timeless grave. 21 
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Care; F F 
Which to requite, command me while I live, 
This love of theirs myself have often seen, 
Haply when they have judged me fast asleep, 
And oftentimes have purposed to forbid 
Sir Valentine her company and my court; 
But fearing lest ay feauous aim might err 
And so unworthily disgrace the man, 

A rashness that I ever yet have shunn’d, 
[ gave him gentle looks, thereby to find 
That which thyself hast now disclosed to me. 
And, that thou mayst perceive my fear of this, 
Knowing that tender youth is soon suggested, 
J nightly lodge her in an upper tower, 
The key whereof myself have ever kept; 
And thence she cannot be convey’d away. 
Pio. Know, noble lord, they haye devised a 
mean 
How he her chamber-window will ascend 
And with a corded ladder fetch her down ; 
Yor which the youthiul lover now is gone 
And this way comes he with it presently; 
Where, if it please you, you may intercept him. 
But, good my lord, do it so cunningly 
That my discovery be not aimed at; 
For love of you, not hate unto my friend, 
Hath made me publisher of this pretence. 
pike Upon mine honour, he shall never 
know 
That I had any light from thee of this, =~, 
Pro. Adieu, my lord; Sir Valentine is 
coming. [2xit. 50 


30 


40 


Enter VALENTINE. 


Duke. Sir Valentine, whither away so fast? 
Val. Pleaseit your grace, there isa messenger 
That stays to bear my letters to my friends, 
And Lam going to deliver them. 
Duke. Be they of muchimport? 
Val. The tenour of them doth but signify 
My health and happy being at your court. 
Duke. Nay then, no matter; stay with me 
awhile ; 
Iam to break with thee of some affairs 
That touch me near, wherein thou must be 
arms, Secret. 60 
“Tis not unknown to thee that I have sought 
To match my friend Sir'Thurio to my daughter, 
Val. a know it well, my lord ; and, sure, the 
match 
Were rich and honourable ; besides, the gentle- 


man 

Ts full of virtue, bounty, worth and qualities 

Besceming such a wife as your fair daughter: 

Cannot your grace win her to fancy him? 
Duke. No, trust me; she is pecvish, sullen, 

froward, _ 

Proud, disobedient, stubborn, lacking duty, 

Neither regarding that she is my child 

Nor fearing me as if I were her father ; 

And, may 1 say to thee, this pride of hers, 

Upon advice, hath drawn my love from her; 

And, where I thought the remnant of mine age 

soe have been cherish’d by her child-like 

uty, 
Tnow am full resolved to takea wife 


ro 
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And turn her out to who will take her in: 
Then let her beauty be her wedding-dower ; 
For me and my possessions she esteems not. 
Val. What would your grace have me to do 
in this? : 80 
Duke. +Thereis a lady in Verona here 
Whom I affect ; but she is nice and coy 
And nought esteems my aged eloquence : 
Now therefore would I have thee to my tutor— 
For long agone I have forgot to court; 
Besides, the fashion of the time is changed— 
How and which way I may bestow myself 
To be regarded in her sun-bright‘eye. 
Val. 1 Win her with gifts, if she respect not 
words: é 5 
Dumb jewels often in their silent kind go 
More than quick words do move a woman's 


mind. 
D pike But she did scorn a present that I sent 
ner. 
Val. A woman sometimes scorns what best 
contents her. ‘ 3 
Send her another ; Deven give her o’er; 
For scorn at first makes after-love the more. 
f she do frown, ’tis not in hate of you, 
But rather to beget more love in you : 
If she do chide, ‘tis not to have you gone; 
For why, the fools are mad, if left alone. 
Take no repulse, whatever she doth say; x00 
For “get you gone,’ she doth not mean ‘away!’ 
latter and praise, commend, extol their graces; 


Though ne’er so black, say they haye angels’ 


‘aces. 
That man that hath a tongue, I say, is no man, 
if with his tongue he cannot win a woman. 
Duke. But she I mean is promised by her 
._ friends 
Unto a youthful gentleman of worth, 
And kept severely from resort of men, 
That no man hath access by day to her. 
Val. Why, then, I would resort to her by 


night. 110 
Duke. Ay, but the doors be lock’d and keys 
kept safe, 
That no man hath recourse to her by night. 


Val. What lets but one may enter at her | 7! 


window ? 
Duke. Her chamber is aloft, far from the 


und, 
And built so shelving that one cannot climb it 
Without. Spparent hazard of his life. 
Val. Wh: 
cords, 
Zo cast up, with a pair of anchoring hooks, 
Would serve to scale another Hero's tower, 
So bold Leander would adventure it, 120 
Dike ‘ Now, as thou art a gentleman of 
ood, 
Advise me where I may have such a ladder. 
Val. When would you use it? pray, sir, tell 
methat. - 
ake. 
_ child, 
‘That lon 
Val. 
Date Ba, hark thee? Vwi 
uke. Bu « thee; Iwill goto her alone: 
How shall I best convey the ladder thither ? 


for every thing that he can come by. 
y seven o'clock I'll get you such a 


CC-0 Kashmir Research Institute. Digitzed by 


y then, a ladder quaintly made of | I 


This very night; for Love is like a| Wh 


[Act mr 


Val. It will be light, my lord, that you may 
aldara oieei tuner enmitonrth 
nder a cloak that is of any th x30 
Duke. A cloak as long as thine will Bere 
the turn? 
Val. Ay, my good lord. 
ke. Then let me see thy cloak: 
I'll get me one of such another length. 
Val. Why, any cloak willserve the turn, my 
I 


ord. 
Duke. How shall I fashion me to wear a 
cloak? 
I pray thee, let me feel thy cloak upon me. 
What letter is this same? What’s here? ‘To 
Silvia’! i 4 
And here an engine fit for my proceeding. 
Dll be so bold to break the seal for once. [Reads, 
“My thoughts do harbour withmy Silvia nightly, 
And slaves they are to me that send them 


lying: és 14 
O, could their master come and go as lightly, 
Himself would lodge where senseless they are 


Wing t ; 
My herald thoughts in thy pure bosom rest 


.them ; > 
yale I, their king, that hither them impor- 
une, 
Do curse the grace that with such grace hath 
bless’d them, 
Because myself do want my servants’ fortune: 
I curse myself, for they are sent by me, i 
That they should harbour where their lord 
would be.’ 
What’s here? : ; 150 
__ Silvia, this night I will enfranchise thee: 
*Tis so: and here’s the ladder for the purpose. 
Why, Phaethon,—for thou art Merops’ son,— 
Wilt thou aspire to guide the heavenly car 
And with thy daring folly burn the world? 
ale hon Teach stars, because they shine on 
hee 
Go, base intruder! overweening slave! 
Bestow thy fawning smiles on equal mates, 
And think my patience, more than thy desert, 
Is privilege for thy departure hence : 160 
hank me for this more than forall the favours 
Which all too much I have bestow'd on thee, 
But if thou linger in my territories 
Longer than swiftest expedition 
Will give thee time to leave our royal court, 
By heaven! my wrath shall far exceed the love 
ever bore my daughter or thyseif, 
Be gone! I will not hear thy vain excuse B 
But, »© thou lovest thy life, make speed from 


hence. Exit. 
Val. And why not death rather mene 
torment ? 170 


To die is to be banish’d from myself ; 
And Silvia is meet banish’d from her 
Is self from self: a deadly banishment ! 
What light is light, if Silvia be not seen? 
hat joy is joy, if Silvia be not by? 

Unless it be to think that she is b: 
And feed upon the shadow of peri ection, 
Except I be by Silvia in the night, 

here is no music in the ni: htingale ; 
Unless I look on Silvia in the day, 180 
There is no day for mato look. upon : 
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Scene I} 


She is my essence, and I leave to he, 

Tf I be not by her fair influence 

Yoster'd, illumined, cherish’d, kept alive. 
T fly not death, to fly his deadly doom: 
Tarry I here, I but attend on death: 
But, fly I hence, I fly away from life. 


Enter Proteus and LAuUNcE. 


Pro. Run, boy, run, run, and seek him out, 

Launce. Soho, soho ! 

Pro. What seest thou? 190 

Launce. Him we go_to find: there’s not a 
hair on’s head but ’tis a Valentine. 

Pro. Valentine? 

Val. No. 5 se 

Pro. Who then ? his spirit? 

Val. Neither. 

Pro. What then? 

Val. Nothing. 

Launce. Can nothing speak? Master, shall 

I strike? 
Pro. Who wouldst thou strike? 
Launce. Nothing. 


200 


Pro. Villain, forbear. : t 

Launce. Why, sir, I'll strike nothing: I 
pray you,— 4 

Pro. Sirrah, I say, forbear. Friend Valen- 


tine, a word. 
Val. My ears are stoptand cannot hear good 


news, 
So much of bad already hath possess’d them. 

Pyro. Then in dumb silence will I bury mine, 
For they are harsh, untuneable and bad. 


Val. Is Silvia dead? 
Pro. No, Valentine. 210 
Val. No Valentine, indeed, for sacred Silvia. 


Hath she forsworn me? 
Pro. No, Valentine. 
Val. No Valentine, if Silvia have forsworn 


me. 
Whatisyournews? | 
LLaunce. Sir, there is a proclamation. that 
you are vanished. g 
Pro. aha thou art banished—O, that’s the 
news !— : 

From hence, from Silviaand from me thy friend. 
Val. 0, Lhave fed upon this woe already, 
And now excess of it will make me surfeit. “220 

Doth Silvia know that I am banished? 
Pro. Ay, ay; and she hath ofter’d to the 
doom— : 
Which, unreversed, stands in effectual foree— 
A sea of melting pearl, which some call tears: 
Those at her father’s churlish feet she tender'd ; 
‘ With them, upon her knees, her humble self ; 
Wringing her hands, whose whiteness so be- 
came them 5 
As if but now they waxed pale for woe: 
But neither bended knees, pure hands held up, 
Sad sighs, deep groans, norsilver-shedding tears, 
Could penetrate her uncompassionate sire; 231 
But Valentine, if he be ta’en, must die. 
Besides, her intercession chafed him so, 
When she for thy repeal was suppliant, 
That to close prison he commanded her, 
With many bitter threats of biding there. 
Val. No more; unless the next word that 
thou speak’st 


THE TWO GENTLEMEN OF VERONA 


35 
Have some malignant power upon my life: 
Tf so, I pray thee, breathe it in mine ear, 
As ending anthem of my endless dolour. 240 


Pro. Cease to lament for that thou canst 
not help, 3 

And study help for that which thou lament’st. 
Lime is the nurse and breeder of all good. 
Here if thou stay, thou canst not see thy love; 
Besides, thy staying will abridge thy life. 
Hope is a lover's staff’; walk hence with that 
And manage it against despairing, thoughts. 
Thy letters may be here, though thou art hence; 
Which, being writ to me, shall be deliver'd 
Even in the milk-white bosom of thy loye. 250 
The time now serves not to expostulate : 
Come, I’ll convey thee through the city-gate; 
And, ere I part with thee, confer at large 
Of all that may concern thy love-affairs, 
As thou lovest Silvia, though not for thyself, 
Regard thy danger, and along with me! 

Val. I pray thee, Launce, an if thou seest 


__Iny boy, 
Bid bt make haste and meet me at the North- 
ate, 
Prom Go, simak, find’ hint out, Come, 


Valentine. - 259 
Val. O my dear Silvia! Hapless Valentine! 
[Exeunt Val. and Pro. 
Launce. Iam buta fool, look you; and yet 
T have the wit to think my master is a kind of a 
knave: but that’s all one, if he be but one 
knave. He lives not now that knows me to be 
in love; yet Lam inlove; but a team of horse 
shall not pluck that from me; nor who ’tis I 
love; and yet ’tis a woman ; but what woman, 
I will not tell myself; and yet ’tis a milkmaid ; 
yet ’tis not a maid, for she hath had gossips ; 
yet tis a maid, for she is her master’s maid, ani 
serves for wages. She hath more qualities than 
a water-spaniel; which is muchin a bare Chris- 
tian. [Pulling out a paper.) _Here is the cate- 
logof her condition. ‘Imprimis: She can fetch 
and carry.’ Why, ahorse can do no more: nay, 
a horse cannot fetch, but only carry ; therefore 
isshe better thanajade. ‘Item: She can milk;’ 
eos yous a sweet virtue in a maid with clean 
ands, € 


Enter SPEED. 


Speed. How now, Signior Launce! what 
news with your mastership? f (280 
Launce. With my master’s ship? why, it is 


at sea. 
Speed. Well, your old vice still; mistake 
the word. What news, then, in your paper? 
Launce. The blackest news that ever thou 


lest. 

Speed. Why, man, how black? 
Launce._ Why, as black as ink. 
Speed. Let me read them. 

aunce. Fie on thee, jolt-head! thou canst 

not read. f 291 

Speed. Thou liest; I can. ; 

aunce. Iwilltry thee. Tell me this: who 


begot thee? 
peed. Marry, the son of my grandfather. 
Launce. O illiterate loiterer! it was the son 
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of thy grandmother: this proves that thou 
canst not read. 


Speed. Come, fool, come; try me in thy 
ape4. 4 
B aunce. There; and Saint Nicholas be thy 
speed! 72 Boz 
Speed. [Reads] ‘Imprimis: She can milk. 
unce. Ay, that she can. 
Spced. ‘Item: She brews good ale.” 


unce. And thereof comes the proverb: 
‘Blessing of your heart, you brew good ale.’ 
Speed. ‘Item: She can sew.’ 
aunce. That’s as much as to say, Can 


she so? B 

Speed. ‘Item: She can knit. 310 

Launce. What need a man care for a stock 
with a wench, when she can knit him a stock? 

Speed. ‘Item: She can wash and scour.’ 

arabe ‘A special virtue; for then she need 
not be washed and scoured. 

Speed. ‘Item: She can spin.’ 

nce. Then may Iset the world on wheels, 

when she can spin for her living. 


Speed, ‘Item: She hath many nameless 
virtues,’ 320 
Launee. That’s as much as to say, bastard 


virtues; that, indeed, know not their fathers 
and therefore have no names. 
Specd. ‘Here follow her vices’? 
unce. Close at the heels of her virtues. 
Speed. ‘Item: She is not to be kissed fast- 
ing, in respect of her breath.’ 
Launce. Well, that fault may be mended 
with a breakfast. Read on. 329 
Speed. ‘Item: She hath a sweet mouth.’ 
zunce. ‘That makes amends for her sour 
breath. 3 
Speed. ‘Item: She doth talk in her lee 
unce. It’s no matter for that, so she sleep 
not in her talk. 3 
Speed. ‘Item: She is slow in words? 
wunce. QO villain, that set this down among 
her vices! To be slow in words is a woman’s 
only virtue: I pray thee, out with’t, and place 
it for her chief virtue. | 340 
Speed. ‘Item: She is proud.’ 
unce. Out with that too; it was Eve’s 
legacy, and cannot be ta’en from her. 
ced. ‘Item: She hathno teeth” 
wunce. I care not for that neither, because 
Llove crusts. 
Speed. ‘Item: She is curst.’ 
oe Le Well, the best is, she hath no teeth 
ite. 
_Speed. ‘Item: She will often praise her 
liquor’ 351 
Launce. If her liquor be good, she shall : if 
she will not, I will; for good things should be 


praised. 
Seed, “Item : She is foo liberal.’ 

Launce, Of her tongue she cannot, for that’s 
writ down she is slow of; of her purse she shall 
not, for that I’ll keep shut: now, of another 
thing she may, and that cannot I help. Well, 


proceed. 360 

Speed, ‘Item: She hath more hair than wit, 
and more faults than hairs, and more wealth 
than faults: 
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Launce. Stop there; 1’ll have her: she was 
mine, and not mine, twice or thrice in that last 


article. Rehcarse that once more. > 
Speed. ‘Item: She hath more hair than 
wit, — 


Launce.. More hair than wit? It may he: 
Ill prove it. The cover of the salt hides the 
salt, and therefore it is more than the salt; the 
hair that covers the wit is more than the wit, 
for the greater hides the less. What’s next? 

S teu * And more faults than hairs,’— 


unce. That’s monstrous: O, that that 
were out! 
Speed. ‘And more wealth than faults.’ 
aunce._ Why, that word makes the faults 


gracious. Well, L’ll have her: and if it be a 
match, as nothing is impossible,— 
Speed. What then? ; 380 
Launce. Why, then will I tell_ thee—that 
thy master stays for thee at the North-gate. 
Speed. Forme? 
wunce. Yor thee! ay, who art thou? he 
hath stayed for a better man than thee. 
Speed. And must I go to him? 
aunce. ‘Thou must run to him, for thou 
hast stayed so long that going will scarce serve 
the turn. : 389 
Speed. Why didst not tell me sooner? pox of 
your love-letters ! : Vecit. 
Launce. Now willhe be swinged for reading 
my letter; an unmannerly slave, that will thrust 
himself into secrets! Ill after, to rejoice in the 
boy’s correction. [Bait, 


Scene Il. Thesame. The Duxe’s palace. 


Enter Duke and THURIO. 


Duke. Sir Thurio, fear not but that she will 
love you, 
Now Valentine is banish’d from her sight. 
Thu. pice his exile she hath despised me 
most, 
Forsworn my company and rail’d at me, 
‘That I am desperate of obtaining her. 
Duke. This weak impress of love is as a 
figure. F 
Trenched in ice, which with an hour's heat 
Dissolves to water and doth lose his form. 
A little time will melt her frozen thoughts 
And worthless Valentine shall be forgot. 


Enter Proreus. 
How now, Sir Proteus! Is your countryman 
According to our proclamation gone ? 
Pro. Gone, my good lord, 
ake My daughter takes his going griev- 


ously, i 
Pro, A little time, my lord, will kill that 


grief. 
Duie. Sol believe; but Thurio thinks notso. 
Proteus, the good conceit I hold of thee— 
For thou hast shown somesign of good desert— 
Makes me the better to confer with thee. 
Pro. Longerthan I proveloyalto your grace 
Let me not live to look upon your grace, ar 
Te Thou know’st hoy willingly I would 


Thematch between Sir Thurio andmy daughter. 


10 
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Scene 11] 
Pro. Ido, my lord. _ 
Duke. And also, | think, thou art not igno- 
rant 
How she opposes her against my will. < 
ae She did, my lord, when Valentine was 
here. 
Duke. Ay, and perversely she persevers so. 
What might we do to make the girl forget 
The love of Valentine and love Sir Thurio? 30 
Pro, The best way is to slander Valentine 
With falsehood, cowardice and poor descent, 
Three things that women highly hold in hate. 
Duke, Ay, but she'll think that it is spoke 
in hate. ym 
Pro. Ay, if his enemy deliver it : 
Therefore it must with circumstance be spoken 
By one whom she esteemeth as his friend. 
Duke, Vhen you must undertake to slander 


him. 
Pro. And that, my lord, I shall be loath 


to do: 
*Tis an ill office for a gentleman, 
Especially against his very friend. 
Duke. Where your good word cannot ad- 
vantage him, 
Your slander never can endamage him; 
Therefore the office is indifferent, 
Being entreated to it by your friend. ? 
Pro. You haye prevail’d, my lord: if I can 


40 


do ii 
By aught that I can speak in his dispraise, 
She shall not long continue love to him. 
But say this weed her love from Valentine, 
Té follows not that she will love Sir Thurio. 50 
SEE Therefore, as you unwind her love from 
him, 
Lest it should ravel and be good to none, 
You must provide to bottom iton me; 
Which must be done by praising me as much 
As you in worth dispraise Sir Valentine. b 
uke. And, Proteus, we dare trust you in 
this kind, 
Because we know, on Valentine’s report, 
You are already Love's firm votary . 
And cannot soon revolt and change your mind. 
Upon this warrant shall you have access 60 
Where you with Silvia may confer at large; 
For she is lumpish, Reavy, melancholy, 
And, for your iriend’s sake, will be glad of you; 

Vhere you may temper her by your persuasion 
To hate young Valentine and loye my friend. 

Pro. As muchas 1 can do, I will effect : 
But you, Sir Thurio, are not sharp enough ; 
You must lay lime to tangle her desires 
by wailful sonnets, whose composed rhymes 
Should be full-fraught with serviceable vows. 

Duke. Ay 71 
Much is the force of heaven-bred esy. 

Pro. Say that upon the altar of her beauty 
You sacrifice your tears, your sighs, your heart : 
Write till your ink be dry, and with your tears 
Moist it again, and frame some feeling line 
That may discover such integrity : 

For Orpheus’ lute was strung with poets’ sinews, 
Whose golden touch could soften steel and 


stones, 
Make tigers tame and huge leviathans 
Forsake unsounded decps to dance on sands, 
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After your dire-lamenting elegies, 

Visit by night your lady’s chamber-window 

With some sweet concert; to their instruments 

Tune adeploring dump: the night's dead silence 

Will well become such sweet-complaining griev- 
ance, 

This, or else nothing, will inherit her. 

Ly This discipline shows thou hast been 

in love. 

Thu, And thy advice this night I'll put in 
practice. a oR) ; 
Therefore, sweet Proteus, my direction-giver, 
Let us into the city presently ot 
To sort some gentlemen well skill’d in music. 


’) Lhave a sonnet that will serve the turn 


To give the onset to thy good advice. 
Duke. About it, gentlemen ! . 
Pro. We'll wait upon your grace till after 


supper, » Z 
And alterward determine our proceedings. 

Duke. Even now about it! I will pardon 

you. [Exeunt, 


ACT Iy. 
Scene l. Lhe frontiers of Mantua. A forest. 


Enter certain Outlaws. 
First Out. Fellows, stand fast; I see a pas: 


senger. s 
Sec. Out. If there be ten, shrink not, but 
down with’em. 


Enter VALENTINE and SPEED. 


Third Out. Stand, sir, and throw us that 
you have about ye: 
If not, we'll make you sit and rifle you. 
Speed, Sir, we are undone; these are the 
villains 
That all the travellers do fear so much. 
Val. My friends,— 
First Out. That’s not so, sir: we are your 
enemies. 7 
Sec, Out. Peace! we'll hear him. 
Third Out. Ay, by my beard, will we, for 
he’s a proper man. 4 ro 
Val. Then know that I have little wealth to 


jose : 
Aman Iam cross’d with adversity ; 
My riches are these poor habiliments, 
Of which if you should here disfurnish me, 
You take the sum and substance that I have. 
Sec. Out. Whither travel you? 
Val. To Verona. 
First Out. Whence came you? 
Val. From Milan. 
Lhird Out. Have you long sojourned there? 
Val, Some sixteen months, and longer 
might have stay’d, 2r 
If crooked fortune had not thwarted me. 
First Out. What, were you banish’d thence? 
Val. I was. 
Sec. Out. For what offence? 
Val. For that which now torments me to 
rehearse: 
Lkill'd a man, whose death I much repent ; 


80 | But yet I slew him manfully in fight, 


Without false vantage or base treachery. 
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First Out. Why, neer repent it, if it were 
done so. , oo 
But were you banish’d for so small a fault? 
Val. I was, and held me glad of such a 
doom. 
Scc. Out. Have you the tongues ? 
Val. My youthful travel therein made me 


happy, : 
Or else I often had been miserable. 5 
Third Out. By the bare scalp of Robin 
Hood’s fat friar, ‘ r 
This fellow were a king for our wild faction ! 
First Out. We'llhave him. Sirs, a word. 
Speed. Master, be one of them; it’s an 
honourable kind of thievery. 40 
Val. Peace, villain! . 
Sec. Out. Tell us this: have you any thing 
to take to? 

Val. Nothing but my fortune. 

Third Out. Know, then, that some of us 

are gentlemen, 
Such as the fury of ungovern’d youth 
Thrust from the company of awful men: 
Myself was from Verona banished 
For practising to steal away a lady, 
An heir, and near allied unto the duke. 

Sec. Out. And I from Mantua, for a gentle- 

man, 5° 
Who, in my mood, I stabb’d unto the heart. 
First Out. And 1 for such like petty crimes 
as these. ; 
But to the purpose—for we cite our faults, 
That they may hold excused our lawless lives ; 
And partly, seeing you are beautified 
With goodly shape and by your own report 
A linguist.and a man of such perfection 
As we do in our quality much want— 
Sec. Out. Indeed, because you are a banish’d 
man, 
Therefore, above the rest, we parley to you: 60 
Are you content to be our general? 
To make a virtue of necessity 
And live, as we do, in this wilderness? 
Lhird Out. What say’st thou? wilt thou be 
of our consort? 
Say ay, and be the captain of us all: 
‘We'll do thee homage and be ruled by thee, 
Love thee as our commander and our king. 

First Out. But if thou scorn our courtesy, 

thou diest. 

Sec. Out. Thou shalt not live to brag what 

we have offer'd. 

Val, I take your offer and will live with you, 
Provided that you do no outrages 71 
On silly women or poor passengers. 

Third Out. No, we detest such vile base 

practices. 
Come, go with us, we'll bring thee to our crews, 
And show thee all the treasure we have got ; 
Which, with ourselves, all rest at thy dispose. 
[Exeunt. 


Scene II. Milan. Outside the DuKE’s 
palace, under Stuvi14’s chamber. 


Enter PRoTEvs. 


[Act 1v 


Under the colour of commending him, 

T have access my own love to prefer: 

But Silvia is too fair, too true, too holy, 

To be corrupted with my worthless gifts. 

When I protest true loyalty to her, : 

She twits me with my falsehood to my friend; 

When to her beauty [ commend my vows, 

She bids me think how I have been forsworn 10 

In breaking faith with Julia whom I loved: 

‘And notwithstanding all her sudden quips, 

The least whereof would quell a lover's hope, 

Yet, spaniel-like, the more she spurns my love, 

The more it grows and fawneth on her still. 

But here comes Thurio: now must we to her 
window, A j 

And give some evening music to her ear. 


Enter Tuor10 and Musicians. 


Thu. How now, Sir Proteus, are you crept 
before us? 5 
Pro. Ay, gentle Thurio: for you know that 


ove 
Will creep in service where it cannot go. 20 
Thu. Ay, but I hope, sir, that you love not 


ere. 
Pro. Sir, but Ido; or else I would be hence. 


Thu. Who? Silvia? é 
Pio. Ay, Silvia; for your sake. 
Thu. I thank you for your own. Now, 


gentlemen, . 
Let ’s tune, and to it lustily awhile. 


Enter, at a distance, Host, and JULIA in 
boy's clothes. 

Host. Now, my young guest, methinks 
you’re allycholly: I pray you, why is it? 

Jul, Marry, mine host, because I cannot 
be merry. 29 

Host. Come, we'll have you merry: Ill 
bring you where you shall hear music and see 
the gentleman that you asked for. 

Jul. But shall I hear him speak ? 

Host. Ay, that you shall. 

Jul. That will be music. 

Host. Hark, hark! 

Jul. Is he among these? 

Host. Ay: but, peace! let’s hear ’em. 


Sona. 

Who is Silvia? what is she, 

‘That all our swains commend her? 40 
Holy, fair and wise is she; 

The heaven such grace did lend her, 
That she might admired be. 
Is she kind as she is fair? 

For beauty lives with kindness, 
Love doth to her eyes repair, 

To help him of his blindness, 
And, being help’d, inhabits there. 
Then to Silvia let us sin 

That Silvia is excelling : 50. 
She excels each mortal thin 

Upon the dull earth dwelling : 
To her let us garlands bring. 


Host. Wow now! are you sadder than you 


[Ausic plays. 


Pro. Already have I been false to Valentine | were before? How do you, man? the music 
And now I muss be gs anuHAhifReeee ch Insti dKespighzeet-by eGangotri : 
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For I am sure she is not buried. 2 
Sil. Say that she be; yet Valentine thy 
rien 


id 

Survives ; to whom, thyself art witness, 110 
Tam betroth’d: and art thou not ashamed 
To wrong him with thy importunacy ¢ 

Pro. Likewise hear that Valentine is dead. 

Sil. And so suppose am I; for in his grave 
Assure thyself my love is buried. 

Pro. Sweet lady, let me rake it from the 


Jul. You mistake; the musician likes me 





















not. 
Host. Why, my pretty youth? 
i Jul. He plays false, father. | : 
5 Host. How? out of tune on the strings? 60 
Jul. Not so; but yet so false that he grieves 
my very heart-strings. 
Host, You havea quick car, 
Jul. Ay, I would I were deaf; it makes me 
have a slow heart. ; a 
Host. I perceive you delight not in music. 
» Jul. Nota whit, when it jars so. 
Host. Hark, what fine change is in the 
music! - 
Jul. Ay, that change is the spite. 
Host. You would haye them always play 
but one thing ? 7t 
Yiae I would always have one play but one 
ling. : 
But, host, doth this Sir Proteus that we talk on 
Often resort unto this gentlewoman ? 
Host. I tell you what Launce, his man, told 
me: he loved her out of all nick. 
Jul. Where is Launce ? 
Host. Gone to seek his dog; which to- 
morrow, by his master’s command, he must 





earth. i 

Sil. Go to thy lady’s grave and call hers 

thence, 
Or, at the least, in hers Soule thine. 

Jul. [aide] He heard not that. 

Pro. Madam, if your heart be so obdurate, 
Vouchsafe me yet your picture for my love, 121 
The tas that is Bane isin your chamber; 
To that L’ll speak, to that I'll sigh and weep: 
For since the substance of your perfect self 
Is else devoted, Iam but a shadow; 

And to your shadow will I make true love. 

Jul. fAside] Jf ‘twere a substance, you 

would, sure, deceive it, 
And make it but a shadow, as I am. 
Sil. Iam very loath to be your idol, sir; 


carry for a present to his lady. 80 | But since your falsehood shall become you well 
Jul. . Peace! stand aside: the company | To worship shadows and adore false shapes, 131 
parts. Send to me in the morning and I’ll send it : 
Pro. Sir Thurio, fear not you: I will so} And so, good rest. % 
plead ‘ Pro. As wretches have o’ernight 
That you shall say my cunning drift excels, That wait for execution in the morn. 
Lhu. Where meet we? [Exeunt Pro. and Sil. severally. 
Pro. At Saint Gregory’s well. Jul. Host, will you go? 
Tha. Farewell. | Host. By my halidom, I was fast asleep. 


Jul. Pray you, where lies Sir Proteus ? 
Host. Marry, at my house. Trust me, I 
think ‘tis almost day. 
Jul. ol so; but it hath been the longest 
night. 
That e’er I watch’d and the rnost heaviest. 14t 
[Ecewné. 


[Exeunt Thu. and Musicians. 


Enter SIvia above. 


Pro. _Madam, good even to your ladyship. 
Sil. I thank you for your music, gentlemen. 
Who is that that spake ? 
Pro. eee lady, if you knew his pure heart’s 
truth, 
You would quickly learn to know him by his 


voice, 
Sil. Sir Proteus, as I take it. go 
Pro. Sir Proteus, gentle lady, and your 
servant, 
Sil. What’s your will? 
Pro. That I may compass yours. 
Sil. You have your wish; my will is even 
this; 


Scene II. The same. 
Enter Eciamour. 


Fl. This is the hour that Madam Silvia 
Entreated ine to call and know her mind: 
There ’s some great matter she'ld employ me in. 
Madam, madam! 


Enter SILVIA above. 


Sil. Who calls ? 
Egl. Your servant and your friend; 
One that attends your ladyship’s command. 
Sil. Sir Eglamour, a thousand times good 
morrow. 
£qyl. As many, worthy lady, to yourself : 
According to your ladyship’s impose, 

Tam thus early come to know what service 
Itis roux pleasure to command m? in. 10 
Sil, O Eglamour, thou art a gentleman— 

Think not I flatter, for I swear I do not— 
Valiant, wise, remorseful, well accomplish’d : 
Thou art not ignorant what dear good will 

I bear unto the banish’d Valentine, 

Nor how my father would enforce me marry 
Yain Thurio, whom my very soul abhors, 
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is: 
That presently you hie you home to bed. 
Thou subtle, perjured, false, disloyal man ! 
Think’st thou Iam so shallow, so conceitless, 
Lo be seduced by thy flattery, : 
That hast deceived so many with thy vows? 
Return, return, and make thy love amends. 
For me, by this pale queen of night I swear, 
Iam so far from granting thy request 101 
That I despise thee for thy wrongful suit, + 
And by and by intend to chide myself 
Even for this time I spend in talking to thee. 
3 Bigs x grant, sweet love, that I did love 
a lady; 
But she is dead. 
Jul. [Aside] “were false, if I should speak 
6: 


it 
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quoth I; ‘’twas I did the thing you wot of.’ 
He makes me no more ado, but whips me out 
zo} of the chamber. How many masters would do 
this for his servant? Nay, I'll be sworn, I 
have sat in the stocks for puddings he hath 
stolen, otherwise he had been executed; I have 
stood on the pillory for pee he hath killed, 
otherwise he had suffered for’t. Thou thinkest 
not of this now. Nay, I remember the trick 
you served me when I took my leave of Madam 
Silvia: did not I bid thee still mark me and do 


Thyself hast loved; and I have heard thee say 
No grief did ever come so near thy heart 
‘As when thy lady and thy true love died, 
Upon whose grave thou vow'dst pure chastity. 
Sir Eglamour, I would to Valentine, 

To Mantua, where I hear he makes abode; 
And, for the ways are dangerous to pass, 

T do desire thy worthy company, 

Upon whose faith and honour L repose. 

Urge not my father’s anger, Eglamour, 

But think upon my grief, a lady's grief, 
















‘And on the justice of my flying hence, as I do? when didst thou.see me heave up my 
To keep me from a most unholy match, 30 | leg and make water against a gentlewoman’s 
Which heaven and fortune still rewards with | farthingale? didst thou ever see me do such a 


plagues. 

I do desire thee, even from a heart 

‘As full of sorrows as the sea of sands, 

To bear me company and go with me: 

Hf not, to hide what I have said to thee, 

‘That t may venture to depart alone. 
gl. Madam, I pity much your grievances ; 

Which since I know they virtuously are placed, 

I give consent to go along with you, 

Recking as little what betideth me 40 

As much I wish all good befortune you. 

When will you got 4 4 
Sil. This evening coming. 
gl. WhereshallI meet you? 

Ley es At Friar Patrick’s cell, 

Where I intend holy confession. 
gl. I will not fail your ladyship. Good 

morrow, gentle lady. 7 
Sil, Good morrow, kind Sir Eglamour. 

[Laeunt severally. 


ScenEIV. Zhe same. 


Enter LAunog, with his Dog. 


Launce, When a man’s servant shall play 
the cur with him, look you, it goes hard: one 
that I brought up of a DUPDY 5 one that I sayed 
from drowning, when three or four of his blind 
brothers and sisters went to it. I have taught 
him, even as one would say precisely, ‘thus I 
would teach a dog” I was sent to deliver him 
as a present to Mistress Silvia from my master ; 
and I came no sooner into the dining-chamber 
but he steps me to her trencher and steals her 
capon’s leg: O, ’tis a foul thing when a cur 
cannot keep himself in all companies! I would 
have, as one should say, one that takes upon 
him to bea dog indeed, to be, as it were, a dog 
at all things. If I had not had more wit than 
he, to take a fault upon me that he did, I think 
verily he had been hanged for’t; sure as Llive, 
he had sutlered for’t: you shall judge. He 
thrusts me himself into the company of three 
or four gentlemanlike dogs, under the duke’s 
table; he had not been there—bless the mark !— 
a pissing while, but all the chamber smelt him. 
ut with the dogl? says one: ‘What cur is 
that?’ says another: ‘Whip him out’ says the 
third: ‘Hang him up’ says the duke. I, 
having been acquainted with the smell before, 
knew it was Crab, and goes me to the fellow 
that whips the dogs: ‘I'riend,’ quoth I, ‘you 


mean to whip the dog?’ ‘Ay, marry, , 
quoth he. Yo ; y, marry, do I, 
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trick} 


Enter Proteus and JULIA. 
Pro. Sebastian is thy name? I like thee 


well 
And will employ thee in some service presently: 
ni 


Jul. In what you please: I°ll do what I can, 
Pro. I hope thou wilt. .[Z’o Launce] How 
now, you whoreson peasant |! 


Where have you been these two days loitering? 


Launce. Marry, sir, I carried Mistress Silvia 


the dog you bade me. 


50 
Pro. And what says she to my little jewel? 
Launce. Marry, she says your dog was a 


cur, and tells you currish thanks is good enough 
for such a present. 


Pro. But she received my dog? 
Launce.: No, indeed, did she not: here have 


I brought him back again. 


Ee: What, didst thou offer her this from 
me 
Launce. Ay, sir; the other squirrel was 


stolen from me by the hangman boys in the 


market-place ; and then I offered her mine own, 
who is a dog as big as ten of yours, and there- 
fore the gift the greater. 
Pro. Go get thee hence, and find my dog 
again, 
Or ne'er return again into my sight. 
Away, I say! stay’st thou to vex me here? 
[£xrt Lawnce. 
A slave, that still an end turns me to shame! 
Sebastian, I have entertained thee, 
Partly that I have need of such a youth 
That can with some discretion do my business, 
For ’tis no trusting to yond foolish lout, rh 
But chiefly for thy face and thy behaviour, 
Which, if my augury deceive me not, 
Witness good bringing up, fortune and truth : 
Therefore know thou, for this I entertain thee. 
Go presently and take this ring with thee, 
Deliver it to Madam Silvia : 
She loved me well deliver'd it to me. 
Jul. It seems you loved not her, to leave 
her token. 
She is dead, belike fe 
70. ot so; I think she lives. 
Jul. Alas! 8x 
Ete: Why dost thou ery ‘alas’? 


ul. hoose 
But pity her. eicanmbs ol 

Pro. Wherefore shouldst thou pity her? 

Jul. Because methinks that she loved you 
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Sonny Iv] 


As you do love your lady Silvia : 

She dreams on him that has forgot her love ; 
You dote on her that cares not for your love. 
*Tis pity love should be so contrary ; 

And thinking on it makes me cry ‘alas!’ 


Pro, Well, give her that ring and there- 

withal 90 

a ides That’s her chamber. Tell my 
ady 


I claim the promise for her heavenly picture, 
Your, messhige done, hie home unto my 
chamber, 
Where thou shalt find me, sad and te 
eit, 
Jul. How many women would do such a 
message ? ei 
Alas, poor Proteus! thou hast entertain’d 
A fox to be the shepherd of thy lambs. 
Alas, poor fool! why do I pity him 
That with his very heart despiseth me? 
Because he loves her, he despiscth me ; 109 
Because I love him, if must pity him. 
This ring I gave him when he parted from me, 
To bind him to remember my good will : 
And now am J, uohapny messenger, 
Lo plead for that which I would not obtain, 
Lo carry that which I would have refused, 
Lo praise his faith which I would have dis- 
praised. 
Lam my master’s true-confirmed love ; 
But cannot be true servant to my master, 
Unless I sprote false traitor to myself. 110 
Yet will 1 woo for him, but yet so coldly 
As, hesven it knows, I would not have him 
spee 


Enter SInvia, attended. 


Gentlewoman, good day! I pray you, be my 
mean 
To. bring me where to speak with Madam Silvia. 
est Wa would you with her, if that I be 
she 
Jul. Té you be she, I do entreat your 
patience 
To hear me speak the message I am sent on. 
Sil. From whom? : 
Jul, From my master, Sir Proteus, madam. 
Sil. O, he sends you fora picture, 120 
Jul. Ay, madam. 
Sil, Ursula, bring my picture there. 
Go give your master this: tell him from me, 
One Julia, that his changing thoughts forget, 
Would better fit his chamber than this shadow. 
ul. Madam, please you peruse this letter.— 
Pardon me, madam; T have unadvised 
Deliver’d you a paper that I should not 
This is the letter to your ladyship. 
Sil, I pray thee, let me look on that again. 
Jul. It may not be; good madam, pardon 


me. 13 
Sil. There, hold} 
I will not look upon your master’s lines: 
know they are stuff’d with protestations 
d all of new-found oaths; which he will 
real 
As easily as I do tear his paper. 
els Madani, he sends your ladyship this 
ing. 
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Si. The more shame for him that he sends 
it me; 

Yor I have heard him say a thousand times 
His Julia gave it him at his departure. 140 
Though his false finger have profaned the ring, 
Mine shall not do his Juliz so much wrong, 

Jul. She thanks you. 

Sil. What say’st thou? 

Jul. I thank you, madam, that you tender 





rer. 
Poor gentlevoman! my master wrongs her 


much. 
Sit. Dost thou know her? 
Jul, Almost as well as I do know myself : 
To think upon her woes I do protest . 
That I have wept a hundred several times. 150 
Sil. Belike she thinks that Proteus hath 
forsook her. 
Jul. I think she doth; and that’s her cause 
of sorrow. 5 
Su. Is she not passing fair? 
Jul, She hath been fairer, madam, than 





she is: 
When she did think my master loved her well, 
She, in my judgement, was as fair as you; 
But since she did neglect her looking-glass 
And threw her sun-expelling mask away, 
The air hath staryed the roses in her cheeks 
And pinch’d the lily-tincture of her face, 160 

hat now she is become as black as I. 

Sil, How iall was she? 

Jul. About my stature; for at Pentecost, 
When all our pageants of delight were play’d, 
Our youth got me to play the woman’s part, 
And [ was trimm’d in Madam Julia’s gown, 
Which served me as fit, by all men’s judge- 

ents, 
As if the garment had been made for me: 
Therefore I know she is about my height. 
And at that time I made her weep agood, x7e 
or I did play a lamentable part: 
Madam, ’twas Ariadne passioning 
Yor Theseus’ perjury and unjust flight ; 
Which I so lively acted with my tears 
That my poor mistress, moved therewithal, 
Wept bitterly ; and would I might be dead 
Tf Lin thought felt not her very sorrow ! 

Sil. She is beholding to thee, gentle youth. 
Alas, poor lady, desolate and left! 

I weep myself to think upon thy words. 180 

Here, youth, there is my purse; I give thee this 

For thy sweet mistress’ sake, because thou 
lovest her. po! 

Farewell. [Exit Silvia, with attendants, 

Jul. And she shall thank you for’t, if e’er 

you know her. 

A virtuous gentlewoman, mild and beautiful ! 

L hope my master’s suit will be but cold, 

Since she respects my mistress’ love so much. 

Alas, how love can trifle with itself ! 

Here is her pacrore let me see ; I think, 

If I had such a tire, this face of mine 198 

Were full as lovely as is this of hers: 

And yet the painter flatter'd her a little, 

Unless I flatter with myself too much. 

Her hair is auburn, mine is perfect yellow : 

Tf that be all the difference in his love, 

I'll get me such a colour'd periwig. 
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Her eyes are grey as glass, and so are mine 3 

, but her fore: Nenits low, and mine’s as high. 
‘What should it be that he respects in her 
But I can make respective in myself, 200 
Tf this fond Love were not a blinded god? 
Come, shadow, come, and take this shadow up, 
For ’tis thy rival. O thou senseless form, 
Thou shalt be worshipp’d, kissd, loved and 

adored ! ue, 

And, were there sense in his idolatry, 
My substance should be statue in thy stead. 
Til use thee kindly for thy mistress’ sake, 
That used me so; or else, by Jove I vow, 
should have scratch’d out your unsecing eyes, 
To make my master out of love with thee! 


(Exit. 
ACT Y. 
ScenEI. Milan. An abbey. 
Enter EGLAMOUR. 


Egil. The sun begins to gild the western sky ; 
And: now it is about the very hour 
That Silvia, at Friar Patrick’s cell, should 


mect me. 
She will not fail, for lovers break not hours, 
Unless it be to come before their time ; 
So much they spur their expedition. 
Sce where she comes. 


Enter SILVIA. 


: Lady, a happy evening ! 
Sil, Amen, amen! Go on, good Eglamour, 
Out at the postern by the abbey-wall : 
I fear I am attended by some spies. 10 
yf th not three 


gt Fear not: e forest is 
leagues off; 
If we recover that, we are sure enough. 
[Exeunt. 
Scene II. Zhesame. The DuKe’s palace. 


Enter THurRt0, Prorevs, wnd JULIA. 
Thw, Sir Proteus, what says Silvia to my 


suil 
Pro. O, sir, I find her milder than she was; | Il] 


And yet she takes exceptions at your person. 
Thu. What, that my Jeg ie too long? 
Pro. No; that it is too little. 
Thu. Jil wear a. boot, to make it somewhat 
rounder. 
Jul. [Aside] Butlove willnot be spurr’d to 
what it loathes. 
Thu, What says she to my face? 
P7o. She says it is a fair one, 
Hs Ny then, the wanton lies; my faceis 
ack. 10 
Pro. Butpearls are fair; and the old saying 


is, 
Black men are pearls in beauteous ladies’ eyes. 
Jul. [Aside] "Tis true; such pearls as put 
out ladies’ eyes ; 
For I had rather wink than look on them. 
Thu. How likes she my discourse? 


[Act y 
Thu. But well, when I discourse of love and 


peace? E 

Jul. [Aside] But better, indeed, when you 
hold your peace. 

Thu. What says she to my valour? 

Pro. O, sir, she makes no doubt of that. 20 

Jul. [Aside] Sheneedsnot, when she knows 
it cowardice, : 

Thu. What says she to my birth? 

Pro. That you are well derived. 

Jul. [Aside] True; from a gentleman to a 


‘ool. 
Thu. Considers she my possessions 
Pro. QO, ay; and pities them. 
Thu. Wherefore? 
Jul. [Aside] That such an ass should owe 


them. 
Pro. That they are out by lease. 
Jul, Here comes the duke. 30 


Enter DUKE. 
Duke. How now, Sir Proteus! how now, 
Thurio! x 
Which of you saw Sir Eglamour of late? 
Thu. NotI. 
Pro. NorI. 
Duke, Saw you my daughter? 


Pro. Neither. 
Duke. Why then, 
She’s fled unto that peasant Valentine ; 
And Eglamour is in her company. 
Tis true ; for Friar Laurence met them both, 
As he in penance wander'd through the forest ; 
Him he knew well, and guess’d that it was she, 
But, being mask’d, he was not sureofit; 40 
Besides, she did intend confession 
At Patrick’s cell this even ; and there she was 


not; 
These likelihoods confirm her flight from hence. 
Therefore, I pray you, stand not to discourse, 
But mount you presently and meet with me 
Upon the rising of the mountain-foot 
That. leads toward Mantua, whither they are 


led: 
Dispatch, sweet gentlemen, and follow men a 
eit. 
Thu. Why, this it is to be a peevish girl, 
That flies her fortune when it follows her. 50 
ll after, more to be revenged on Eglamour 
Than for the love of reckless Silvia. Exit. 
Pro. And I will follow, more for Silvia’s love 
Than hate of Eglamour that goes with her 7 
“ait. 
ee And I will follow, more to cross that 
ove 
Than hate for Silvia that is gone for yer | 
weit. 


Scene I. The frontiers of Mantua. 
The forest. 
Enter Outlaws with SILVIA. 


First Out. Come, come, 
Be patient ; we must bring you to our captain. 
Sil. A thousand more mischances than this 


one 
Have learn’d'me how to brook this patiently. 
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ScENE 111] 


First Out. Whe is the gentleman that was 
with her? 
Third Out. Being nimble-footed, he hath 
outrun us, 
But Moyses and Valerius follow him. 
Go thou with her to the west end of the wood; 
io fi our captain: we'll follow him that’s 
eds 10 
The thicket is beset; he cannot ’scape. 
Hirst Out. Come, I must bring you to our 
captain’s cave : : 
Fear not ; he bears an honourable mind, 
And will not use a woman lawlessly. 
Sil. O Valentine, this I endure for thee! 
[E£ceunt. 


ScenEIV. Another part of the forest. 
Enter VALENTINE. 
Val. How use doth breed a habit in a man! 


This shadowy desert, unfrequented woods, 

I better brook than flourishing peopled towns: 

Here can I sit alone, unseen of any, 

And to the nightingale’s pomplaining, notes 

Tune my distresses and record my woes. 

O thou that dost inhabit in my breast, 

Leave not the mansion so ong tenantless, 

Lest, growing ruinous, the building fall 

And leave no memory of what it was! 10 

Repair me with thy presence, Silvia; , 

Thou gentle inary cherish thy forlorn swain ! 

What halloing and what stir is this to-day? 

Hhete are my mates, that make their wills their 
aw, 

Haye some unhappy passenger in chase. 

They love me well; yet I have much to do 

To keep them from uncivil outrages. 4 

SUuthdiay thee, Valentine: who’s this comes 
ere 


Enter Prorevs, Suvi, and Junta. 
Pro. Madam, this service I have done for 
you 
Though’ you respect not aught your servant 
En, 20 
To hazard life and rescue you from him 


That would haye forced your honour and your | 1 


love ; 
Vouchsafe me, for my meed, but one fair look; 
A smaller boon than this I cannot beg % 
And less than this, Iam sure, you cannot give. 
Val. [Aside] How like a dream is this see 
and hear! . 
Love, lend me patience to forbear awhile. 
Sil. O miserable, unhappy that Iam! 
Pro. Unhappy were you, madam, ere I 
came; 
But by my coming I have made you happy. 30 
Sil. By thy approach thou makest me most 
unhappy. 
Jul. [Aside] And me, when he approacheth 
to your presence. _ 
Sil. Had I been seized by a hungry lion, 
I would have been a breakfast to the east, 
Rather than have false Proteus rescue me. 
O, Heaven be judge how I love Valentine, 
Whose life’s as tender to me as my soul! 
And full as much, for more there cannot be, 
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T do detest false perjured Proteus. 
Therefore be gone; solicit me no more. | 40 
Pro. What dangerous action, stood it next 


to death, 
Would [ not undergo for one calm look! 
O, "tis the curse in ove, and still approved, 
Wa borer cannot love where they’re be- 
ove! 
Sil. pWiien Proteus cannot love where he’s 
loved, 
Read over Julia's heart, thy first best love, 
For pnee dear sake thou didst then rend thy 
‘aith 
Into a thousand oaths; and all those oaths 
Descended into perjury, to love me. 
Thou hast no faith left now, unless thou dst 


two; 50 
And that’s far worse than none; better have 


none 
Than plural faith which is too much by one: 
Thou counterfeit to thy true friend ! 
Pro. : In love 
Wits respects friend ? 
Si 





5 : All men but Proteus. _ 
Pro. Nay, if the gentle spirit of moving 
words 
Can no way change you to a milder form, 
I'll woo you like a soldier, at arms’ end, 
And love you’gainst the nature of love,—force 
ye. 
Sil. O heaven! : 
Pro. I'll force thee yield to my desire. 
Val. Ruffian, let go that rude uncivil touch, 
Thou friend of an ill fashion ! 
10. Valentine ! 6r 
Val, Thou common friend, that’s without 
faith or love, 
For such is a friend now; treacherous man! 
Thou hast beguiled my hopes } nought but mine 
eye 
Could have persuaded me: now I dare not say 
T have one friend alive; thou wouldst disprove 


me. 
We should be trusted, when one’s own right 
hand 
Is perjured to the bosom ? Proteus, 
am sorry I must never trust thee more, 
But count the world a stranger for thy sake. 70 
The private wound is deepest: O time most 
accurst, ; 
*Mongst all foes that a friend should be the 
wors' 
Pro. My shame and guilt confounds me, 
Forgive me, Valentine : if hearty sorrow 
Be a sufficient ransom for offence, 
LT tender’t here; I do as truly suffer 
As eer I did commit. 
Val. Then I am paid; 
And once again I do receive thee honest, 
Who by repentance is not satisfied 
Is nor of heaven nor earth, for these are pleased. 
By Renitence the Eternal’s wrath ’s appeased : 81 
And, that my love may appear plain and free, 
All that was mine in Silvia I give thee. 
Jul. Ome unhappy! [Swoons, 
Pro. Look to the boy. 
Val. Why, boy! why, wag! how now! 
what’s the matter? Look up; speak. 
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Jul. O good sir, my master charged me to 
deliver aring to Madam Silvia, which, out of my 
negletts ‘was never done. 90 
ro. Whereis that ring, boy? _ oF 2 
Jul. Here ’tis; this is it. 

Pro. How! let me see: 

Why, thisis the ring Igaveto Julia. 
_ Jul, O, cry you mercy, sur", Lhave mistook : 
This is the ring you sent to Silvia. | ~ 
Pro, But how camest thou by thisring? At 
my depart : 
I gave this unto Julia. norecst 
Jul. And Julia herself did give it me; 
And Julia herself hath brought it hither. 


Pro. How! Julia! 100 
Jul. steel her that gave aim to all thy 
oaths, 


And eniertain’d *ern deeply in her heart. 
Vow oft hast thou with perjury. cleft the root! 
O Proteus, let this habit make thee blush! 
Be thou ashamed that I have took upon me 
Such an immodest raiment, if shame live 
In a disguise of love: 
It is the lesser blot, modesty finds, ; 
Women to change their shapes than men their 
minds. , 
Pro. Yhan men their minds! *tis true. O 
heaven! were man 110 
But constant, he were perfect. That one error 
Fills him with faults; makes him run through 
all the sins: 
Tnconstancy falls off ere it begins. 
What is in Silvia’s face, but I may spy 
More fresh in Julia’s with a constant eye? 
Val. Come, come, a hand from either: 
Let me be blest to make this happy close ; 
*Twere pity two such friends should be long foes. 
Pro. Bear witness, Heaven, I have my wish 
for ever. 
Jul. And I mine. 


120 


Enter Outlaws, with Duke and TuurI0. 


Outlaws. A prize, a prize, a prize! 
Val. Forbear, forbear, I say! it is my lord 
the duke. 
Your grace is welcome to 2 man disgraced, 
Banished Valentine. 
Duke. _ Sir Valentine! 
Thu, Yonder is Silvia; and Silvia’s mine. 
Med: eee give back, or else embrace thy 
leath ; 
Come not within the measure of my wrath ; 
Do not name Silvia thine; if once again, 
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[Act v 


+ Verona shall not hold thee. ‘Here she stands: 
Take but possession of her withatouch: 130 
T dare thee but to breathe upon my love. 
Thu. Sir Valentine, I care not for her, I: 
Lhold him but a fool that will endanger 
His body for a girl that loves him not: 
I claim her not, and therefore she is thine. 
Dee The more degenerate and base art 
thou, 
To make such means for her as thou hast done 
‘And leave her on such slight conditions. 
Now, by the honour of my ancestry, 
I do applaud thy spirit, Valentine, 140 
‘And think thee worthy of an empress’ love: 
Know then, I here forget all former gricfs, 
Cancel all grudge, repeal thee home again, - 
Plead a new state in thy unrival’d merit, 
To which I thus subscribe: Sir Valentine, 
Thou art a gentleman and well derived ; 
‘Take thou thy Silvia, for thou hast deserved her, 
Val. I thank your grace ; the gift hath made 
me happy. 
I now beseech you, for your daughter’s sake, 
To grant one boon that f shall ask of you. 150 


Duke. I grant it, for thine own, whate’er 


it be. 
ae pee banish'd men that I have kept 
witha 
Are men endued with worthy qualities : 
Porgive them what they have committed here 
‘And let them be recall’d from their exile: 
They are reformed, civil, full of goad 
And fit for geeat employment, worthy lord. 
Duke. Thou hast prevail'd; I pardon them 
_ and thee: 
Dispose of them as thou know’st their deserts. 
Come, let us go: we will include alljars x60 
With triumphs, mirth and rare solemnity. 

Val. And, as we walk along, I dare be bold 
With our discourse tomake your grace to smile. 
What think you of this page, my lord? 

Duke. I think the boy hath grace in him ; he 

blushes. 

Val. I warrant you, my lord, more grace 

allan Dore rs 

ule. What mean you by that saying ? 
Vad. Piease you, I'll tell you as we pass 
along, 
That you will wonder what hath fortuned. 
Come, Proteus ; ’tis your penance hut to hear 170 
The story of your loves discovered ; 
That done, our day of marriage shall be yours; 
One feast, one house, one mutual happiness. 
Exewnt. 
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MERRY WIVES 


DRAMATIS 


Sirk JOHN Farstarr. 
FENTON, a gentleman. 
SHALLOW, a country justice. 
SLENDER, cousin to Shallow. 
Bou, } two gentlemen dwelling at Windsor. 
WixitAm Paces, a boy, son to Page. 

Sir Hucu Evans, a Welsh parson. 

Docror Caius, a Brench physician. 

Host of the Garter Inn. 


BARDOLPH, 
Pistou, sharpers attending on Falstaff. 
Nyy, 
ACT L 
ScenzelI. Windsor. Before Pace’s house. 


Enter JUSTICE SHALLOW, SLENDER, and SmR 
Hueu Evans. 


Shal. Sir Hugh, persuade me not: I will 
make a Star-chamber matter of it: if he were 
twenty Sir John Falstafls, he shall not abuse 
Robert Shallow, esquire. 

Slen. In the county of Gloucester, justice of 
Peace and ‘Coram,’ 

Shal. Ay, cousin Slender, and ‘Custalorum, 

Slen. Ay,and ‘Rato-lorum? too; and a gen- 
fleman born, master parson ; who writes himself 
C rmigero,’ in any bill, warrant, quittance, or 
obli sation, ‘Armigero.’ II 

_Shal. Ay, that I do; and have done any 
time these three hundred years. 

Slen. Allhis successors gone before him hath 
done’t; and all his ancestors that come after 
him may: they may give the dozen white luces 
in their coat. 

Shal. It is an old coat. 

vans. The dozen white louses do become 
an old coat well; it agrees well, passant; it isa 
familiar beast to man, and signifies love. 2r 
, Shal. The luce is the fresh fish; the salt fish 
Js an old coat. 

Sten. I may quarter, coz. 

Shal. You may, by marrying. 

Evans. Itis marring indeed, if he quarter it. 

Shal, Nota whit. 

Evans. ‘Yes, py’r lady ; if he has a quarter 
of your coat, there is but three skirts for your- 
Sci, in my simple conjectures: but that is all 
one. If Sir John Falstaff have committed dis- 
Daragements unto you, I am of the church, 


0} 


OF WINDSOR 


PERSONAL 


Rontn, page to Falstaff. 
SIMPLE, servant to Slender, 
RuGsy, servant to Doctor Caius. 


Mistress Foro. 

Mistress Pace. 

ANNE Pace, her daughter. ar 
MISTRESS QUICKLY, servant to Doctor Caius. 


Servants to Page, Ford, &c. 
Scene: Windsor, and the neighbourhood. 


and will be glad to do my benevolence to make 
atonements and compremises between you, 

Shal. The council shall hear it; it is a riot. 

Evans. Itisnot meet the council hear a riot; 
there is no fear of Got in a riot: the council, 
look you, shall desire to hear the fear of Got, 
and not to hear a riot; take your vizaments in 
that, 

Shal. Ha! o’ my life, if I were youngagain, 
the sword should end it. F 4r 

Evans, It is petter that friends is the sword, 
and end it: and there is also another device in 
my prain, which peradyenture prings goot dis- 
cretions with it: there is Anne Page, which is 
daughter to Master Thomas Page, which is pretty 
virginity. 

Slen. Mistress Anne Page? She has brown 
hair, and speaks small like a woman. 

Evans. Itis that fery person for all the orld, 
as just as you will desire; and seven hundred 
pounds of moneys, and gold and silver, is her 
grandsire upon his death’s-bed—Got deliver to 
a joyful resurrections !—give, when she is able 
to overtake seventeen years old: it were a foot 
motion if we leave our pribbles and prabbles, 
and desirea marriage between Master Abraham. 
and Mistress Anne Page. 

Slen. Did her grandsireleaye her seven hun- 
dred pound? 3 60 

vans. Ay, and her father is make her a 
petter penny. 

Sten. I know the young gentlewoman; she 
has good gifts. : 

Evans. Seven hundred pounds and _possi- 
bilities is goot gifts. 

Shal. Well, let us see honest Master Page. 
Is Falstaff there ? , 

Evans. ShallI tell youalie? Idodespisea 
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Bard. You Banbury cheese! 130 

Slen. Ay,itisnomatter. . 

‘ist. How now, Mephostophilus! 

Slen. Ay, it is no matter. ; 

Ny. Slice, Tsay! pauca, pauca: slice! that’s 
my humour. E 

‘Slen. Where’s Simple, my man? Can you 
tell, cousin? 2 

Evans. Peace, I pray you. Now let us un- 
derstand. There is three umpires in this matter, 
as I understand; that is, Master Page, fidelicet 
Master Page; and there is myself, fidelicet my- 
self; and the three party 1s, lastly and finally, 
mine host of the Garter. : : 

Page, We three, to hear it and end it be- 
tween them. : : 

Evans. Fery goot: I will make a prief of it 
in my note-book; and we will afterwards ork 
upon the cause with as great discreetly as we 


can. 

Fal. Pistol! ' 

Pist. He hears with ears. 150 
_ Evans. The tevil and his tam! what phrase 
8 this, ‘He hears with ear’? why, it is atlecta- 

ions. 

Fal. Pistol, did you pick Master Slender's 
purse? é 

Slen. Ay, by these gloves, did he, or I would 
I might never come in mine own great chamber 
again else, of seven groats in mill-sixpences, and 
two Edward shovel-boards, that cost me. two 
shilling and two pence a-piece of Yead Miller, 
by these pote 161 

Fal. 1s this true, Pistol? . : 

Evans. No; it is false, if it isa pick-purse.. 

Pist, Ha, thou mountain-foreigner! Sir 

John and master mine, a 
I combat challenge of this latten bilbo. 
Word of denial in thy labras here ! 
Word of denial: froth and scum, thou liest! 

Slen. By these gloves, then, ’twas he. 

Nym._ Be avised, sir, and pass good hu- 
mours: I will say ‘marry trap’ with you, if you 
run the nuthook’s humour on me; that is the 
very note of it. 

Slen. By this hat, then, he in the red face 
had it; for though I cannot remember what 
did when you made me drunk, yet I am not 
altogether an ass. 

Fal. What say you, Scarlet and John? 

Bard. Why, sir, for my part, I say the gen- 
tleman had drunk himself out of his five sen- 
tences, : 180 
_ Evans. It is his five senses: fie, what the 
ignorance is! 

Bard. And being fap, sir, was, as _they 


46 


liar as I do despise one that is false, or,as I de- 
spise one that is not true. The knight, Sir John, 
is there: and, I beseech you, be ruled by your 
well-willers. I will mea the door for Master 
Page. [Knocks] What, hoa! Got pless your 
house here! 

Page. [Within] Who’s there? 


Enter PAGE. 


Evans. Here is Got’s plessing, and your 
friend, and Justice Shallow ; and here young 
Master Slender, that peradventures shall tell you 
another tale, if matters grow to your likings. 

Page. Lam glad to see your worships well. 
I thank you for my venison, Master Shallow. 81 

Shal. Master Page, I am glad to see you: 
much good do it your good heart! 1 wished 
your venison better ; it was ill killed. How doth 
good Mistress Page t—and I thank you always 
with my heart, Ja! with my heart. 

Page. Sir, { thank you. 

Shal. Sir, I thank you; by yea and no, I do. 

‘Page. I am glad to see you, good Master 
Slender. 7 

Slen. How does your fallow greyhound, sir? 
Theard say he was outrun on Cotsall. 

Page. It could not be judged, sir. 

Slen. You'll not confess, you’ll not confess. 

Shal. ‘That he will not. “Lis your fault, ’tis 
sour fault; ’tis a good dog. 

Page. Acur, sir. E 

‘Shal. Sir, he’s a good dog, and a fair dog: 
can there be more said? he is good and fair. Is 
Sir John Falstaff here? | 100 

Page. Sir, he is within; and I would Icould 
do a good office between you. 

‘Evans. It is spoke as a Christians ought to 


speak. 
Shal. He hath wronged me, Master Page. 
Page. Sir, he doth in some sort confess it. 
_ Shal. 1E it be confessed, it is not redressed - 
is not that so, Master Page? He hath wronged 
me; indeed he hath; at a word, he hath, be- 
lieve me: Robert Shallow, esquire, saith, he is 
wronged. i bo co} 
Page. Here comes Sir John. 


Enter Six Joun FAustTaFF, BARDOLPH, Ny, 
and PISTOL. 


Fal. Now, Master Shallow, you’ll complain 
of me to the king? 
Shal. Knight, qu have beaten my men, 
killed my, deer, and broke open my lodge. 
Fal. But not kissed your keeper’s daughter? 
Shal. Tut, a pin! this shall be answered, 
Fal. Iwill answer it straight; I have done 























all this. say, cashiered ; 1 2 C 
Meats mowranawered: Saya ered; and so conclusions passed the 
Shal. ‘The council shall know this. x20] Slen. Ay, you spake in Latin then too; but 


ie zo rater Tl meee be cal whilst I ive 
gain, but in honest, civil, godly company, for 
this trick: if I be drunk, Pa e Arun with 
those that have the fear of God, and not with 
drunken knaves. 190 


Fal. *Twere better for you if it were known 
in counsel :_you’ll be laughed at. 

Evans. Pauca verba, Sir John; goot worts. 

Fal. Good worts! good cabbage. Slender, 
I broke Our head: what matter have you 
against me . Evans. SoG i i 

‘Slen. Marry, sir, I have matter in my head | mind, gauge ime, that is avin 
against Hou and against your cony-catching| Jal. You hearall these maiters denied, gen- 
rascals, 
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coz: what I do is to pleasure you, coz. Can you - 
love the maid? 

Slen. I will marry her, sir, at yous request : 
but if there be no great love in the beginning, 
yet heaven may decrease it upon better ac- 
quaintance, when we are married and have 
more occasion to know one another; I hope, 
upon familiarity will grow more contempt: but 
if you say, ‘Marry her,’ I will marry her; that 


Lam freely dissolved, and dissolutely. 260 
vans, It is a fery discretion answer; save 
the fall is in the ort ‘dissolutely:? the ort is, 
according to our meaning, ‘resolutely:’ his 
meaning is good. 2 
Shal. Ay, I think my cousin meant well. 
; Slen. Ay, or else I would I might be hanged, 
! 






















Enter ANNE PAGE, with wine; MisTRESS 
For and Mistress Pace, following. 


Page. Nay, daughter, carry the wine in; 
we'll drink within. Lxit Anne Page. 

Slen. Q heaven! this is Mistress Anne Page. 

Page. _ How now, Mistress Ford! 

Lal. Mistress Ford, by my troth, you are 
very well met: by your leave, good mistress, 

rc [Kisses her. 

Page. Wife, bid these gentlemen welcome. 
Come, we have a hot venison pasty to dinner: 
come, gentlemen, I hope we shall drink down 
all unkindness, 

[Aveunt all except Shal., Slen., and Evans. 

Slen. Thad rather than forty shillings Thad 
my Book of Songs and Sonnets here, 








a 
Shal. Here comes fair Mistress Anne. 


Enter Sree. 


How now, Simple! where have you been? I 
must wait on myself, must I? You have not 
the Book of Riddles about you, have you? 209 
., Sim. Book of Riddles! why, did you not lend 
it to Alice Shortcake upon All-hallowmas last, 
a fortnight afore Michaelmas? 

Shal. Come, coz; come, coz 3 we stay for you. 
A word with you, coz; marry, this, coz: there 
is, as ’twere, a tender, a kind of tender, made 
afar off by Sir Hugh here. Do you understand 
me 
.,Slen. Ay, sir, you shall find me reasonable; 
if it be so, I shall do that that is reason. 

Shal. Na y, but understand me. 

Sten. So I do, sir. 220 

Evans. Give ear to his motions, Master 
Slender : I will description the matter to you, if 
you be capacity of it. 

Slen. Nay, I will do as my cousin Shallow 
says: I pray you, pardon me; he’s a justice of 

ace in his country, simple though I stand 

here, 

Evans. But that is not the question: the 
question is concerning your marriage. 

Shal. Ay, there’s the oint, sir. 

Lvans. Marry, is it; the very point of it; to 
Mistress Anne Page. i 231 

Slen. Why, if it be so, I will marry her upon 
any reasonable demands. x 

£vans. But can you affection the ’oman? 
Let us command to know that of your mouth 
or of your lips; for divers philosophers hold 
that the lips is parcel of the mouth. Therefore, 
precisely, can you carry your good will to the 
mai¢ 

Shal. Cousin Abraham Slender, can you 
love her? ‘ 240 

Slen. Thope, sir, I will do as it shall become 
one that would do reason. 

Evans. Nay, Got’s lords and his ladies! you 
must speak possitable, if you can carry her your 
desires towards her. 

Shal, That you must. Will you, upon good 
dowry, marry her? 

Sten. I will do a greater thing than that, 
upon your request, cousin, in any reason. 

Shal. Nay, conceive me, conceive me, sweet 


Re-enter ANNE Pacr, 


Would I were young for your sake, Mistress 
Anne! ‘ 

Anne, The dinner is on the table; my father 
desires your worships’ company. __ 271 

Shal. Iwill wait on him, fair Mistress Anne. 

Evans. Od’s plessed will! I will not be ab- 
sence at the grace. 

_. [Exeunt Shallow and Evans. 

Anne. Will’t please your worship to come 
in, sir? 

Slen. No, I thank you, forsooth, heartily; I 
am very well. 2 

Anne. _The dinner attends you, sir. 279 

Slen. Iam not a-hungry, I thank you, for- 
sooth. Go, sirrah, for all you are my man, go 
wait upon my cousin Shallow. [Hwvit Simple.] 
A qastice of peace sometime may be beholding 
to his friend fora man. I keep but three men 
and a boy yet, till my mother be dead: but 
Mae though? yet I live like a poor gentleman 

orn. 

Anne. I may not go in without your wor- 
ship: the will not sit till you come. 

Slen.. a faith, I’ll eat nothing; I thank you 
as much as though I did. i 291 

Anne. _I pray you, sir, walk in. 

Sten. I had rather walk here, JI thank you. 
I bruised my shin th’ other day with playing at 
sword and dagger with a master of fence: three 
veneys for a dish of stewed prunes; and, by my 
troth, I cannot abide the smell of hot meat 
since. Why do your dogs bark so? be there 
bears i’ the town? ; 

Anne. Ithink there are, sir; I heard them 
talked of. gor 

Slen. I love the sport well; but I shall°as 
soon quarrel at it as any man in England. You 
ae at if you see the bear loose, are you 
no} 

Anne. Ay, indeed, sir. 

Slen. That’s meat and drink to me, now, 
I have seen Sackerson loose twenty times, and 
have taken him by the chain; but, I watrant 
you, the women have so cried’and shrieked at 
it, that it passed: but women, indeed, cannot 
abide ’em; they are very ill-favoured rough 

ngs. 
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Re-enter PAGE. 


Page. Come, gentle Master Slender, come; 
we stay for you. E 

Slen. I lleat nothing, I thank you, sir. 

Page. By cock and pie, you shall not choose, 
sir! come, come. 

Slen. Xi ay, pray you, lead the way. 

Page. Come on, sir. 

‘Slen. Mistress Anne, yourself shall go first. 

Anne. Not I, sir; Py, you, keepon. | 32% 

Sten. Truly, { will not go first; truly, la! 1 
will not do you that wrong. 

Anne. I pray you, sir. 

Slen. Ill rather be unmannerly than trou- 
plesome. You do yourself wrong, indeed, la! 

[Exeunt. 


Scorne II. Zhe same. 
Enter Stn Hucu Evans and SIMPLE. 


Evans. Go your ways, and ask of Doctor 
Caius’ house which is the way; and there dwells 
one Mistress Quickly, which is in the manner 
of his nurse, or his dry nurse, or his cook, or 
his laundry, his washer, and his wringer. 

Sim. Well, sir. | . 

Evans. Nay, itis petter yet. Give her this 
letter; for it is a ’oman that altogether’s ac- 
quaintance with Mistress Anne Page: and the 
letter is, to desire and_require her to solicit 
your master’s desires to Mistress Anne Page. I 
pray you, be gone: I will make an end of my 
dinner; there’s pippins and cheese to come. 

' Lxeunt. 


Scene I. A room in the Garter Inn, 


Enter Fatstrarr, Host, Barpourn, Ny, 
PIsToL, and RoBIN. 


Fal. Mine host of the Garter! 

Host. 
larly and wisely. 

y Truly, mine host, I must turn away 
some of my followers. 

Host. Discard, bully Hercules; cashier : let 
them wag ; trot, trot. 

Fal, I sit at ten pounds a week. 

Host. Thou’rt an emperor, Cesar, Keisar, 
and Pheezar. I will entertain Bardolph; he 
shall draw, he shall tap: said I well, bully 
Hector ? 

Fal. Doso, good mine host. 

Fost. have spoke; let him follow. [Zo 
Bard.) Let me see thee froth and lime: Iam 
ata word; follow. (Exit. 

Fal. Bardolph, follow him. <A tapster is a 
good trade: an old cloak makes a new jerkin; 
a ieee serving-man a fresh tapster. Go; 
adieu. eee 20 

Bard. Jtisa life that I have desired: I will 
thrive. 

Pist. O base Hungarian wight! wilt thou 


the spigot wield? Exit Bardolph. 
yn. He was gotten in drink: is not the 
humour conceited? 


[Act z 


box: his thefts were too open; his filching was 
like an unskilful singer; he kept not time. 
Nym. The good humour 1s to steal at a 
minute's rest. Pannen F 31 
Pist. ‘Convey, the wise it call. ‘Steal!’ 
foh! a fico for the phrase ! 
Fal. Well, sirs, 1 am almost out at heels. 
Pist. Why, then, let kibes ensue. 
Fal. There is no remedy; I must cony- 
catch; I must shift. 
Pist. Young ravens must have food. 
Fal. Which of you know Ford of this town? 
Pist. I ken the wight: he is of substance 


good. < 4r 

Fal. My honest lads, I will tell you what I 
am about. 

Pist. Two yards, and_more. 

Fal. No quips now, Pistol! Indeed, I am 
in the waist two yards about; but I am now 
about no waste; Iam about thrift. Briefly, 1 do 
mean to make love to l’ord’s wife: I spy enter- 
tainment in her; she discourses, she carves, she 
gives the leer of inyitation: I can construe the 
action of her familiar style; and the hardest 
voice of her behaviour, to be Englished rightly, 
is, ‘Tam Sir John Falstaft’s’ 

Pist. He hath studied her will, and trans- 
lated her will, out of honesty into English. 

Nym. The anchor is deep: will that humour 


pass? 

Fal. Now, the report goes she has all the 
rule of her husband’s purse: he hath a legion of 
angels, : (62 

Pist. As many devils entertain; and ‘To 
her, boy,’ say I. Lf 

Nym. The humour rises; it is good: humour 
metheangels, 

Fal. have writ me here a letter to her: 
and here another to Page’s wife, who even now 
gave me good eyes too, examined my parts with 
most judicious ceillades; sometimes the beam 
of her view gilded my foot, sometimes my portly 


What says my bully-rook? speak scho- | belly 


elly. 
Pist. Then did the sun on dunghill shine. 70 
Nym. I thank thee for that humour. —, A 

Jal. O, she did so course o’er my exteriors 
with such a greedy intention, that the appetite 
of her eye did seem to scorch me up like a 
burning-glass! Here’s another, letter to her: 
she bears the ape too; she is a region in 
Guiana, all gold and bounty. I will be cheater 
to them both, and they shall be exchequers to 
me; they shall be my East and West Indies, 
and I will trade to them both. Go bear thou 
this letter to Mistress Page; and thou this to 
Nae es Ford: we will thrive, lads, we will 

hrive, 

Pist. Shall I Sir Pandarus of Troy become, 
And by my side wear steel? then, Lucifer 

take all! 

Nym. I will run no base humour: here, 
take the humour-letter: I will keep the haviour 
of reputation. 

fal. (To Robin] Hold, sirrah, bear you these 

letters tightly ; 
Sail like my pinnace to these golden shores. 
Rogues, hence, avaunt! vanish like hailstones, 


Fal. I 1; i is tinder- : 
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Scene 111] 
Trudge, plod away o’ the hoof; seck shelter, 


ack ! 
Falstat? will learn the humour of the age, 
French thrift, you rogues; myself and skirted 
page. [Exeunt Ialstag and Robin. 

Pist.. Let vultures gripe thy guts! for gourd 

and fullam holds, 
And high and low beguiles the rich and poor: 
Tester Ll have in irene when thou shalt lack, 
Base Phrygian Turk! 

Nym. I have operations which be humours 
of revenge. | 

Pist, Wilt thou revenge? 100 

Nym. By welkin and her star! 

Past. With wit or steel? 

Nym, With both the humours, I: - 

I will discuss the humour of this love to Page. 

Pist. And I to Word shall eke unfold 

How Falstaff, varlet vile, 
His dove will prove, his gold will hold, 
And his soft couch defile. 

Nym. My humour shall not cool: T will in- 
cense Page to deal with poison; I will possess 
him with yellowness, for the ¢ revolt of mine is 
dangerous : that is my true humour. 

Pist. Thou art the Mars of malecontents: I 
second thee; troop on. [E£xcunt. 


SceneTV. A room in Doctor Catus'’s house. 


Enter Mistress QuicKLy, SIMPLE, and 
Ruesy. 


Quick. What, John Rugby! I pray thee, go 
to the casement, and sce if you can see my 
master, Master Doctor Caius, coming. If he 
do, 7 faith, and find any body in the house, 
here will be an old abusing of God’s patience 
and the king’s English. 

Rug. Ul go watch. 

Quick. Go; and we'll have a posset for’t 
soon at night, in faith, at the latter end of a sea- 
coal fire. [Exit Rugby. An honest, willing, 
kind fellow, as ever servant shall come in house 
withal, and, I warrant _you, no tell-tale nor no 
breed-bate: his worst fault is, that he is given 
to prayer; he is something peevish that way: 
but nobody but has his fault; but let that pass. 
Peter Simple, you say your name is? 

Sim, Ay, for fault of a better. 

Cate ‘And Master Slender’s your master? 

yim. Ay, forsooth. 

Quick. Boes he not wear a great round 
beard, like a glover's paring-knife? 21 

Sim. No, forsooth: he hath but a little wee 
Honus a little yellow beard, a Cain-coloured 

eard, 

Quick. A softly-sprighted man, is he not? 

Sim. Ay, forsooth: but he isas tall. a man of 
his hands as any is between this and his head; 
he hath fought with a warrener. 

Quick. How say you? O, I should remem- 
ber him: docs he not hold up his head, as it 
were, and strut in his gait? 3r 

Sim. Yes, indeed, does he. 

Quick. Well, heaven send Anne Page no 
worse fortune! Tell Master Parson Evans I 
will do what I can for your master: Anne isa 
good girl, and I wish— 
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Re-enter RuGBY. 


Rug. Out, alas! here comes my master. 
Quick. We shall all. be shent. Run in here 


good young man; go into this closet: he will 


not stay long. [Shuts Simple in_the closct.| 
What, John Rugby! John! what, John, I say! 
Go, John, go inquire for my master; I doubt 
he be not well, that he comes not home. 43 
[Singing] And down, down, adown-a, &e. 


Enter Doctor Catus. 


Caius. Vatis you sing? I do not like des 
toys. Pray you, go and vetch me in my, closet 
un boitier vert, 2 box, a green-a box; do intend 
vat [ speak? a green-a box. F 

Quick. Ay, forsooth; Ill fetch, it you. 
face! Lam glad he went not in himself: if 
he had found the young man, he would have 
been horn-mad. ee OSES 

Caius. Fe, fe, fe, fe! ma foi, il fait fort 
chaud. Jem’en vaisala cour—la grande affaire. 

Gace Is it this, sir? 

‘aius. Oui; mette le au mon pocket: de- 
peche, guiclel ye Vere is dat knave Rugby? 

Jwick. What, John Rugby! John! 

tug. Here, sir! 

Caius. You are John Rugby, and you are 
Jack Rugby. Come, tale-a your rapier, and 
come after my heel to the court. 62 

Rug. Tis ready, sir, here in the porch. 

Cavs. By my trot, T tarry too long. _ Od’s 
me! Qu’ai-j‘oublie! dereis some simples in my 
closet, dat I vill not for the varld I shall leave 
behind. - : 

Quick. Ay me, he'll find the young man 
there, and be mad! ice 

Caius. Odiable, diable! vat is in my closet? 
Villain! larron! [Pulling Simple out.| Rugby, 
my rapier! 72 

wick. Good master, be content. 

Yaius. Wherefore shall I be content-a? 
Ee The young man is an honest man. 
faius. What shall de honest man do in my 
closet? dere is no honest man dat shall come in 

my closet. : 

Quick. I beseech you, be not so phlegmatic. 
Hear the truth of it: he came of an errand to 
me from Parson Hugh. 8x 

Caius. Vell. P 

Sim. Ay, forsooth; to desire her to— 

Quick. Peace, I pray you. 

Caius. Peace-a your tongue. 
tale. 5 

Sim. To desire this honest gentlewoman, 
your maid, to, speak a good word to Mistress 
‘Anne Page for my master in the way of 
marriage. : 

Quick. This is all, indeed, la! but I'll ne'er 
put my finger in the fire, and need not. gr 

Caius. Sir Hugh send-a you? Rugby, baille 
me some paper. ‘arry you a little-a while, 


Speak-a your 


rites. 
Quick. [Aside to Simple] I am glad he is 
so quiet: it he had been throughly moved, you 
should have heard him go loud and so melan- 
choly. But notwithstanding, man, I'll do you 
your master what good I can: and the very yea 
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and the no is, the French dector, my master,—I 
may call him my master, look you, for I keep 
his house ; and J wash, wring, brew, bake, pcos 
dress pec and drink, make the beds, and do all 
myself,— % 

Sim. [Aside to Quickly] "Tis a great charge 
to come under one body’s hand. 2 

Guicle [Aside to Simple] Are you avised 
o' that? you shall find it a great charge: and to 
be upearly and down late; but notwithstanding, 
—to tell you in your ear; I would have no 
words of it,—my master himself is in love with 
Mistress Anne Page: but notwithstanding that, 
eno Anne’s mind,—that’s neither here nor 
there. : 

Caius. You jack’nape, give-a this letter to 
Sir Hugh; by gar, it is a shallenge: I will cut 
his troat in a park; and I will teach a scurvy 
jack-a-nape priest to meddle or make. You 
may be gone; it is not good you tarry here. By 
gar, I will cut all his two stones; by gar, he 
shall not have a stone to throw at his dog, 119 

Exit Simple. 

Quick. Alas, he speaks but for his friend. 

Caius. It is no matter-a yer dat: do not you 
tell-a me dat I shall have Anne Page for my- 
self? By gar, I vill kill de Jack priest ; and I 
have appointed mine host of de Jarteer to 
measure our weapon. By gar, I will myself 
have Anne Page. 5 

Quick. Sir, the maid loves you, and all shall 
be well. We must give folks leave to prate: 
what, the good jer ez? 

Caius, Rugby, come to the court with me. 
By gar, if I have not Anne Page, I shall turn 
your head out of my door. Follow my heels, 
Rugby. [Exveunt Caius and Rugby. 

Quick. You shall haye An fool’s-head of 
your own. No, I know Anne’s mind for that: 
never a woman in Windsor knows more of 
Anne’s mind than I do; norcan do more than 
Ido with her, I thank heaven. 

ent. [Within] Who’s within there? ho! 

Quick. Who’s there, I trow! Come near 
the house, I pray you. 141 


Enter FENTON. 

Fent. How now, good woman! howdostthou? 

Quick. The better that it pleases your good 
worship to ask. ce 

Fent. What news? how does pretty Mistress 
Anne? 

Quick. In truth, sir, and she is pretty, and 
honest, and gentle : and one that is your friend, 
i can tell you that by the way ; I praise heaven 

Or 1b. 15. 

Fent. Shall 7. do any good, thinkest thou? 
shall I not lose my suit? 

Quick. Troth, sir, all isin his hands above: 
but notwithstanding, Master Fenton, I’ll be 
sworn on a book, she loves you. Have not 
your worship a wart aboye your eye? 

Fent. Yes, marry, have I; what of that? 

Quick, Well, thereby hangs a tale: good 
faith, it is such another Nan; but, I detest, an 
honest maid as ever broke bread: we had an 
hour's talk of that wart. I shall never laugh but 
in that maid’s company! But indeed she is 


[Act 1 


given too anuch to allicholy and musing: but for 
you—vwell, go to. 
Rent. Well, I shall see her to-day, Hold, 
there’s money for thee; let me have thy voice 
in my behalf: if thou seest her before me, com- 
mend me. ire i 5 169 
wick. Will 1? i’ faith, that we will; and] 

will tell your worship more of the wart the 
next time we have confidence; and of other 
wooers. A 

Fent. Well, farewell; I amin great haste 
now. % 2 

Quick. Farewell to your worship. [Zit Fen- 
ton.] Truly, an honest gentleman; but Anne 
loves him not; for 1 know Anne’s mind as well 
as another does. Out upon’t! what have I 
forgot? [Lait. 180 


ACT II. 
Scene I. Before Pace’s house. 
Enter MistRESS PAGE, with a letter. 


Mrs Page. What, have I scaped love-letters 
in the holiday-time of my beauty, and am I now 
asubject for them? Let me see. Reads, 

“Ask meno reason why I love you; for though 
Love use Reason for his physician, he admits 
him not for his counsellor. You are not young, 
no more am I; go to then, there’s sympathy: 
you are merry, so am I; ha, ha! then there’s 
more sympathy: you love sack, and_so do I; 
would you desire better sympathy? Let it suf- 


9! fice thee, Mistress Page,—at the least, if the love 


of soldier can suflice,—that I love thee. I will 
not say, pity me; ’tis not a soldier-like phrase; 
but I say, loveme. By me, 
Thine own true knight, 
By day or night, 
Or any kind of light, 
With all his might 
For thee to fight, | JoHn Faustarr.’ 
What a Herod of Jewry is this! O wicked, 
wicked world! One that is well-nigh worn to 
wie with age to show himself a young gallant! 
What an unweighed behaviour hath this 
Flemish drunkard picked—with the devil's 
name!—out of my conversation, that he dares 
in this manner assay me? Why, he hath not 
been thrice in my company! What should I 
say to him? I was then ira of my mirth: 
Heaven forgive me! Why, I’ll exhibit a bill 
in the parliament for the putting down of men. 
How shall I be revenged on him? for revenged 
will be, as sure as his guts are made of 
puddings. 
Enter Mistress Forp. 


Mrs Ford. Mistress Page! trust me, I was 
going to your house. : 

Mrs Page. And, trust me, I was coming to 
you. You look very ill. 

Mrs Ford. Nay, I'll ne’er believe that; I 
Baye to oy ua He eon tray 

Alrs Page. Faith, but you do, in my mind. 

Mrs Ford. Well, I do then: yet I say I 
could show you to the contrary. "O Mistress 
Page, give me some counsel! 

Mrs Page. What’s the matter, woman? 
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ScENE 1] 


Mrs Ford. O woman, if it were not for one 
trifling respect, I could come to such honour! 

Mrs Page. Wang the trifle, woman! take 
the honour. What 1s it? dispense with trifles ; 
what is it? 

Mrs #ord. T£ I would but go to hell for an 
eternal moment or so, I could be knighted. 50 

Mrs Page. What? thouliest!-Sir Alice Ford! 
These kmghts will hack; and so thou shouldst 
not alter the article of thy gentry. 

Mrs Ford. We burn daylight: here, read, 
read; perceive how I might be knighted. 1 
shall think the worse of fat men, as long as I 
have an eye to make difference of men’s liking: 
and yet he would not swear; praised women’s 
modesty; and gave such orderly and_well- 
behaved reproof to all uncomeliness, that I 
would have sworn his disposition would have 
gone to the truth of his words; but they do no 
more adhere and keep place together than the 
Hundredth Psalm to the tune of ‘Green 
Sleeves.’ What tempest, I trow, threw this 
whale, with so many tuns of oil in his belly. 
ashore at Windsor? How shall I be revenge: 
on him? I think the best way were to enter- 
tain him with hope, till the wicked fire of lust 
have melted him in his own grease. Did you 
ever hear the like? 7° 

Mrs Page. Letter for letter, but that the 
name of Page and Ford differs! To thy great 
comfort in this mystery of ill opinions, here’s 
the twin-brother of thy letter: but let thine in- 
herit first; for, I protest, mine never shall. I 
warrant he hath a thousand of these letters, 
writ with blank space for different names,— 
sure, more,—and theseare of the second edition : 


-he will print them, out of doubt; for he cares 


not what he buts into the press, when he would 
putustwo. I had rather be a giantess, and lie 
under Mount Pelion. Well, I will find you 
twenty Jascivious turtles ere one chaste man. 

Mrs Ford. Why, this is the very same ; the 
Len hand, the very words. What doth he think 
of us? 

Mrs Page. Nay, I know not: it makes me 
almost ready to wrangle with mine own hon- 
esty. I'll entertain myself like one that Iam 
not acquainted withal; for, sure, unless he 
know some strain in me, that 1 know not 
myself, he would never have boarded me in 
this fury. 3 : 

Mrs Ford. ‘Boarding,’ call you it? I'll be 
sure to keep him above deck. 

Mrs Page. So willl: if he come under my 
hatches, I'll never to sea again. Let’s be re- 
venged on him? let’s appoint him a meeting ; 
give him a show of comfort in-his-suit and lead 
him on with a fine-baited delay, till he hath 
pawned his horses to mine host of the Garter. 100 

Mrs Ford. Nay, I will consent to act any 
villany against him, that may not sully the 
chariness of our honesty. O, that my husband 
saw this letter! it would give eternal food to 
his jealousy. 

Mrs Page. Why, look where he comes; and 
my good man too: he’s as far from jealousy as 
Tam from giving him causé; and that I hope is 
an unmeasurable distance. 
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Mrs Ford. Youare the happier woman. 110 
Mrs Page. let’s consult together against 
this greasy knight. Comehither. [Z'hey retire. 


Enter Forv with Piston, and PAGE 
with NY3. 


Ford, Well, I hope it be not so. : 
_Pist. Hope is a curtal dog in some affairs: 
Sir John affects thy wife. 
ford. Why, sir, my wife isnot young, . 
Pist. He wooes both high and low, both rich 
and poor, 
Both young and old, one with another, Ford ; 
He loves the gallimaufry : Ford, perpend. 
Ford. Love my wife! 120 
Pist. With liver burning hot. Prevent, or 
., go.thou, 
Like Sir Acton he, with Ringwood at thy heels: 
O, odious is the name! 
Lord. What name, sir? 
Pist. The horn, I say. Farewell. 
Take heed, have open eye, for thieves do foot by 


night: 
Hee heed, ere summer comes or cuckoo-birds, 
lo sing. 
Away, Sir Corporal Nym! 5 
Believe it, Page ; he speaks sense. (a 
Ford. [Aside] I will be patient ; I will find 
out this. 13 


Nym. [To Page] And this is true; I like 
not the humourof lying. He hath wronged me 
in some humours: I should have borne the 
humoured letter to her; but I have a sword 
and it shall bite upon my necessity. He loves 
your wife; there’s the short and the long. My 
name is Corporal Nym; I speak and I avouch; 
*tis true: my name is Nym and Falstaff loves 

our wife. Adieu. 1 love not the humour of 
read and cheese, and there’s the humour of it. 
Adieu. Exit. 

Page. ‘The humour of it,’ quoth a’! here’s 
a fellow frights English out of his wits. 

ford. Iwillseek out Falstatt. 

_ Page. Inever heard such a drawling, affect- 


ing rogue. : : 

Ford. If Ido find it: well. 

Page. I will not believe such a Cataian, 
though the priest o’ the town commended him 
for a true man. , 150 

Lord. “Iwas a good sensible fellow; well. 

Page. How now, Meg! 

ee Page and Mrs Ford come forward. 

rs Page. Whither go you, George? Hark 


you. 
Mrs Ford. How now, sweet Frank! why art 
thou melancholy ? 
Ford. Imelancholy! I am not melancholy. 
Get you home, £0, 
_ Mrs Ford. Vaith, thou hast some crotchets 
in thy head. Now, will you go, Mistress Page? 
Mrs Page. Have with you. _ You’ll come to 
dinner, George. [Aside to Mas Ford] Look 
who comes yonder: she shall be our messenger 
to this aly knight. 
Mrs Ford. [Aside to Mrs Page] Trust me, 
I thought on her: she’ll fit it, 
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Enter MisTRESS QUICKLY. 


Mrs Page. Youarecome to see my daughter 
Anne? 
Quick. Ay, forsooth; and, I pray, how does 
good Mistress Anne? | 179 
Mrs Page. Go in with us and see: we have 
an hour's talk with you. 
[Exeunt Mrs Page, Mrs Ford, and 
Mrs Quickly. 
Page. How now, Master Ford! 
Ford. You heard what this knave told me, 
did you not? 
He: Yes: and you heard what the other 
told me? E 
Ford. Do you think there is truth in them? 
Page. Hang ’em, slaves! I do not think the 
knight would ofler it: but these that accuse him 
in his intent towards our wives are a yoke of 
his discarded men ; very rogues, now they be out 
of service. 
Ford. Were they his men? 
Page. Marry, were they. 
Ford. I like it never the better for that. 
Does he lie at the Garter? H 
Page. Ay, marry, does he. If he should in- 
tend this voyage towards my wife, I would turn 
her loose to him; and what he gets more of her 
than sharp words, let it lie on my head. 19% 
Ford. I do not misdoubt my wife; but I 
would be loath to turn them together. A man 
may be too confident: I would have nothing 
lie on my head: I cannot be thus satisfied. 
Page. Look where my ranting host of the 
Garter comes: there is cither liquor in his pate 
ormoney in his purse when he looks so merrily. 


Enter Host. 
How now, mine host! 

Host. How now, bully-rook! thou’rt a 
gentleman. Cavaleiro-justice, I say! 201 
Enter SHALLOW. 

Shal. I follow, mine host, I follow. Good 
even and twenty, good Master Page! Master 
Page, will you go with us? we have sport in 


hand. 
Host. Tell him, cayaleiro-justice; tell him, 
bully-rook. 


Shal, Sir, there is a fray to be fought be- 
tween Sir Hugh the Welsh priest and Caius the 
French doctor. 210 

Lord. Good mine host o’ the Garter, a word 
with you. [Drawing him aside. 

Host. What sayest thou, my bully-rook ? 

Shal. [fo Page) Will you go with us'to be- 
hold it? My merry host hath had the measur- 
ing of their weapons; and, I think, hath 
appointed them contrary places; for, believe 
me, I hear the parson is no igster- Hark, I will 
tell you what our sport shall be. 

[They converse apart. 

Host, Hast thou no suit against my knight, 
my guest-cavaleire ? 221 

ford, None, J protest: but I'll give-you a 
pottle of burnt sack to give me recourse to him 
and tell him my name is Brook; only fora jest. 

Host. My hand, bully; thou shalt have 

egress and regress;—said I well?-and thy 


[Acr ur 


name shall be Brook. It is a merry knight, 
Will you go, tAn-heires? _ 

Shal. Have with you, mine host. 

Page. I have heard the Frenchman hath 
good skill in-his rapier. 23 

Shal. Tut, sir, 1 could have told you more, 
In these times you stand on distance, your 
passes, stoccadoes, and I know not what: ‘tis 
the heart, Master Page; ‘tis here, ‘tis here, J 
have seen the time, with my long sword [ 
would have made you four tall fellows skip like 


rats. 
Host. Here, boys, here, here! shall we wag? 
Page. Have with you. I had rather hear 
them scold than fight. 240 
[Exeunt Host, Shal., and Page. 
Ford. Though Page be a secure fool, and 
stands so firmly on his wife’s frailty, yet I 
cannot put off my opinion so easily: she was 
in his company at Page's house; and what they 
made there, I know not. Well, I will lool 
further into’t: and I have a disguise to sound 
Falstaff. If I find her honest, I Jose not my 
labour; if she be otherwise, ’tis labour well 
bestowed. [Exit. 


Scene IL. A room in the Garter Inn. 
Enter Fatstarr and PIstow. 


Fal. Iwill not lend thee a penny. 

Pist._ Why, then the world’s mine oyster, 
Which I with sword will open. 

Fal. Nota penny. I have been content, 
sir, you should lay my countenance to pawn: 

have grated upon my good friends for three 
reprieves for you and your coach-felloy Nym; 
or else you had looked through the grate, likea 
geminy of baboons. I am damned in hell for 
swearing to gentlemen my friends, you were 
good soldiers and tall fellows; and when Mis- 
tress Bridget lost the handle of her fan, L took’t 
upon mine honour thou hadst it not. 

Pist. Didst not thou share? hadst thou not 

fifteen pence? 

Ful. Reason, you rogue, reason; thinkest 
thou 1’ll endanger my soul gratis? Ata word, 
hang no more about me, I am no gibbet for 
you. Go. A short knife anda throng! To 
your manor of Pickt-hatch! Go. You'll not 

ear a letter for me, you rogue! you stand upon 
your honour! Why, thou unconfinable base- 
ness, it is as much as I can do to keep the terms 
of my honour precise : I, I, Lmyself sometimes, 
leaving the fear of God on the left hand and 
hiding mine honour in my necessity, am fain 
to shuffle, to hedge and to lurch; and yet you, 
rogue, will ensconce your rags, your cat-a- 
mountain looks, your red-lattice’ phrases, and 
your bold-beating oaths, under the shelter of 


your honour! You will not do it, you! 30 
Pist. : do relent: what would thou more of 
man ‘ 


Enter Rosin. 
Rob. Sir, here’s a woman would speak with 


you. 
Fal. Let her approach. 
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ScENE 11] 
Enter MistREss QUICKLY. 


Quick. Giye your wership good morrow. 
tal. Good morrow, good wife. 
Quick. Not so, an’t please your worship. 
fal. Good maid, then. 
Quick, I'll be sworn, 
As my mother was, the first hour I was horn. 
fal. I do believe the swearer. What with 
me # 40 
Quick, Shall I vouchsafe your worship a 
word or two? 





r 





fal, Vwo thousand, fair woman: and i'll 
vouchsafe thee the hearing. ‘ 
Quick. Vhere is one Mistress Ford, sir :—T 





pray, come a little nearer this ways :—L myself 
dwell with Master Doctor Caius,— 

Fal. Well, on: Mistress Ford, you say,— 

Qu Your worship says very true: I pray 
your worship, come a little nearer this ways. 50 

drat. I warrant thee, nobody hears; mine 
own people, mine own people. ‘i 

Quick, Are they so? God bless them and 
make them his servanis! 

Fal. Well, Mistress Ford; what of her? 

Quick. Why, sir, she’s a good creature. 
Lord, Lord! your worship’s a wanton! Well, 
heaven forgive you and all of us, I pray ! 

ul. Mistress Ford; come, Mistress Ford, 

Quick. Marry, this is the short and the long 
of it; you have brought her into such a canaries 
as'tis wonderful. The best courtier of them all, 
when the court lay at Windsor, could never 
have brought her to such a canary. Yet there 
has been knights, and lords, and gentlemen, 
with their coaches, I warrant you, coach after 
coach, letter after letter, gift after gift ; smelling 
so sweetly, all musk, and so rushling, I warrant 
you, in silk and gold; and in such alligant 
terms; and in such wine and sugar of the best 
and the fairest, that would have won any 
woman's heart; and, I warrant you, they could 
never get an eye-wink of her: I had myself 
twenty angels given me this morning; but I 
defy all angels, in any such sort, as they say, 
but in the way of honesty : and, I warrant you, 
they could never get her so much as sip on a 
cup with the proudest of them all: and yet 
there has been earls, nay, which is more, pen- 
sioners; but, I warrant you, all is one with her. 

Fal. But what says she to me? be brief, my 
good she-Mereury. * 

Quick. Marry, she hath received your letter, 
for the which she thanks youa thousand times : 
and she gives you to notify that her husband 
mill be absence from his house between ten and 
eleven. 

Fal. Ten and eleven? 

Quick. Ay, forsooth; and then you may 
come and sce the picture, she says, that you 
wot of: Master Ford, her husband, will be 
from home. | Alas! the sweet woman leads an 
ill life with him: he’s a very jealousy man: 
site leads a very frampold life with him, good 

eart, 

Fal. Ten_and eleven. Woman, commend 
me to her; I will not fail her. 

Quick, Why, yousay well. But I haye an- 
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other messenger to your worship, Mistress 
Page hath her hearty commendations to you 
too: and let me tell you in your ear, she’s as 
fartuous a civil modest wife, and one, I tell 
you, that will not miss you morning nor eyen- 
ing prayer, as any is in Windsor, whoe’er be 
the other: and she bade me tell your worship 
that her husband is seldom from home; but 
she hopes there will come a time, I never 
knew a woman so dote upon a man: surely 
I think you have charms, la; yes, in truth. 

Fal. Not I, I assure thee: setting the at- 
pecron of my good parts aside I have no other 
charms, 

Quick. Blessing on your heart for’t! 

Kal. But, I_pray thee, tell me this: has 
Tord’s wife and Page's wife acquainted each 
other how they love me? | 

Quiek. That were a jest indeed! they have 
not so little grace, I hope: that were a trick in- 
deed! But Mistress Page would desire you to 
send her your little page, of all loves: her 
husband has a marvellous infection to the little 

age; and truly Master Page is an honest man. 
Never a wife in Windsor leads a better life than 
she does: do what she will, say what she will, 
take all, pay all, go to bed when she list, rise 
when she list, all is as she will: and truly she 
deserves it; for if there be a kind woman in 
Windsor, she is one. You must send her your 
page; no remedy. 

fal. Why, Iwill. 

Quick. Nay, but do so, then: and, look you, 
he may come and go between you both; andin 
any case have a nay-word, that you may know 
one another's mind, and the boy never need to 
understand any thing; for ’tis not good that 
children should know any wickedness: old 
folks, you know, have discretion, as they say, 
and know the world. 

Fal. Fare thee well: commend me to them 
both: there’s my purse ; I am yet. thy debtor. 
Boy, go along with this woman, [Feunt ALis- 
tress Quickly and Robin.| This news distracts 
me! i _ 749 

Pist. This punk is one of Cupid’s carriers: 
Clap on more sails; pursue ; up with your fights : 
Give fire : she is my prize, or ocean Me fhe 

all! fait. 

Fal. Sayest thou so, old Jack? go thy ways ; 
I'll make more of thy old body than I have 
done. Will they yet look after thee? Wilt 
thou, after the expense of so much money, be 
now a gainer? Good body, I thank thee. ‘Let 
them say ’tis grossly done ; so it be fairly done, 
no matter. 





Enter BARDoLrH. 


Bard. Sir John, there’s one Master Brook 
below would fain speak with you, and be ac- 
quainted with you; and hath sent your worship 
a morning's draught of sack. 

Fal. Brook is his name? 

Bard. Ay, sir. 

Ful. Calthimin. [Zit Bardolph.] Such 
Brooks are welcome to me, that o’erflow such 
liquor, Ah, ha! Mistress Ford and Mistress 
Page, have I encompassed you? go to; via! 
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Re-enter BARDOLPH, with ForpD disguised. 


Ford. Bless you, sir! 1 
Fal. And you, sir! Would you speak with 
me? . 
Ford. I make bold to press with so little 
preparation upon you. S , 
Fal. You're welcome. What’s your will? 


Give us leave, drawer. [Exit Bardolph. 
Ford. Sir, I am a gentleman that have 
spent much; my name is Brook. 


Fal. Good Master Brook, I desire more ac- 
quaintance of you. 1 

Ford. Good Sir John, Isue for yours: not 
to charge you; for I must let you understand I 
think myself in better plight for a lender than 
you are: the which hath something emboldened 
me to this unseasoned intrusion ; for they say, 
if money go before, all ways do lie open. , 

Fal. Money is a good soldier, sir, and will on. 

Ford. ‘Troth, and I have a bag of money 
here troubles me: if you will help to bear it, 
Sir John, take all, or half, for easing me of the 
carriage. 

Fal. Sir, I know not how I may deserve to 
be your porter. ey Be ee ROX 

Ford. Iwill tell you, sir, if you will give me 

e hearing. 

Fal. Speak, good Master Brook: I shall be 
glad to be your servant. r 

Ford. Sir, I hear you are a scholar,—I will 
be brief with you,—and you have been a man 
long known to me, though I had never so good 
means, as desire, to make myself acquainted 
with you. I shall discover a thing to you, 
wherein I must very much day open mine own 
imperfection: but, good Sir John, as you have 
one eye upon my follies, as you hear them un- 
folded, turn another into the register of your 
own; that I ney pass with a reproof the easier, 
sith you yourself know how easy it is to be such 
an offender. 

Fal. Very well, sir; proceed. _ 

Ford. There isa gentlewoman in this town ; 
her husband’s name is Ford. 

Fal. Well, sir. 200 

Ford. Ihave long loved her, and, I protest 
to you, bestowed much on her; followed her 
with a doting observance; engrossed oppor- 
tunities to meet her; fee’d every slight occasion 
that could but niggardly give me sight of her; 
not only bought many presents to give her, but 
have leven largely to many to know what she 
would have given; briefly, I have pursued her 
as love hath pursued me; which hath been on 
the wing of all occasions, But whatsoever I 
have merited, either in my mind or in my 
means, meed, I am sure, I have received none; 
unless experience be a jewel that I have pur- 
chased at an infinite rate, and that hath taught 
me to say this: 
‘Love like a shadow flies when substance love 

pursues ; 

Boursuing that that flies, and flying what pur- 

Fal. Have you received no promise is- 
faction at her hands? Li Cheats 

Ford, Never. 


Fal. Have you importuned her to such a 
purpose? 221 


160] ord. Never. 


Fal. Of what quality was your love, then ? 

Ford. Like a fair house built on another 
man’s ground; so that I have lost my edifice 
by mistaking the place where I erected it. 

Fal. To what purpose haye you unfolded 
this to me? 

Ford. When I have told you that, I have 
told you all. Some say, that though she appear 
honest to me, yet in other places she enlargeth 
her mirth so far that there is shrewd construction 
made of her. Now, Sir John, here is the heart 
of my purpose: you are a gentleman of excellent 
breeding, admirable discourse, of great admit- 
tance, authentic in your place and person, gener- 
ally allowed for your many war-like, court-like, 
and learned preparations. 

Fal. O, sir! | 5 239 

Ford. Believe it, for you know it. There is 
money ; spend it, spend it; spend more; spend 
all I have; only give me so much of your time 
in exchange of it, as to lay an amiable siege to 
the honesty of this Ford's wife: use your art of 
wooing ; win her to consent to you: 1f any man 
may, you may as soon as any. 

Jal, Would it apply well to the vehemency 
of your affection, that I should win what you 
would enjoy? Methinks you prescribe to your- 
self very preposterously. * 250 

Ford. O, understand my drift. She dwells 
so securely on the excellency of her honour, 
that the folly of my soul dares not present itself: 
she is too bright to be looked against. Now, 
could I come to her with any detection in my 
hand, my desires had instance and argument to 
commend themselves: I could drive her then 
from the ward of her purity, her reputation, her 
marriage-vow, and a thousand other her de- 
fences, which now are too too strongly embattled 
against me. What say you to’t, Sir John? 26z 

Fal. Master Brook, I will first make bold 
with your money; next, give me your hand; 
and last, as I am a gentleman, you shall, if you 
will, enjoy Ford’s wife. 5 

Ford. _O good sir! 

Fal. I say you shall. 

Ford. Want no money, Sir John; you shall 
want none. : 269 

Jal. Want no Mistress Ford, Master Brook: 
you shall want none. I shall’ be with her, I 
may tell you, by her own appointment j.even as 
you came in to me, her assistant or go-between 
parted from me: Isay I shall bewith her between 
ten and eleven; for at that time the jealous 
rascally knave her husband will be forth.” Come 
you to me at night; you shall know how I 
ord Lam Detti 

ord. Jam blest in your acquai: : 
you know Ford, sir? 2 ae ns 

Fal. Hang him, Boos cuckoldly knave! I 
know him not: yet wrong him to call him 
poor; they say the jealous wittolly knave hath 
masses of money ; for the which his wife seems 
to me well-favoured. I will use her as the key 


of the cuckoldly rogue’s coffer: there’ 
harreseonret Y rogue’s coffer; and there’s my 
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Ford. IT would you knew Ford, sir, that you 
might avoid him if you saw him. 289 

Fal. Hang him, mechanicalsalt-butterrogue! 
I will stare him out of his wits; I will awe him 
with my cudgel: it shall hang like a meteor 
oer the cuckold’s horns. Master Brook, thou 
shalt know I will predominate over the peasant, 
and thou shalt lie with his wife. Come to me 
soon at night. Ford’s a knave, and I will 
aggravaic his style; thou, Master Brook, shalt 
know him for knave and cuckold. Come to me 
soon at night, . [£zit. 299 

Ford. What a damned Epicurean rascal is 
this! My heart is ready to crack with impa- 
tience, Who says this is improvident jealousy ? 
my wife hath sent to him; the hour is fixed; 
the match is made. Would any man have 
thought this? See the hell of having a false 
woman! My bed shall be abused, my coffers 
ransacked, my reputation gnawn at; and I shall 
not only receive this villanous wrong, but stand 
under the adoption of abominable terms, and 
by him that does me this wrong. Terms! 
names! Amaimon sounds well; Lucifer, well; 
Barbason, well ; yet they are devils’ additions, 
the names of fiends: but Cuckold! Wittol!— 
Cuckold! the devil himself hath not suchaname. 
Page is an ass, a secure ass: he will trust his 
wite; he will not be jealous. I will rather trust 
a Fleming with my butter, Parson Hugh the 
Welshman with my cheese, an Irishman with 
my aqua-vitse bottle, or a thief to walk my 
ambling gelding, than my wife with herself: 
then she plots, then she ruminates, then she 
devises; and what they think in their hearts 
they may effect, they will break their hearts but 
they will effect. God be praised for my jealousy! 
Eleven o'clock the hour. I will prevent this, 
detect my wife, be revenged on Falstaff, an 
laugh at Page. I will about it; better three 
hours too soon than a minute too late. Fie, fie, 
fie! cuckold! cuckold! cuckold! [Zxit. ” 329 


SoENE IIT. A field near Windsor. 


Enter Carus and Ruasy. 


Caius. Jack Rugby! 

Rug. Sirk. 

Caius. Vat is de clock, Jack? 

Rug. °Tis past the hour, sir, that Sir Hugh 
promised to mect. 4 

Caius. By gar, he has save his soul, dat he is 
no come; he has pray his Pible well, dat he 
is no come: by gar, Jack Rugby, he is dead 
already, if he be come, 1 

ug. He is wise, sir; he knew your worship 

would kill him, if he came. II 
Caius. By gar, de herring is no dead so as I 
vill kill him. Take your rapier, Jack; I vill tell 
you how I vill kill him. 

Rug. Alas, sir, I cannot fence. 

Carus, Villany, take your rapier. 

Rug. Forbear; here’s company, 


Enter Host, SHALLOW, SLENDER, and PAGE. 
Host. Bless thee, bully doctor! 
Shal. Save you, Master Doctor Caius! 


Page. Now, good master doctor! 20 
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Slen. Give you good morrow, sir. 

Caius. Vat be all you, one, two, tree, four, 
come for? fj 

Host. To sce thee fight, to see thee foin, to 
see thee traverse; to sce thee here, to see thee 
there ; to see thee pass thy punto, thy stock thy 
reverse, thy distance, thy montant. Is he dead, 
my Ethiopian? is he dead, my Francisco? _ha, 
bully! What says my A’sculapius? my Galen? 
my heart of elder? ha! is he dead, bully stale? 
is he dead? wo 

Caius. By gar, he is de coward Jack priest of 
de yorld; he is not show his face. . 

Host. Thou art a Castalion-King-Urinal. 
Hector of Greece, my boy! _ 

Caius. I pray you, bear vitness that me have 
stay six or seven, two, tree hours for him, and 
he is no come, i 

Shal. He is the wiser man, master doctor : 
he is a curer of souls, and you a curer of bodies; 
if you should fight, you go against the hair of 
your professions. Ts it not true, Master Page? 

age. Master Shallow, you have yourself 
been a great fighter, though now a man of 
peace. 

Skal. Bodykins, Master Page, though I now 
be old and of the peace, if I see a sword out, 
my finger itches to make one. Though we are 
yuses and doctors and churchmen, Master 

Page, we have some salt of our youth in us; we 
are the sons of women, Master Page. 5 

Page. *Tis true, Master Shallow. 

Shal._It will be found so, Master Page. 
Master Doctor Caius, I am come to fetch you 
home. I am sworn of the peace: you have 
showed yourself a wise physician, and Sir Hugh 
hath shown himself a wise and patient church- 
man. You must go with me, master doctor. 

Host. Pardon, guest-justice. A word, Moun- 
seur Mockwater. ‘ 60 

Caius. _Mock-vater! vat is dat? : 

Host. Mock-water, in our English tongue, is 
valour, bully. By: 

Caius. By gar, den, I have as mush mock- 
vaterasdeEnelishman. Scurvy jack-dog priest ! 
by gar, me vill cut his ears. 

" flo He will clapper-claw thee tightly, 
uly, 

Caius. Clapper-de-claw! yat is dat? 

Host. That is, he will make thee amends. 70 

Caius. By gar, me do look he shall clapper- 
de-claw me ; for, by ‘ar, me vill have it. 

Host. And I will provoke him to’t, or let 
him wag. 

Caius. Me tank you for dat. 

Host. And, moreover, bully,—but first, mas- 
ter guest, and Master Page, and eke Cavaleiro 
Slender, go you through the town to Frogmore, 

: c _ [Aside to them. 

Page. Sir Hugh is there, is he? 73 
. Host. He is there: see what humour he is 
in; and T will bring the doctor about by the 
fields. Will it do well? 

Shal. We will do it. 

Page, Shal., and Slen. Adieu, good master 
doctor. [Exeunt Page, Shal., and Slen. 

Caius. By gar, me vill kill de priest; for he 
speak for a jack-an-ape to Anne Page. 
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Host. T.et himdie: sheathe thy impatience, 
throw cold water on thy choler: go about the 
fields with me through Frogmore: I will bring 
thee where Mistress Anne Page is, at a farm- 
house a-feasting ; and thou shalt woo her. Cried 
Laim? said I well? 

Caius. By gar, me dank you vor dat: by 
gar, I love you; and I shall procure-a you de 
good guest, de earl, de knight, de lords, de 
gentlemen, my _ patients. 3 : 

Host. Yor the which I will be thy adversary 
toward Anne Page, SaidIwell? . 

Caius, By gar, ’tis good; vell said. 100 

Host. Let us wag, then. 

Caius. Come at my heels, Jack Rugby. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT IIL. 
Scenel. A field near Frogmore. 
Enter Sin Huey Evans and SutPLe, 


Evans. I pray you now, good Master Slen- 
der’s serving-man, and friend Seable by_your 
name, which wa y have you looked for Master 
Caius, that calls himself doctor of physic? 
Sim. Marry, sir, the pittie-ward, the park- 
ward, every way; old Windsor way, ‘and every 
way but the town way. 4 
Evans. I most fehemently desire you you 
will also look that way. 
Sim. Lvwill, sir. r [2eit. 10 
Evans. *Pless my soul, how full of chollors 
Lam, and trempling of mind! I shall be glad 
if he have deceived me. How melancholies I 
am! I will knog his urinals about his knave’s 
costard when I have good opportunities for the 
ork, ’Pless my soul! Sings. 
To shallow rivers, to whose falls 
Melodious birds sings madrigals ; 
There will we make our peds of roses, 
And @ thousand fragrant posies. 20 
To shallow— 

Mercy on me! I havea great dispositions to cry. 

Rup, eee [Sings. 

Melodious birds sing madrigals— 
When as I sat in Pabylon— 
And a thousand vagram posies. 
To shallow &c. 


Re-enter SIMPLE. 

Sim. Yonder he is coming, this way, Sir 
Hugh. 

Evans. He’s welcome. [Sings. 

To shallow rivers, to whose falls— 29 

Heaven prosper the right! What weaponsis he? 

Sim. No weapons, sir. There comes my 
master, Master Shallow, and another gentle- 
man, from Frogmore, over the stile, this way. 

Evans. Pray you, give me my gown; or else 
keep it in your arms. 


Enter PAGE, SHALLOW, and SLENDER. 
Shal. How now, master Parson! Good mor- 
row, good Sir Hugh. Keep a gamester from the 
dice, and a good student from his book, and it 
is sen ty “del Al in 
len. Ske h, sweet Anne Page! 
Page. ’Save you, good Sir Hugh ne A 





[Acr ur 


Evans. ?Pless you from his mercy sake, all 
ofyou! 

Shal. What, the sword and the word! do 
you study them both, master parson ? 

Page. And youthful still! in your doublet 
and hose this raw rheumatic day ! : 

Evans. There is reasons and causes for it, 

Page. We are come to you to do a good 
office, master parson. Be 50 

Evans. Fery well: what is it? 

Page. Yonder isa most reverend gentleman, 
who, belike having received wrong by some per- 
son, is at most odds with his own gravity and 
patience that ever you saw. 

Shal.. I have lived fourscore years and up- 
ward ; I never heard a man of his place, gravity 
and learning, so wide of his own respect. 


Evans._ What is he? 

Page. think you know him; Master Doctor 
Caius, the renowned French physician. 6r 

Evans. Got’s will, and his passion of my 


heart! I had as lief you would tell me of a 
mess of porridge. 
Page. Why? aa 
Evans. He has no more knowledge in Hibo- 
crates and Galen,—and he is a knave besides; a 
cowardly knave as you would desires to be ae- 
quainted withal. 

Page. I warrant you, he’s the man should 
fight with him, 7 
Slen. [Aside] O sweet Anne Page! 
Shal. It appears so by his weapons. 
them asunder ; here comes Doctor Caius. 


Enter Host, Catus, and Ruepy. 


Page. Nay, good master parson, keep in 
your weapon, 

Shal. So do you, good master doctor. 

Fost. Disarm them, and Jet them question : 
let them keep their limbs whole and liek our 
English. Bo) 

Caius. I pray_you, let-a me speak a word 
mete your car, Vherefore vill you not mect-a 
me 

vans. [Aside to Caius] Pray you, use your 
patience: in good time. 

Caius. By gar, you are de coward, de Jack 
dog, John ape. | 

vans. ee to Caius] Pray you, let us 
not be laughing-stocks to other men’s humours; 
T desire you in friendship, and I will one way or 
other make you amends. (Aloud) I will knog 
your urinals about your knave's cogscomb for 
missing your meetings and appointments. 

Caius. Diable! Jack Rugby,—mine host de 
Jartecr,—haye I not stay for him to kill him? 
have I not, at de place I did appoint? 

Evans.. As Lam a Christians soul now, look 
you, this is the place appointed: I'll be judge- 
ment by mine host of the Garter. 

Host. Peace, I say, Gallia and Gaul, French 
and Welsh, sou -curer and body-curer! 109 

Caius. Ay, dat is ver good: excellent. 

Host. Peace, I say} hear mine host of the 
Garter. Am I politic? am I subtle? am 1a 
Machiavel? Shall I lose my doctor? no; he 
gives me the potions and the motions, Shall I 
lose My parson, my priest, my Sir Hugh? no: 


Keep 
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he gives me the proverbs and the no-verbs. Give 
me thy hand, terrestrial; so. Give me thy hand, 
celestial; so. Boys of art, I have deceived you 
both; I have directed you to wrong places: your 
hearts are mighty, your skins are w hole, and let 
burnt sack be the issue, Come, lay their swords 
to pawn. Follow me, lads of peace; follow, 
follow, follow. 

Shat. Trust me, a mad host. Follow, gen- 
tlemen, follow. 

Slen. [Aside] O sweet Anne Page! 

[Zeeunt Shal., Slen., Page, and Host. 

Caius. Ha, do I perceive dat? have you 
make-a de sot of us, ha, ha? 119 

Evans. This is ‘well; he has made us his 
vlouting-stog, I desire you that we may be 
friends; and let us knog our prains together to 
be revenge on this same scal ,» SCUIVY, cogging 
companion, the host of the Garter. 

Caius. by gar, with all my heart. He pro- 
mise to bring me where is Anne Page; by gar, 
he deceive me too, ‘ 

Evans. Well, I will smite his noddles. Pray 
you, follow. [Exeunt. 


motion and advantage: and now she’s going to 
my wife, and Falstati’s boy with her. A man 
may hear this shower sing in the wind. And 
Falstaff’s boy with her! Good plots, they are 
laid; and our revolted wiyes share damnation 
together. Well; I will take him, then torture 
my wife, pluck the borrowed veil of modesty 
from theso seeming Mistress Page, divulge Page 
himself for a secure and wilful Acton; and to 
these violent proceedings all my neighbours 
shall ery aim. [Clock heard.] The clock gives 
me my Cue, and my assurance bids me search: 
there I shall find Falstaff’: I shall be rather 
praised for this than mocked ; for it is as Positive 
as the earth is firm that Falstaff is there: 1 will 
go. 5? 

















Enter Pace, SHALLOW, SLENDER, Host, Sin 
Hucu Eyans, Catus, and Rucsy, 


Shal., Page, dc. Well met, Master Ford. 

Ford. Trust me, a good knot: I have good 
cheer at home; and I pray you all go with me. 

Shal. I must excuse myself, Master Ford. 

Slen. And so must I, sir: we have appointed 
to dine. with Mistress Anne, and I would not 
break with her for more money than Ill speak of. 

Shal. We have lingered about a match be- 
tween Anne Page and my cousin Slender, and 
this day we shall have our answer. s 60 
piles I hope I have your good will, father 

ace. 

Page. You have, Master Slender; I stand 
wholly for you: but my wife, master doctor, is 
for you altogether. en 

‘aius. Ay, be-gar; and de maid is love-a 
me: my nursh-a Quickly tell me so mush. 

Host. Whatsay youto young Master Fenton? 
he capers, he dances, he has eyes of youth, he 
writes verses, he speak: holiday, he smells April 
and May; he will carry’t, he will carry’t; ’tis in 
his buttons; he will carry’t. 7r 

Page. Not by my consent, I promise you, 
The gentleman is of no having: he kept com. 
pany with the wild prince and Poins; he is of 
too high a region; he knows too much. No, he 
shall not knit a knot in his fortunes with the 
finger of my substance : if he take her, let him 
take her simply; the wealth I have waits on my 
consent, and my consent goes not that way. 

Ford. I beseech you heartily, some of you 
go home with me to dinner: besides your cheer, 
you shall have sport; I will show you'a monster. 
Master doctor, you shall go; ‘so shall you, 
Master Page; and you, Sir Hugh. 

Shal. Well, fare you well: we shall have the 
freer wooing at Master Page's, 

[Exeunt Shal. and Sten. 

Caius. Gohome, John Rugby; I come anon, 

Exit Rugby. 

Host. Farewell, my hearts: I will to my 
honest knight Falstaff, and drink cenary with 
him. J " (Exit. 

Ford. [Aside] I think I shall drink in pipe. 
wine first with him ; I’ll make him dance. 4 ill 
you £0, gentles? 

‘ave with you to see this monster, 
[Exeunt 


Scene II. A street, 


Enter Mistress Pace and Rostn. 


Mrs Page, Nay, Loo) your way, little gal- 
lant; you were wont to ie a follower, but now 
you are a leader. Whether had pot rather lead 
mune eyes, or eye your master’s heels? 

Rob. Thad rather, forsooth, go before you 
like a man than follow him like a dwarf. 

Mrs Page. O,you area flattering boy: now 

T see you'll be a courtier. 


Enter Fonp. 


Ford. Well met, Mistress Page. Whither 
go you? ; 10 

Mrs Page. Truly, sir, to see your wife. Is 
she at home? 

Ford. Ay; and as idle as she may hang to- 
ether, for want of company. I think, if your 
1usbands were dead, you two would marry. 

ans Page. Be sure of that,—two other hus- 
ands. 

ae Where had you this pretty weather- 
cock’ 

Als Page. I cannot tell what the dickens 
his name is my husband had him of. What do 
you call your knight’s name, sirrah? 2r 

‘ob. Sir John Falstaff. 

ord. Sir John Falstaff! : 

Afrs Page. He, he; I can never hit on’s 
name. There is such a league between my good 
man and he! Is your wife at home indecd? 

Ford. Indeed she is. 

Mrs Page. By your leave, sir: Iam sick till 
T see her. “xeunt Mrs Page and Robin. 

Ford. Has Page any brains? hath he any 
eyes? hath he any thinking? ures they sleep ; 
he hath no use of them. Why, this boy will 
carry a letter twenty mile, as easy as a cannon 
will shoot point-blank twelve score. He pieces 
out his wife’s inclination 3 he gives her folly 
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the diamond: thou hast the right arched beauty 
of the brow that. becomes the ship-tire, the tire- 
valiant, or any tire of Venetian admittance. 61 

Mrs Ford. Aplain kerchief, Sir John : my 
brows become nothing else; nor that well 
neither. " 

Fal. By the Lord, thou art a traitor to say 
so: thou wouldst make an absolute courtier; 
and the firm fixture of thy foot would give an 
excellent motion to thy gait in a semi-circled 
farthingale. I see what thou wert, if Fortune 
thy foe were not, Nature thy friend. Come, 
thou canst not hide it. 71 
_ Mrs Ford. Believe me, there’s no such thing 
in me. 

Fal. What made me love thee? let that per- 
suade thee there’s something extraordinary in 
thee. Come, I cannot cog and say thou art this 
and that, like a many of these lisping hawthorn- 
buds, that come like women in men’s apparel, 
and smell like Bucklersbury in simple time; 1 
cannot: but I love thee; none but thee; and 
thou deservest it. - 8r 

Mrs Ford. Do not betray me, sir. I fear 
you love Mistress Page. 

Fal. Thou mightst as well say I love to 
walk by the Counter-gate, which is as hateful to 
me as the reek of a lime-kiln. 

Mrs Ford. Well, heaven knows how I love 
you; and ou shall one day find it. . 

Fal. Keep in that mind; I’! deserve it. 

Mrs Ford. Nay, I must tell you, so you do; 
or else I could not he in that mind. gr 

Rob. [ Within] Mistress Ford, Mistress Ford! 
here’s Mistress Page at the door, sweating and 
Liowing and looking wildly, and vyould needs 
speak with you presently. 

Fal. She shall not see me: I will ensconce 
me behind the arras. | 

Mys Jford. Pray you, do so; she’s a very — 
tattling woman. [Lalstaff hides himself. 


Re-enter MISTRESS PAGE and Rosin. 


What’s the matter? how now! 109 

Mrs Page. O Mistress Ford, what have you 
done? You’re shamed, you're overthrown, 
you're undone for ever! 

Mfrs Ford. What’s the matter, good Mis- 
tress Paye? 

Mrs Page. O well-a-day, Mistress Ford! 
having an honest man to your husband, to give 
him such cause of suspicion ! 

Mrs Ford. What cause of suspicion? 

Mrs Page. What cause of suspicion! Out 
upon you! how am I mistook in you! rit 
Mrs Ford. Why, alas, what’s the matter? 

Mrs Page. Your husband’s coming hither, 
-| woman, with all the officers in Windsor, to 
search for a gentleman that he says is here now 
in the house by your consent, to tale an ill ad- 
vantage of his absence: you are undone. 

Mrs Ford. *Vis not so, I hope. 

Mrs Page. Pray heaven it be not so, that 
you have such a man here! but’tis most certain 


e: your husband’s coming, wi alf Wi at 
should be a pitiful lady! his heels, to search for atieers Y Se 


Fal. Let the court of France show me such | fore to tell you k 
another. I see how thine eye would emulate | why, I am glad of it sae Rumetare ss Gerd 
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ScENE II. A room in Forn’s house. 


Enter Mistress Forp and MisTREss Pace. 


Mrs Ford. What, John! What, Robert! 

Mrs Page. Quickly, quickly! Is the buck- 
basket— F 

Mrs Ford. Iwarrant. What, Robin, I say! 


Enter Servants with a basket. 


Mrs Page. Come, come, come. 

Mrs Ford. Here, set it down. 

‘Mrs Page. Give your men the charge; we 
must be brief. 

Mrs Ford, Marry, asI told you before, John 
and Robert, be ready here hard by in the brew- 
house: and when I suddenly call you, come 
forth, and without any pause or staggering take 
this basket on your shoulders: that done, trudge 
with it in all haste, and carry it among the 
whitsters in Datchet-mead, and there empty it 
in the muddy ditch close by the ‘Uhames side. 

Mrs Page. You will do it? 

Mrs Ford. The told them over and over; 
they lack no direction. Be gone, and come 
when youare called. [Hxeunt Servants. 20 

Mrs Page. Here comes little Robin. ~ 


Enter Rosy. 


Mrs Ford, How now, my ecyas-musket! 
what news with you? 4 ; 

Rob. My master, Sir John, is come in at 
your back-door, Mistress Ford, and requests 
your company. : 

Mrs Page. You little Jack-a-Lent, have you 
been true to us? 

Ay, L’ll be sworn. My master knows 
not of your being here and hath threatened to 
put me into everlasting liberty if I tell you of it ; 
for he swears he’ll turn me away. 

Mrs Page. Thou’rt a good boys this serecy 
of thine shall be a tailor to thee and_ shall 
make thee a new doublet and hose. I’ll go 
hide me. 

Mrs Ford. Doso. Go tell thy master Tam 
alone. [Exit Robin.] Mistress Page, remember 
you your cue, ‘. i 

Mrs Page, Iwarrant thee; if I do not act it, 
hiss me. ait. 4x 

Mrs Ford. Go to, then: well use this 
unwholesome humidity, this gross watery 

umpion; we'll teach him to know turtles 

‘om. jays. 


Enter FALSTAFF. 


Fal. HayeI caught thee, my heavenly jewel? 
Why, now let me die, for I have lived long 
enough: this is the period of my ambition; O 
this blessed hour! 

Mfrs Ford. O sweet Sir John! 49 

Fal. Mistress Ford, I cannot cog, I cannot 
prate, Mistress Ford. Now shall I sin in my 
wish: I would thy husband were dead: I'll 
spe He before the best lord ; I would make thee 
my lady. 

Mrs Ford. I your lady, Sir John! alas, I 
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Caius. By gar, ’tis no the fashion of France; 
it is not jealous in I'rance. 

Page. Nay, follow him, gentlemen; see the 
issue of his search. 

[Exeunt Page, Caius, and Evans. 
£ nia pes As there not a double excellency 
in this 

Ars Ford. I know not which pleases me bet- 
ter, that my husband is deceived, or Sir John. 

Mrs Page. Whata taking was he in when 
your husband asked who was in the basket! 

Mrs Ford. I am half afraid he will have 
need of washing; so throwing him into the 
water will do him a benefit. 

Jfrs Page. Hang him, dishonest rascal! I 
would all of the same strain were in the same 
distress, e 

Mrs Ford. I think my husband hath some 
special suspicion of Falstaft’s being here; for 

never saw him so gross in his jealousy till now. 

Airs Page. Iwill lay a plot to oy that; and 
we will yet have more tricks with Falstaff: his 
dissolute disease will scarce obey this medicine. 

M73 Ford, Shallwe send that foolish carrion, 
Mistress Quickly, to him, and excuse his throw: 
ing into the water; and give him another hope, 
to betray him to another punishment? 

Mrs Page. We will do it: let him be sent 
for to-morrow, eight o'clock, to have amends. 


Re-enter Ford, Pace, Carus, and Sin Hucu 
EVANS. 


Ford. I cannot find him: may be the knaye 
bragged of that he could not compass. 

ee zs Page. [Aside to Mrs Ford] Heard you 
a 

Afrs Ford. You use me well, Master F ‘ord, 
do you? 

Ford. Ay, I doso. 

Mfrs Ford. Heaven make you better than 
your thoughts! 

Ford. Amen! : 220 

Afrs Page. You do yourself mighty wrong, 
Master Ford. 

Ford. Ay, ay; I must bear it. 

Evans. Ié there be any pody in the house, 
and in the chambers, and in the coffers, and in 
the presses, heaven forgive my sins at the day of 
judgement! - 

Gaius. By gar, nor I too: there is no bodies. 

Page. Vie, fie, Master Ford! are you not 
ashamed? What spirit, what devil suggests this 
imagination? I would not ha’ your distemper 
in this kind for the wealth of Windsor Castle. 

F Ford. ‘Tis my fault, Master Page: I suffer 
‘or it. 

Evans. You suffer for a pad_conscience: 
your wife is as honest a ’omans as I will desires 
ainong five thousand, and five hundred too. 

Caius. By gar, I sce ’tis an honest woman, 

Ford. Well, [promised youadinner. Come, 
come, walk in the Park: {pray you, pardon me; 
T will hereafter make mown to you why I have 
done this. Come, wife; come, Mistress Page. 
I eiyyouspardon me; pray heartily, pardon me. 

Page. et’s go in gentlemen; but, trust 
me, we'll mock him, Ido invite you to-morrow 
morning to my housé to breakfast: after, we'll 


here, convey, convey him out. Be not amazed; 
call all your senses to you; defend your reputa- 
tion, or bid farewell to your good life for ever. 

Mrs Ford. What shall I do? There is a 
gentleman my dear friend; and I fear not mine 
own shame so much as his peril: I had rather 
(ie a thousand pound he were out of the 
nouse. 

Ms Page. For shame! never stand ‘you 
had rather’ and_‘you had rather:* your hus- 
band’s here at hand; bethink you of some 
conveyance: in the house you cannot hide him. 
O, how have you deceived me! Look, here is a 
basket : if he be of any reasonable stature, he 
may creep in here; and throw foul linen upon 
him, as if it were going to bucking: or—it is 
whiting-time—send him by your two men to 
Datchet-mead. : 141 

Mrs Ford. He's too big to go in there, 
What shall I do? 

Fal. (Coming Jonward Let me sce’t, let 
me sce’t, 0, let me see’t! Tllin, Ulin, Follow 
your friend’s counsel. I’ll in. 

Mrs Page. What, Sir John Falstaff! Are 
these your letters, knight ? 

Fal. I love thee. Help me away. Let me 
creep in here. I?ll never— 150 

[Gets into the basket ; they cover hin 
with foul linen. 

Mrs Page. Velp to cover your master, hoy. 
Gall Hou men, Mistress Ford. ‘You dissembling 

ight 

Mrs Ford. What, John! Robert! John! 

[Exit Robin. 






























Re-enter Servants. 


Go take up these clothes here quickly. Where’s 
the cowl-staff? look, how you drumble! Carry 
them tothe laundress in Datchet-mead 3; quickly, 
come, ¢ 


Enier Forp, Pace, Carus, and Sm Huan 
Lvans. 

Ford. Pray you, come near: if I suspect 
without cause, why then make sport at me; 
then let me be your jest; I deserve it. How 
now! whither bear you this? 

Serv._ To the laundress, forsooth. " 

fis Ford. Why, what have you to do whi- 
ther they bear it? You were best meddle with 
buck-washing. 

Ford. Buck! I would I could wash myself 
of the buck! Buck, buck, buck! Ay, buck; I 
warrant you, buck; and of the season too, it shal] 
appear. [Exeunt Servants with the basket. 
Gentlemen, I have dreamed to-night; I'll tel 
you my dream. Here, here, here be my keys: 
ascend my chambers; search, seek, find out: Vl 
warrant we'll unkennel the fox. Let me stop 
this way first. [Locking the door.) So, now 
uneape. 

Page. Good Master Ford, be contented: you 
wrong yourself too much. 

Ford. True, Master Pace. Up, gentlemen ; 
you shall see sport anon: follow me, gentlemen. 


it. 
. Evans. This is fezy fantastical humours and 
ieslousies, 
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Shal. Mistress Anne, my cousin loves you. 

Sten. Ay, that I do; as well as I love any 
woman in Gloucestershire. : 

Shal. He will maintain you like a gentle- 
woman. ; 

Slen._ Ay, that I will, come cut and long- 
tail, under the degree of a squire. 

Shal. He will make you a hundred and fifty 
pounds jointure, a5 

‘Anne. Good Master Shallow, let him woo 
for himself. 5 

Shal. Marry, [thank you for it; I thank you 
for that good comfort, She calls you, coz: I’ 
leave you. 

Anne. Now, Master Slender,— 

Slen. Now, good Mistress Anne,— 

Anne. What is your will? 

Slen. My will! ’od’s heartlings, that’s a prett 
jest indeed! Ine’er made my will yet, 1 thank 
heaven; I am not such a sickly creature, I give 
heaven praise. 2 

Anne. Imean, Master Slender, what would 
you with me? i 

_Slen. Truly, for mine own part, I would 
little or nothing with you. Your father and 
my uncle hath made motions : if it be my luck, 
so; if not, happy man be his dole! They can 
tell you how things go better than I can: you 
may ask your father ; here he comes. 70 


Enter PAGE and Mistress PAGE. 


Page. Now, Master Slender: love him, 
daughter Anne. 
Why, how now! what does Master Fenton here? 
You wrong me, sir, thus still to haunt my house: 
I told you, sir, ry ne EE is disposed of, 

Fent. Nay, Master Page, be not impatient. 

Mrs Page. Good Master Fenton, come not 

to my child. 

Page. She is no match for you. 

Fent. Sir, will you hear me? 

Page. No, good Master Fenton. 
Come, Master Shallow ; come, son Slender, in. 
Knowing my mind, you wrong me, Master 

Fenton, [Zxewnt Page, Shal., and Slen. 
uc Speak to Mistress Page. 8x 
rent. Good Mistress Page, for that I love 
your daughter c 
In such a righteous fashion as I do, 
Perforce, against all checks, rebukes and 
manners, 
I must advance the colours of my love 
And not retire: let me have your good will. 
Anne. Good mother, do not marry me to 
ponds fool. I 

Mrs Page. I mean it not; cy 

aes husband. PAGES 

nick. That’s my master, master doctor. 

Anne, Alas, Thad rather be set quick i’ the 


earth go 
And bowl'd to death with turnips! 


DLs Page. Come, ti ” ‘ 
: ‘aster Renton, roublenot yourself. Good 
will not be your friend nor enemy : 
My daughter will I questi y she 4 
Aileen pea eee ne 


a-birding together; I havea fine hawk for the 
bush ae it be so? 

Ford. Any thing. = 

Evans. If there % one, I shall make two in 
the company. 251 

Caius. If dere be one or two, I shall make-a 
the turd. 

Ford. Pray you, go, Master Page. 

Evans. I pray you now, remembrance to- 
morrow on the lousy knave, mine host. 
4 Caius. Dat is good; by gar, with all my 
heart! 

Evans. A lousy knave, to have his gibes 
and his mockeries! [Exeunt. 















Sorne IV. 4 700m in Pace’s house. 


Enter FENTON and ANNE PAGE. 


Fent. Isee I cannot get thy father's love; 
Therefore no more turn me to him, sweet Nan. 
Anne. Alas, how then? 
Fent. Why, thou must be thyself. 
He doth object I am too great of birth ; 
‘And that, my state being gall’d with my expense, 
Tseck to heal it only by his wealth: 
Besides these, other bars he lays before me, 
My riots past, my wild socicties 
‘And tells me’tis a thing impossible 
I should love thee but as a property. 10 
anne. May be he tells you true, = 
Fent. No, heaven so speed me in my time to 


come! 

Albeit I will confess thy father’s wealth 

Was the first motive that I woo'd thee, Anne: 

Yet, wooing thee, I found thee of more value 

Than stamps in gold or sums in sealed bags ; 

And ’tis the very riches of thyself 

That now I aim at. 

Anne. Gentle Master Fenton, 

Yet seek my father’s love; still seek it, sir: 

Tf opportunity and humblest suit 20 

Cannot attain it, why, then,—hark you hither! 
They converse apart. 


Enter SHALLOW, SLENDER, and MISTRESS 
QuickLy. 
Shal, Break their talk, Mistress Quickly: 
my kinsman shall speak for himself. 
Slen. I'll make a shaft or a bolt on’t: ’slid, 
*tis but venturing. ° 
Shal. Be not dismayed. 
Slen. No, she shall not dismay me: I care 
not for that, but that Lam afeard. 
Quick. Hark ye; Master Slender would 
speak a word with you. 30 
Anne. Icome to him. [Aside] This is my 
father’s choice. 
O, what a world of vile ill-favour'd faults 
Looks handsome in three hundred pounds a- 


year! 
Quick. And how does good Master Fenton ? 
ae you, s word with you. 
hal. She’s coming; to her, coz. O boy, 
thou hadst a father! : 4 
Slen. I had a father, Mistress Anne; my 
unele ae ell you Boee iets ofhim. Pray you, 
uncle, istress Anne the jest, how my father | Till then farew ir: tale 
stole two geese out of a pen, good aaa, 4x | Her othe renal oe musi needs go in ; 
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Quick. Alas the day! good heart, that was 
not her fault: she does so take on with her 
men; they mistook their erection. iat 

Fat. So did I mine, to build upon a foolis! 
woman’s promise. f F E 

Quick. Well, she laments, sir, for it, that it 
would yearn your heart tosee it. Her husband 
goes this morning a-birding; she desires you 
once more to come to her between eight and 
nine: I must carry her word quickly: she’ll 
make you amends, I warrant you. 

Fal. Well, I will visit her: tell her so; and 
bid her think what a man is: let her consider 
his frailty, and then judge of my merit. 52 

wick, Iwill teller. 
ral. Do so. Between nine and ten, sayest 
thou? . C95 

Cats Eight and nine, sir. i 

Val. Well, be gone: I will not miss her. _ 

Juick. Peace be with you, sir. [Lxit. 

fal. I marvel I hear not of Master Brook ; 

he sent me word to stay within: I like his 

money well. O, here he comes. 60 
Enter Forp. 

Ford. Bless you, sir! 

Fal. Now, Master Brook, you come to Inow 
what pee between me and Ford’s wife? 

Ford. That, indeed, Sir John, is my business, 

Fal. Master Brook, I will not lie to you: I 
was at her house the hour she appointed me. 

Ford. And sped you, sir? 

Fal. Very ill-favouredly, Master Brook. 

Ford. How so, sir? Did she change her de- 
termination ? 70 

Fal. No, Master Brook; but the peaking 
Cornuto her husband, Master Brook, welling 
in a continual ’larum of jealousy, comes me in 
the instant of our encounter, after we had em- 
braced, kissed, protested, and, as it were, spoke 
the prologue of our comedy ; and at his heels a 
rabble of his companions, thither provoked and 
instigated by his distemper, and, forsooth, to 
search his house for his wife's love. 

Ford. What, while you were there ? 80 

Fal. While I was there. 

Ford. And did he search for you, and could 
not find you? 

al. You shall hear. As good luck would 
have it, comes in one Mistress Page; gives intel. 
ligence of Ford’s approach ; and, in her invention 
and Ford’s wife’s distraction, they conveyed me 
into a buck-basket. 

Ford. _A buck-basket! 89 

Fal. By the Lord, a buck-basket! rammed 
me in with foul shirts and smocks, socks, foul 
stockings, greasy napkins ; that, Master Brook, 
there was the rankest compound of villanous 
smell that ever offended nostril. 

Ford. And how Jong lay you there? 

b 


Fent. Farewell, gentle mistress: farewell, 
Yan. _ Utceunt Mrs Page and Anne. 
Quick. This is my doing, now: ‘Nay, said 
I, ‘will you cast away your child on a fool, and 
aphysician? Look on Master Fenton?’ this is 
my_doing. 102 
ent. i assis thee; and I pray thee, once 
to-nigh 

Give my sweet Nan this ring: there’s for thy 


























Quick. Now heayen send thee good fortune! 
[Zeit Penton.) A kind heart he hath: a woman 
would run through. fire and water for such a 
kind heart. But yet I would my master had 
Mistress Anne; or I would Master Slender 
had her; _or, in sooth, I would Master Fenton 
had her: I will do what I can for them all three; 
for so I have promised, and I'll be as good as 
my word; but speciously for Master Fenton. 
‘Well, [ must of another errand to Sir John 
Falstaff from my two mistresses: what a beast 
am I to slack it! [Exit. 


Scene V. A room in the Garter Inn. 


Enter FaustaFF and BARDOLPH. 


Fal._ Bardolph, I say,— 

Bard, Here, sir. 

Fal. Go fetch me a quart of sack; put a 
toast in’t, [Hit Bard.) Have I lived to be 
carried in a basket, like a barrow of butcher's 
offal, and to be thrown in the Thames? Well, 
if I be served such another trick, I°ll have my 
brains ta’en out and buttered, and give them to 
a dog for a new-year's gift. The rogues slighted 
me into the river with as little remorse as they 
would have drowned a blind bitch’s puppies, 
fifteen 7 the litter: and you may know by my 
size that I have a kind of alacrity in sinking; if 
the bottom were as deenias hell, I should down. 
I had been drowned, but that the shore was 
shelvy and shallow,—a death that I abhor; for 
the Water swells a man; and what a thing 
should I have been when I had been swelled! 
T should have been a mountain of mummy. 


Re-enter BARDOLPH with sack. 

Bard. Here's Mistress Quickly, sir, to speak 
with you. ~ v 21 

Fal. Come, let me pour in some sack to the 
Thames water; for my belly’s as cold as if I 
had swallowed snowballs for pills to cool the 
reins. Call her in. 

Bard. Come in, woman! 


Enter MistRESS QUICKLY. 
Quick. By your leave; I cry you mercy: 

give your worship good morrow. 

Fal. Take away these chalices. Go brew me 
a pottle of sack finely, _ 30 

Bard. With eggs, sir? 
_ Fal. Simple of itself; I'll no_pullet-sperm 
in my brewage. (£zit Bardolph.] How now! 

Quick. Marry, sir, 1 come to your worship 
from Mistress Ford. 

al. Mistress Ford! Ihave had ford enough; 
I was thrown into the ford; I have my belly 
full of ford. 


Fal. Nay, you shail hear, Master Brook. 
what Ihave suffered to bring this woman to evil 
for your good. Being thus crammed in the 
basket, @ couple of Ford's knaves, his hinds, 
were called forth by their mistress to carry mein 
the name of foul clothes to Datchet-lane : they 
took me on their shoulders; met the jealous 
knave their master in the door, who asked them 
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once or twice what they had in their basket: T 
quaked for fear, lest the lunatic knave would 
have searched it; but fate, ordaining he should 
be accuckold, held his hand. Well: on went he 
fora search, and away went I for foul clothes. 
But mark the sequel, Master Brook: I suffered 
the pangs of three several deaths; first, an in- 
tolerable fright, to be detected with a jealous 
rotten bell-wether; next, to be compassed, like 
a good bilbo, in the circumference of a peck, hilt 
to point, heel to head ; and then, to be stopped 
in, like astrong distillation, with stinking clothes 
that fretted in their own grease: think of that, 
—a man of my kidney,—think of that,—that am 
as subject to heat as butter; a man of continual 
dissolution and thaw ; it was a miracle to ‘scape 
suffocation. And in the height of this bath, 
when I was more than half stewed in grease, 
likea Dutch dish, to be thrown into the Thames, 
and cooled, glowing hot, in that surge, like a 
horse-shoe; think of that,—hissing hot,—think 
of that, Master Brook. 4 

Ford. In good sadness, sir, I am sorry that 
for my sake you have suttered all this. My suit 
then is cesierale you'll undertake her no more? 

Fal. Master Brook, I will be thrown into 
Etna, as I have been into Thames, ere I will 
leave her thus. Her husband is this morning 
gone a-birding: I have received from her an- 
other embassy of meeting ; ’twixt eight and nine 
is the hour, Master Brook. 

Ford. Tis past eight already, sir. 

Fal. Isit? I will then address me to my ap- 
ointment. Come to me at your convenient 
eisure, and you shall know how I speed; and 

the conclusion shall be crowned with your en- 
oying her, Adieu. Youshall haye her, Master 
rook ; Master Brook, you shall cuckold Ford. 
Exit. 

Ford. Hum! ha! is this a vision? is this a 
dream? do I sleep? Master Ford, awake! awake, 
Master Ford! there’s a hole made in your best 
coat, Master Ford. This ’tis to be married! this 
*tis to have linen and buck-baskets! Well, I 
will proclaim myself what I am: I will now 
take the lecher; he is at my house; he cannot 
’scape me; ’tis impossible he should; he cannot 
creep into a halfpenny purse, nor into a pepper- 
box pAb lest the devil that guides him should 
aid him, I willsearch impossible places. Though 
what I am I cannot avoid, yet to be what I 
would not shall not make me tame: if I have 
horns to make one mad, let the proverb go with 


me: Ill be horn-mad. [Ezit. 
ACT IV. 
Scene lI. A street. 


Enter MisTRESS Pace, MISTRESS QUIOKLY, 
and WILLIAM. 


Mrs Poge. Is he at Master Ford’s al 
think’st thou? bendy, 

Quick. Sure he is by this, or will be pre- 
sently: but, truly, he is very courageous mad 
about his throwing into the water. Mistress 
Ford desires you to come suddenly. 

Mrs Page. Vil be with her by and by; I’Il 


[Act iv 


but bring my young man hereto school. Look, 
where his master comes ;’tis a playing-day, I see, 


Enter Sin HucH Evans. 


How now, Sir Hugh! no school to-day ? 70 
Evans. No; niaster Slender is let the boys 
leave to lay. 3 : 
wick. Blessing of his heart! 
irs Page, Sir Hugh, my husband says 
my_son_profits inlet the world at his 
book. I pray you, ask him some questions in 
his accidence. * ion 
Evans. Come hither, William ; hold up your 
head; come. : 
Afrs Page. Come on, sirrah; hold up your 
head; answer your master, be not afraid, "20 
Evans, William, how many numbers is in 
nouns ¢ i 
Will. Two. 
Quick. aang I thought there had been one 
number more, because they say, ‘’Od’s nouns.’ 
Evans. Peace yourtattlings! Whatis ‘fair,’ 
William? 


Will. Pulcher. * i 
wick. Polecats! there are fairer things than 
polecats, sure. 30 


Evans. You are a very simplicity oman: 1 
pray you, peace. What is ‘lapis,’ William? 

Will. Astone. | a. 

Evans, And what is ‘a stone,’ William? 

Will. Apebble. | 

Evans. No, itis ‘lapis :’ I pray you, remem- 
ber in your prain. 


Will, Lapis. | F 
Evans. That is a good William. What is 
he, William, that does Jend articles? 40 


Will. Articles are borrowed of the pronoun, 
and be thus declined, Singulariter, nominativo, 
hic, hee, hoc. * 

Evans. Nominativo, hig, hag, hog; pray 
you, mark: genitivo, hujus. Well, what is 
your accusative case? 

Will. Accusativo, hinc. i 

Evans. I pray you, have your remembrance, 
child ; accusativo, hung, hang, hog. 

Quick. ‘Hang-hog’ is Latin for bacon, 1 
warrant you. SI 
_ Evans. Leave your prabbles, oman. What 
is the focative case, William ? 

Will. Q,—vocativo, O. 

Evans. Remember, William ; focative iscaret. 

Guicke And that’s a good root. : 

fvans. ’Oman, forbear. 
Dfrs Page. Peace! 


Evans. What is your genitive case plural, 
William? 60 

Will. Genitive case! 

Evans. Ay. 


Will. Genitive,—horum, harum, | : 
Quick. Vengeance of Jenny's case! fe on 
her ! never name her, child, if she be a whore. 
Boone: Jos ane oman, ‘ 
wick. You do ill to tea i 
words: he teaches him to fae ae ee 
which they'll do fast enough of the i 


to call ‘horum :? fie upon you ! angeles ent 
Evans. ’Oman, art thou lunatics? hast thou 


no understandings for thy cases and the numbers 
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of the genders? Thou art as foolish Christian 
creatures as I would desires. 

Mrs Page. Prithee, hold thy peace. 

Evans. Show me now, William, some de- 
clensions of your pronouns. 

Will. Forsooth, I have forgot. 

Evans. It is qui, que, quod: if you forget 
your ‘quies,’ your ‘quis,’ and your ‘quods,’ 
you must be preeches. Go your ways, and 


plays go. . 
Mrs Page. He is a better scholar than I 
thought he was. | 
Jivans. We isa good sprag memory. Fare- 
well, Mistress Page. 
Jfrs Page. Adieu, good Sir Hugh. 
[Exit Sir Hugh] 
Come, we stay too long. 
[Eaeunt. 


Get you home, boy. 


ScenEIL 4 room in Forn's house. 
Enter Fatstarr and Mistress Forp. 


Fal. Mistress Ford, your sorrow hath eaten 
up my sufferance. I see you are obsequious in 
four love, and I wroes requital to a hair's 

readth; not only, Mistress ord, in the simple 
office of love, but in all the accoutrement, com- 
plement and ceremony of it. But are you sure 

of your husband now? 
rs Ford. He's a-birding, sweet Sir John. 

Afys Page. [Within] What, ho, gossip Ford! 
what, ho! . 10 

Mrs Ford. Step into the chamber, Sir John. 

[Exit Falstag. 


Enter MIsTRESS Pace. 


Mrs Page. How now, sweetheart! who’s at 
home besides yourself? 4 

Mfrs Ford. Why, none but mine own people. 

Ars Page, Indecd! | 

Mrs Ford. No, certainly. [Aside to her] 
Speak louder. 

Mrs Page. Truly, I am so glad you have 
nobody here. 

Mrs Ford. Why? 
. Mrs Page. Why, woman, your husband 
in his old lunes again: he so takes on yonder 
with my husband ; so rails against all married 

“mankind; so curses all Eye's daughters, of 

what complexion socyer; and so buffets himself 
on the forehead, crying, ‘Peer out, peer out!’ 
that any madness I ever yet beheld seemed but 
tameness, civility and patience, to this his dis- 
temper he isin now: I am glad the fat knight 
is not here, " 

Afrs Ford, Why, does he talk of him? 30 

Mrs Page. Of none but him; and swears he 
Was carried out, the last time he searched for 
him, in a basket; protests to my husband he is 
now here, and hath drawn him and the rest of 
their company from their sport, to make another 
experiment of his suspicion: but I am glad the 
knight is not here; now he shall see his own 
foolery. 

Ms Ford. How near is he, 

Mrs Page, Hard by; 

ere anon. 


20 
18 


Mistress Page? 
at street end; he will 
4r 
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; Mrs Ford. I am undone! The knight is 
here. 

Mrs Page. Why then you are_utterly 
shamed, and he’s but a dead man. What a 
woman are you!—Away with him, away with 
him! better shame than murder, 

Mrs Ford. Which way should he go? how 
should I bestow him? Shall I put him into 
the basket again? 


Re-enter FALSTAFF. 


Fal. No, I'll come no more i’ the basket. 
Lay I not go out ere he come ? Sf 
Mfrs Page. Alas, three of Master Ford's bro- 
thers watch the door with pistols, that none 
shall issue out; otherwise you might slip away 
erehe came. But what make you here? | 
al. What shall 1 do? I'll creep up into 
the chimney, 
Mfrs Ford. There they always use to dis- 


charge their birding-pieces. reep into the 
60 


kiln-hole. 

Fal. Where is it? 

Mrs Ford. He will seck there, on my word. 
Neither press, coffer, chest, trunk, well, vault 
but he hath an abstract for the remembrance of 
such places, and goes to them by his note: there 
is no hiding you in the house. 

Fal. I'll go out then. 

Mrs Page. 1 you go out in your own sem- 
blance, you die, Sir John. Unless you go out 
disguised— : 69 

Mrs Ford. How might we disguise him? 

Mrs Page. Alas the day, Iknownot! There 
is no woman’s gown big enough for him; other- 
wise he might put on a hat, a mufier and a 
kerchief, and so escape, : Z 

Fal. Good hearts, devise something; any 
extremity rather than a mischief. 

Mrs Ford. My maid’s aunt, the fat woman 
of Brentford, has a gown above. é : 

Mrs Page. On my word, it will serve him; 
she’s as big as he is: and there’s her thrummed 
hat and her muffler too. Run up, Sir John, 

Mrs Ford. Go, go, sweet Sir Jolin: Mistress 
Page and I will look some linen for your head. 


Mrs Page. Quick, quick! we'll come dress 
you straight: put on the-gown the while. 8x 
[Kxit Falstaf. 


Mrs Ford. Iwould my husband would meet 
him in this Shapes he cannot abide the old 
woman of Brentford; he swears she’s a witch; 
forbade her my house and hath threatened to 

at her. . 

Mfrs Page, Heaven guide him to thy hus- 
band’s cudgel, and the devil guide his cudgel 
afterwards ! 5 S 

Mrs Ford. But is my husband coming? 

Mrs Page. Ay, in good sadness, is he; and 
talks of the basket too, howsoever he hath had 
intelligence. 

Afrs Ford. We'll try that; for I'll appoint 
my men to carry the basket again, to meet 
at the door with it, as they did last time. 

Mrs Page. Nay, but he’ll be here presenti; + 
let’s go dress him like the witch of Brentford. 

Mrs Ford. Vl first direct my men what 
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they shall dowith the basket. Goup; I'll bring 
linen for him straight. | 2 (Exit. 
Mrs Page. Hang him, dishonest varlet! we 
cannot misuse him enough. * 3 
We'll leave a proof, by that which we will do, 
Wives may be merry, and yet honest too: 
We do not act that often jest and jepehi 
"Tis old, but true, Still swine eats all t] « nee 
ait. 


Re-enter MISTRESS FORD with two Servants. 


Mrs Ford. Go, sits, take the basket again on 
your shoulders; your master is hard at door; if 
he bid you set it down, obey him: quickly, dis 

atch. : eb. 
v Lirst Serv. Come, come, take it up. 

See. Serv. Pray heaven it be not full of 
knight again. x 

First Serv. I hope not; I had as lief bear so 
much lead. 


Enter Forp, PacE, SHALLOW, Catus, and 
Sir Huew Evans. 

Ford. Ay, but if it prove true, Master Page, 
have you any way then to unfool me again? 
Set down the basket, villain! Somebody call 
my wife, Youth in a basket! O you pandarly 
rascals! there’s a knot, a ging, a pack, a con- 
Spicy against me: now shall the devil be 
shamed. What, wife, I say! Come, come 
forth! Behold what honest clothes you send 
forth to bleaching! 


Page. Why, this passes, Master Ford; you 
are not to go loose any longer; you must be 
pinioned. 


Evans. Why, this is lunatics! this is mad as 
amad dog! 13 
_ Shal. Indeed, Master Ford, this is not well, 
indeed. 

Ford. So say I too, sir. 


Re-enter Mistress Forp. 
Come hither, Mistress Ford ; Mistress Ford, the 
honest woman, the modest wife, the virtuous 
creature, that hath the jealous fool to her hus- 
band! i suspect without cause, mistress, do I? 
Mrs Ford. Heaven be my witness you do, if 
you suspect me in any dishonesty. _, 14° 
Ford. Well said, brazen-face! hold it out. 
Come forth, sirrah! 
[Pulling clothes out of the basket. 
Page._ This passes! 
Mrs Ford. Are you not ashamed? let the 
clothes alone. 
Ford. shall find you anon. 
Evans. "Tis unreasonable! Will you take 
up your wife's clothes? Come away. 
‘ord. Empty the basket, I say! 
Mrs Ford. Why, man, why? 150 
Ford. Master Page, as I am a man, there 
was one conveyed out of my house yesterday in 
this basket: why may not he be there again? 
In my house I am sure he is: my intelligence 
is true; my jealousy is reasonable. Pluc 
out all the Jinen, 
Mrs Ford. If you find a man there, he shall 
die a flea’s death. 
Page. Here’s no man. 


[Act ry 
Shal. By my fidelity, this is not well, Master 
Ford; this wrongs you. 16r 


Evans, Master Ford, you must pray, and 
not follow the imaginations of your own heart: 
this is jealousies. 

Ford, Well, he’s not here I seek for, 

Page. No, nor nowhere else but in your 
brain. 4 

Ford. Hele to search my house this one 
time. IfI find not what I seek, show no colour 
for my extremity ; let me for ever be your table- 
sport; let them say of me, ‘As jealous as Ford, 
that searched a hollow walnut for his wife's 
leman,’ Satisfy me once more; once more 
search with me. : 

Mrs Ford. What, ho, Mistress Page! come 
you and the old woman down; my husband 
will come into the chamber. 

Ford. Old woman! what old woman’s that? 

Mrs Ford. Why, it is my maid's aunt of 
Brentford. 379 

Ford. A witch, a quean, an old cozening 
quean! Have I not forbid her'my house?, She 
comes of errands, does she? We are simple 
men; we do not know what’s brought to pass 
under the profession of fortune-telling. She 
works by charms, by spells, by the figure, and 
such daubery as this is, eyond our element: we 
know nothing. Come_down, you witch, you 
hag. you; come down, I say! 

Mrs Ford. Nay, good, sweet husband ! Good 
gentlemen, let him not strike the old woman, 


Re-enter FALSTAFF in woman’s clothes, and 
MISTREsS PAGE. 

Mrs Page.. Come, Mother Prat ; come, give 
me your hand. i 

Ford. Ill prat her. [Beating him] Out of 
my door, you witch, you hag, you baggage, you 
polecat, you ronyon! out, out! Ill conjure 
you, I’ll fortune-tell you. [Exit Falstaff. 

Mrs Page. Are you not ashamed? I think 
you have killed the poor woman. 

Mrs Ford. Nay,he willdoit. "Tis a goodly 
credit for you. 200 

Ford. ang her, witch! 

Evans, By yea and no, I think the oman is 
a witch indeed: I like not when a ’oman has 
a great peard; I spy a great peard under his 
muffler. , 

Ford. Will you follow, gentlemen? TI be- 
seech you, follow; see but the issue of my 
jealousy : if I ery out thus upon no trail, never 
trust me when I open again. 

Page. Let’s obey his humour a little further: 
come, gentlemen. . 2mr 
[£xeunt Ford, Page, Shal., Caius, and Evans. 
; as Page. Trust me, he beat him most piti- 

ully. 

Mrs Ford. Nay, by the mass, that he did 
not ; he beat him most unpitifully, HeHoReLe 

Mrs Page. I'l have the cudgel hallowed 
and hung o'er the altar; it hath done meritorious 
service. 

Mrs Ford. What think 
the warrant of womanhood 
good conscience, 
revenge? 


you? may we, with 
l and the Wiese of 
Pursue him with any further 
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Mrs Page. Thespirit of wantonness is, sure, 
scared out of him: if the devil have him not 
in fee-simple, with fine and recovery, he will 

“ never, J think, in the way of waste, attempt us 


ain. 
ae Ford. Shall we tell our husbands how 
we have served him ? at 229 

Ars Page. Yes, by all means; if it be but to 
scrape the figures out of your husband's brains. 
If they can find in their hearts the poor unvir- 
tuous fat night shall be any further afflicted, 
we two will still be the ministers. 

Mrs Ford. Wl warrant theyll have him 
publicly shamed ; and methinks there would be 
no period to the jest, should he not be publicly 
shamed. ‘ 

Mrs Page. Come, to the forge with it then; 
shape it: I would not have things cool. 

: [Zxeunt. 


Scene III. .A room in the Garter Inn. 
Enter Host and Barpourn. 


Bard. Sir, the Germans desire to have three 
of your horses: the duke himself will be to- 
morrow at court, and they are going to meet 


m. 

Host. What duke should that be comes so 
secretly? I hear not of him in the court. Let 
me speak with the gentlemen: they speak 
English ? ' 

Bard. Ay, sir; I'll call them to you. 9 

Host. They shall have my horses; but I’ll 
make them pay; Ill sauce them: they have had 
my house a week at command; I have turned 
away my other suests: they must come off; Ill 
sauce them. Come. [Exeunt. 


Scrne IV.. A room in Forv's house. 


Enter Pac, Forp, Mistress PaGE, MISTRESS 
Forp, and Sir Hue Evans. 


Evans. "Tis one of the best discretions of a 
’oman as ever I did look upon. 
Page. And did he send you both these letters 
ataninstant? 
Mrs Page. Within a quarter of an hour. 
Ford. Pardon me, wife. Henceforth do what 
thou wilt ; 4 
T rather will suspect the sun with cold 
Than thee with wantonness: now doth thy 
honour stand, F 
Tn him that was of late an heretic, 
As firm as faith. 5 
‘age. *Tis well, ‘tis well; no more: 10 
Be not as extreme in submission 
Asin offence. 2 
But let our plot go forward : let our wives 
Yet once again, to make us public sport, 
(Appoint a meeting with this old fat fellow, 
Where we may take him and disgrace him for it, 
Ford, There is no better way than that they 


ioke of. 

Page. How? to send him word they'll meet 
him in the park at midnight? Fie, fie! he'll 
never come. 

_ Evans. You say he has been thrown in the 
Tivers and has been grievously peaten as an old 
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’oman ; methinks there should be terrors in him 
that he should not come; methinks his flesh is 
punished, he shall haye no desires. 
‘age. Sothink I too. k 
Mrs Ford. Devise but how you’ll use him 
when he comes, ‘ i ; 
And let us two devise to bring him thither. 
Mrs Page. There is an old tale goes that 
Herne the hunter, | 
Sometime a keeper here in Windsor forest, 
Doth all the winter-time, at still midnight, 30 
Mall round about an oak, with great ragg’d 
horns ; 
And there he blasts the tree and takes the cattle 
And pal milch-kine yield blood and shakes 
achain 
Ina most hideous and dreadful manner : 
You Nias heard of such a spirit, and well you 
now 
The superstitious idle-headed eld 
Received and did deliver to our age 
This tale of Herne the hunter for a truth, 
Page. Why, yet there want not many that 
do fear _ 
In deep of night to walk by this Herne’s oak: 40 
But what of this? 
Mrs Ford. Marry, this is our device; 
That Falstaff at that oak shall meet with us. 
Page. Well, let it not be doubted but he'll 


come; ; 
Se ae shape when you have brought him 
hither, 
Wibat shall be done with him? what is your 


lot? 
ars Page. That likewise have we thought 
upon, and thus: 
Nan Page my daughter and my little son 
d_three or four more of their growth we’ll 


SS 
Like urchins, ouphes and fairies, green and 


white, 
With rounds of waxen tapers on their heads, 50 
And rattles in their hands: upon a sudden, 

As Falstaff, she and I, are newly met, 

Let them from forth a sawpit rush at once 
With some diffused song: upon their sight, 
We two in great amazedness will fly : 

Then let them all encircle him about 

And, fairy-like, to pinch the unclean knight, 
And ask him why, that hour of fairy revel, 
In their so sacred paths he dares to tread 

In shape profane. ‘ 

Mrs Ford. And till he tell the truth, 
Let the Supposed fairies pinch him sound 
And burn him with their tapers, 

Mfrs Page. The truth being known, 
We'll all present ourselves, dis-horn the spirit, 
ang mg him home to bie i 

‘ord. : the children must 
Betpeecaised well to this, or they'll ne'er do’t. 

vans. I will teach the children their be- 
haviours; and I will be like a jack-an-apes also, 
to burn the knight with my taber. 

Ford. That will be excellent, I'll go buy 
them vizards, 7° 

Mrs Page. My Nan shall bethe queen of all 

__ the fairies, 

Finely attired in a robe of white. 


60 
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Page. That silk will I go buy. [Aside] And 
in that time 
Shall Master Slender steal my Nan away 4 
And marry her at Eton. Go send to Falstaff 
straight. F % 
Ford. Nay, I'll to him again in name of 


Brook: 
He'll tell me all his purpose: sure, hell come. 
Mrs Page. Fear not you that. Go get us 
properties a 
And tricking for our fairies. _ “ 
Evans. Let us about it: it is admirable plea- 
sures and fery honest knaveries, 8r 
[Exeunt Page, Ford, and Evans. 
Mis Page. Go, Mistress Ford, 
Send quickly to Sir John, to know his mind. 
[Exit Mrs Ford. 
I'll to the doctor: he hath my good will, 
And none but he, to marry with Nan Page. 
That Slender, though well landed, is an idiot ; 
And he my husband best of all affects, 
The doctor is well money’d, and his friends 
Potent at court : he, none but he, shall have her, 
Though twenty thousand worthier come to 
craye her. [Exit. 9 


ScENE V, -A room in the Garter Inn. 
Enter Host and StmPie. 


Host. What wouldst thou have, boor? what, 
thick-skin? speak, breathe, discuss; brief, short, 
quick, ae 5 

Sim. Marry, sir, I come to speak with Sir 
John Falstaff from Master Slender. 

Host. There’s his chamber, his house, his 
castle, his standing-bed and truckle-hed ; ’tis 
penited about with the story of the Prodigal, 
resh and new. 

Jike an Anthropophaginian unto thee: knock, 
Bay. II 
Sim. There’s an old woman, a fat woman, 

gone up into his chamber: Ill be so bold as 

stay, sir, till she come down; I come to speak 

wiffone Hal a iat he k 

ost. Hal a fat woman! the knight may be 
robbed: I’llcall. Bully knight! bully Sir John! 
speak from thy lungs military: art thou there ? 
it is thine host, thine Ephesian, calls. 

Fal. [Above] How now, mine host ! 20 

Host. Here’s a Bohemian-Tartar tarries the 
comiba don of thy fat woman. Let her de- 
scend, bully, let her descend ; my chambers are 
honourable : fie! privacy ? fie! 


Enter FALstarr, 

Fal. There was, mine host, an old fat woman 
even now with me; but she’s gone. 

Sim. ney you, sir, was’t not the wise woman 
of Brentford? 

Fal. Ay, marry, was it, mussel-shell : what 
would you with her? i 30 

Sim. _ My master, sir, Master Slender, sent to 
her, seeing her go thorough the streets, to know, 
sir, whether one Nym, sir, that beguiled him of 
a chain, had the chain or no. 

Fal. I spake with the old woman about it. 

Sim. And what says she, I pray, sir? 

Fal, Marry, she says that the very same man 


Go knock and call; he’ll speak } villain 


[Act ty 


that beguiled Master Slender of his chain 
cozened him of it. : 

Sim. I would I could have spoken with the 
woman herself; I had other things to have 
spoken with her too from him. 42 

Fal. What are they ? let us know. 

Host. Ay, come; quick. 

Sim. I may not conceal them, sir. 

Host. Conceal them, or thou diest. 

Sim. Why, sir, they were nothing but about 
Mistress Anne Page; to know if it were my 
master’s fortune to have her or no, 

Fal, ?Tis, ’tis his fortune. 50 

Sim. What, sir ? 

Fal. Tohave her, orno. Go; say the woman 
told me so. 

Sim. May Ibe bold to say so, sir? 

Fal. Ay, sir; like who more bold. 

Stm. Ithank your worship: I shall make my 
master glad with these tidings, Exit. 

Host. Thou art clerkly, thou art. clerkly, Sir 
John. Was there a wise woman with thee? 

Fal. Ay, that there was, mine host ; one that 
hath taught me more wit than ever I learned 
before in my life; and I paid nothing for it 
neither, but was paid for my learning. 


Enter BARDOLPH. 


Bard. Out, alas, sir! cozenage, mere cozenage! 

Host. Where be my horses? speak well of 
them, varletto. . 

Bard. Run away with the cozeners; for so 
soon as I came beyond Eton, they threw me off 
from behind one of them, in a slough of mire; 
and set spurs and away, like three German 
devils, three Doctor I'austuses. 70 

.Host. They are gone but to meet the duke, 
: do not say they be fled; Germans are 
honest men. : 


Enter Sir Hucu Evans. 


Evans. Where is mine host? 

Host. Whatisthe matter, sir? 

Evans. Have a care of your entertainments: 
there is a friend of mine come to town, tells me 
there is three cozen-germans that has cozened 
all the hosts of Readins, of Maidenhead, of 
Colebrook, of horses and money. I tell you for 
good will, look you: you are wise and full of 
gibes and vlouting-stocks, and’tis not convenient 
you should be cozened. Fare you well. [Zxcie. 


Enter Doctor Catus. 


Caius. Vere is mine host de Jarteer? 
Host. Here, master doctor. j i 
doubiful dilenima. gunn na 
aius. Icannot tell vat is dat: but iti -a 
me dat you make grand reparation fora ee 
de Jamany: by my trot, dere is no duke dat the 
court naling, to come. I tell you for good 
vill: Exit 
b Exit. 
Frost. Hue and cry, villain, go! Net me, 
knight. Iam undone} Fly, run, hue and cry, 
soulainny Pamundone! [Eeuns Host and Bard. 
; a sould all the world might be cozened : 
onde ech cozened and beaten too, If it 


should come to the ear of tl 
he court, how I have 
been transformed and how my transformation 
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with the dear love I bear to fair Anne Page; 


Sonne Vv] THE MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR 67 


hath been washed and cudgelled, they would 
melt me out of my fat drop by drop and liquor 
fishermen’s boots with me: [warrant they would 
whip me with their fine wits till I were as crest- 
fallen as a dried pear. I never prospered since 
I forswore myself at primero. ell, if my wind 
were but long enough to say my prayers, I 
would repent. 


Enter Mistress QuIcKLY. 


Now, whence come you ? 
wick. Irom the two parties, forsooth. 
al. The devil take one party and his dam 

the other! and so they shall be both bestowed. 
Ihave suffered more for their sakes, more than 
the villanous inconstancy of man’s disposition 
is able to bear. f 

Quick. And have not they suffered? Yes, I 
warrant ; speciously one of them; Mistress Ford, 
good heart, is beaten black and blue, that you 
cannot see a white spot about her. 

Fal. What tellest thou me of black and blue? 
I was beaten miysels into all the colours of the 
rainbow; and I was like to be apprehended for 
the witch of Brentford: but that my admirable 
dexterity of wit, my counterfeiting the action of 
an old woman, delivered me, the knave con- 
stable had set me i’ the stocks, i’ the common 
stocks, fora witch. : Y 

Quick, Sir, let me speak with you in your 
chamber: you shall hear how things go; and, I 
warrant, to your content. Here is a letter will 
say somewhat. Good hearts, what ado here is to 
bring you together! Sure, one of you does not 
serve heayen well, that you are so crossed. 30 

Fal. Come up into my chamber. [Ezeunt. 


Away with Slender and with him at Eton 

Immediatel ly to marry; she hath consented : 

Now, sir, 

Her mother, ever strong against that match 

And firm for Doctor Caius, hath appointed 

‘That he shall likewise shufile her away, 

While other sports are tasking of their minds, 30 

And at the deanery, where a priest attends, 

Straight marry her: to this her mother’s plot 

She seemingly obedient likewise hath i 

Made promise to the doctor. Now, thusit rests: 

Her father means she shall be all in white, 

And in that habit, when Slender sees his time 

To take her by the hand and bid her go, = 

She shall po with him: her mother hath in- 
tended, 

The better to denote her to the doctor, 

For they must all be mask’d and vizarded, 40 

That quaint in green she shall be loose enrobed, 

With ribands pendent, flaring ’bout her head ; 

And when the doctor spies his vantage ripe, 

To pinch her by the hand, and, on that token, 

The maid hath given consent to go with him. 

Host. Which means she to deceive, father or 
mother? . 
Fent. Both, my good host, to go along with 

ee 
















ie: 
And here it rests, that you'll procure the vicar 
To stay for meat church ’twixt twelve and one, 
And, in the lawful name of marrying, 50 
‘Lo give our hearts united ceremony. 
Host. Well, husband your device; I’ll to the 


Yicar : 
Bring you the maid, you shall not lack a priest. 
Fent. So shall I evermore be bound to thee; 
Besides, I’ll make a present recompense. 
: [Exeunt. 
. SCENE VL. AGE room in the Garter 
nn. 


Enter FENTON and Host. 


Host. Master Fenton, talk not to me; my 
mind is heavy: I will give over all, 2 
ent. Yet hear me speak. Assist me in my 


Purpose, r 

And, as I am a gentleman, I’ll give thee 

A hundred pound in gold more than your loss. 
Ffost. I will hear you, Master Fenton; and 

I will at the least keep your counsel. 
Fent. From time to time I have acquainted 


ACT V. 


SceneL A room in the Garter Inn. 
Enter FALsTaFr and Mistress QUIOKLY. 


Fal. Prithee, no more prattling; go. I'll 
hold. This is the third time; I hope good luck 
lies in odd numbers. Away! go. They say ° 
there is divinity in odd numbers, either in 
nativity, chance, or death. Away! 

Quick. Ill provide you.a chain; and I’ll do 
what I can to get you a pair of horns. 

Hal. Away, I say ; time wears : hold up your 
head, and mince. [Exit Mrs Quickly. 


Enter Forp. 


How now, Master Brook! Master Brook, the 
matter will be know n to-night, ornever. Be you 
in the Park about midnight, at Herne’s oak, and 
you shall see wonders. 

Ford. Went you not to her yesterday, sir, as. 
you told me you had appointed 2 

Fal. Iwent to her, Master Brook, as you see, 
like a poor old man: but I came from. her, 
Master Brook, like a poor old woman. That 
same knaye Ford, her husband, hath the finest 
mad devil of jealousy in him, Master Brook, 
that ever governed frenzy. I will tell you: he 
beat me grievously, in the shape of a woman; 
forin the shape of man, Master rook, I fear not 


Vlio mutually hath answer'd my affection, ‘10 
So far forth as herself might be her chooser, 
Even to my wish: I have a letter from her 
Of such contents as you will wonder at ; 

The mirth whereof so larded with my matter, 
That neither singly can he manifested 

Without the show of both; fat Falstaff 

Hath a great scene: the image of the jest 

I'l show you here at large. Hark, good mine 


host. 
To-night at Herne’s oak, just twixt twelve and 
one, 
Must my sweet Nan present the Fairy Queen ; 20 
The purpose why, is here : in which disguise, 
While other jests are something rank on foot, 
er father hath commanded her to slip 
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Goliath with a weaver's beam; because I know 
also life is a shuttle. Iam 1n haste; go along 
With me: 1’ll tell you all, Master Brook. Since 
T plucked geese, played truant and penned top, 
I knew not what "twas to be beaten till lately. 
Follow me: 1’ll tell you strange, things of this 
nave Ford, on whom to-night will be revenged, 
and I will deliver his wife into your hand. 
Follow. Strange things in hand, Master Brook! 
Follow. ~ [Exeunt. 


Scene I. Windsor Park. 
Enter PaGE, SHALLOW, and SLENDER. 


Page. Come, come; we'll couch i’ the castle- 
ditch till we see the light of our fairies. Re- 
member, son Slender, ay daughter. . 

‘Slen. Ay, forsooth; I have spoke with her 
and we have a nay-word how to know one an; 
other : I come to her in white, and cry ‘mum; 
she cries ‘budget;’ and by that we know one 
another, 3 

Shal. That's good too: but what needs either 
your ‘mum’ or her “pudget?’ the white will 
decipnes her well enough. It hath struck ten 
o'clock. 

Page. The night is dark; light and spirits 
will become it well. Heaven prosper our sport! 
No man means evil but the deyil, and we shall 
imow him by his horns. Let’s away ; follow me. 

[Excunt. 


Scene III. A street leading to the Park. 


Enter Mistress PAGE, Mistress Forp, and 
Doctor Calus. 


Mrs Page. Master doctor, my daughter is in 
preen : when you see your time, take her by the 
hand, away with her to the deanery, and dispatch 
it quickly. Go before into the Park: we two 
must go foneaiet 

Gaius. I know vat Thave to do. Adieu. 

Mrs Page. Fare you well, sir. [Exit Caius.) 
My husband will not a oie so much at the 
abuse of Falstaff as he will chafe at the doctor's 
TELA my daughter: but ’tis no matter; 
better a little chiding than a great deal of heart- 


reak. Iz 

Mrs Ford. Where is Nan now and her troop 
of fairies, and the Welsh devil Hugh? 

Mrs Page. They are all couched in a pit hard 
by Herne’s oak, with obscured lights ; which, at 
the very instant of Falstaff’s and our meeting, 
they will at once display to the night. 

Mrs Ford. That cannot choose but amaze 


him. 

Mrs Page. If he be not amazed, he will be 
mocked ; if he be amazed, he will every way be 
mocked. 2I 


Mrs Ford. We'\\betray him finely. 


Mrs Page. Against such lewdsters and their 


lechery, 
‘Those that betray them do no treachery. 
Mrs Ford. The hour draws on. 
to the oak! 























ber your parts: be pold, I pr y 
into the ipa and when I give the watch-ords, 
doas I pi 


the minute draws on. 
pode assist me! 


;| the complexion of a goose ! 
in the form of a beast. O Jove, a beastly fault! 
‘And then another fault in the semblance of a 
fowl; think on’t, Jove; afoul fault! When gods 
have hot backs, what shall poor men do? For 
me, 
I think, ? the forest. Send mea cool rut-time, 
Jove, or who can blame me to piss my tallow? 
Who comes here? my doe? 


Enter Mistress Forp and Mistress Pace. 


sky rain 
Green Sleeves 
eringoes;, let, there come a tempest of provoca- 
tion, I will shelter me here. 








Tothe oak, oR 
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[Act v 


Scene IV. Windsor Park. 


Enter Siz HucH Evans disguised, with others 


as Fairies. 


Evans. Trib, trib, fairies; come; and remem- 
T pray you; follow me 


you: come, come; trib, trib. [Aceunt, 


Scene V. Another part of the Park. 

Enter FALStTatF disguised as Herne. 
Fal. The Windsor bell hath struck twelve; 
Now, the hot-blooded 
Remember, Jove, thou wast a 
ull for thy Europa; love set on thy horns. O 


east aman, in some other, a man a beast. You 


porgnel love! that, in some respects, makes a 


were also, Jupiter, a swan for the love of Leda. 
O omnipotent Love! how near the fod drew to 


A fault done first 


Tam here a Windsor stag; and the fattest, 


Mrs Ford. Sir John! art thou there, my 


deer? my male deer? 


Fal. “My doe with the black scut! Let the 
tatoes ; let it thunder to the tune of 
hail kissing-comfits and snow 


Mrs Ford. Mistress Page is come with me, 


sweetheart. 


Fal. Divide me like a bribe buck, each a 


haunch: I will keep my sides to myself, my 


shoulders for the fellow of this walk, and my 
horns I bequeath your husbands. Am I a 
woodman, ha? Speak Llike Herne the hunter? 
Why, now is Cupid a child of conscience; he 
makes restitution. As lam a true spirit, wel- 
come! [Woise within. 

Mrs Page. Alas, what noise? 

Mrs Ford. Weaven forgive our sins! 


Hee Pa should this be? 

Mrs Ford. 

5 ine Page.y Away, away! [They run off. 
Fal. I think the devil will not have me 


damned, lest the oil that’s in me should set hell 
on fire; “he would never else cross me che! 40 


Enter Str_Hucu Evans, disgui: 
I NS, disguised as be- 
fore; PIstoL, as Hobgoblin: MistRESS 
Quickiy, ANNE Pacs, and. others, as 
‘airies, with tapers, : 


Quick. Fairies, black, i 
You moonshine revelle at Feats of niente 
You orphan heirs of fixed destiny, ag 
Attend your office and your qua’ ity. 

Crier Hobgoblin. make the fairy oyes. 
ist. Hlves, list your names; silence, you 








ScENE V] 


Cricket, to Windsor chimneys shalt thou leap: 

Where fires thou find’st unraked and hearths 
unswept, 3 

There pinch the maids as blue as bilberry: 

Our radiant queen hates sluts and sluttery. sc 

Fal. They are fairies ; he that speaks to them 

shall die: 
I'll wink and couch ; no man their works must 
eye. Lies down upon his face. 

Evans. Where’s Bede? Go you, and where 

you find a maid 
That, ere she sleep, has thrice her prayers said, 
Raise up the organs of her fantasy ; 
Sleep she as sound as careless infancy : 
But those as sleep and think not on their sins 
Pinch them, arms, legs, backs, shoulders, sides 
and shins. 

Quick. About, about; rae 59 
Search Windsor Castle, elves, within and out : 
Strew good luck, ouphes, on every sacred room: 
That it may stand till the perpetual doom, 

In state as wholesome as in state ’tis fit, 
Worthy the owner, and the owner it. 
The several chairs of order look you scour 
With juice of balm and every precious flower: 
Each fair instalment, coat, and several crest, 
With loyal blazon, evermore be blest! 
And nightly, meadow-fairies, look you sing, 
Like to the (sarter’s compass, in a ring : 
The expressure that it bears, green let it be, 
More fertile-fresh than all the field to see ; 
And ‘ Honi soit qui mal y pense’ write é 
In emerald tufts, flowers purple, blue, and white; 
Like fap hire, pearl and rich embroidery, 
Buckled below fair knighthood’s bending knee: 
Fairies use flowers for their charactery. 
Away; disperse : but till “tis one o’clock, 
Our dance of custom round about the oak 
Of Herne the hunter, let us not forget. 80 
Evans. Pray you, lock hand in hand; your- 
selves in order set; 
And twenty glow-worms shall our lanterns be, 
To guide our measure round about the tree. 
But, stay ; I smell.a man of middle-earth. 

Jal. Heavens defend me from that Welsh 
fairy, lest he transform me to a piece of cheese! 

Pist. Vile worm, thou wast o’erlook’d even 

in thy birth. | : 

Quick. With trial-fire touch me his finger- 


end; 
If he be chaste, the flame will back descend 
And turn him to no pain; but if he start, 
It is the flesh of a corrupted heart. 
Pist. A trial, come. 


9° 


Evans. Come, will this wood take fire? 
[Lhey burn him with their tapers. 
Fal. Oh, Oh, Oh! 


Quick. Corrupt, corrupt, and tainted in desire! 
About him, fairies; sing a scornful rhyme; 
«nd, as you trip, still pinch him to-your time. 


Sone. 


Fie on sinful fantasy ! 

Fie on lust and luxury! 

Lust is but a bloody fire, 
Kindled with unchaste desire, 
ed in heart, whose flames aspire ‘ 
As thoughts do blow them, higher and higher. 
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Pinch him, fairies, mutually ; 

Pinch him for his yillany ; ‘ 
Pinch him, and burn him, and turn him about, 
Till candles and starlight and moonshine be out. 


During this song they pinch Faustarr- 
Docror Caius comes one way, and steals 
away a boy in green ; SUENDER another 
way, and takes off a boy in white; and 
Fenton comes, and steals away Mrs 
ANNE Pace. A noise of hunting is 
heard within, All the Fairiesrun cwvay. 
Farsrarv pulls off his buck's head, and 
rises. 


Enter Paces, Forp, Mistress PAGE and 
Mistress J’orp. 


Page. Nay, do not fly; I think we have 
_ watch’ you now: 
Willnone but Herne the hunter serve your turn? 
Ars Page, I pray you, come, hold up the 
jest no higher, J 
Now, good Sir John, how like you Windsor 
wives ? sp) SEXO: 
See you these, husband ? do not these fair yokes 
Become the forest better than the town ? 
Ford. Now, sir, who’sa cuckold now? Mas- 


> | ter Brook, Falstaff ’sa knave, a cuckoldly knave; 


here are his horns, Master Brook: and, Master 
Brook, he hath enjoyed nothing of Ford's but 
his buck-basket, his cudgel, and twenty pounds 
of money, which must be paid to Master Brook; 
his horses are arrested for it, Master Brook. 119 

Mrs Ford. Sir John, we have had ill luck ; 
we could never meet. I will never take you for 
my love again; but I will always count you my 


leer. 

Fal. I do begin to perceive that I am made 
an ass. 

Ford. Ay, and an ox too: both the proofs 
are extant. a 

Fal. And theseare not fairies? Iwas three or 
four times in the thought they were not fairies: 
and yet the guiltiness of my mind, the sudden 
surprise of my powers, drove the grossness of the 
foppery into a received belief, in despite of the 
tecth of all rhyme and reason, that they were 
fairies. See now how wit may be made a Jack- 
a-Lent, when ’tis upon ill employment ! 

Evans. Sir John Falstatl, serve Got, and 
leave your desires, and fairies will not pinse you. 

Ford. Well said, fairy Hugh. i 

Evans. And leave your jealousies too, I pray 


you. F } 140 
_ford. Lwillnever mistrust my. wife again, 
till thou art able to woo her in good English. 
Fal. Have I laid my brain in the sun and 
dried it, thatit wants matter to prevent so gross 
o'erreaching as this?’ Am Iridden with a Welsh 
goat too? shall I have a coxcomb of frize? "Tis 
time I were choked with a piece of toasted cheese. 
Evans. Seese is not good to give putter; your 
belly is all putter. 
al. ‘Seese’ and ‘putter’! have I lived 
stand at the taunt of one that makes fritters of 
English? This is enough to be the decay of lus$ 
and late-walking through the realm. 


149 
to 
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had appointed; and yet it was not Anne, but a 
postmaster’s boy. 


Mrs Page. Why, Sir John, do you think, 
though we would have thrust virtue out of our 
hearts by the head and shoulders and have given 
ourselves without scruple to hell, that ever the 
devil could have made you our delight? 

‘Ford. What, a hodge-pudding? a bag of flax? 

Mrs Page. A puffed man? ¢ 160 

Page. Old, cold, withered and of intolerable 
entrails? : 

Ford. And one that is as slanderous as 
Satan? 

Page. AndaspoorasJob? 

Ford, And as wicked as his wife? 

‘Evans. And given to fornications, and to 
taverns and sack and wine and metheglins. and 
to drinkings and swearings and starings, pribbles 
and prabbles? X 

Fal. Well, I am your theme: you haye the 
start of me; I am dejected; I am not able to 
answer the Welsh flannel ; ignorance itself is a 
plummet o’er me; use me as you will, 

Ford. Marry, sir, we'll bring you to Windsor 
to one Master Brook, that you have cozened of 
money, to whom you should have been a pan- 
dar: over and above that you have suffered, I 
think to repay that money will be a biting 
affliction. . 

Page. Yet be cheerful, knight: thou shalt 
eat a posset to-night at my house; where I will 
desire thee to laugh at my wife, that now laughs 
at thee: tell her Master Slender hath married 
her daughter. ; 

Mrs Page. [Aside] Doctors doubt that: if 
Anne Page be my daughter, she is, by this, 
Doctor Caius’ wife. 


Enter SLENDER. 


Sten. Whoa, ho! ho, father Page! 

Page. Son, how now! how now, son! have 
you dispatched? 189 

Slen. Dispatched! I'll make the best in 
Gloucestershire know on’t; would werehanged, 
Ja, else! 

Page. Of what, son? 

Slen. I came yonder at Eton to marry Mis- 
tress Anne Page, and she’s a great lubberly boy. 
If it had not been i’ the church, I would have 
swinged him, or he should have swinged_me. 
If I did not think it had been Anne Page, 
would I might never stir!—and ’tis a post- 
master’s boy. 

Page. Upon my life, then, you took the 
wrong. 201 

Slen. Whatneed you tell me that? I think 
so, when I took a boy fora girl. If Ihad been 


- married to him, for all he was in woman’s appa- 


nae peouldinigy have had him. ioe on 
auge. y, this is your own folly. Did not 
I tell you how you should know my daughter by 
her garments? 

Slen. went to her in white, and cried 
‘mum,’ and she cried ‘budget,’ as Anne and I 

















cozened: I ha’ married un _gargon, a 





[Act v 


Mrs Page. Good George, be not angry: I 


knew of your purpose; turned my daughter into 
green ; and, indeed, she is now with the doctor 
at the deariery, and there married. 


Enter Catus. 


Caius. Vere is Mistress Page? By gar, lam 
if boy; un 
aysan, by gar, a boy; it is not Anne Page: 
y gar, Lam cozened. i 220 
Mrs Page. Why, did you take her in green? 
Caius. Ay, by gar, and "tis a boy: by gar, 


L'll raise all Windsor. Exit. 


Ford. This is strange. Who hath got the 


69 | right Anne? 


Page. My heart misgives me: here comes 


Master Fenton. 


Enter FENTON and ANNE PAGE. 


How now, Master Fenton! 


Anne, Pardon, good father! goodmy mother, 
pardon ! “ 
Page. Now, mistress, how chance you went 


not with Master Slender? 231 


Mrs Page. Why went you not with master 
doctor, maid? 
Fent. Youdoamaze her: hear the truth of it. 


You would have married her most shamefully, 
Where there was no proportion held in love. 
The truth is, she and I, long since contracted, 
Are now so sure that nothing can dissolve us. 
The offence is holy that she hath committed ; 
And this deceit loses the name of craft, 

Of disobedience, or unduteous title, 240 
Since therein she doth evitate and shun 

A thousand irreligious cursed hours, 

Which forced marriage would have brought upon 


her. 
Ford. Stand not amazed; hereisno remedy: 


In love the heavens themselves do guide the 


state ; 
Money buys lands, and wives are sold by fate. 


Fal. Yam glad, though you have ta’en a 
special stand to strike at me, that your arrow 
hath glanced. 

Page. Well, what remedy? Fenton, heaven 

give thee joy! 250 
What cannot be eschew'd must be embraced. 

Fal. When night-dogs run, all sorts of deer 

are chased. 

Mrs Page. Well, I will muse no further. 
a Master Fenton, 

eaven give you many, many merry days! 
Goodinusbands Jet us every) ore £0 ania 

nd Jaugh this sport o er a co ire} 

Sir John and I = y @ country fire; 
‘ord. it beso, Sir John 

To Master Brook you yet shall hold your word; 

For he to-night shall hie with Mistress Ford. 


[Exceunt. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONA 


VINCENTIO, the Duke. 
ANGELO, Deputy, 
Esca.vs, an ancient Lord. 
CLAuDIO, a young gentleman. 
Lucio, a fantastic. 

Two other gentlemen, 
Provost, 

peouas} two friars. 

A Justice. 

Varrivs. 

ELBOW, a simple constable. 
FRoru, a foolish gentleman. 


ACT I. 
SceneL An apartment inthe DuKE's palace. 
Enter DUKE, Escatvs, Lords and Attendants. 


Duke. Escalus. 
Lscal. jy lord. = 
te Of government the properties to un- 
old, 
Would seem in me to affect speech and dis- 
_ course ; 7 
Since I am put to know that your own science 
Iixcceds, in that, the lists of all advice C 
My strength can give you: then nomoreremains, 
+But that to your sufficiency z 
Sloneesweusr sarin er crate bare as your worth is able, 
And let them work. The nature of our people, 
Our city’s institutions, and the terms air 
Tor common justice, you re as pregnant in 
As art and practice hath enriched any 
That we remember. ‘There is our commission. 
cooetuch we would not have you warp. Call 
hither, 
I say, bid come before us Angelo. 
s [Zit an Attendant. 
What figure of us think you he will bear? 
For you must know, we have with special soul 
Elected him our absence to supply, 
Lent him our terror, dress’d him with our love, 
And given his deputation all the organs ar 
Of our own power: what think you of it? 
Escal. If any in Vienna be of worth 
To undergo such ample grace and honour, 
It is Lord Angelo. 
Duke. 


Look where he comes. 


Enter ANGELO. 


Ang. Always obedient to your grace’s will, 
Icome to know your pleasure, 





Pompey, servant to Mistress Overdone. 
ABHORSON, an executioner. | 
BARNARDINE, a dissolute prisoner. 


ISABELLA, sister to Claudio. 
Mariana, betrothed to Angelo. 
JULIET, beloved of Claudio. 
FRANCISCA, a nun. 

MISTRESS OVERDONE, 2 bawd. 


Lords, Officers, Citizens, Boy, and Attendants. 


Scene: Vienna. 


Duke. | _ Angelo, 
There is a. kind of character in thy life, 
That to the observer doth thy history : 
Yully unfold. Thyself and thy belongings 30 
Are not thine own so proper as to waste 
Thyself upon thy virtues, they on thee. 
Heaven doth with us as we with torches do, 
Not light them for themselves; for if our virtues 
Did not go forth of us, ’twere all alike 
Asif we had them not. Spirits are not finely 
touch’d 
But to fine issues, nor Nature never lends 
The smallest scruple of her excellence | 
But, like a thrifty goddess, she determines 
Herself the glory of a creditor, ° 
Both thanks and use. But I do bend my speech 
To one that can my part in him advertise; 
Hold therefore, Angelo :— 
In our remove be thou at full ourself; 
Mortality and mercy in Vienna i 
Live in thy tongue and heart: old Escalus, 
Though first in question, is thy secondary. 
Take thy commission. 
Ang. Now, good my lord, 
Let there be some more test made of my metal, 
3efore so noble and so great a figure 50 
Be stamp'd upon it. : 
uke. No more evasion : i 
We have with a leayen’d and prepared choice 
Proceeded to you; therefore take your honours, 
Our haste from hence is of so quick condition 


“That it prefers itself and leaves unquestion’d 


Matters of necdfulvalue. We shall write to you, 
As time and our concernings shall importune, 
How it goes with us, and do look to know 

So, fare you well: 
60 


What doth befall you here. 
To the hopeful execution do I leave you 
Of your commissions. 7 

Any. Yet give leave, my lord, 
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That we may bring you something on the way. 
Duke. My haste may not admit it; 

Nor need you, on mine honour, have to do 

With any scruple; your scope is as mine own, 

So to enforce or qualify the laws 

As to your soul seems good. Give me your 


hand; 
Ill privily away, I love the people, 
But do not like to stage me to their eves: 
Though it do well, I do not relish well 7o 
Their loud applause and Aves vehement ; 
Nor do I think the man of safe discretion 
That does affect it. Once more, fare you well. 
Ang. he heavens give safety to your pur- 
poses ‘ 3 
Escal. Lead forth and bring you back in 
happiness! : ; 
Duke. Ithank you. Fare you well. [Zzvit. 
Escal. shall desire you, sir, to giye me leave 
To have free speech with you; and it concerns 


me 

To look into the bottom of my place: 
A power I have, but of what strength and nature 
Lam not yet instructed. 

Ang. "Tis so with me. 

ether, asa 

And we may soon our satisfaction have 
Touching that point. 

Escal. Vl wait upon your honour. [Ezeunt. 


8r 
Let us withdraw to- 


Scene Il. A street. 
Enter Lucto and two Gentlemen. 


Incio. If the duke with the other dukes come 
not to composition with the King of Hungary, 
why then all the dukes fall upon the king. 

First Gent. Heaven grant us its peace, but 
not the King of Hungary’s! 

Sec. Gent. Amen. 

Jacio, Thou concludest like the sanctimo- 
nious pirate, that went to sea with the Ten 
emma dinero: but scraped one out of the 

ble. 

Sec. Gent. ‘Thou shalt not steal’? 10 

Taucio. Ay, that he razed. 

First Gent. Why, ’twas 2 commandment to 
command the captain and all the rest from their 
functions: they put forth to steal. There’s not 
a soldier of us all, that, in the thanksgiving 
before meat, do relish the petition well that 
prays for peace. 

Sec. Gent. [never heard any soldier dislike it, 

Inicio. I believe thee; for 1 think thou never 
wast where grace was said. 

Sec. Gent. No? a dozen times at least. 

pret Ch What, in metre? ' 

ucio. In any proportion or in any language. 

First Gent. I think, or in any alate oS 

Incio. Ay,why not? Grace is grace, despite 
of all controversy : as, for example, thou thyself 
art.a wicked villain, despite of all grace. 

First Gent. Well, there went But a pair of 
phen Deron us. h 

ucto. I grant; as there may between the 
lists and the velvet. Thou art the list. 3t 

First Gent. And thou the velvet: thou art 
good velvet ; thou’rt a three-piled piece. I war- 
rant thee: I had as lief be a list of an English 


kersey as be piled, as thou art piled, for a French 
velvet. DoJ speak feelingly now ?. 

ZIncio. I think thou dost; and, indeed, with 
most painful feeling of thy speech : I will, out of 
thine own confession, learn to begin thy health; 
but, whilst I live, forget to drink after thee, 40 

First. Gent. I think I have done myself 
wrong, have I not? 

Sec. Gent. Yes, that thou hast, whether thou 


art tainted or free. 

Incio. Behold, behold, where Madam Miti- 

tion comes! { have purchased as many 

iseases under her roof as come to— 

Sec. Gent. To what, I pray? 

Lucio, Judge. 

Sec. Gent. To three thousand dolours a year, 

First Gent. Ay, and more. St 

Iaecio. A French crown more. 

First Gent. Thou art always figuring dis- 
eases in me; but thou art full of error; I am 
sound. 

Lncio. Nay, not as one would say, healthy ; 
but so sound as things that are hollow: thy 
Panes are hollow; impiety has made a, feast of 
thee. 


Enter Mistress OVERDONE. 


First Gent. How now! which of your hips 
has the most profound sciatica? 

Mrs Ov. Well, well; there’s one yonder 
arrested and carried to prison was worth five 
thousand of you all. 

Sec. Gent. Who’s that, [pray thee? 

Mfr's Ov. Marry, sir, that’s Claudio, Signior 
Claudio. , 

First Gent. Claudio to prison? ’tis not so, 

Mrs Ov. Nay, but I know’tis so: I saw him 
arrested, saw him carried away; and, which is 
more, within these three days his head to be 
chopped off. 2 79 

wcto. But, after all this fooling, I would 
not have itso. Art thou sure of this? 

Mrs Ov. Iam too sure of it: and it is for 
getting Madam Julietta with child. 

Inicio. Believe me, this may be: he promised 
to meet me two hours since, and he was ever 
precise in promise-keeping. 

Sec. Gent. Besides, you know, it draws some- 
thing near to the speech we had to such a 
purpose. 

First Gent. But, most of all, agreeing with 
the proclamation. Br 

Tacio. Away! let’s go learn the truth of it. 

Exeunt Lucio and Gentlemen. 

Mrs Ov. Thus, what with the war, what 

with the swea' és 


what with the gallows h: 
with poverty, Iam custom-shrink, and what 


Enter Pompry, 


How now! what’s the news with 
Oa pone oat is famed to lee 
9°3 Ov. ell; what : 
Pon a wom $ he done? 
73 Ov. But what’s hi 
ie cere 8 his offence ? 
Mrs Ov. W 
by_him ? 


Pom. No,but there’s a woman with maid by 


or trouts ina peculiar riven 
What, is there a maid with child 
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T got possession of Julietta's bed : ; 150 
You know the lady; she is fast my wife, < 
Save that we do the denunciation lack 

Of outward order: this we came not to, 

nly for propagation of a dower 
Remaining in the coffer of her friends, 

From whom we thought it meet to hide our love 
Till time had made them for us, But it chances 
The stealth of our most mutual entertainment 
With character too gross is writ on Juliet. « 

Lucio, With child, perhaps? : 

Claud. Unhappily, even so, 
And the new deputy now forthe duke— 161 
Whether it be the fault and Ct ad of newness, 
Or whether that the body public be 
A horse whereon the governor doth ride, 

Who, newly in the seat, that it may know 

He can command, lets it straight feel the spur: 
Whether the tyranny be in his place, 

Orin his eminence that fills it up, ° 

I stagger in :—but this new governor 


him. You haye not heard of the proclamation, 
haye you? r 

Mrs Ov. What proclamation, man? 

Pom. All houses in the suburbs of Vienna 
must be plucked down. 3 

Mrs Ov. And what shall become of those in 
the city? 101 

Pom. They shall stand for seed: they had 
gone down too, but that a wise burgher putin 
for them. 2 

Mrs Ov. But shall all our houses of resort in 
the suburbs be pulled down? 

Pom. To the ground, mistress, 

Mrs Ov. Why, here’s a change indecd in the 
commonwealth!” What shall become of me? 

Pom. Come; fear not you: good counsellors 
lack no clients : though you change your place, 
you need not change your trade; I'll be your 
tapster still. Courage! there will’be pity taken 
on you: you that have worn your eyes almost 
out in the service, you will be considered, 


















dis Ov, What’s to do here, Thomas tapster? | Awakes me all the enrolled penalties 170 
let’s withdraw. ale - Which have like unscourd armour, hung by 
Pom. Here comes Signior Claudio, led by the wall 


the provost to prison; and there’s Madam So long that nineteen zodiacs have fone round 


Juliet. [Zreunt. } And none of them been worn ands fora name, 
z, e 
Enter Provost, Chavpro, Jourer, and | RO puts the drowsy and neplected act 
Officers. Lucio. Iwarrant itis: and thy head stands 
Claud. Fellow, why dost thou show me thus | so tickle on thy shoulders that a milkmaid, if 
to the world? x20 | she be in love, may sigh it off. Send after the 


duke and appeal to him. 

Claud. I have done so, but he’s not to be 

found. . Pe 180 

T preliee) Lucio, do me this kind service: 
This day my sister should the cloister enter 
And there receive her spprobation p 
Acquaint her with the danger of my state; 
Implore her, in my voice, that she make friends 
To the strict deputy ; bid herself assay him: 
I have great hope in that; forin her youth 
There is a prone and speechless dialect, 
Such as move men; beside, she hath prosperous 


Bear me to prison, where Tam committed. 
Prov. I doit not in evil disposition, 

But from Lord Angelo by special charge. : 
Claud. Thus can the demigod Authority 

Make us Day. down for our offence by weight 

The wo s of heaven; on whom it will, 1t will; 

On whom i¢ will not, so; yet still ’tis just. 


Re-enter Lucio and two Gentlemen. 


LInwio. Why, how now, Claudio! whence 
comes this restraint ? = 
Claud. From too much liberty, my Lucio, 
liberty : 
As surfeit is the father of much fast, 130 
So every scope by the immoderate use 
Turns to restraint. Our natures do pursue, 
Like rats that ravin down their proper bane, 
A thirsty evil; and when we drink we die. 
Zacio. If T could speak so wisely under an 
arrest, Iwould send for certain of my creditors: 
and yet, to say the truth, I had as lief have the 
foppery of freedom as the morality of imiprison- 


art 

When she will play with reason and discourse, 
aAnd well she can persuade. 19t 

Zacio. I pray she may; as well for the en- 
couragement of the like, which else would stand 
under grievous imposition, as for the enjoying 
of thy fife, who I would be sorry should be thus 
foolishly lost at a game of tick-tack. I'll to her. 

Claud. I thank you, good friend Lucio. 

Zawio, Within two hours. 





ment. What’s thy offence, Claudio? Claud. Come, officer. away! 
Claud. What but to speak of would offend Lxeunt, 


140 
Scene IIT. A monastery. 


Enter Duke and Friar Tuomas, 


Duke. No, holy father; throw away that 
thought; E 
Believe not that the dribbling dart of love 
Can pete a complete bosom. Why I desire 
thee 


Inicio, What, ist murder? 
Claud. No. 
Lncio, Lechery? 
Claud. Call it so. 
Prov. Away, sir! you must go. 
Claud. One word; good friend. Lucio, a 
word with you. 

ects A hundred, if theyll do you any 
good. 
Is lechery so look’d after? a 
Cla de Thus stands it with me: upon a true | Of burning youth. 

contract Pri. T. May your grace speak of it? 
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Duke. My holy sir, none better knows than 
you 
How I have ever loved the life removed _ 
And held in idle price to haunt assemblies 
Where youth, and cost, and witless bravery 


eens 10 
Thave deliver'd to Lord Angelo, | 
A man of stricture and firnrabstinence, 
My absolute power and place here in Vienna, 
And he supposes me trayell’d to Poland; 
For so I have strew’d it in the common ear, 
and so it is received. Now, pious sir, 
You will demand of me why I do this? 
Fri. T. Gladly, my lord. 
Duke. We have strict statutes and most 
biting laws, 19 
The needful bits and curhs to pendsttong| weeds, 
Which for this nineteen years we have let slip; 
Aven like an o’ergrown lion in a cuve, 
That goes not out to prey. Now, as fond fathers, 
Maving bound up the threatening twigs of birch, 
Only to stick it in their children’s sight 
For terror, not to use, in time the rod 
Becomes more mock’d than fear’d; so our 
decrees, 
Dead to infliction, to themselves are dead ; 
and liberty plucks justice by the nose ; 
The baby beats the nurse, and quite athwart 30 
Goes all decorum. 
vi. T. ‘It rested in your grace 
To unloose this tied-up justicewhen you pleased: 
And itin you more dreadful would have seem’d 
Than in Lord Angelo. 

Duke. I do fear, too dreadful : 
Sith ‘twas my fault to give the people scope, 
‘Twould be my tyranny to strike and gall them 
For what I bid them do : forwe bid this he done, 
When evil deeds have their permissive pass 
And not the punishment. Therefore indeed, 

my father, 
Thave on Angelo imposed the office; 40 
Wie may, in the ambush of my name, strike 
home, 

tAnd yet my nature never in the fight 

Yo doin slander. And to behold his sway, 

I will, as *twere a brother of your order. 

Visit both prince and people: therefore, I prithee, 

Supply me with the habit and instruct me 

How I may formally in person bear me 

Like a true friar. Moe reasons for this action 

At our more leisure shall I render you; 

Only, this one: Lord Angelo is precise; 50 

Stands at a guard with envy ; scarce confesses 

That his blood flows, or that his appetite 

Js more to bread than stone : hence shall we see, 

If power change purpose, what our seemers be. 
[2zeunt. 

Scene IV. A nunnery. 

Enter ISABELLA and FRANOISCA. 
se have you nuns no farther privi- 
Fran, Are not these large enough? 

Isab. Yes, truly: I speak notes desiring 


more; 3 

But ather wishing: Sano ste) restraint 
pon the sisterhood, the votarists of Saint Clare. 
Lucio. [Within]Ho! Peace be in this place! 
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Isab. Who’s that which calls? 

Fran, Ttisaman’s voice. Gentle Isabella, 
Turn you the key, and know his business of him; 
You may, I may not; you are yet unsworn, 
When you have yow'd, you must not speak with 

men : 7 

But in the presence of the prioress : :. 

‘hen, if you speak, you must not show your 


‘ace, 
Or, if you show your face, you must not speak, 
He calls pana I pray you, answer him, [ cit, 
Zhi eace and prosperity! Who is’t that 
calls? 


Enter Lucio. 


Lucio. Hail, virgin, if you be, as those cheek- 
roses 
Proclaim you are no less! Can you so stead me 
As bring me to the sight of Isabella, 
A novice of this piace and the fair sister 
») 


To her unhappy brother Claudio? 20 
as Why ‘her unhappy brother’? let me 
ask, 


The rather for I now must make you know 
Lam that Isabella and his sister. 
Lucio. Gentle and fair, your brother kindly 
greets you: ma 
Not to be weary with you, he’s in prison. 
Isab, Woe me! for what? E 
Tncio, For that which, if myself might be 
hisjudge, : 2 
He should receive his punishment in thanks: 
He hath got his friend with child. 
Zsab. Sir, make me not your story. 
cio. . tis true. 30 
I would not—though "tis my familiar sin, 
With maids to seem the lapwing and to jest, 
Tongue farfrom heart—play with all virgins so: 
Thold you as a thing ensky’d and sainted, 
By your renouncement an immortal spirit, 
And to be tall’d with in sincerity, 
As with a saint. 4 ‘ 
Isab. You doblaspheme the good in mocking 
ni 


me. 
Incio. Do not believe it. Fewness and 
truth, ’tis thus : 
Your brother and his lover have embraced: 40 
As those that deed Brow full, as blossoming time 
That from the seedness the bare fallow brings 
To teeming foison, even so her plenteous womb 
Expresseth his full tilth and husbandry. 
Jsab. Some one with child by him? My 
cousin Juliet? r 
Incio. Is she your cousin? 
Isub. Adoptedly; as school-maids change 
their names 
By_vain though apt affection. 


cio. She iti 
Isab. O, let him marry h ie itis. 
eae This is the point. 


The duke is very strangely gol 
Bore many Gentlemen, mysel 
In hand anc 


ne from hence; 50 

n eing one, 

hope of action: but we do learn 

H is Eivings:out Were of an infinite ¢ aes 
rom his true-meant desi is e, 

And with full line of his anthoryeon oS Places 


Governs Lord An glo Hn an whose blood 





| 


| 
| 
| 


| 
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Is very snow-broth ; one who never feels 
The wanton stings and motions of the sense, 
But doth rebate and blunt his natural edge ’ 60 
With profits of the mind, study and fast. 
He—to give fear to use and liberty, 
Which have for long run by the hideous law, 
As mice by lions—hath pick’d out an act, 
OE whose heavy sense your brother's life 
¥alls into forfeit: he arrests him on it; 
And follows close the rigour of the statute, 
Yomake him an example. All hope is gone, 
‘Unless you have the grace by your fair prayer. 
To soften Angelo: and that’s my pith of busi- 
ness 7oO 
*Ewixt you and your poor brother. 
Isab, Doth he so seek his life? i 
Lucio. Has censured him 
Already ; and, as I hear, the provost hath 
A warrant for his execution. 












And pull'd the Jaw upon you. 
Any. ’Tis one thing to be tempted, Escalus, 
Another thing to fall. “I not deny, , 
The jury, passing on the prisoner’ 8 life, 
May in the sworn twelve have a thief or two 20 
Guiltier than him they try. What’s open made 
to justice, 
That justice seizes : what know the laws 
That thieves do pass on thieves? "Lis very preg- 


nant, 

The jewel that we find, we stoop and take’t 
Because we see it; but what we do not see 
We tread upon, and never think of it. 
You may not so extenuate his offence 
For I have had such faults; but rather tell me, 
When J, that censure him, do so offend, 29 
Let mine own judgement pattern out my death, 
And nothing come in partial. Sir, he must die. 

Lscal. Be it as your wisdom will. 


Zsab. Alas! what poor ability’s in me Ang. ses. as, Where is the provost? 
To do him good? Prov. Here, if it like your honour. ¢ 
LInwio. Assay the power you have. Ang. ; See that Claudio 
sab, My power? Alas, I doubt— Be executed by nine to-morrow morning : 
Lnicio. Our doubts are traitors | Bring him his confessor, let him be prepared ; 


For that’s the utmost of his pilgrimage. 
[Exit Provost. 
Escal. [Aside] Well, heaven forgive him! 
and forgive us all! 
Some rise by sin, and some by virtue fall: 
tSome run from brakes of ice, and answer 


And make us lose the good we oft might win 
By fearing to attempt. Go to Lord Angelo, 
And let him learn to know, when maidens sue 
Men give like gods; but when they weep and 

kneel, i 81 
All their petitions are as freely theirs 


As they themselves would owe them. none: 
Isab. I'll see what I can do. : And some condemned for a fault alone. 40 
Tae T will about it denieties Sneedily: Enter Exvzow, and Officers with Frotu and 


Pompey. 

ib. Come, bring them away: if these be 
good people in a commonweal that do nothing 
but use their abuses in common houses, I know 
no law: bring them away. 

Ang. How now, sir! What’s your name? 
and what’s the matter? 

Elb. Ti it pice your honour, Iam the poor 
duke’s constable, and my name is Elbow: I do 
lean upon justice, sir, and do bring in_here 
before your good honour tio notorious bene- 

‘actors. 50 

Ang. Benefactors? Well; what benefactors 
are they? are they not malefactors? 

Jelb.” Té it please. your honour, I know not 
well what they are: but precise villains they are, 
that Iam sure of; and void of all profanation 
in the world that good Christians ought to have. 

Escal. This comes off well; here’s a wise 
officer. 3 

Ang, Go to: what quality are they of? 
Elbow is your name? why dost thou not speak, 
Elbow? . 

Pom. He cannot, sir; he’s out at elbow. 

Ang. What are you, sir? 

Elv. He, sir! a tapster, sir; parcel-bawd; one 
that serves a bad woman ; whose house, sir, was, 
as they say, plucked down in the suburbs: and 
now she professes a hot-house, which, I think, 
is a very ill house too, 

Escal. How know you ,that ? 
pose, 3 Elb. My wife, sir, whom I detest before hea- 
Whether you had not sometime in your life. | ven and your honour,— 70 
Errd in this point which now you censure him, cal. How? thy wife? 
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No longer staying but to give the mother 
Notice of my affair. I humbly thank you: 
Commend me to my brother: soon at night 
I'll. send him certain word of my success. 
cio. Itake myleaveofyou. 
Tsab. Good sir, adieu. 90 
[Eceunt. 


ACT IL. 
ScenrI. A hall in ANGEto's house. 


Enter ANGELO, Esoauus, and a Ji ustice, Pro- 
vost, Officers, and other Attendants, behind. 


Ang. We must not make a scarecrow of the 


aw, 1 

Setting it up to fear the birds of prey, 5 

And let it keep one shape, till custom make it 

Their perch and not their terror. 

LEscal. Ay, but yet 

Let us be keen, and rather cut a little, : 

Than fall, and bruise to death. Alas, this 
gentleman 

Whom I would save, had a most noble father ! 

Let but your honour know, 

Whom I believe to be most strait in virtue, 

That, in the working of your own affections, 10 

Had time cohered with place or place with 
wishing, x 

Or that the resolute acting of your blood 

Could have attain’d the effect of your own pur- 


76 


Eilb. Ay, sir; whom, I thank heayen, is an 
honest woman,— 
Escal._ Dost thou detest her therefore ? 

I say, sir, I will detest myself also, as 
well as she, that this house, if it benot a bawd’s 
house, it is pity of her life, for it is a naughty 
house. 

£scal. How dost thou know that, constable? 

lb. Marry, sir, by my wife; who, if she had 
been a woman cardinally given, might have 
been accused in fornication, adultery, and all 
uncleanliness there. 

Escal. By the woman’s means? 

Elb. Ay, sit, by Mistress Overdone’s means : 
but as she spit in his face, so she defied him. _ 

Pom. Sir, if it please your honour, this is 
not so. 

Elb. Prove it before these varlets here, thou 
honourable man; prove it. 3 

Escal. Do you hear how he misplaces? 90 

Pom. Sir, she camein great with child; and 
longing, saving your honour’s reverence, for 
stewed prunes; sir, we had but two in the 
house, which at that very distant time stood, as 
it were, in a fruit-dish, a dish of some three- 
pence; your honours have seen such dishes; they 
are not China dishes, but very good dishes,— 


Escal. Goto, goto : no matter forthe dish, sir. | f 


Pom. No, indeed, sir, not of a pin; you are 
therein in the right: but tothepoint. AsIsay, 
this Mistress Elbow, being, as 1 say, with child, 
and being great-bellied, and longing, as I said, 
for prunes; and having but_two in the dish, as 
said, Master Froth here, this very man, having 
eaten the rest, as I said, and, as I say, paying 
for them very honestly; for, as you know, 
Master Froth, I could not give you three-pence 
again. 
Froth. No, indeed. . 

‘om. Very well; you being then, if you be 
remembered, cracking the stones of the foresaid 
prunes,— if Tir 

Froth. Ay, so T did indeed. 

Pom. Why, very well; I telling you then, if 
you be remembered, that such a one and such a 
one were past cure of the ahing you wot of, unless 
they kept very good diet, as I told you,— 

Froth. All this is true. 
Pom. Why, very well, then,— 
Hscal. Come, you are a tedious fool: to the 


purpose. What was done to Elbow’s wife, that | I 
ie ha 


th cause to complain of? Come me to 
what was done to her. 


: (pues Sir, your honour cannot come to that 


yet. 
£scal. No, sir, nor I mean it not. 

Pom. Sir, but you shall come to it, by your 
honour’s leave. And, I beseech you, look into 
Master Froth here, sir; a man of. fourscore 
pound a year; whose father died at Hallowmas : 
was’t not at Hallowmas, Master Froth? 

Froth. _All-hallond eve. 130 

Pom. Why, very well; Thope here be truths. 
He, sir, sitting, as L say, in a lower chair, sir; 

twas in the Bunch of Grapes, where indeed you 
nays a delight to sit, have you not? 
roth. ave 80; because it isan m 
and good for winter. Sas 
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[Act im 


Pom. Why, very well, then ; I hope here be 
truths. x arise 
Ang. This will last out a night in Russia, 
When nights are longest there: I'll take my 
leave, : 140 
And leave you to the hearing of the cause; 
Hoping you'll find good cause to whip them 


all. 
Escal. I think no less. Good morrow. to 
your lordship. [Butt A ngelo. 
Now, sir, come on: what was done to Elbow’'s 
wife, once more? g 

Pom. Once, sir? there was nothing done to 
her once, 5 " 

Elb. I beseech you, sir, ask him what this 
man did to my wife. 

Pom. I beseech your honour, ask me, 150 
; Escal. Well, sir; what did this gentleman to 
her? 

Pom. I beseech you, sir, look in this gentle- 
man’s face. Good Master Froth, look upon his 
honour; ’tis for a good purpose. Doth your 
honour mark his face ? 

Ay, sir, very well. : 
Pom. Nay, I beseech you, mark it well. 
Escal. Well, I do so. a 
Pom. Doth your honour see any harm in his 
‘ace? 161 
Zscal, Why, no. 
_ Pom. I'll be supposed upon a book, his face 
is the worst thing about him. Good, then; if 
his face be the worst thing about him, how 
could Master Froth do the constable’s wife any 
harm? I would know that of your honour. 

Escal, He’s in the right. Constable, what 

sayyoutoit? = F 
7b. Hirst, an it like you, the house is a re- 
spected house; next, this is a respected fellow; 
and his mistress isa respected woman, 

Pom. | By this hand, sir, his wife is a more 
Fearon than any of us all. 

Hlb. Varlet, thou liest; thou liest, wicked 
varlet! the time is yet to come that she was ever 
respected with man, woman, or child. 

‘om. Sir, she was respected with him before 
he married with her. : 

Escal. Which is the wiser here? Justice or 
Iniquity? Is this true? 185 

lb. O thou caitiff! O thou varlet! O thou 
wicked Hannibal! I respected with her before 
was married to her! ever I was respected 
with her, or she with me, let not your worship 
think me the noon duke’s officer. Prove this, 
thou wicked Hannibal, or I’ll have mine action 
of battery on thee. 

Escal. Vf he took you a box o’ the ear, you 
might have your action of slander too, 199 
a ah. Mary I thank your ‘ool worship for 
it. hat is’t your worship’s 
with this wicked catitt ee Se 
. truly, ofticer, use 
oltenees aetna at thou ier hath eome 

hou cou 1M. conti i . : 
Bilt oulenowest uit they we in his courses 

. . an : i 
Thou seest, thou wiekeg oat pvorshi 05 a 
come upon thee: thou art to co ti ROW sa ee 
varlet; thou art to continue nue ROW? thou 








Scunu 1] 


Escal, Where were you born, friend? 
Froth. Were in Vienna, sir. 

iscal. Are you of fourscore pounds a year? 
Froth. Ycs, an’t please you, sir. 

Escal. So. What trade are you of, sir? 
Pom. <A tapster ; a poor widow's tapster. 





Escal. Your mistress’ name ? 

Pom. Mistress Overdone. 

&scal, Hath she had any more than one 
husband ? 


Pon. Nine, sir; Overdone by the last. 

Escal.. Nine! Come hither to me, Master 
Froth. Master Froth, I would not have you 
acquainted with tapsters: they will draw you, 
Master Froth, and you will hang them. Get 
you gone, and let me hear no more of you. 

Froth, I thank your worship. For mine 

. own part, T never come into any room in a tap- 

house, but Lam drawn in. 220 

Escal. Well, no more of it, Master Froth: 
farewell. [Zit Froth.] Come you hither to 
me, Master tapster. What’s your name, Mas- 
ter tapster? 

Pom. Pompey. 

Escal. What else? 

Pom. Bun, sir. es 

Escat. Troth, and your bunt is the greatest 
thing about you ; so that in the beastliest selise 
you are Hompoy, the Great. Pompey, you are 
partly a bawd, Pompey, howsoever you ¢olour 
at in Paine. a tapster, are you not? come, tell me 
true: if shall be the better for you. 

Pom. Truly, sir, I am a poor fellow that 
would live, 

Exscal. How would you live, Pompey? by 
being a bawd? What do you think of the trade, 
Pompey ? is it a lawful trade? 


Pom. If the law would allow it, sir. 
Exscal. But the law will notallow it, Pompey; 


nor it shall not be allowed in Vienna. eat 

Pom. Does your worship mean to geld and 
splay all the youth of the city? 

Tscal. No, Pompey. eases 

Pom. Truly, sir, in my poor opinion, they 
will to’t then. If your worship will take order 
for the drabs and the knaves, you need not to 
fear the bawds. ret 

Escal. There are pretty orders beginning, I 
can tell you: it is but heading and hanging, 

Pom. If you head and hang all that offend 
that way but for ten year together, you'll be 
glad to give out a commission for more heads : 
if this law hold in Vienna ten year, I'll rent the 
fairest house in it after three-pence a_bay: if 
you live to see this come to pass, say Pompey 
told you so. a 

Hscal. Thank you. good Pompey; and, in 
requital of your prophecy, hark you, I advise 
you, Ict me not find you before me again upon 
any complaint whatsoever ; no, not for dwelling 
where you do: if Ido, Pompey, I shall beat you 
to your tent, and prove a shrewd Cesar to you; 
in plain dealing, Pompey, I shall have you 
whipt;. so, for this time, Pompey, fare you well. 

Pom. thank your worship for your good 
counsel [Aside] but I shall follow it as the 
flesh and fortune shall better determine. i 

hip me? No, no; let carman whip his jade: 
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His pleasure; may be he will relent. 
He hath but as offended in a dream! 
All sects, all 
To die for’t! 


Under your good correction, I have seen, 
When, after execution, judgement hath 
Repented o’er his doom. 


77 
The valiant heart’s not whipt out of his trade, 


Exit. 

Escal. Come hither to me, Master Elbow : 
come hither, Master constable. How long have 
you been in this place of constable ? 

£1, Seven year and a half, sir, _ = 

Escal. I thought, by your readiness in the 
office, you had continued in it some time. You 
say, seven years together? 

lb. And a half, sir. 

Escal. Alas, it hath been great pains to you. 
They do you wrong to put you so oft upon’t: 
are there not men in your ward sufficient to 
serve it? , " 

lb. Faith, sir, few of any wit in such mat- 
ters: as they are chosen, they are glad to choose 
me for them; I do it for some piece of money, 
and go through with all. 

Zseal. Look you bring me in the names of 
some six or seven, the most suflicient of your 


parish. 
Elb, ie your worship’s house, sir? 
Zscal. To my house, Fare you well. 
[EBcit Elbo, 
290 


What's o'clock, think you? 

Just. Eleven, sir. ‘i 

scal, I pray you home to dinné# with me. 

oh ust. I humbly thank you. 
“SCL, 


It grieves me for the death of Claudio 4 


But there’s no remedy. 


Jyist, Lord Angelo is severe. 


It is but needful : 


. Esctl. 

Mercy is not itself, that oft looks so; 
Pardon is still the nurse of second woe: 
But yet,—=poor Claudio! 
Come, sir. 


There is no remedy. 
[Exceunt. 
Scene IL. Another room in the same. 
Enter Provost and a Servant. 


Serv. _He’s hearing of a cause 3 he will come 
straight: 


I'll tell him of you. 


Prov. Pray you, do. [Exit Servant.] 
I'll know 
Alas, 


ages smack of this vice ; and he 


Enter ANGELO. 


Ang. Now, what’s the matter, provost? 

Prov. Is it your will Claudio shall die to- 
morrow? 

Ang. Did not I tell thee yea? hadst thou 
not order? 


Why «lost thou ask again? 


Prov. Lest I might be too rash: 


10 


Ang. Go to; let that be mine: 
lo you your office, or give up your place, 
ed. 


De 
And you shall well be spar 


crave your honour’s pardon. 


rev. 
What shall be done, sir, with the groaning 


Juliet? 


She’s very near her hour, 
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Ang. Dispose of her 
To some more fitter place, and that with speed. 


Re-enter Servant. 
Serv. Here is the sister of the man con- 
demn’d 
Desires access to you. / 
Ang. Hath he a sister? _ 
Prov, Ay, my good lord; a very virtuous 
maid, 20 
And to be shortly of a sisterhood, 


If not already. 
Ang. Well, let her be admitted. 
[ Beit Servant. 
See you the fornicatress be removed : 
Let her have needful, but not lavish, means ; 
‘here shall be order for’t. 


Enter ISABELLA and Lucio. 
Prov. God save your honour ! 
Ang. Stay alittle while. [Zo Isab.] You're 
welcome: what’s your will? 
Isab. Iam a woeful suitor to your honour, 
Please but your honour hear me. 
Ang. . Well; what’s youn suit? 
Teas There is a vice that most I do abhor, 


And most desire should meet the blow of | Bi 


Justice; 30 
For which I would not plead, but that I must ;} Lik 


For which I must not plead, but that Tam 
At war ‘twixt will and will not. 
ng. _ Well; the matter? 
Zsab. Ihave a brother is condemn’d to die: 
Ido beseech you, let it be his fault, 
And not my brother. ‘ 
Prov. ; [Aside] Heaven give thee moving 
graces 
Ang. f Pondemn the fault, and not the actor 


oti 
Why, every fault’s condemn’d ere it be done: 
Mine were the very cipher of a function, 39 
To fine the faults whose fine stands in record, 
And let go by the actor. 
Isab. O just but severe law! 
I had a brother, then. Heaven keep your 
honour! 
Incio, [Aside to Isab.] Give’t not o'er so: 
to him ara entreat him ; : 
Kneel down before him, hang upon his gown: 
You are too cold; if you should need a pin, 
ou could not with more tame a tongue de- 
sire it: 
To him, I say! 
Isab. Must he needs die? 
Ang. Maiden, no remedy. 
Isab. Yes; Ido think that you might pardon 


im 
And neither heaven nor man grieve at the 
mercy. _ 5° 
pate Iwill not do’t. 
Tsab. But can you, if you would? 
aD goers what I will not, that I can- 
not do. 


Zsa). But might you do’t, and do the world 
no wrong, 
Xi so your heart were touch’d with that remorse 
As mine is to him? 
Ang. He’s sentenced ; "tis too late. 


> 


[Acr I 


Lneio. [Aside to Isab.] You are too cold. 
Isab. Too late? why, no; I, that do Speak a 


word, Y 
May call it back again. Well, believe this, 
No ceremony that to great ones ‘longs, 59 
Not the king’s crown, nor the deputed sword, 
The marshal'’s truncheon, nor the judge's robe, 
Become them with one half so good a grace 
As mercy does, 
If he had been as you and you as he, 
You would have slipt like him; but he, like you, 
Would not have been so stern. 

mate Pray you, be gone, 

Jsab. Iwould to heaven Thad your potency, 
And you were Isabel! should it then be thus? 
No; I would tell what ’twere to be a judge, 
And what a prisoner. 

Lnecio. [Aside to Isab.] Ay, touch him ‘ 

there’s the vein. x 70 
Ang. Your brother is a forfeit of the law, 
And you but waste your words. 
sab. Alas, alas! 

Why, all the souls that were were forfeit once; 
And He that might the vantage best have took 
Found out the remedy. How would you be, 
If He, which is the top of judgement, should 

ut judge you as you are? O, think on that; 
And mercy then will breathe within your lips, 

ike man new made. - ; 

A ‘Ke Be you content, fair maid; 
It is the law, not Icondemn your brother: 86 
Were he my kinsman, brother, or my son, 

It should be thus with him: he must die to- 
morrow. 

Isab. To-morrow! O, that’s sudden! Spare 

him, spare him! 

He’s not prepared for death. Even for our 
Kitchens 

We kill the fowl of season: shall weserve heaven 

With less respect than we do minister « 

To our gross selves? Good, good my lord, be- 
think you; . 

Who is it that hath died for this offence? 

There’s many have committed it, 

Lawio. [Aside to Isub.] Ay, well said. 

Ang. The law hath not been dead, though 
m™ it hath sleDe: FE 

nose many had not dared to do that evil 
If the first that did the edict infringe ee 
Had answer‘d for his deed: now tig awake, 
Takes note of what is done; and, like a prophet, 
Looks in a glass, that shows what future evils, 
Either new, or by remissness new-conccived, 
‘ron tees be nicht and born, 

ave no su i 
But, Ge they live, to end. Wetees, 
‘sab. 


x Yet show s ity. 
cee show it most of all Wien how 
For then I pity those I do not Y; a 
Which a dismiss'd offence Snaeeae gall: 


Ae ao he right that, answering one isul 


Lives not to act an . 
Your brother dies oe Be satisfied ; 


Isab. § rrow; be content. 
eentenesoon must be the first that gives this. 
And he, that suffers, O, it is excellent 
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To have a giant's strength; but it is tyrannous | To nothing temporal. 



















To use it like a giant. Ang. Well; come to me to-morrow. 
Lucio. [Aside to Isab.] That’s well said. Inacio. [Aside to Izab.] Goto; ’tis well: 
Isab, Could great men thunder 110 away ! 

As Jove himself does, Jove would ne'er be Isab. Heaven keep your honour safe! 

quiet, Ang. [Aside] Amen: 


For I am that way going to temptation, 
Where prayers cross, 
Isab. At what hour to-morrow 
Shall I attend your lordship? 
ae Atany time fore noon. 160 
Isab. _?Save your honour! 
[Exeunt Isabella, Lucio, and Provost, 
ng. From thee, even fron thy virtue! 
What’s this, what’s this? Is this her fault or 
mine? 
ae tempter or the tempted, who sins most? 
Ha 


For every pelting, petty officer 
Would use his heaven for thunder: 
Nothing but thunder! Merciful Heaven, 
Thou Re with thy sharp and sulphurous 
olt 
Split’st the unwedgeable and gnarled oak 
Than the soft myrtle: but man, proud man, 
Drest in a little brief authority, 
Most ignorant of what he’s most assured, 
His glassy essence, like an angry ape, 120 
Plays such fantastic tricks before high heaven 
As make the angels weep; who, with our] Hs Te 
Not she; nor doth she tempt: but it is I 
That, lying by the violet in the sun, 
Do as the carrion does, not as the flower, 
Corrupt with virtuous season. Can it be 
hat modesty may more betray our sense 
Than woman's lightness? Having waste ground 
enough, i 170 
Shall we desire to raze the sanctuary 
And pitch our evils there? 0, fie, fie, fie! 
What dost thou, or what art thou’, Angelo? 
Dost thou desire her foully for those thin S 
That make her good? 0, let her brother live : 
Thieves for their robbery have authority 
Wage judges steal themselves, What, do I 
love her, 
That I desire to hear her speak again, 
d east upon her eyes? What is't I dream 
on 
O cunning enemy, that, to catch a saint, 180 
With saints dost bait thy hook! Most dangerous 
Is that temptation that doth goad us on 
To sin in loving virtue: never could the 
__ strumpet, ; 
With all her double vigour, art and nature, 
Once stir my temper: but this virtuous maid 
Subdues me quite. Ever till now, 
When men were fond, I smiled and wonder'd 
how. [exit 


epleensy 
Would all themselves laugh mortal, . 
Lucio. [Aside to Isab.] O, to him, to him, 
wench! he will relent; 
He’s coming; I perceive’t. ‘ 
10. [Aside] Pray heaven she win him! 
Zsab, We cannot weigh our brother with 
ourself ; ere reac 
Creat men may jest with saints; ’tis wit in 
hem, 
But in the less foul profanation, 
Lucio. Thow’rti’ the right, girl; more o’ that. 
Zsw>. That in the captain's but a choleric 
word, red 130 
Which in the soldier is flat blasphemy. 
Incio. [Aside to Isab.] Art avised 0’ that? 
more on’t. : 
ee Why do you put these sayings upon 


me 
Isab. Because authority, though it err like 


others, 
Hath yet a kind of medicine in itself, 
That skins the vice o’ the top. Go to your 


josom ; : 
Knock there, and ask your heart what it doth 


now 
That’s like my brother's fault: if it confess 
A natural guiltiness such as is his, 
Let it not sound a thought upon your tongue 
Against my brother's life. i 
ng. [Aside] She speaks, and ’tis 
Such sense, that my sense breeds with it. Fare 
you well. 142 
Isab. Gentle my lord, turn back. 
Ang. I will bethink me: come again to- 
morrow, x 
Zsab.. Hark how I'll bribe you: good my 
lord, turn back. 
Ang. How! bribe me? 
Jsab. Ay, with such gifts that heaven shall 
share with you, 
Lnicio, [Aside to Izab.] You had marr'd all 


else. 
cet Not with fond shekels of the tested 
gold, 
Or stones whose rates are either rich or poor 150 
‘As fancy values them; but with true prayers 
Chat shall be up at heaven and enter there 
“re sun-rise, prayers from Preserved souls, 
From fasting maids whose minds are dedicate 
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Scene OI. Aroomina prison. 


Enter, severally, Duxr disguised as a friar, 
and Provost. 


Duke. Hail to you, provost! so I think you 


are. 
Prov. Iam the provost. What’s your will, 
good friar? 
Dike Bound by my charity and my blest 
order, 
I come to visit the afflicted spirits 
Here in the prison. Do me the common right 
Zo let me see them and to make me know 
The nature of their crimes, that I may minister 
To them accordingly. 
Prov. I would do more than that, if more 
were needful. 


Enter SuueEt, 


Look, here comes one: a gentlewoman of 
mine, 10 
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Who, falling in the flaws of her own youth, 
Hath blister'd her report : she is with child; 
And he that got it, sentenced a young man 
More fit to do another such offence 

Than die for this. r 

Duke. When must he die? 

Prov. As Ido think, to-morrow. 
Ihave provided foryou: stay awhile, [Zo Juliet, 
And you shall be conducted, 

Duke. 3 

carry 

Jul. I do; 

tiently. 20 
Duke. ‘I'll teach you how you shall arraign 
ourconscience, 
And try your penitence, if it be sound, 
Or hollowly put on. 

Jul. L'll gladly learn. % 
Duke.__Love you the nan that wrong’d you? 
oat Yes, as I love the wornan that wrong’d 

him. 
vue So then it seems your most offenceful 

c 


a 
Was Toutually committed ? 


Repent you, fair one, of the sin you 


and bear the shame most pa- 


ul. Mutually, 
Duke. Then was your sin of heavier kind 
than his, : 
Jul. Ido confess it, and repent it, father. 
Duke. Tis meet so, daughter: but lest you 
do repent, 30 
As that the sin hath brought you to this shame,. 
Which sorrow is always toward ourselves, not 
heaven, 
Showing: would not spare heayen as we 
love it, 
But Fe ye stand in fear— ; 
ul, i do repent me, as it is an evil, 
Ani take the shame with joy. 
Duke. There rest. 
Your partner, as I hear, must die to-morrow, 
And Tam going with instruction to him. 
Grace go with you, Benedicite! 


Exit. 
ul. Must die to-morrow! : 


O injurious 


ove, 
That respites me a life, whose very comfort 
Is still a dying horror! 
Prov. "Tis pity of him. [Exeunt. 


Sceng IV. A room in ANGELO'S house, 
Enter ANGELO. 


Ang. WhenI would pray and think, I think 
and pray 3 
To ical subjects. Heaven hath my empty 
Words; 
Whilst my invention, hearing not my tongue, 
Anchors on Isabel: Heaven in my mouth, 
As if I did but only chew his name; __ z 
And in my heart the strong and swelling evil 
Of my conception. The state, whereon I studied, 
Is like a good thing, being often read, - 3 
Grown fear'd and tedious; yea, my gravity, 
Wherein—let no man hear mel aieorides 10 
Could I with boot change for an idle plume, 
Which the air beats for vain. O place, O form, 
How often dost thou with thy case, thy habit, 
Wrench awe from fools and tie the wiser souls 
To thy false seeming! Blood, thou art blood : 











Let ’s write good angel on the devil’s horn; 
“Tis not the devil's crest. 


Enter a Servant. 


How now! who’s there? 
One Isabel, a sister, desires access to 
Ang. Teach her the way. 


: [Exit Serv] ©O 
heavens! 


hy does my blood thus muster to my heart, 29 
Making both it unable for itself, 
And dispossessing all my other parts 
Of necessary fitness ¢ : 
So play the foolish throngs with one that 
swoons; E 
Come all to help him, and so stop the air 
which he should revive : and even so 


The general, subject to a well-wish'd king, 


Quit their own part, and in obsequious fondness 
Crowd to his presence, where their untaught 


Serv. 
you. 


ove ; 
Must needs appear offence, 


Enter ISABELLA. 


How now, fair maid? 
Isab. Iam come to know your pleasure, 31 
Ang. That you might know it, would much 
better please me 
Than to demand what’tis. Your brother can- 
not live. 
Zsab. Even so. Heaven keep your honour! 
Ang. Yetmay helive awhile; and, if may be, 
As long as you or I: yet he must die, 
Zsab. Under your sentence} 
ang. ca. 
Isab. When, I beseech you? that in his re- 
prieve, 


Longer or shorter, he may be so fitted 40 
That his soul sicken not. ; 
Ang. Ha! fie, these filthy vices! It were 
as good 


To pardon him that hath from nature stolen 
A man already made, as to remit 


o| Their saucy sweetness that do coin heaven's 


image 
In stamps that are forbid: “tis all as easy 
Falsely to take away a life true made 
As to put metal in restrained means 
Lo make a false one. 
ees. Tis set down so in heaven, but not in 


I» 50 
Ang, Say you so? then I shall pose you 


q . 
Which had you rather, that the most just law 
N Oe took your brother's life; or, eres 
‘im, 
Give up your body to such qi 
aa aie that he hath stand openness 
‘sab. Si i i 

Thad rather give my body than Poot nee 

Ang. 1 talk not of your soul ; our compell'd 


sins 
Stand more for number than for accompt. 
. r How say you? 
“teak ef Til not Warrant that; for I can 
Against the thing T gay. to this: 
J, now the voice of the eee eae 
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Miia ie 


Scryz Iv] 


Pronounce a sentence on your brother's life: 
Might there not be a charity in sin 
To save this brother's life ? 
sab. x Please you to do’t, 
I'll take it as a peril to my soul, 
It is no sin at all, but charity. 
is Pleased you to do’t at peril of your 
soul, 
‘Were equa: poise of sin and charity. 
Isab. That I do beg his life, if it be sin, 
Heaven let me bear it! you granting of my 
suit, . ‘ 70 
Tf that be sin, [ll make it my morn prayer 
To have it added to the faults of mine, 
And nothing of your answer. 
Ang. Nay, but hear me. 
Your sense pursues not mine: either you are 
ignorant, 
Or seem so craftily ; and that’s not good. 
Isab, Let me be ignorant, and in nothing 
r 


good, 
But graciously to know I am no better. 
Ang. Thus wisdom wishes to appear most 


right 

When ff doth tax itself; as these black masks 
Proclaim an enshield beauty ten times louder go 
Than beauty could, display’d. But mark me; 
‘To be received plain, I’ll speak more gross : 
Your brother is to die. 

Isab. So. i E 

Ang. And his offence is so, as it appears, 
Accountant to the law upon that pain. 

Isab. True. Bohr 

Ang. Admit no other way to save his life,— 
As I subscribe not that, nor any other, 
But in the loss of anesuiony eu you, his sister, 
Finding yourself desired of such a person, 91 
Whose credit with the judge, or own great 


lace, 

Could fetch your brother from the manacles 
Of the all-building law ; and that there were 
No earthly mean to save him, but that either 
You must lay down the treasures of your body 
‘To this supposed, or else to let him suffer ; 
What would you do? 

waa As much for my poor brother as my- 

self : 


jE That is, were I under the terms of death, 100 


The impression of keen whips I’ld wear as 


rubies, 
And strip myself to death, as to a bed 


- That longing have been sick for, ere L "Id yield 


My body up to shame. 
yi ng. the Then must your brother die. 
I suds, And ’twere the cheaper way : 
Better it were a brother died at once, 
Than that a sister, by redeeming him, 
Should die for ever. 


Ang. Were not you then as cruel as the 


sentence 


That you have slander’d so? 110 


sab. Ignomy in ransom and free pardon 
Are of two houses: lawful mercy 
Is nothing kin to foul redemption. 
Ang. Y 
tyrant; are 
d rather proved the sliding of your brother 
A merriment than a vice. 








ou seem'd of late to make the law a 
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Isab. O, pardon me, my lord; it oft falls 


out, 

To have what we would have, we speak not 
what we mean : se 

Isomething do excuse the thing I hate, 


For his advantage that I dearly love. 120 
ang. Weare all frail. i 
Lsab. Else let my brother die, 


Tf not a feodary, but only he 
Owe and succeed thy weakness. 
Ang. Nay, women are frail too. 
Isab. Ay, as the glasses where they view 
themselves ; 
Which are as easy broke as they make forms. 
Women! Help Heaven! men their creation 


mar 
In profiting by them. Nay, call us ten times 


For we are soft as our complexions are, 129 
And credulous to false prints. 3 
Ang. c 3 I think it well: 
And from this testimony of your own sex,— 
Since I suppose we are made to be no stronger 
sie sults may shake our frames,—let me be 
old 5 
I do arrest your words. 
That is, a woman; if you be more, you ‘re none; 
If you be one, as you are well express’ 
By all external warrants, show it now, 
By butting on the destined livery. 
ioe have no tongue but one: gentle my 
lord, 
Let me entreat you speak the former lan- 
uage. a 140 
Ang. Plainly conceive, I love ‘you. 
Isab. My brother did love Juliet, 
And you tell me that he shall die for it. 
Ang. He shall not, Isabel, if you give me 
love. 
Isab. I know your virtue hath a license in’t, 
Which seems a little fouler than it is, 
To pluck on others. 
Ang. Believe me, on mine honour, 
My words express my purpose. 
Lsab. Ha! little honour to be much believed, 
And most pernicious purpose ! Seeming, seem- 
150 


Be that you are, 


ing! 
L will proclaim thee, Angelo; look for’t : 
Sign me a present pardon for my brother, 
Or with an outstretch’d throat I ‘ll tell the world 


alou 
What man thou art. 
Ang. | Who will believe thee, Isabel? 
My unsoil’d name, the austereness of my life, 
My vouch against you, and my place i’ the 
state, 

Will so your accusation overweigh, 

That you shall stifle in your own report 

And smell of calumny, I have begun, 

And now I give my sensual race the rein: 160 

Fit thy consent to my sharp appetite ; 

Lay By all nicety and prolixious blushes, 

That banish what they sue for; redeem thy 
brother 

By yielding up thy body to my will; 

Or else he must not only die the death, 

But thy unkindness shall his death draw out 

To lingering sufferance. Answer me to-morrow 
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Or, by the affection that now guides me most, 
Il prove a tyrant to him. As for you, 
Say jute you can, my false o’erweighs Lone 
Tue, 3 Marit. 
Isab, To whom should I complain? i I 
tell this, 17t 
Who would believe me? _O perilous mouths, “ 
That bear in them one and the self-same tongue, 
Either of condemnation or approof ; _ i 
Bidding the law make court’sy to their will i 
Hooking both right and wrong to the appetite, 
To follow as it draws ! I'll to my brother: 
peepben he hath fall’n by prompture of the 
0 


01 
Yet hath he in him such a mind of honour, 
That, had he twenty heads to tender down 180 
On twenty bloody blocks, he’ld yield them up, 
Before his sister should her body stoop 
Zo such abhorr'd pollution. 
Lhen, Isabel, live chaste, and, brother, die: 
More than our brother is our chastity. 
Ill tell him yet of Angelo’s request, 
and fit his mind to death, for his soul’s rest, 


[Exit. 
ACT IL 


Sonne I. A room in the prison. 


Enter Duce disguised as before, CLAUDIO, 
and PRovost. 
Duke. 


So then you hope of pardon from 
Lord Angelo? ? 


Claud, The miserable have no other medi- 


cine 
But only hope: 
J’ve hope to live, and am prepared to die. 
Duke, Be absolute for death; either death 
or life 
Shall thereby be the sweeter. Reason thus 
with life: 
I£I do lose thee, I do lose a thing 
{ none but fools would keep: a breath 
thou art ‘ 
Servile to all the skyey influences, 
That dost this habitation 
tourly afflict: merely, thou art death’s fool ; 
For him thou lahour'st by thy flight to shun 
And yet runn’st toward him still. Thou art 
not noble; : 
For all the accommodations that thou bear'st 
Are aurea by baseness. 'Thou’rt by no means 
valiant; 
For thou dost fear the soft and tender fork 
4 poor worm. Thy best of rest is sleep, 
And that thou oft provokest ; yet ‘ossly fear’st 
aay death, which is no more. ii 
HYSCIL 5 
Yor thou exisi’st on many a thousand grains 20 
‘That issue out of dust. appy thou art not ; 
Yor what thou hast nof, still thou strivest to 


et. 
Ande what thou hast, forget’st. ‘Thou art not 
certain ; 
For thy complexion shifts to strange effects, 
Aiter the moon. If thou art rich, thou ’rt poor; 
For, like an ass whose back with ingots bows, 
‘Thou bear’st thy heavy riches but a journey, 
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where thou keep’st, 10 | T 


hou art not} B 


[Acr mp 


And death unloads thee. Friend hast thou 
none; ’ 

For thine own bowels, which do call thee sire, 

he mere effusion of thy proper loins, 

Do curse the gout, serpigo, and the theum, 

For ending thee no sooner. Thou hast nor 
youth nor age, : 

But, as it were, an after-dinner’s sleep 

Dreaming on both; for all thy blessed youth 

Becomes as aged, and doth beg the almis 

Of palsied eld; and when thou art old and rich, 

Thou hast neither heat, affection, limb, nor 
beauty, 

To ale thy riches pleasant. What ’s yet in 
thi 


is 
That bears the name of life? Yet in this life 
Lie hid moe thousand deaths : yet death we fear, 
That makes these odds all even. 
Claud. Thumbly thank you, 4r 
To sue to live, I find I seek to die ; 
And, seeking death, find life; let it come on. 
Isab. [Within] What, ho! Peace here } grace 
and good company ! E P 
Prov. Who’s there? come in: the wish de- 
serves a welcome. ai 
uke. Dear sir, ere long I'll visit you again. 
Claud. Most holy sir, [ thank you. 


Enter ISABELLA. 
Isab. My business is a word or two with 
Claudio, a 
Prov. And very welcome. Look, signior, 
here’s your sister. 
uke. Provost, a word with you. 
Prov. As many as you please. 
Duke. Bring me to hear them speak, where 
I may be concealed. 
[Zxeunt Duke und Provost. 
Claud. Now, sister, what’s the comfort ? 
Isub. hy, 
As all comforts are; most good, most good 
indeed. 
Lord Angelo, having affairs to heaven, 
Intends you for his swift ambassador, 
here you shall be an everlasting leiger : 


therefore your best appointment make with 
speed ; 60 


To-morrow you set on. 
Claud. 4 


50 


Is there no remedy? 
hae None, but such remedy as, to save a 


To cleave a heart in twain. 
Claud. But is there any? 


Isab. Yes, brother, you may live: 
There isa devilish mercy in the judge, 
If you’ll implore it, that will free your life, 


ut fetter you till death, 
Claud, Perpetual durance? 


laud. 
Tsab. hh Just; perpetual durance, a re- 


straint, 
Though all the world’s yastidit. « 
we , determined scope, aidity you had, 
aud. 
Isab. Insuchao 
Would bark your hone 
bear, 


But in what nature? 70 
as, you consenting to ’t, 
ur trom that trunk you 


And leave you naked, 
Claud. Let me know the point. 
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. To lie in cold obstruction and to rot; 
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Isab. 1 O, I do fear thee, Claudio; and I 
quake, 
Lest thou a feverous life shouldst entertain, 
And six or seven winters more respect 
Than a perpetual honour. Darest thou die? 
‘The sense of death is most in apprehension ; 
And the poor beetle, that we tread upon, 
Tn corporal sufferance finds a pang as great 80 
As when a giant dies. ; 
Claud. Why give you me this shame? 
Think you I can a resolution fetch 
From flowery tenderness? If I must die, 
I will encounter darkness as a bride, 
and hug it in mine arms, 
Zsab, There spake my brother; there my 
father’s grave 5 
Did utter forth a voice. Yes, thou must die: 
‘Thou art too noble to conserve a life 


The weariest and most loathed worldly life 
That age, ache, penury and imprisonment 130° 
Can lay on nature is a paradise 
To what we fear of death. 
Isab. Alas, alas! _ i 
Claud. Sweet sister, let me live: 
What sin you do to save a brother's life, 
Nature dispenses with the deed so far 
That it becomes a virtue, 
Isab O you beast! 


‘sab. 

O faithless coward! O dishonest wretch! 

Wilt thou be made a man out of my vice? 

Ts’t not a kind of incest, to take life 

From thine own sister’s shame? What should 
I think? 149 

Heaven shield my mother play’d my father fair! 

For such a warped ae of wilderness 

¢ x Ne’er issued from his blood, ‘Take my defiance ! 

I nbaseappliances, This outward-sainted deputy, | Die, perish! Might but my bending down 

Whose settled visage and deliberate word go HepuEye thee from thy fate, it should proceed : 

Nips youth ? the head and follies doth emmew | I'l pray a thousand prayers for thy death, 

As falcon doth the fowl, is yet a devil; No word to save thee. 

His filth within being cast, he would appear Claud. Nay, hear me, Isabel. 
A pond as deep as hell. z Isab O, fie, fie, fie 
Claud. The prenzie Angelo! 

Tsab. O, ’tis the cunning livery of hell, 
The damned’st body to invest and cover > 
In rrenizig guards! Dost thou think, Claudio? 
If 1 would yield him my virginity, 
Thou mightst be freed, : 
Claud, O heavens! it cannot be. 
Isab. Yes, he would give’t thee, from this 
rank offence, bye _ Too 
So to offend him still. This night’s the time 
That I should do what I abhor to name, 
Or else thou diest to-morrow. 
Claud. i Thou shalt not do’t. 
Isab. O, were it but my life, 
Ald throw it down for your deliverance 
As frankly as a pin. = 
Cluud, ‘Thanks, dear Isabel. 
Isab. Be ready, Claudio, for your death to- 


morrow. Pee hay x 
Claud. Yes, Has he affections in him, _ 
That thus can make him bite the law by the 

















Thy sin’s not accidental, but a trade. 
Mercy to thee would prove itself a bawd: 150 
*Tis best that thou diest quickly. 

Claud. O hear me, Isabella t 


Re-enter DUKE, 


Duke, Vouchsafe a word, young sister, but 
one word. — f 

Isab. Whatis your will? 5s 

Duke. Might you dispense with your leisure, 
I would by and by have some speech with you: 
the satisfaction I would require is likewise your 
own benefit. 

Isab, a irave 0G supertiious leisure; my stay 
must be stolen out of other aflairs ; but I will 
attend you awhile. (Walks apart. 

Duke. Son, Lhave overheard what hath passed, 
between you and yoursister. Angelo had neyer 
the purpose to corrupt her; only he hath made 
an assay of her virtue to practise his judgement 
with the disposition of natures: she, having the 
truth of honour in her, hath made him that gra- 
cious denial which he is most eel to receive. 
Tam confessor to Angelo, and I know this to be 
true; therefore prepare yourself to death: do 
not satisfy your resolution with hopes that are 
fallible : to-morrow you must die; go to your 
knees and make ready. 

Claud, Let me ask my sister pardon. Iam 
so out of love with life that I will sue to be rid 


of it. 
Duke. Hold you there: farewell. [vit 
Claudio.] Provost, a word with you! 


nose, : Ea! ‘ 
When he would force it? Sure, it is no sin; 110 
Or of the deadly seven it is the least. 
Isab. Which is the least? . 
Claud. If it were damnable, he being so 


wise, > 
‘Why would he for the momentary trick 
Be perdurably fined? O Isabel! 

Tab What says my brother? 

Claud. Death is a fearful thing. 

Isab._ And shamed life a hateful. 

Cau: Ay, but to die, and go we know not 

where Re-enter Provost. 

Prov. What’s your will, father? 

Duke. Thai now you are come, you will be 
gone. Leave me awhile with the maid: my 
mind promises with my habit no loss shall touch 
her by my company. 

rov. In good time, 
Exit Provost. Tsabella cones forward. 

Duke. The hand that hath made you fair 
hath made you good: the goodness that is cheap 
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This sensible warm motion to become —- 120 

A kneaded clod; and the delighted spirit 

Lo bathe in fiery floods, or to reside 

In thrilling region of thick-ribbed ice ; 

To be imprison’d in the viewless winds, 

And blown with restless violence round about 

The pendent world; or to be worse than worst 

Of those that lawless and incertain thought 
agine howling: ’tis too horrible! 
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in beauty makes beauty brief in goodness; but 
being the soul of your complexion, sfiall 
eep the body of it ever fair. The assault that 
Angelo hath made to you, fortune hath conveyed 
to my understanding; and, but that frailty hath 
examples for hig falling, I should wonder at 
‘Angelo. How will you do to content this sub- 
stitute, and to save your brother? : 
Isab. Iam now foing to resolve him : I had 
rather my brother die by the law than my son 
should be unlawfully born. _ But, O, how much 
is the good duke deceived in Angelo! _if ever 2 a 
he return and I can speak to him, I will open | after, it may compel him to her recompense: 
my lips in vain, or discover his government. and here, by this, is your brother saved, your 
Duke. That shall not be much amiss: yet, as | honour untainted, the poor Mariana advantaged 
the matter now stands, he will avoid your ac- | and the corrupt deputy scaled. The maid will 
cusation ; he made trial of you only. ‘Therefore frame and make fit for his attempt. If you 
fasten your ear on my advisings : to the love I} think well to carry this as you may, the double. 
have in doing good a remedy presents itself. I] ness of the benefit defends the deccit from 
do make myself believe that you may most up- | reproof. What think you of it? 272 
righteously do a poor wronged lady a merited| sab. The image of it gives me content 
benefit; redeem your brother from the angry already; and I trust it will grow to a most 
law; do no stain to your own Gracious person ; | prosperous perfection. _ : 
and much please the absent duke, if peradven-|~ Duke, It lies much in your holding up. 
ture he shall ever return to have hearing of this | Haste you speedily to Angelo: if for this night 
business. 21x | he entreat you to his bed, give him promise of 
Zsab. Letme hear you speak farther. Thave | satisfaction. I will presently to Saint Luke's: 
spirit to do any thing that appears not foul in there, at the moated Tange, resides this dejected 
the truth of my spirit. Mariana. At that place call upon ine ; and dis. 
Duke. Virtue is bold, and goodness never | patch with Angelo, that it may be quickly, 279 
fearful. Have you not heard speak of Mariana, | Zsab, I thank you for this comfort, Fare 
the sister of Frederick the great soldier who | you well, good father. [Zxeunt severally. 


miscarried at sea? 
Isab. I have heard of the lady, and good Sorne II. The street before the prison. 
Enter, on one side, DUKE disguised ag be- 


words went with her name. 220 
uke. She should this Angelo have married ; Sore; on the other, ELBOW, and Officers 
with Pompry, 


was affianced to her by oath, and the nuptial 

Appointed: between which time of the contract : 

and limit of the solemnity, her brother Frederick | 7b. Nay, if there be no remedy for it, but 

was wrecked at sea, having in that perished | that you will needs buy and sell men and 

Yessel the dowry of his sister, But marie how | women like beasts, we shall have all the world 

heavily this befell to the poor gentlewoman : | drink brown and white bastard, 

there she lost a noble and renowned brother, in wke. O heavens! what stuff'is here? 

his love toward her ever most kind and natural; ‘om. “Twas never Mucrry world since, of two 
usuries, the merriest wag put down, and the 

Worser allowed by order of law a furred gown to 


with him, the portion and sinew of her fortune, 

her marriage owry; with both, her combinate i 
keep him warm ; and furred with fox and lamb- 
skins too, to signif 


husband, this well-seeming Angelo. 
Isab, Can this be so? did Angelo so leave Y, that craft, being richer 
T than innocency, stands the facing, 1 
tb. Come your way, sir, $ 


her? 
Eb. facing, ° 
father friar, » Sir. Bless you, good 


quenched her love, hath, like an impediment 
in the current, made it more violent and yn. 
ruly. Go you to Angelo; answer his jc quiting 
with a plausible obedience ; agree with his de- 
mands to the point; only refer yourself to this 
advantage, first, that your stay with him May 
not be long; that the time may have all shadow 
and silence in it ; and the place answer to con- 
venience. This being granted in course,—and 
now follows all,—we shall advise this wronged 
maid to stead up your ap ointment, go in your 
place; if the encounter ac ‘nowledge itself here. 















Duke. Left her in her tears, and dried not 
one of them with his comfort ; swallowed his 
vows whole, Pretending in her discoveries of 

ishonour: in few, bestowed her on her own 
lamentation, which she yet wears for his sake ; 
and he, a marble to her tears, is washed with 
them, but relents not, 

{sab. What a merit were it in death to take 
‘this poor maid from the world! What corrup- 
tion In this life, that it will let this man live! 
But how out of this can she avail ? 

uke. It isa rupture that you may easily 
heal: and the cure of it not only saves your 
brother, but keeps you from. dishonour in do- 
ing it. 

sab, Sho mae how, ae i 

Duke. us Lorenamed maid hath yet in her ; 
the continuance of her first affection: his un. | Pont. j it does stink in son See 
just unkindness. that in all reason should have | but yet, sir, I woulg me sort, sir ; 


ws Prov, G 
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Duke. And you ‘ood brother fz That 
offence hath this than made eee ener: Wha 


4ilb, Marry, sir, he hath offen vs 
and, sly Wis tas him to bea thiot pete: is 
we have found upon him, si picklock 
waa we nave et the a Dab pee Dicklook, 

uke. | Fie, sirrah! a b: wick 4 
The evil that thou cansest to ber qeicked Bawdl 
aitat isthy micans to live, 

hat ’tis to cram a may 
From such a filthy vice ge otek 
From their abominable and beastly touches 
» aITdy my; Fe 
Canst thou believe thy nea. ey Ie : 
So St ety depending G Ge 
fn 
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Duke. Nay, if the devil have given thee 
proofs for sin, i 
Thou wilt prove his, Take him to prison, 
officer: 3 
Correction and instruction must both work 
Ere this rude beast will profit. F 
Lib, He must before the deputy, sir; he has 
given him anne the deputy cannot abide a 
whoremaster: if he be a whoremonger, and 
comes before him, he were as good go a mile on 
his errand. 
Duke. That we were all, as some would seem 


0 a 4° 
From our faults, as faults from seeming, free! 
lb, His neck will come to your waist,—a 
cord, sir. 
Pom. Ispy comfort; I cry bail Here’s a 
gentleman and a friend of mine. 


Enter Lucto. 


Lucio, How now, noble Pompey! What, 
at the wheels of Caesar? aré thou led in triumph ? 
What, ig there none of Pygmalion’s images, 
newly made woman, to be had now, for putting 
the handin the pocketand extractingit clutched? 

hat reply, ha? What sayest thou to this tune, 
matter and method? Is’t not drowned i’ the 
last rain, ha? What sayest thou, Trot? Is the 
world as it was, man? Which is the way?__ Is 
it sad, and few words? or how? The trick of it? 

Duke. Still thus, and thus; still worse! 

Lucio. How doth me dear morsel, thy mis- 
tress? Procures she still, ha? 

Pom. Troth, sir, she hath eaten up all her 
beef, and she is herself inthe tub, 59 
Z cio. Why, ’tis good; it is the right of it; 
it must be so: ever your fresh whore and your 
powdered bawd: an unshunned consequence; 
it must be so. Art going to prison, Pompey? 

Pom, Yes, faith, sir, 

Incio. Why, ’tis not amiss, Pompey. Fare- 
well: go say I sent thee thither. For debt, 
Pompeys or how? < 

£16." For being a baw4d, for being a bawd, 

Lucio. Well, then, imprison him: if im- 
prisonment be the due of a bawd, why, ’tis his 
tight: bawd is he doubtless, and of antiquity 
too; bawd-born. Farewell, good Pompey. Com- 
mend me to the prison, Pompey: you will turn 
food husband now, Pompey ; you will keep the 

house. Z 
eon L hope, sir, your good worship will be 
my bail. St 

Lucio. No, indeed, will I not, Pompey; it is 
not the wear. I will pray, Pompey, to increase 
your bondage: if you take it not. patiently, 
why, your mettle is the more. Adieu, trusty 
Pompey. ’Bless you, friar. 8r 

Duke. And you. 

Lucio, Does Bridget paint still, Pompey, ha? 

Elb. Come your ways, sir; come. 

Pom. You will not bail me, then, sir? 

Lncio. Then, Pompey, nor now. What news 
abroad, friar? what news? 
, Come your ways, sir; come. 
Lucio, Goto kennel, Pompey; go. [Zxeunt 
Elbow, Compey and Oficers.| What news, friar, 
of the duke or 




























hi 
the 
sent have done this? Ere he would have hanged 
a man for the getting a hundred bastards, he 
would have paid f 

had some feeling of the spare 5 he knew the 
service, and that instructed 
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Duke. I know none. Can you tell me of 


any? 


Laio. Some say he is with the Emperor of 
Russia; other some, he isin Rome: but where 
is he, think you? 

Duke. I know not where; but wheresoeyer, 
I wish him well. x L 

Lucio. It was amad fantastical trick of him 
to steal from the state, and usurp the beggary he 
was never born to. Lord Angelo dukes it well 
in his absence; he puts transgression to’t. x01 

Duke. He does well in’t. 

Lucio. A little more lenity to lechery would 
do no harm in him: something too crabbed 
that way, friar. , v 

Duke. It is too general a vice," and severity 
must cureit. _ oer 

Lucio. Yes, in good sooth, the vice is of a 


great, kindred ; it 1s well allied: but it is im- 
possible to extirp it quite, friar, till eating and 
drinking be put down. ‘They say this Angelo 
was not mac 


; le by man and woman after this 
downright way of creation: is it true, think 


you? 


uu 
Duke, How should he be made, then? 
Lucio. Some report asea-maid spawned him; 


some, that he was begot between two stock. 


fishes. But it is certain that when he makes 
water his urine is congealed ice; that I know to 
be true: tand he is a motion generative; that’s 
infallible. - 

Duke. You are pleasant, sir, and speak a- 


pace, 120 
_Lacio. Why, what a ruthless thing is this in 
a for the rebellion of a codpiece to take away 
ife of aman! Would the duke that is ab 

or the nursing a thousand: he 


him to mercy. 
Duke, Inever heard the absent duke much 


detected for women; he was not inclined that 
ee 6 3 si 
cio. O, sir, you are deceived. 132 


Duke. ’Tis not possible. 

Lucio. Who, not the duke? yes, your beggar 
of fifty; and his use was to pué a ‘ducat in her 
clack-dish : the duke had crotchets inhim. He 
would be drunk too; that Jet me inform you, 

Duke. Youdo him wrong, surely, 

Lucio. Sir, I was an inward of his. .A shy 
fellow was the duke: and J believe I know the 
cause of his withdrawing. 140 

Duke. What, I prithee, might be the cause? 

Lucio. No, pardon; ’tis a secret must be 
locked within the teeth and the lips: but this I 
can Jet ae understand, the greater file of the 
subject held the duke to be wise. 

Duke. Wise! why, no ‘question but he was. 
: es Avery superficial, ignorant, unweigh- 
ing fellow. 

Duke. Either this is envy in you, folly, or 
mistaking: the very stream of his life and the 
business he hath helmed must upon a warranted 
need give him a better proclamation. Let him 
be but testimonied in his own bringings-forth, 
and he shall appear to the envious a schoiar, a 
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statesman and a soldier. Therefore you speak 
Se or if your knowledge be more it is 
much darkened in your malice. i 

Lucio. Sir, I know him, and I love him. 

Duke. Love talks with better knowledge, 
and knowledge with dearer love. 160 

Lucio, Come, sir, I know what I know. 

Duke. I can hardly believe that, since you 
kmow not what you speak. But, if ever the 
duke return, as our prayers are he may, let me 
desire you to make your answer before him. If 
it be honest you_have spoke, you have courage 
to maintain it: I am bound fo call upon you; 
and, I pray you, yourname? 

fucto.. Sir, my name is Lucio; well known 
to the duke. _ 379 

Duke. He shall know you better, sir, if I 

may) live to report you. 
wcio. J fear you not. : 

Duke. O, you hope the duke will return no 
more; or you imagine me too unhurtful an op- 
posite. But indeed I can do you little harm; 
you'll forswear this again. : 

. Lucio. I'll be hanged first: thou art deceived 
in me, friar. But no more of this. Canst thou 
tell if Claudio die to-morrow or no? 180 

Duke. Why should he die, sir? . 

Incio. Why? For filling a bottle with a 
tun-dish. I would the duke we talk of were 





returned again: this ungenitured agent will 
unpeople the province with continency ; spar- 
rows must not build in his house-eaves, because 
they are lecherous. The duke yet would have 
dark deeds darkly answered; he would never 
bring them to light: would he were returned! 
Marry, this Claudioiscondemned for untrussing. 
Farewell, good friar: I prithee, pray for me. 
The duke, I say to thee again, would eat mutton 
on Fridays. He’s not past it yet, and I say to 
thee, he would mouth with a beggar, though 
she smelt brown bread and garlic: say that I 
said so. Farewell. $ (Exit. 
uke. No might nor greatness in mortality 
Can censure ’scape; back-wounding calumny 
The whitest virtue strikes. What ling so strong 
Can tie the gall up in the slanderous tongue? 
But who comes here? 200 


Enter Escauus, Provost, and Officers with 
MISTRESS OVERDONE. 


Escal. Gos; away with her to prison! 

Mrs Ov. Good my lord, be good to me; 
vous pionont is accounted a merciful man ; good 
toy lord, E 

Lscal. Double and treble.admonition, and 
still forfeit in thesame kind! This would make 
mercy swear and play the tyrant. 

Prov. A bawd of eleven years’ continuance, 
may it please pout honour. Wier 209 

_Afrs Ov. My lord, thisis one Lucio’s informa- 
tion against me. Mistress Kate Keepdown was 
with child by him in theduke’s time; hepromised 
her TEE shis child is a year and a quarter 
old, come Philip and Jacob: I have kept it my- 
self; and see how he goes about to abuse me! 

Escal. That fellow is a fellow of much 
license: Jet him be called before us. Away 
with her to prison! Go to; no more words. 


{Acr m1 


[Exeunt Officers with Mistress acl Provost, 
my brother Angelo will not be altered; Claudio 
must die to-morrow: let him be furnished with 
divines, and have all charitable preparation. 1¢ 
ty brother wrought by my pity, it should not 
be so with him. ae 

Prov. So Bienes you, this friar hath been 
with him, and advised him for the entertain- 
ment of death. 

Escal. Good even, good father. 

Duke. Bliss and goodness on you! 

scat. Of whence are you? 

Duke, Not of this country, though my 

chance is now 230 

To use it for my time: Iam a brother 
OF gracious order, late come from the See 
In special business from his holiness. 


scal. What news abroad i’ the world? 
Duke. None, but that there is so great a 


fever on goodness, that the dissolution of it 
must cure it: novelty is only in request; and itis 
as dangerous to be aged in any kind of course, 
as it is virtuous to be constant in any under: 
taking. There is scarce truth enough alive to 
make societies secure; but security enough to 
make fellowships accurst: much thon this 
riddle runs the wisdom of the world. This 
news is old enough, yet it is every day’s news, 
x pray you, sir, of what disposition was the 
uke 


£scal. One that, above all other strifes, con- 
tended especially to know himself. 

Duke. What pleasure was he given to? 

£scal. Rather rejoicing to see another merry, 
than merry at any thing which professed to 
make him rejoice: a gentleman of all tempe- 
rance. But leave we him to his events, witha 
prayer they may prove prosperous: and let me 
desire to know how you find Claudio prepared. 
Zam made to understand that you have lent 

n Visitation. 

Duke. He professes to have received no sinis- 
ter measure from his judge, but most willingly 
humbles himself to the determination of justice : 
yet had he framed to himself, by the instruction 
of his frailty, many deceiving promises of life; 
which I by my good leisure have discredited to 
him, and now is he resolved to die, 

Escul. You have paid the heavens your 
function, and the prisoner the very debt of your 
calling. [havelaboured for the Poor gentleman 
to the extremest shore of my modesty: but my 
brother justice have I found so Severe, that he 
hath forced me iD tell pin he is indeed’ Justice. 

u IS own life answer i 
on his broceedling, it shall Tecan hie ‘well: 
himecle if he chance to fail, he hath sentenced 
Seni Tam going to visit the prisoner. Fare 
Duke. Peace be with you ! 
maceunt fe © egheez ras 
He who the sword of heaven waif bear Fre 
Should be as holy as severe « S 
Pattern in himself to know. 
+Grace to stand, and virtue go: 
More nor less to others paying’ 
Than by self-offences Weigh 2 
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Shame to him whose cruel striking 
Kills for faults of his own liking! 

Twice treble shame on Angelo, 

To weed my vice and let his grow! 

O, what may man within him hide, 
Though angel on the outward side! 
tHow may likeness made in crimes, 
Making practice on the times, 

To draw with idle spiders’ strings 

Most ponderous and substantial things! 
Craft against vice I must op ly : 

With Angelo to-night shal tie 

His old betrothed but despised ; 

1So disguise shall, by the disguised, 
Pay with falsehood false exacting, 

And perform an old contracting. 


ACT IV. 
SceneI. The moated grange at St Luke's. 
Enter Mariana and a Boy. 
Boy sings. 
Take, O, take those lips away, 
That so sweetly were forsworn ; 
And those eyes, the break of day, 
Lights that do mislead the morn: 
But my kisses bring again, bring again; 2 
Seals of love, but seal’d in vain, seal'd in vain. 
Mari. Break off thy song, and haste thee 
quick away : 5 
Here comes a man of comfort, whose advice 


Hath often still’d my brawling discontent. 
(Exit Boy. 


Enter DUKE disguised as before. 
Lery you mercy, sir; and well could wish 
You had not found me here so musical : 
Let me excuse me, and believe me so, 
My mirth it much displeased, but pleased my 


woe. 
Duke. "Tis good; though music oft hath 

such a charm 
To make bad good, and good provoke to harm. 
I pray you, tell me, hath any body inquired for 
me here to-day? much upon this time have I 
Promised here to meet. Wie 

fart. You have not been inquired after: I 
have sat here all day. 20 


Enter ISABELLA. 

Duke. I do Gaentiyy believe you. The 
time is come eyen now. I shall craye your for- 
bearance a little: may be I will call upon you 
anon, for some advantage to yourself. P 

Mari. Lam always bound to you. [Zzxit. 

Duke. Very well met, and well come. 
What is the news from this good deputy? 

ace ; He hath a garden cireummured with 

rick, 
Whose western side is with a vineyard back'd; 
And to that vineyard is a planched gate, 
That makes his opening with this bigger key : 
his. other doth command a little door 
Which from the vineyard to the garden leads ; 
here have I made my promise 
Pon the heavy middle of the night 


290 


[£cit. 


10 
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To call upon him. 


Duke. But shall you on your knowledge find 
this way? 
Isab. I have ta’en a due and wary note 
upon’t : 
With whispering and most guilty diligence, 
Tn action all of precept, he did show me 40 
The way twice o’er. 
Duke. Are there no other tokens 
Between you ’greed concerning her observance? 
Isab. No, none, but only arepairi’ the dark; 
And that I have possess’d him my most stay 
Can be but brief; for I have made him know 
T have a servant comes with me along, | 
That stays upon me, whose persuasion is 
Icome about my brother. 
uke. "Tis well borne up. 
Thave not yet made known to Mariana 
Aword of this. What, ho! within! come forth! 


Re-enter Mariana. 

Ipray you, be acquainted with this maid; 5r 
She comes to do you good, = 
Isab. I do desire the like. 

Duke. Do you persuade yourself that I re- 
spect you? 
Mari. Good friar, I know you do, and have 
found it. 
Duke. Take, then, 
the hand, 
Who hath a story ready for your ear. 
Tshall attend your leisure: but make haste; 
The vaporous night approaches. 
Aart. Will’t please you walk aside? 
(2xeunt Mariana and Isabella. 
Duke. O place and greatness! millions of 
false eyes 
Are stuck upon thee: volumes of report 
Run with these false and most contrarious 


this your companion by 


quests 
Upon thy doings: thousand escapes of wit 
Make thee the father of their idle dreams 
And rack thee in their fancies. 


Re-enter MARIANA and ISABELLA. 
Welcome, how agreed? 

Isao, She'll take the enterprise upon her, 

father, 
f you advise it. 
uke. It is not my consent, 
But my entreaty too. , 
Isab. Little have you to say 


sab. 
When you depart from him, but, soft and low, 
“Remember now my brother,’ 
Mari. Fear me not. 70 
Duke. Nor, gentle daughter, fear you not at 


all. 
He is your husband on a pre-contraci: 
To bring you thus together, ’tis no sin, 
Sith that the justice of your title to him 
Doth flourish the deceit. Come, let us go: 
Our corn’s to reap, for yet our tithe’s to sow. 
([Zceunt. 


Scrye Il. .4 room in the prison. 
Enter Provost and Pompey. 


Prov. Come hither, sirrah, Can you cut off 
a man’s head? 
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Pom. If the man be a bachelor, sir, I can; 
butif he bea married man, he’s his wife’s head, 
and I can never cut off a woman’s head. 

Prov. Come, sir, leave me your snatches, and 
yield me a direct answer. To-morrow morning 
are to die Claudio and Barnardine. Here is in 
our prison a common executioner, who in his 
office lacks a helper : if you will take it on you 
to assist him, it shall redeem you from your 
Syves; if not, you shall have your full time of 
imprisonment and your deliverance with an 
united whipping, for you have been a notorious 

awd. 

Pom. Sir, I have been an unlawful bawd 
time out of mind; but yet I will be content to 
bealawful hangman. Iwould be glad to receive 
some instruction from my fellow partner. 

Prov. What, ho! Abhorson! Where’s Ab- 
horson, there? 21 


Enter Asnorson. 

Abhor, Do you call, sir? § 

Prov. Sirrah, here’s a fellow will help you 
to-morrow in your execution. If you think it 
meet, Somnhound ith him by the year, and let 
him abide here with you ; if not, use him for the 
present and dismiss him. He cannot plead his 
estimation with you; he hath been a bawd. 

Abhor. A bawd, sir? fie upon him! he will 
discredit our mystery. 30 

Prov. Go to, sir; you weigh equally; 3a 
feather will turn the scale. [Zzit. 

Pom. Pray, sir, by your good favour,—for 
surely, sir, a good favour you haye, but that you 
have a hanging look,—do you call, sir, your 
occupation a mystery ? 

Abhor. Ay, sir; a mystery. 

Pom. Painting, sir, I have heard say, is a 
mystery ; and your whores, sir, being members 
of my occupation, usin painting, do prove my 
cecupaR On a mystery: but what mystery there 
should be in hanging, if I should be hanged, [ 
can oY ima; ine. te 

hor. _ Sir, it is a mystery. 

Pom. Proof? 

Abhor. Every true man’s apparel fits your 
thief: if it be too little for your thief, your true 
man thinks it big enough; if it be too big for 
your thief, your thief thinks it little enough: so 


every true man’s apparel fits your thief, 50 
Re-enter Provost. 
Prov. Are You sereed ? 
Pom. Sir, I will’serve him; for I do find 


your hangman is a more penitent trade than 
your bawd ; he doth oftener ask forgiveness, 
Prov. You, sirrah, provide your block and 
your axe to-morrow four o'clock. 
, Abhor. Come on, bawd ; Iwill instruct thee 
in my trade; follow. 
-p Pom, 1 do desire to learn, sir: and I hope, 
if you 
turn, pane shall find me yare; for tru 
your kindness I owe you @ good turn. - 
Prov. Call hither’Bamardine and Claudio: 
[E£zeunt Pompey and Abhorson. 
The one has my pity not a jot the other, 
Being # murderer, though he were my brother. 


y, sir, for 


have occasion to use me for Ron own | N 


[Act ry 
Enter Cuaupto. 


Look, here’s the warrant, Claudio, 
death: 
Tis now dead midnight, and by eight to-morrow 
Thou must be made immortal. Where’s Bar. 
nardine? . 
Claud. As fast lock’d up in sleep as guiltless 
labour 
When it lies starkly in the traveller's bones: 70 
He will not wake. 
Prov. Who can cto gooa on nim? 
Well, go, prepare yourself. [Knocking within] 
But, hark, what noise ? 
Heaven give your spirits comfort! [Exit 
Claudio.) “By and by. . 
Thope it is some pardon or reprieve 
For the most gentle Claudio. 


for thy 


Enter DUKE disguised as before. 
Welcome, father. 
Duke. The best and wholesomest spirits of 
the night * 
ee you, good Provost! Who call’d here 
of late? 


Prov. None, since the curfew rung. 

Duke. Not Isabel? 

Prov. No. 

Duke. They will, then, ere’t be long. 


Prov. What comfort is for Claudio? 80 
Duke. There’s some in hope. 

Prov. It is a bitter deputy. 
Duke. Not so, not so; his life is parallel’d 
Even with the stroke and line of his great 

pyusetces ss 
Te doth with holy abstinence subdue 
That in himself which he Bpilts on his power 
Zo qualify in others: were he meal'd with that 
Which he corrects, then were he tyrannous : 
But this being so, he’s just. Ucnocking within. 
Now are they come. 
Roca (Exit Provost. 
his is a gentle provost: seldom when 
The steeled gaoler is the friend of men. 
. Knocking within. 9o 
How now! what noise? That spirit’s possess'd 
with haste 
That wounds the unsisting postern with these 
strokes. 


Re-enter Provost. 
Prov. There he must stay uncil the officer 
Arise to let him in: he is call’'d up, 
ake: Have you nocountermand for Claudio 
et, 
But he must die to-morrow? 


7'0v. None, sir, none. 
Duke. As near the dawning,’ provost, ‘as 


it is, 
You shall hear more ere morning, 
You something know; yet I believe ie aia 
No countermand; no Such example havewe: 109 
Besides, upon the Yery siege of justice 
Lord Angelo hath to the public ear 
Profess’d the contrary, 


Enter a MEssEncrr. 


his is his lordship’s man. 


ey 
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Duke. _And here comes Claudio’s pardon, the law than lo who hath sentenced him. 
Mes. [Giving a paper.] My lord hath sent | 'o make you understand this in a manifested 
you this note; and by me this further charge, | effect, I crave but four days’ respite; for the 
that you swerve not from the smallest article of which you are to do me both a present and a 
it, neither in time, matter, or other circum- | dangerous courtesy. 
stance. Good morrow; for, as I take it, it is rov. Pray, sir, in what? 
almost day. % ar Duke. In the delaying death. 
Prov. SIshall obey him. [Ezit Messenger. Prov. Alack, how may I do it, having the 
Duke. [Aside] This is his pardon, purchased | hour limited, and an express command, under 
by such sin < Ks 1x / penalty, to deliver his head in the view of 
For which the pardoner himself is in. Angelo? I may make my case as Claudio’s, 
Hence hath offence his quick celerity, to cross this in the smallest. 179 
When it is borne in high authority : Duke. By the vow of mine order I war- 
When vice makes mercy, mercy ’s so extended, | rant you, if my instructions may be your guide, 
That for the fault’s love is the offender friended. | Let this Barnardine be this moming executed, 
Now, sir, what news? .,_. | and his head borne to Angelo. hs 
Prov. I told you. Lord Angelo, belike Prov. jingelo hath seen them both, and will 
thinking me remiss in mine office, awakens me | discover the favour. 
with this unwonted putting-on; methinks] Duke. O, death’s a great disguiser; and you 
strangely, for he hath not used it before. rar tay add to it. Shave the head, and tie the 
Duke. Pray you, let’s hear, beard ; and say it was the desire of the penitent 
Prov. [Reads] to be so bared before his death: you know the 
“Whatsoever you may hear to the contrary, | course is common. If any thing fall to you upon 
let Claudio be executed by four of the clock; | this, more than thanks and good fortune, by 
and in the afternoon Barnardine : for my better the saint whom I profess, I will plead against 
satisfaction, let me have Claudio’s head sent | it with my life. ree : 
me by five. Let this be duly performed; with} Prov. “Pardon me, good father; it is against 
a thought that more depends on it than we | my oath. 
must yet deliver, Thus fail not to do your} Duke. Were you sworn to the duke, or to 
office, as you will answer it at your peril.” ~ x30] the deputy? : q 
What say you to this, sir? is E £rov. To him, and to his substitutes. 
Duke. What is that Barnardine who is to Duke. You will think you have made no 
be executed in the afternoon? offence, if the duke ayouch the justice of your 
vov. A Bohemian born, but here nursed | dealing? i ss wek 
Up and bred; one that is a prisoner nine years| Prov. But what likelihood is in that? i 
old. Duke. Not a resemblance, but a certainty, 
Duke. How came it that the absent duke | Yet since I sce you fearful, that neither my 
had not either delivered him to his liberty or 


€ or | coat, integrity, nor persuasion can with ease 
executed him? I have heard it was ever his attempt you, I will 0 further than I meant, to 
manner to do so. 


339] pluck all fears out of you. Look you sir, here 
Prov. His friends still wrought Teprieves for | is the hand and seal of the duke: you know the 

him: and, indeed, his fact, till now in the character, I doubt not; and the signet is not 

government of Lord Angelo, came not to an strange to you. 

undoubtful proof. Prov. Iknow them both. — 210 
Duke. It is now apparent? 2 Duke. The contents of this is the return of 
Prov. Most manifest, and not denied by | the duke: you shall anon over-read it at your 
imself. pleasure ; where you shall find, within these two 
Duke, Hath he borne himself penitently in | dayshe will be here. Thisis a thing that Angelo 

Prison? how seems he to be touched? knows not ; for he this very day receives letters 
Prov. Aman that apprehends death no 


of strange tenour; perchance of the duke’s 
more dreadfully but as a drunken sleep; care- | death; perchance entering into some mon- 
less, reckless, and fearless of what's past, present, 


astery; but, by chance, nothing of what is writ. 
or to come; insensible of mortality, and des-| Look, the unfolding star calls up the shepherd, 
Perately mortal. 


Put not yourself into amazement how these 
Duke. He wants advice. 


things should be: all difficulties are but easy 
Prov. He will hear none: he hath evermore when they are known. Call your executioner, 
had the liberty of the pean ;.give him leave to 


and off with Barnardine’s head: I will give 
escape hence, he would not; drunk many times | hima present shrift and advise him for a better 
a day, if not many days entirely drunk. We} place. Yet you are amazed ; but this shall 
have very oft awaked him, as if to carry him to | absolutely resolve you. Come awa’ ; it is almost 



















execution, and showed him a seeming warrant | clear dawn. Exeunt. 
for it: it hath not moved him at all. : 161 

. Duke. More of himanon, There is written Scene II. Another room in the same. 
in your brow, provost, honesty and constancy : Enter Pour: 

if [read it not truly, my ancient skill bezuiles rien LOMPEY. 


me; but, in the boldness of my cunning, I will _ Pom. Iam as well acquainted here as I was 
lay iny self in hazard. Claudio, whom here you | in our house of profession: one would think it 
have warrant to execute, is no greater forfeit to | were Mistress Overdone’s own house, for here be 
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many of her old customers. First, here’s young 
Master Rash; he’s in fora commodity of brown 
paper and old ginger, nine-score and seventeen 
pounds; of which he made five marks, ready 
money: marry, then ginger was not much in 
request, for the old women were all dead. Then 
is there here one Master Caper, at the suit of 
Master Three-pile the mercer, forsome four suits 
of peach-coloured satin, which now peaches him 
a beggar. Then have we here young Dizy, and 
young Master Deep-vow, and Master Copper- 
spur, and Master Starve-lackey the rapier and 

lagger man, and young Drop-heir that killed 
lusty Pudding, and Master Forthlight the tilter, 
and brave Master Shooty the great traveller, and 
wild Half-can that stabbed Pots, and, I think, 
forty more; all great doers in our trade, and are 
now ‘for the Lord’s sake,’ 21 


Enter ABHORSON. 


Abhor, Sirrah, bring Barnardine hither. 

Pom. Master Barnardine! you must rise and 
be hanged, Master Barnardine! 

Abhor. What, ho, Barnardine! 

Bar. [Within] A pox o’ your throats! Who 
makes that noise there? What are you? 

Pom. Your friends, sir; the hangman. You 
must be so good, sir, to rise and be put to 
eath. 
Bar. 
am sleepy. é 3 

Abhor. Tell him he must awake, and that 
quickly too. ‘ . 

Pom. Pray, Master Barnardine, awake till 
you are executed, and sleep afterwards, 

Abhor._ Go in to him, and fetch him out. 

Pom. Heis coming, sir, he is coming; I hear 
his straw rustle. ; 

Abhor. Is the axe upon the block, sirrah? 

Pom. Very ready, sir. 


Enter BARNARDINE. 

Bar. Hownow, Abhorson? what’sthe news 
with you? , : 

Abhor. Truly, sir, I would desire you to clap 
Into your prayers; for, look you, the warrant’s 
come, 

Bar. You rogue, I haye been drinking all 
night ; Iam not fitted for’t. : 

‘om. O, the better, sir; for he that drinks 


[Within] Away, you rogue, away! 1 
r 


40 


allnight, and is hanged betimes in the morning, | T 


may sleep the sounder a!l the next day. 50 
Abhor. you, sir; here comes your 
ghostly father : do we jest now, think you? 


Enter DvKE disguised as before. 

Duke. Sir, induced by my charity, and 
hearing how hastily you are to depart, I am 
come to advise you, comfort you and pray with 
you. 

Bar, Friar, not I: I have been drinking 
hard all night, and I will haye more time to 
Biepare me, or they shall beat out my brains 
with billets: I will not consent to dic this day, 
that’s certain. 


Duke. O, sir, you must: and therefore 1) That want no ear ieee youof such things 
beseech you 2 60 # ie «7 - _2'll make all speed. [Zit 
Look forward on the journey you shall go. sab. [Within] Peace, ho, be here! 110 
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[Act ry 
Bar. I swear I will not die to-day for any 


man’s persuasion. 

Duke, _ But hear you. 

Bar. Nota word: if you have any thing to 
say to me, come to my ward; for thence wil] 
not I to-day. x e Exit, 

Duke, Unfit to live or die: O gravel heart} 
After him, fellows; bring him to the block. 

[Exeunt Abhorson and Pompey. 


Enter Provost. 


Prov. Now, sir, how do you find the pri- 
soner? 70 
ee A creature unprepared, unmeet for 
eath 5 
And to transport him in the mind he is 
le. 


Were.damna F Si 
Prov. Here in the prison, father, 

There died this morning of a cruel fever 

One Ragozine, a most notorious pirate, 

A man of Claudio’s years; his beard and 


ea 
Just of his colour. What if we do omit 
This reprobate till he were well inclined ; 
And satisfy the deputy with the visage 
Ragozine, more like to Claudio? 8 
Ue 403 *tis an accident that heaven pro- 
vides 

Dispatch it presently; the hour draws on 
Prefix’d by Angelo: see this be done, 
And sent according to command ; whiles I 
Persuade this rude wretch willingly to die. 

ea ; This shall be done, good father, pre- 

senily. 

But Barnardine must die this afternoon: | 
And how shall we continue Claudio, F | 
To saye me from the danger that might | 


come 
If he were Inown alive? 

Duke. _ Let thisbe done. 90 
Put them in secret holds, both Barnardine and 


audio : 
Ere twice the sun. hath made his journal 
greeting 
To the under generation, you shall find 
Mare safet; punt ested 
vov. Lam your free dependant. 
Duke. Quick, dispatch, a send the head. 
,_ to Angelo, Exit Provost. 
Now will [ write letters to Angelo,— 
he jBEOYCats he shall bear them,—,vhose con- 


Shall witness to him I am near at home, 
And that, by Breat injunctions, Tam bound 00 
To enter publicly: him Ll desire 

oimect meat the 

4\ league below the city: and from tl 
By cd radon Sat stem ene 

By aia ion and wel HE 


Re-enter Provost. 


Prov. Here is the head; I'll i 
2 t ead ; carry self. 
Dike _ Convenient is if, Make a wit re- 


turn; 
For I would commun 


See eee 
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Duke. The tongue of Isabel. She’s come say the duke will be here to-morrow. By my 
to know ; 7 troth, Isabel, I loved thy brother: if the old 

If yet her brother’s pardon be come hither: fantastical duke of dark corners had been at 
But I will keep her ignorant of her food, home, he had lived. [Exit Tsabella, 
To make her heavenly comforts of despair, Duke. Sir, the duke is marvellous little be- 
When it is least expected. holding to your reports; but the best is, he lives 


atey not in them. 
Enter Isanruia. Lucio, Yriar, thou knowest not the duke so 
Isabd. Ho, by your leave! 


5 C i well as I do: he's a better woodman than thou 
Te {Goodmorningtoyou, fair and gracious | takest him for. 171 
laughter. 


Duke. Well, you'll answer this one day. 
Zsab. The better, given me by so holy a} Fare ye well. ° eS ¥ 
man. i 


Lacio, Nay, tarry; Ill goalong with thee: 
Hath yet the deputy sent my brother's pardon? rarely f 


b I can tell thee pretty tales of the duke. x 
ae ies ae hath released him, Isabel, from| Duke, You have told me too many of him 
the world : 


. C already, sir, if they be true; if not true, none 
His head is off'and sent to Angelo. 120 | were enough. 7 : 

Zsab. Nay, but it isnotso.  * & Lucio. Iwas once before him for getting a 

Duke. lt is no other: show your wisdom, | wench with child. 180 

Duke. Did you sucha thing? i 

Inecio. Yes, marry, did I; Dut I was fain to 
forswear it; they would else have married me 
to the rotten medlar, = “i 

Duke. Sir, your company is fairer than 
honest. Rest you well. : 

Lucio. By my troth, I’ll go with thee to the 
lane’s end: if bawdy talk offend you, we'll have 
very little of it. Nay, friar, I'am a kind of 
burr; I shall stick. [Exeunt: 






















daughter, 
your close patience. 
Asad. O, I will to him and pluck out his eyes! 
Dae. You shall not be admitted to his 
sight. 
Zsab. Unhappy Claudio! wretched Isabel! 
Injurious world! most damned Angelo! 
uke. ‘This nor hurts him nor profits you 


a jot; 
Forbear it therefore; give your cause to heaven. 
Mark what I Say, which you shall find 130 
By every syllable a faithful verity : ScENEIYV. A room in ANGELO'S house. 
The duke comes home to-morrow; nay, dry 
Enter ANGELO and Esoawus. 


Escal. Every letter he hath writ hath dis- 
vouched other. : 

Ang. In most uneven and distracted man- 
ner. Fis actions show much like to madness : 
pray heaven his wisdom be not tainted! And 
why meet him at the gates, and redeliver our 
authorities there? 

Escal. I guess not. hey 

Ang. And why should we proclaim it in an 
hour Tefore his entering, that if any crave 
redress of Heb ese they should exhibit their 
petitions in the street? 

Ziscal._ He shows his reason for that : to have 
a dispatch of complaints, and to deliver us from 
devices hereafter, Which shall then have no 
power to stand against us. : 

Ang. Well, I bescech you, let it be pto- 
claimed betimes i the morn; Ill call you at 
your house: give notice to such men of sort and 
suit as are to meet him, 20 

Lscal. Ishall, sir. Fare you well. 

Ang. Good night. . L[&rit Escalus. 
This deed unshapes me quite, makes me un- 

regnant 5 

An cull to all proceedings. A deflower'd 
maid! 

And by an eminent body that enforced 

The law against it! But that her tender 
shame 2 7 

Will not proclaim against her maiden lo: 

How might she tongue me! Yet reason dares 


your eyes; 

Qne of our convent, and his confessor, 
Gives me this instance: already he hath carried 
Notice to Escalus and Angelo, 

ho do prepare to meet him at the gates, 
There to give up their power. If you can, pace 

our wisdom boas 
that good path that I would wish it go, 

And you shall have your bosom on this wretch, 
Grace of the duke, revenges to your heart, x40 
And general honour. 

Tsab, Tam directed by you. _ 

Duke. This letter, then, to Friar Peter give; 
‘Tis that he sent me of the duke’s return ; 
Say, by this token, I desire his company 
At Mariana’s house to-night. Her cause and 


yours 
T'll perfect him withal, and he shall bring you 
Before the duke, and to the head of Angelo 
Accuse him home and home, Tor my poor self, 
Tam combined by a sacred yow 4 a 
d shall be absent. Wend you with this 
letter: ‘ 150 
Command these fretting waters from your eyes 
With a light heart; trust not m: holy order, 
I pervert your course. Who's here? 


Enter Lucio. 
Lucio. Good even. Friar, where’s the pro- 
vost? 


Duke. Not within, sir. 
icio. O pretty Isabella, I am pale at mine 
heart to see thine eyes so red: thou must be 
Patient. I am fain to dine and sup with water herno; _ 
and bran ; I dare not for my head fill my belly; | For my authority bears of a credent bulk, 
One fruitful meal would set me to’t. But they | That no particular scandal once can touch. go 
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But te confounds the breather. Heshould have 
ived, A 
Save that his riotous youth, with dangerous 


sense, 

Might in the times to come haye ta’en revenge, 

By so receiving a dishonour‘d life 

With ransom of such shame. Would yet he 
had lived! 

Alack, when once our grace we have forgot, 

Nothing goes right: we would, and we would 
not. [Ezit. 


Scene V. Fields without the town. 


Enter DvKE in his own habit, and Fruar 
PETER. 


Duke. These letters at fit time deliver me: 
= [Giving letters. 
‘The provost knows our purpose and our plot. 
‘Lhe matter being afoot, keep your instruction, 
And hold you ever to our special drift; 
Though sometimes you do blench from this to 
that, 


As Gas doth minister. Go call at Flavius’ 
house, 
And tell him where I stay: give the like notice 
Yo Valentinus, Rowland, and to Crassus, 
And bid them bring the trumpets to the gate; 
But send me Flavius first. 
fri.P. — Téshall be speeded well. [Zuit. 10 


Enter Varnivs, 


Duke. I thank thee, Varrius; thou hast 
made good haste : 
Come, we will walk. There’s other of our 
_,{rlends 
Will greet us here anon, my gentle Varrius. 
[Exeunt. 


Scrne VI. Street near the city gate. 
Enter IsaBeLta and MARIANA. 


Isab. To speak so indirectly I am loath: 
J would say the truth ; but to accuse him 0, 
hat is your part: yet Iam advised to do it; 
He says, to veil full purpose. : 
Mari. Be ruled by him. 
Isab. Besides, he tells me, that, if perad- 
venture 5 
He speak against me on the adverse side, 
1 should not think it strange; for ’tisa physic 
That’s bitter to sweet end. 
Mari. L would Friar Peter— es 
Isab. O, peace! the friar is come. 


Enter Friar Peter. 
Fri. P. gone, Thave found you out a stand 


10 
Where you may have such yantage on the duke, 
He shall not pass you, Twice have the trumpets 
sounded ; 

The generous and gravest citizens 
Have hent the gates, and very near upon 
The duke is entering : therefore, hence, away! 

Exeunt. 


[Act y 


ACT V. 
SomneL The city gate. 


Mantana veiled, ISABELLA,and¥RtaR PErrr, 
at their stand. Enter Duke, VARRIUS, 
Lorps, ANGELO, Escanvs, Lucio, Pro? 
vost OFFICERS, and CITIZENS, at severaj 

oors. 


Duke. My very worthy cousin, fairly met! 
Our old and faithful friend, we are glad to see 
you. 
gio. | Happy return be to your royal grace! 
aie Many and hearty thankings to you 
both. 
We have made inquiry of you; and we hear 
Such goodness of your justice, that our soul 
Cannot but yield you forth to public thanks, 
Forerunning more requital. 
Ang. You make my bonds still greater, 
Duke. O, your, desert speaks loud; and [ 
should wrong it, 
To lock it in the wards of covert bosom, 10 
When it deserves, with characters of brass, 
A forted residence ’gainst the tooth of time 
And razure of oblivion. Give me your hand, 
And let the subject see, to make them know 
That outward courtesies would fain proclaim 
Favours that keep within. Come, Escalus, 
You must walk by us on our other hand; 
And good supporters are you. 


Friar Perer and IsaBer.a come forward. 

Fri. P. Now is your time: speak loud and 
kneel before him. 

Foabis. Justice, O royal duke! Vail your re- 


gal xi 
Upona wrong’d, I would fain have said, a maid! 
O worthy prince, dishonour not your eye 
By throwing it on any other object 
Till you have heard me in my true complaint 
And given me justice, justice, justice, justice! 

Duke. Relate your wrongs; in what? by 
whom? be brief. 


Here is Lord Angelo shall give yor justice : 
Reveal yourself to him. Hoa 
Isab, O worthy duke, 
You bid me seek redemption of the devil : 
Hear me yourself; for that which I must speak 
Lust cither punish me, not being believed, 31 
Or pring redress from you. Hear me, O hear 
ne, here ! 
Ang. My lord, her wits, I fear me, are not 


rm : 

She hath been a suitor to m { 

Cut ot by course of justice, efor hee brother, 
‘sab. 


s By course of justice! 
Ang. And she will speak most bitterly ‘and 
strange. 
Faas iy 


3 Most strange, but yet most truly, will 
That Angelo’s forsworn ; ig j 
itn 
That Angelo’s a murderer; jg’ neue 
hat Angelo is n adulterous thief 
Anhy poerite, a virgin-violator; 
Ss He nol : strange and strange ? 


ay, it is ten times strange. 


40 
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Isab. It is not truer he is Angelo 
Than this is all as true as it is strange: 
Nay, it is ten times true; for truth is truth 
nt 


To the end of reckoning. _ 
uke. ... Away with her! Poor soul, 
She speaks this in the infirmity of sense. 
Isab. O prince, I conjure thee, as thou be- 
lievest ' 
There is another comfort than this world, 
That thou neglect me not, with that opinion 50 
That I am_touch’d with madness! Make not 
impossible : M 
That Which but seems unlike: ’tisnot impossible 
But one, the wicked’st caitiff on the ground, 
May seem as shy, as grave, as just, as absolute 
«As Angelo; even so may Angelo, 
In all his dressings, characts, titles, forms,1 
Be an arch-villain; believe it, oval prince: 
If he be less, he’s nothing ; but he’s more, 
Had I more name for badness, 
uke. : By mine honesty, 
If she be mad,—as I believe no other,— 60 
Her madness hath the oddest frame of sense, 
Such a dependency of thing on thing, 
As e’er I heard in madness. , 

Isab. O gracious duke, 
Harp not on that, nor do not banish reason 
For inequality ; but let your Teason serve _ 

To make the truth appear where it seems hid, 
And hide the false seems true. 

Duke. Many that are not mad 
Have, sure, more lack of reason. What would 
you say? 3 ’ 
sab. Tam the sister of one Claudio, 

Condemn’d upon the act of fornication 
To lose his head ; condemn’d by Angelo: 
I, in probation of a sisterhood, " 
Was sent to by my brother ; one Lucio 
As then the messenger,— f 

Lncio, That’s I, an’t like your grace: 
I came to her from Claudio, and desired her 
‘To try her gracious fortune with Lord Angelo 
For her poor brother’s pardon. ; 

Isab. ., , Lhat’s he indeed. 

Duke. You were not bid to speak. 

ucio. No, my good lord ; 
Nor wish’d to hold my peace. 

Duke. I wish you now, then ; 
Pray you, take note of it: and when you have 80 

business for yourself, pray heaven you then 
Be perfect. 

Inacio. JT warrant your honour. 

ye: The warrant’s for yourself; take heed 

0’t. 


7o 


Mees This gentleman told somewhat of my 


le,— 
Inecio. Right. Fj 
Duke. It may be right; but you are i’ the 
eS 3 
To speak before your time. Proceed. 
mei. oa itift deputy I went 
‘o this pernicious caitiff deputy,— 
Pike. That’s somewhat madly spoken. 
3 


ab. Pardon it; 
The phrase is to the matter. go 
uke. Mended again. The matter; proceed. 
sab. In brief, to set the needless process by, 


How I persuaded, how I pray'd, and cnecl'd, 
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How he refell'd me, and how I teplicd,— 
For this was of much length,—the vile con- 
clusion _ 
T now begin with grief and shame to utter: 
He would not, but by gift of my chaste body 
To his concupiscible intemperate lust, 
Release my rother; and, after much debate- 
ment, 
My sisterly remorse confutes mine honour, 100 
ae did yield to him: but the next morn be- 
__ times, 
His purpose surfeiting, he sends a warrant 
For my poor brother's head. 
Duke, This is most likely! 
Isab. Q, that it were as like as it is true! 
Duke. By heaven, fond wretch, thou know’st 
not what thou speak’st, 
Or else thou art suborn’d against his honour 
In hateful practice. Irirst, his integrity 
Stands without blemish. ’ Next, it imports no 


reason 
‘That with such vehemency he should pursue 

Faults proper to himself : if he had so offended, 
He would have weigh'd thy brother by himself 
And not have cut him off. Some one hath set 


you on: 
Coniess the truth, and say by whose advice 
Thou camest here to complain. adie 
I And is this all? 


sab, 
Then, O you blessed ministers above, 
Keep me in patience, and with ripen’d time 
Unfold the evil which is here rape up 
countenance! Heaven shield your grace 
from woe, 5 
I, thus wrong’d, hence unbelieved go! 
Duke. I know you’ld fain be gone. An 
Officer ! ., 120 
To poscn with her! Shall we thus permit 
A blasting and a scandalous breath to fall 
On him so near us? This needs must be a 
practice, ‘ P 
0 knew of your intent and coming hither? 
Isab. One that I would were here, Friar 
Lodowiek. Y 
Duke. A ghostly father, belike. Who knows 
that Lodowick? x ao 
Lucio. My lord, [know him; ’tisa meddling 


friar; 
Ido not like the man: had he been lay, my lord, 
For certain words he spake against your grace 
In your retirement, I had swinged him soundly, 
uke. Words against me! this is a good 
friar, belike! 131 
And to set on this wretched woman here 
Against our substitute! Let this friar be found. 
Lucio. But yesternight, my lord, she and 
that friar, ‘ 
Isaw them at the prison: a saucy friar, 
A very scurvy fellow. 
Irv. P. Blessed be your royal grace! 
I haye stood by, my lord, and I haye heard 
Your royal ear abused. First, hath this woman 
Most wrongfully accused your substitute, 140 


Who is as free from touch or soil with her 
As she from one ungot. 
Duke. We did believe no less, 


now you that Friar Lodowick that she speaks 
o! 
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i i ivine and| Jari. Not that I 
ots a cee cea manic Duke. No? you say your husband, know 
Not SCUrVy, nor a temporary meddler, Mari. Why, just, my lord, and that js 
As he’s reported by this gentleman; Angelo, 


And, on my trust, a man that never yet 

Did, as he vouches, Misreport your grace, 
Lncio. My lord, most villanously ; believe it. 
fri. P. Well, he in time may come to clear 


Who thinks he knows that he ne'er knew my 


~ body, 
But knows he thinks that he knows Isabel’s, 
Ang. This is a strange abuse, Let’s see thy 


himself ; d 150 ace, ae ; , 
But at this instant he is sick, my lord, Mart. My husband bids me; now I will 
Of a strange fever. Upon his mere request, unmask. (Unveiling. 


Eng come to knowledge that there was com- 
aint i 

Intended *gainst Lord Angelo came I hither, 
Tospeak, as from his mouth, what he doth knovy 
8 true and false; and what he with his oath 
And all probation will make up full clear, 3 

hensoever he’s convented. First, for this 

woman, | 

To justify this worthy nobleman, 

0 vulgarly and personally accused, 160 
Her shall you hear disproved to her eyes, 
Till she herself confess it, i i 
Duke. Good friar, let’s hear it, 


This is that face, thou cruel Angelo, 
Which once thou sworest was worth the look. 
ing on; B A , 
This is the hand which, with a vow'd contract, 
Was fast belock’d in thine i, this is the body ato 
That took away the match from Isabel, 
And did supply thee at thy garden-house 
In her imagined Person. 3 
Duke. Know you this woman? 
Zacio. Carnally, she says, . 
Duke, Sirah, no more! 
Lawio, Enough, my lord. 
Ang. My lord, I must confess I know this 


Usabella is carried of guarded; and woman: 
fe Tone comes forward. | And five years since there was some speech of 
Do you not smile at this, Lord Angelo? marriage 


O heaven, the yanity of wretched fools! 
Give us some seats, Come, cousin Angelo; 
Jn this I’ll be impartial ; be you judge 

f your own cause, Is this the witness, friar? 
First, let her show her face, and after speak. 


Betwixt myself and her ; which was broke off, 
Partly for that her Promised proportions 
Came short of composition, but in chief —_220 
For that her reputation was disyalued 

In levity : since which time of five years 


fo Pardon, my lord} I will not show my’| I never spake with her, saw her, nor heard from 
‘ace her, 
Until my husband bid me. i 170 | Upon my faith and honour, 
Duke. What, are you married? Mari. Noble prince, 
"i. No, my lord. As there comes light from heaven and’ words 


Are you a maid? 
No, my lord 
A widow, then? 
Neither, my lord. 
hy, you are nothing then: neither 


from breath, . 

there is sense in truth and truth in virtue, 
am affianced this man’s wife as strongly 

ors could make up vows: and, my good 


lord, 
maid, widow, nor wife? But Tuesday night last gone in’s garden-house 
wcio, My lord, she may be_a punk; for e knew meas a wif . As this is true, 230 
may of them are neither maid, widow, nor | Let me in Safety raise me from my knees; 
wife 


‘ 380 | Or else for ever be confix 
Duke. Silence that fellow : I would he had | A marble monument} ae 
some cause Ang. 


To prattle for himself. Now, good my lord 8ive me the scope of justice; 
“cio, Well, my lord. My patience here is touch’ , I 
Mari. My lord, I do confess I ne'er was | TI i romen ave Perceive 
married ; 
And I confess besides I am no maid: 
have known my husband; yet my husband 
Inows not that ever he knew me. 
wcio. He was drunk then, my lord: it can 
be no better. 
Duke. Forthe benefit of silence, would thou 
wert so too! 19% 
Lacio. Well, my lord, 
Duke. This is no witness for Lord Angelo. 
Mari. Now come to’t, my lord : 
She that accuses him of fornication, 
In self-same manner doth accuse my husband, 
And charges him, my lord, with such a time 
When I'll depose I had him in Taine arms 
With all the effect of love. 
Ang. Charges she more than me? 





3} thou pernici n, 
Compact with her that’s gone, thinkest thou thy 


Thought they would swear down each particular 


5 

ere testimonies against hi; i 

3 \onies ag: nls worth and credit 

ee cali 1 approbation ? You, Lord 

1 with my cousin - lend him y i i 

ousin ; im kc 

Zo para sant uae, prhence Se a f “ 
Let him be sent fon” vat set them on ? 
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_ I did but smile tillnow: — 


Sonne 1) 
Fri. P.. Would he were here, my lord! for 
he indee 250 


‘ath set the women on to this complaint : 
ue provost knows the place where he abides 
And he may fetch him. 3 

Duke. Go do it instantly. [Zxit Provost. 
‘And you, my noble and well-warranted cousin, 
Whom it concerns to hear this matter forth, 
Do with your injuries as seems you best, 

Tn any chastisement: I for a while will leave 


you; 3 s 
But stir not you till you have well determined 
Upon these slanderers. > 

Face My lord, we'll do it throughly. 260 

[Exit Duke. 

Signior Lucio, did not you say you Imew that 
friar Lodowick to be a dishonest person ? 

Lucio. ‘Cucullus non facit monachum :” 
honest in nothing but in his clothes ; and one 
Hie hath spoke most villanous speeches of the 

uke. 

_Escal. We shall entreat you to abide here 
till he come and enforce them,against him: we 
shall find this friar a notable fellow. 

Tacio. Asany in Vienna, on my word. 269 

Escal. Call that same Isabel here once again : 
I would speak with her. [wit an Attend ant.) 
Pray you, my lord. five me leaye to question ; 
you shall see how 1’ll handle her. 

Lucio. Not better than he, by her own 
report. 

Escal. Say you? hae 

Lucio. Marry, sir, I think, if you handled 
her privately, she would sooner confess: per- 
chance, pub! ae she’ll be ashamed. 

Escal. Iwill go darkly to work with her. 

Lucio. ‘That’s the way; for women are light 
at midnight. 281 


Re-enter OFFICERS with ISABELLA ; and PRO- 
vost with the DUKE in his friar's habit. 


Escal. Come on, mistress: here’s a gentle- 
woman denies all that you have said. 

Lucio. My lord, here comes the rascal I 
spoke of; here with the provost. 

Escal.' In very good'time: speak not you to 
him till we call upon you. 

Lucio. Mum... 

Escal. Come, sir: did you set these women 
on to slander Lord Angelo? they have confessed 
you did. 291 

Duke. *Tis false. 

‘Escal. How! know you where you are? 

Duke. Respect to your great piace! and let 

the devil ‘ F 
Be sometime honour’d for his burning throne! 
Where is the duke? ’tis he should hear me 


speak. = 
Escal. wie duke’s in us; and we will hear 
‘ou speak ; 

Look you speak justly. 

Duke. Boldly, at least. But, O, poor souls, 
Come you to seek the lamb here of the fox? 
Good night to your redress! Is the duke gone? 
Then is your cause gone too. The duke's un- 


Just, 
‘Thus to retort your manifest appeal, 
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And put your trial in the villains mouth 
Which here you come to accuse. 
Iawio. _Thisis the rascal ; thisishe Ispoke of. 
eet Why, thou unreverend and unhallow’d 
riar, 
Is’t not enough thou hast suborn’d these wo- 


men 
To accuse this worthy man, but, in foul mouth 
And in the witness of his proper ear, 310 
To cal him villain? and then to glance from 
im 
To the duke himself, to tax him with injustice? 
Take him hence; to the rack with him! We'll 
_ touse you 
Joint by joint, but we will know his purpose. 
What, ‘unjust’! 
Duke. Be not.so hot; the duke 
Dare no morestretch this finger of mine than he 
Dare rack his own ; his subject am I not, 
Nor here provincial. My business in this state 
Made me a looker on here in Vienna, 
Where I have seen corruption boil and bubble 
Till it o’er-run the stew ; laws for all faults, 321 
But faults so countenanced, that the strong 


statutes aie 
Stand like the forfeits in a parber’s shop, 
As much in mock as mark. : 

Escal. Slander to the state! Away with 

him to prison! “ 2 

Ang. What can you vouch against him, 

Signior Lucio? i 
Is this the man that you did tell us of? 

Lucio. ’Lishe, my lord. Come hither, good- 
man baldpate: do you know me? 329 

Duke, Iremember you, sir, by the sound of 
your voice: I met you at the prison, in the 
absence of the duke. 

Lncio. O, did you so? And do you remem- 
ber what you said of the duke? 

Duke. Most notedly, sir. 

Lucio. Do you so, sir? And was the duke 
a fleshmonger, a fool, and a coward, as you 
then reported him to be? 

‘Duke. You must, sir, change persons with 
me, ere you make that my report : you indeed, 
spoke so of him; and much more, much worse. 

Incio. O thou damnable fellow! Did not I 
pluck thee by the nose for thy enerches! 

Duke I protest I love the duke as I love 
myself. 

“Ang. Hark, how the villain would close 
now, after his treasonable abuses! 

Escal. Such a fellow is not to be talked 
withal. Away with him to prison! Where is 
the provost? Away with him to prison! lay 
bolts enough upon him: let him speak no more. 
Away with those giglots too, and with the other 
confederate companion! 

Duke. [To Hecate sty Stay, sir; stay awhile. 

Ang, What, resistshe? Help him, Lucio. 

Lucio. Come, sir; come, sir; come, sir; 
foh, sir! Why, you bald-pated, lying rascal, 
you must be hooded, must you? Show your 

knave’s Visage, with a pox to youl show your 
sheep-biting face, and be hanged an hour! 
Will’t not off? 360 
[Pulls of the friar’s hood, and discovers 

the Duke. 
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Duke, Thou art the first knave that e’er 1 eae sake: but as he adjudged your 
madest a duke. é ro in double violati 
irst, provost, let me bail these gentle three. Being criminal, in double violat ion 
i cr ir; ar | Of sacred chastity and of promise-breach 4x 
[Zo Zavcio} Sneak not away, sir; for the friar ieee dependent, or eae brother's tite, ‘0 
Id on him, The very mercy of the law cries ou 
ne a i ns Sees Oe Most audible, even from his proper tongue, 
Duke. [Lo Escalus] What you have spoke | ‘ An Angelo for Claudio, death for death ! 
T pardon: sit you down: Haste still pays haste, and leisure answers 



















him i leisure; & 
Nero rar pines oe huaess Mo: dnte Sh |e area es ates mae still For 
MEASURE. 


Hast thou or word, or wit, or mpd nce, 


That yet can do thee office? If thou hast, Then, Angelo, thy fault’s thus manifested H 


Rely upon it till my tale be heard, 370] Which, ithoua thou wouldst deny, denies thee 
vantage. 
Sar ane louse ao my dread lord, We do condemn thee to the very block 


I crogia be guiltier than my guiltiness, Where Claudio stoop’d to death, and with like 


To think I can be undiscernible, Be haste. 420 
When I perceive your grace, like power divine, | Away with him! “ 
Hath look'd upon my passes. Then, good prince, | _ AZari. O my most gracious lord, 


Thope you will not mock me with a husband. 
Duke. Itis your husband mock'd you with 
a husband. 
Consenting to the safeguard of your honour, 
I thought your marriage fit; else im) utation, 
For that he knew you, might reproach your life 
And choke your good to come: for ‘his pos- 


No longer session hol id upon my shame, 
But let my trial be mine own confession : 
Immediate sentence then and sequent death 
Is all the grace I beg. p g 
Duke. Come hither, Mariana. 
Say, wast thou e’er contracted to this woman? 
Ang. Iwas, my lord. 38x 
Duke. Go take her hence, and marry her 
instantly, . 4 
Do you the office, friar; which consummate, 
Return him here again, Go with him, provost. 


sessions, . 
Although by confiscation they are ours, 
We do instate and widow you withal, 
To buy you a better husband. 


[Exeunt Angelo, Mariana, Friar Peter | Mari. O my dear lord, 
and Provost. | I crave no other, nor no better man. ends; 
Escal. My lord, I am more amazed at his} Duke. Never crave him; we are definitive. 
ishonour Mari. Gentle my liege. — (Kneeling. 
Than at the strangeness of it. Duke. ou do but lose your labour. 
Duke, Come hither, Isabel. | Away with him to death! [Zo Zwucio] Ni ow, 
Your friar is now your prince: as I was then sir, to you. 
Advertising and holy to your business, Mari. Omy goodlord! Sweet Isabel, take 
Not changing heart with habit, I am still 389 my part; 


Lend me your knees, and all my life to come 
T'iLlend you all my life to do you service. 


Attorney’d at your service. 
Isab, 1 r 
Duke. Against all sense you do importune 


. O, give me pardon 
That I, your vassal, have employ’d and pain’d 
Your unknown sovereignty | 
Duke. ., You are pardon’d, Isabel: 
And now, dear maid, be you as free to us. 
Your brother's death, I lmow, sits at your heart ; 
And you may marvel why I obscured myself, 
Labouring to save his life, and would not rather 
Make rash remonstrance of my hidden power 
Than let him so be lost. O most kind maid, 
It was the swift celerity of his death, 
Which Idid think with slower foot came on, 
Thaeieathya) my purpose. But, peace be with 
401 
That life is better life, past fearing death, 
Than that which lives to fear: make it your 
comfort, 
So happy is your brother. 
Isab. 


her: 

Should she kneel down in mercy of this fact, 
Her brother's ghost his payed bed would break, 
And take her hence in horror, 

Mari. Isabel, 441 
Sweet Isabel, do yet but kneel by me; 

old up your hands, say motos I'll speak all. 
They say, best men are moulded out of faults; 
And, fon the most, become much more the 

c 


r 
For being a little bad: so ma my husband. 
O Isabel, will you not Jend a knee? 

Duke. He dies for Claudio’s death. 

Isab, Most bounteous sir, [Aneeling. 
Look, if it please you, on this man condemn’d, 
As if my brother lived: T partly think 450 

. due sincerity govern’d his deeds, 

Till he did look on me: since it is SO, 

Let him not die. My brother had but justice, 

Jn that he did the thing for which he died : 

For Angelo, 

His act did not o’ertake his bad intent, 

And must be buried but as an intent 

That perishid by the way: thoughts are no 
subjects; 


Ido, my lord. 


Re-enter ANGELO, Mariana, FRIAR PEtTeEr, 
and Provost. 


Duke, For this new-married man approach- 
inghere, 
ose salt imagination yet hath wrong’d 
Your well defended honour, you must pardon 
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Intents but merely thoughts. 
Mari. Fs Merely, my lord. 
Duke. Your suit’s unprofitable; stand up, 
say. 460 
L have bethought me of another fault. 
Provost, how came it Claudio was beheaded 
‘At.an unusual hour? 
Ov. It was commanded so. 
Duke. Had you a special warrant for the 


deed? 
Prov. No, my good lord; it was by private 
message, 


TES For which I do discharge you of your 
office : 
Give up your keys, 
Prov. | Pardon me, noble lord : 
I thought it was a fault, but knew it not; 
Yet did repent me, after more advice : 
For testimony whereof, one in the prison, 47° 
‘That should by private order else have died, 
I have reserved alive. 

Duke. What’s he? 

Prov. His name is Barnardine. 
Duke. Twould thou hadst done so by Claudio. 
Go fetch him hither; let me look upon him. 

[Exit Provost. 
Escal. I am sorry, one so learned and so 
wise 
As you, Lord Angelo, have still appeard, 
Should slip so grossly, both in the heat of 


lood, 
And lack of temper'd judgement afterward. 


Ang. I am sorry that such sorrow I pro- 
cure : 
And so deep sticks it in my penitent heart 480 


That I crave death more willingly than mercy; 
*Tis my deserving, and I do entreat it. 


Re-enter Provost, with BARNARDINE, 
CLAUDIO mufpled, and JULIET. 
Duke. Which is that Barnardine? 
Prov. < This, my lord. 
Duke. There was a friar told me of this 


man. 

Sirrah, thou art said to have a stubborn soul, 

That apprehends no further than this world, 

ea thy life according. Thou ’rt con- 
demn‘d: 

But, for those earthly faults, I quit them all ; 

‘And pray thee take this mercy to provide 

Yor better times to come. _ Friar, advise him; Z 

I Jena himtoyourhand. What muffled fellow’s 
that? 492 

Prov. his is another prisoner that I saved, 
Who should have died when Claudio lost his 


As Heat t to Claudio as himself. 
st to Claudio a mself. 
se at Onmufiles Claudio. 
Duke. [Lo Isabella} he be like your 
brother, for his sake 
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Is he pardon’d; and, for your lovely sake, 

Give me your hand and say you will be mine, 

He ne my brother too: but fitter time for 
t. 

Hy this Lord Angelo perceives he’s safe; 

Methinks I see a quickening in his eye. 500 

Well, Angelo, your evil quits you well: 

Look that you love your wife ; her worth worth 


yours. 

I find an apt remission in myself ; 

‘And yet here’s one in place L cannot pardon. 

(Zo Lucio} You, sirrah, that knew me for a 
fool, a coward, 

One all of luxury, an ass, a madman; 

Wherein have I'so deserved of you, 

That you extol me thus? - 

LIncio. "Faith, my lord, I spoke it but ac- 
cording to the trick. If youwill hang me for it, 
you may; but I had rather it would please you 
I might be whipt. ; 

Duke. Whipt first, sir, and hanged after. 
Proclaim it, provost, round about the city, 

Is any woman wrong’'d by this lewd fellow, 

As I have heard bim swear himself there’s 
one 

Whom he begot with child, let her appear, 

And he shall marry her: the nuptial finish’d, 

Let him be whipt and hang’d. 

Inwio. T beseech your highness, do not marry 
metoawhore. Your highness said cven now, 
I made you a duke: good my lord, do not 
recompense me in making mea cuckold. 

Duke. Upon mine honour, thou shalt marry 


ner. 
Thy slanders I forgive ; and therewithal 
Remit thy other forfeits. ‘Take him to prison; 
And sce our pleasure herein executed. 
Inwio. Marryinga punk, my lord, ispressing 
to death, whipping, and hanging. : 
Duke. Slandering a prince deserves it. 530 
: [Exeunt Officers with Lucio. 
She, Claudio, that you wrong’d, look you 
restore. " 
Joy to you, Mariana! Love her, Angelo: 
T have confess’d her and I know her virtue, 
Thanks, good friend Escalus, for thy much 
goodness: 5 b 
There ’s more behind that is more gratulate. 
Thanks, provost, for thy care and secrecy ; 
We shall employ thee in a worthier place. 
Forgive him, Angelo, that brought you home 
The head of Ragozine for Claudio’s : 
The offence pardons itself. Dear Isabel, 540 
Lhave a motion much imports your good ; 
Whereto if you'll a willing ear incline, 
What's mine is yours and what is yours is 
mine. 
So, bring us to our palace; where well show 
What's yet behind, that’s meet you all should 
know. {Exeunt. 
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DRAMATIS PERSON AD 


Soxtnus, duke of Ephesus. 
ALGEON, a merchant of Syracuse. 


twin brothers, and 
ANTIPHOLUS of Ephesus Rae 
ANTIPHOLUS of Syracuse, )802S to A'geon and 
1; oa : 
vi thers, and at- 
Drono of Ephesus, {¢win_ brothers, 
Dromio of Syracuse, tendants on the two 


Antipholuses, 
BAuTHazaR, a merchant. 
ANGELO, a goldsmith. ; 
First Merchant, friend to Antipholus of 
Syracuse. 


ACT I, 
Scenel. 4 hall in the Duk«’s palace. 


Enter Duke, AEGEon, Gaoler, Officers, and 
other Attendants. 
Age. 


Proceed, Solinus, to procure my fall 
And by the doom of death end woes an¢ all. 
uke. Merchant of Syracusa, plead no more; 
Tam not partial to infringe our laws : 
The enmity and discord which of late 
Sprung from the rancorous outrage of your 
uke 
To merchants, our well-dealing countrymen, 
Who wanting guilders to redeem their lives < 
BENG een his rigorous statutes with their 
ood 
Excludes all pity from our threatening looks. 10 
For, since the mortal and intestine jars 
‘Iwixt thy seditious countrymen and us, 
It hath in solemn synods been decreed, 
Both by the Syracusians and ourselves, 
To admit no traffic to our adverse towns: 
ay, more, 
If any born at Ephesus be seen 
At any Syracusian marts and fairs; 
Again: if any Syracusian born 
Come to the bay of Ephesus, he dies, 20 
His goods confiscate to the duke’s dispose, 
Unless a thousand marks be levied 
To quit the penalty and to ransom him. 
Thy substance, valued at the highest rate, 
Cannot amount unto a hundred marks ; 
‘Therefore by law thou art condemn’d to die. 
aige. Yet this 
words are doni 
My woes end likewise with the eveninz sun, 
uke. Well, Syracusian, say in brief the 


cause 
Why thou departed’st from thy native home 30 


my comfort: when your] Wi 


Second Merchant, to whom Angelo is a debtor, 
PLNoH, a schoolmaster. 


AEMILIA, wife to AZgeon, an abbess at Ephesus, 
ADRIANA, wiie to Antipholus of Ephesus, 
Luciana, her sister, — 

Luce, servant to Adriana, 

A Courtezan. 


Gaoler, Officers, and other Attendants. 
Scene: Ephesus, 


And for what cause thou camest to Ephesus, 

“lige. A heavier task could not have been 
imposed : 

Than I to speak my gricfs unspeakable : 

Yet, that the world may witness that my end 

Was wrought by nature, not by vile offence, 

I'll utter what my sorrow gives me leave. 

In Syracusa was I born, and wed 

Unto a woman, happy but for me, 

And by me, had not our hap been bad. 


m 
With her I lived in joy ;_our wealth increased 40° 


By prosperous voyages I often made 
Re : pga ti pie fee death 7” 
nd the great care of goods at random left 
Drew me from kind embracements of my 
spouse : 
From whom my absence was not six months old 
Before herself, almost at fainting under 
The pleasing punishment that women bear, 
Had made provision for her following me 
soon and safe arrived where I was. 
There had she not been long but she became 50 
A joyful mother of to goodly sons; 
And, Pynich Was strange, the one so like the 
other 
As could not be distinguish’ but by names. 
That very hour and in the self-same inn, 
A meaner woman was delivered 
f such a burden, male twins, both alike : 
hose, for their parents were exceeding poor, 
d brought up to attend my sons. 
My wife, not meanly proud of two such boys, 
Made daily motions for our home return ; 
Unwilling I agrecd ; alas! too soon 
© came aboard. 
league from Epidamnum had we sail'd, 
ore the always wind-obeying deep 
Gave any tragic instance of our harm: 
But longer did we not retain much hope; 
or what obscured light the heavens dia grant 
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Did but convey unto our fearful minds 

A doubtful warrant of immediate death ; 

Wate hough myself would gladly haye em- 
raced, 0 

Yet the incessant weepings of my wife, q 

Weeping before for what she saw must come, 

And piteous plainings of the pretty babes, 


That mourn’d for fashion, ignorant what to] R 


fear, 
Forced me to seek delays for them and me. 
And this it was, for other means was none: 
‘The sailors sought for safety by our boat, 
And left the ship, then sinking-ripe, to us: 
My wife, more careful for the Iatter-born, 
Mad fasten’d him unto a small spare mast, 80 
Such as seafaring men provide for storms ; 
‘To him one of the other twins was bound, 
Whilst I had been like heedful of the other: 
The children thus disposed, my wife and I, 
Fixing our eyes on w! hom our care was fix'd, 
Fasten’d ourselves at either end the mast ; 
And floating straight, obedient to the stream, 
Was carried towards Corinth, as we thought. 
At length the sun, gazing upon the earth, 
Dispersed those vapours that offended us; 90 
And, by the benefit of his wished light, 
The seas wax'd calm, and we discovered 
‘Two ships from far making amain to us, 
Of Corinth that, of Epidaurus this: 
But ere they came,—Q, let me say no more! 
Gather the sequel by that went before. 
Duke: Nay, forward, old man; do not break 
off so; 
For we may pity, though not pardon thee. 
Age. O, Tad the gods done so, I had not 
now 
Worthily term’d them merciless tous! 100 
Tor, ere the ships could meet by twice five 
leagues, y 
We were encounter’d by a mighty rock ; 
Which being violently borne upon, —__ 
Our helpful ship was splitted in the midst ; 
So that, in this unjust divorce of us, 
Fortune had left to both of us alike 
‘What to delight in, what to sorrow for. 
Her part, poor soul! seeming as burdened 
With lesser weight but not with lesser woe, 
Was carried with more speed before the wind; 110 
And in our sight they three were taken up 
By fishermen of Corinth, as we thought. 
At length, another ship had seized on us; 
And, knowing whom it was their hap to save, 
Gaye healthful welcome to their shipwreck’d 


ests 5 . 
And would pave retthe fehers of ined rey, 
Had not their bark been very slow he 
‘And therefore homeward did they bend their 
course. ‘i y 
Thus have you heard me sever’d from my bliss, 
That by malsfortunes was my ligeiprolone 'd, x20 
tories of my own mishaps. 
Toe ‘And, for the sake of them thou 
t for, 
Do me the favour to dilate at full : 
What hath befall’n of them and thee till now. 
ge. My youngest boy, and yet my eldest 


care, Ree tui 
At eighteen years became inquisitive 
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After his brother: and importuned me 
That his attendant—so his case was like, 
Reft of his brother, but retain’d his name— 
Might bear him company in the quest of him : 
Whom whilst I labour’d of a love to see, 13 
T hazarded the loss of whom I loved. 
Five summers have I spent in furthest Greece, 
oaming clean through the bounds of Asia, 
And, coasting homeward, came to Ephesus ; 
Hopeless to find, yet loath to leave unsought 
Or that or any place that harbours men. 
But here must end the story of my life; 
And happy were I in my timely death, | 
Could all my travels warrant me they live. x40 
Duke. Hapless Ageon, whom the fates have 
mark’d a Ry syter 
To bear the extremity of dire mishap! 
Now, trust me, were it not against our laws, 
pnt my crown, my oath, my dignity, 
Which princes, would they, may not disannul, 
My soul should sue as advocate for thee. 
ue though thou art adjudged to the death 
And passed sentence may not be recall’d 
But to our honour’s great disparagement, 
Yet I will favour thee in what I can, 150 
Therefore, merchant, 1’ll limit thee this day 
To seck thy life by beneficial help: 
Try all the friends thou hast in Ephesus ; 
Beg thou, or borrow, to make up the sum, 
And live; if no, then thou art doom’d to die 
Gaoler, take him to thy custody. 
Gaol. Iwill, my lord. 
dige. Hopeless and helpless doth /Egeon 


wend, 
But to procrastinate his lifeless end. [xeunt. 


Scene IL. The Mart. 


Enter ANTIPHOLUS of Syracuse, Drom10 of 
Syracuse, and First Merchant. 


First Mer. Therefore give out you are of 
Epidamnum, 
Lest that your goods too soon be confiscate, 
This very day a Syracusian merchant 
Is apprehended for arrival here ;_ 
And not being able to buy out his life 
According to the statute of the town 
Dies ere the weary sun set in the west. 
There is your money that I had to keep. 
Ant. S. Go bear it to the Centaur, where we 


ost, met oe 

And stay there, Dromio, till I come to thee. 10 
Within this hour it will be dinner-time: 
Till that, I'll view the manners of the town, 
Peruse the traders, gaze upon the buildings, 
And then return and sleep within mine inn, 
For with long travel I am stiff and weary. 
Get thee away. 

Dro. §. Many aman would take you at your 

word, . 

And go indeed, having so good a mean. [Evit. 
Ant. S. <A trusty villain, sir, that very oft, 
When I am dull with care and melancholy, 20 

Lighten my humour with his merry jests. 
What, will you walk with me about the town, 
And then go to my inn and dine with me? 
First Mer, I am invited, sir, to certain 
merchants, 
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Ant. S. Now, as Iam a Christian, answer me 


Of whom I hope to make much benefit ; In what safe place you have bestows my 


crave your pardon. Soon at five o'clock, 

Please you, 1’ll meet with you upon the mart 

And afterward consort you till bed-time : 

My present business calls me from you now. 
Ant. S._ Farewell till then: I will go lose 

myself ‘4 Ps 30 

And wander up and down to view the city. 

First Mer. Sir, J commend you to your own 

















money, 
Or I shall break that merry sconce of yours 
That stands on tricks when I am undisposed : go 
Where is the thousand marks thou hadst of me? 
Dro. E. have some marks of yours upon 
my pate, 
Some of my mistress’ marks upon my shoulders, 


content. (Zzxit. | But not a thousand marks between you both. 
Ant. S. He that commends me to mine own I should pay your worship those again, 


content 5 
Commends me to the thing I cannot get. 
I to the world am like a drop of water 
That in the ocean seeks another drop, 
Who, falling there to find his fellow forth, 
nseen, inquisitive, confounds himself : 
So J, to find a mother anda brother, 
In quest of them, unhappy, lose myself. 40 


Enter Dromto of Ephesus. 
Here comes the almanac of my true date. 
What now * how chance thou art return’d so 
soon 
Dro. &. Return’dso soon! rather approach’d 
too late: i ‘ 
The capon burns, the pig falls from the spit, 
The clock hath strucken twelve upon the bell ; 
My mistress made it one upon my cheek : 
She is so hot because the meat is cold; 
The meat is cold because you come not home; 
You come not home because you have no 
stomach ; 
You have no stomach having broke your fast ; 
But we that know what tis to fast and pray 51 
Are penitent for your default to-day. 
Ant. S. Stop in your wind, sir: tell me this, 


pray : 
Where have you left the money that I gave you? 
Hise ip ‘ »—Sixpence, that I had o” Wednes- 
ay last 
To pay the saddler for my mistress’ crupper? 
The saddler had it, sir; kept it not. 
Ant. S. Tanrnot in a sportive humour now 2 
Tell me, and dally not, where is the money? 
Ve being strangers here, how darest thou trust 
Bolgreat a charge from thine own custody? 6r 
vo. #. I pray you, jest, sir, as you sit at 
dinner: 
I from my mistress come to you in post; 
if I return, I shall be post indeed, 
Yor she will score your fault upon my pate. 
cone your maw, like mine, should | 
clock 
And strike you home without a messenger. 
Ant. S. Come, Dromio, come, these jests 
are out of season; 

Reserve them till a merrier hour than this. 
Where is the gold I gave in charge to thee? 70 
Dro. E. Tome, sir? w! YY, You gave no poh 

to me. 
Ant. S. Comeon, sir knave, have done your 
And vellenoney ieee 
tell me how thou hast disposed thy charge. 
Dro. E. My charge was but to fetch you 
from the mart 


Perchance you will not bear them patiently. 
Ant. S. Thy mistress’ marks? what mistress, 
slave, hast thou? : - 
ro. &. Your worship’s wife, my Mistress 
at the Phenix; 
She that doth fast till you come home to dinner 
And prays that you will hie you home to dinner, 
Ant. S. What, wilt thou flout me thus unto 
my face, : gt 
Being forbid? There, take you that, sir knave, 
Dro. E, What mean you, sir? for God's / 
sake, hold your hands! 
Nay, an you will not, sir, I’ll take my hers : 
“CU, 
at S. Upon my life, by some device or 
other 
The villain is o’er-raught of all my money. | 
They say this town is full of cozenage, 
As, nimble jugglers that deceive the eye, | 
Dark-working sorcerers that chan e the mind, | 
Soul-killing witches that deform the body, x00 | 
Disguised cheaters, prating mountebanks, 
And many such-like liberties of sin B | 
If it prove so, I will be gone the sooner. | 
1ll to the Centaur, to go seck this slave: - } 
I greatly fear my money is not safe. (Zeit. 


ACT II. 
Scenel. Thehouse of ANTIPHOLUS of Ephesus, | 


Enter ARIANA and Luctana. | 
Adr, ,Neither my husband nor the slave re- | 
| 


Ur) 
That in such haste I sent to seek his master! 


Sure, Luciana, it is two o'clock, : 
ue Perhaps some merchant hath invited i 
im 


i 
And from the mart he’s Somewhere gone to 
dinner. 
Good sister, let us dine and never fret: H 
be your | A man is master of his liberty : | 
Time is their master, and when they see time 
They'll go or come : ‘if so, be patient, sister. | 
Adr. Why Should their liberty than ours be 
more 


4 r, a 10 
wc. Because their business still lies out o’ 
oor. 





aie ‘Look, when I serve him so, he takes it 


Ine. 0, know he is the bridle of your will. | 
Aue: There’s none but asses will be bridled 


Inc. Why, headstrong liberty is lash'd with 





woe. 
Home to your house, the Pheenix, sir, to dinner: There’s nothing situate u ven's eye | 
mistress and her sister Stays for you, But hath his board. in ade avenere | 


h, in sea, in sky: | 
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Sceyx 1] 
The beasts, the fishes and the winged fowls 


Are their males’ subjects and at their controls: 
divine, the masters of all these, 20 


Men, more divi K 
Lords of the wide world and wild watery seas, 
Indued with intellectual sense and souls 

Of more pre-eminence than fish and fowls, 
Are masters to their females, and their lords: 
Then let your will attend on their accords. 


Ad. This servitude makes you to keep un- 
wed. 
LIne. Not this, but troubles of the marriage- 


ed. 
Adr. But, were you wedded, you would bear 


some sway, 
Ine. Ere [learn love, I'll practise to obey. 
Adr. h 

whiere? 


bear. 
Adr, Patience unmoyed! no marvel though 

she pause ; 

They can be meek that have no other cause. 

A wretched soul, bruised with adversity, 

We bid be quiet when we hear it cry ; 

But were we burden’d with like weight of pain, 

As much or more we should ourselves complain : 

So thou, that hast no unkind mate to grieve 


thee, 
With urging helpless patience wouldst relieve 


me; 
But, if thou live to see like right bereft, 
This fool-begg’d patience in thee will be left. 
Lue. Well, I will marry one day, but to try. 
Here comes your man; now is your husband 


nigh. 


4o 


Enter Dromio of Ephesus. 


Adr. Say, is your tardy master now at hand? 
Dro, E. Nay, he’s at two hands with me, 
and that my two ears can witness. _ 
Adn. Say, didst thouspeak with him? know’st 
thou his mind? sat r 
Dro. H. Ay, ay, he told his mind upon mine 


ear: 
Beshrew his hand, I scarce could understand it. 
Zac. Spake he so doubtfully, thou couldst 
not feel his meaning? 4 fi 
Dro. i, Nay, he struck so plainly, I could 
too well feel his blows; and withal so doubt- 
fully that I could scarce understand them. 
Adr. But say, I prithee, is he coming home? 
It seems he hath great care to please his wife. 
Dro. E. Why, mistress, sure my master is 
Uap. atigat mad ehon viliainl 
7. _Horn-mad, thou villai 
10. EB 1 mean not cuckold-mad ; 
But, sure, he is stark mad. ; 
When I desired him to come home to dinner, 60 
He ask’d me for a thousand marks in gold: 
“Tis dinner-time,’ quoth 1; ‘My gold!” quoth 


: Your ‘meat doth burn,’ quoth I; ‘My gold!’ 


oth he: 
‘Wil esi corns home?’ quoth I; ‘My gold!’ 


uoth he, 
‘Whhre is ‘the thousand marks I gaye thee, 


villain?’ 
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How if your husband start some other 
4 , 3° 
Zac. Till he come home again, I would for- 
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“The pig,’ quoth I, ‘is burn’d;’ ‘My gold!” 
cap quoth he: 
My mistress; sir,’ quoth I; ‘Hang up thy mis- 
ress | 
I know not thy mistress; out on thy mistress!’ 
Inc. Quoth who? 
_ Pro. EZ. Quoth my master : 7° 
I Know, quoth he, ‘no house, no wife, no mis- 
Tess, 
So that my errand, due unto my tongue, 
Ithank him, I bare home upon my shoulders ; 
For, in conclusion, he did beat me there. 
Ady. Go back again, thou slave, and fetch 
him home. 
Dro. E. Go back again, and be new beaten 
home? 
For God's sake, send sortfe other messenger. 
ddr. Back, slave, or I will break thy pate 


across. F 
Dro, E. And he will bless that cross with 
other beating : 
Between you I shall have a holy head. 80 
Adr, Hence, prating peasant! fetch thy 
master home. E 
Dro. EZ. Am I so round with you as you 


with me, 
That like a football you do spurn me thus? 
You spurn me hence, and he will spurn me 


hither: 
Tf I last in this service, you must case me in 
leather. 5 (Exit. 
thee Fie, how impatience loureth in your 
face ! 
Ady. His company must do his minions 


grace, 
Whilst I at home starve for a merry Jook. 
Hath homely age the alluring beauty took 
from my poor cheek? then he hath wasted 
it: Oo 
Are my discourses dull? barren my wit? 
If voluble and sharp discourse be marr'd, 
Unkindness blunts it more than marble hard : 
Do their gay vestments his affections bait? 
That’s not my fault; he’s master of my state: 
What ruins are in me that can be found, 
By him not ruin’d? then is he the ground 
Of my defeatures._ My decayed fair 
A sunny look of his would soon repair: 
But, too unruly deer, he breaks the pale —_ 00 
And feeds from home; poor I am but his stale. 
Hae: Salonen; Jealousy! fie, beat it 
hence 
Adr. Unfeeling fools can with such wrongs 
dispense. 
I know his eve doth homage otherwhere ; 
Or else what lets it but he would be here? 
Sister, you know he promised me a chain ; 
Would that alone, alone he would detain, 
So he would keep fair quarter with his bed! 
I see the jewel best enamelled , 
Will lose his beauty ; yet the gold bides still, 
That others touch, and often touching will irx 
+Wear gold; and no man that hath a name, 
By falschood and corruption doth it shame. 
Since that my beauty cannot please his eye, 
I'll weep what’s left away, and weeping die. 
Inc. How many fond fools serve mad 
jealousy | [Eveunt, 
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Scene Il. A public place. 
Enter ANTIPHOLUS of Syracuse. 


Ant. S, The gold I gave to Dromio is laid up 
Safe at the Centaur; and the heedful slave 
Is wander'd forth, in care to seek me out 
By computation and mine host’s report. 
I could not speak with Dromio since at first 
Tsent him from the mart. See, here he comes. 


Enter Dromto of Syracuse. 


How now, sir! is your merry humour alter’d? 
As you love strokes, $0 jest with me again. 
You know no Centaur? you received no gold? 
Your mistress sent to have me home to dinner? 
My house was at the Phenix? Wast thou mad, 
That thus so madly thou didst answer me? 
Dro. S. What answer, sir? when spake I 
such a word ? 
nt. S. Even now, even here, not half an 
hour since, x 
Dro. S. I did not see you since you sent me 
hence, ; 
Home to the Centaur, with the gold you gave 


me. 
Ant. S, Villain, thou didst deny the gold’s 
receipt - 3 
And told’st me of a mistress and a dinner; 
For which, I hope, thou felt’st I was displeased. 
Dro, S. Tam glad to see you in this merry 


vein: = 20 
What means this jest? I pray you, master, tell | | 


me. 
Ant. S. Yea, dost thou jeer and flout me in 
the teeth? 
Think’st thou I jest? Hold, take thou that, 
and that. fy [Beating him. 

Dro. S. Hold, sir, for God’s sake! now your 
U jest HB eatnest : a 4 

pon what bargain do you give it me? 

Ant. S. Because that I familiarly sometimes 
Do use you for my fool and chat with you, 
Your sauciness will jest upon my love 
And make a common of my serious hours. 
When ie sun shines let foolish gnats make 

Sport, *30 
But creep in crannies when he hides his beams, 
if you will jest with me, know my aspect 
And fashion your demeanour to my looks, 

Or I will beat this method in your sconce, 

Dro. 8. Sconce call you it? so you would 
leave battering, I had rather have it a head: an 
you use these blows long, I must get a sconce 

Suinyhend and ansconce ib oR or ase Ishall 
seek my wit in my shoulders, Bui y, si 
why am I beaten ? a Sa 


Ant. S. Dost thou not know? 2 
Dro. S. Nothing, sir, but that I am beaten. 


Ant. S. Shall tell you why ? 
Dro. 8. , Sir, ae 1 R 

every hy Ay a rere rOraNe ary 
Ant. 8. 


Wh: = i Q 
thest week, cnet for flouting me; and 


For urging it the second time to me, 
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[Act ir 


Dro. S. Was there ever any man thus beaten 
out of season, Y 3 
When in the why and the wherefore is neither 

rhyme nor reason? 

Well, sir, I thank you. | 50 

Ant. S. Thank me, sir! for what? _ 

Dro. S. Marry, sir, for this something that 
you gave me for nothing. ‘ 

Ant. S, I’ll make you amends next, to give 
you nothing for something. But say, sir, is it 
dinner-time? | E 

Dro. S. No, sir: [think the meat wants that 

T have. 

Ant. S. In good time, sir; what’s that?! 

Dro. S. Basting. 

Ant. S. Well, sir, then ’twill be dry. 60 

Dro. S. Tfitbe, sir, I pray you, eat none of it, 

Ant. S. Your reason? . 

Dro. §. Lest it make you choleric and pur- 
chase me another dry basting. 4 

Ant. S. Well, sir, learn to jest in good time: 
there’s a time for all things. 

Dro. §, I durst have denied that, before you 
were so choleric. s 

Ant. §. By whatrule, sir? é 

Dro. S. Marry, sir, by a ruleas plain as the 
plain bald pate of father Time himself, 7t 

Ant. S, Let’s hear it. 

Dro. S. There’s no time for a man to re- 
cover his hair that grows bald by nature. 

Ant, 8. May he not do it by fine and re- 
covery 2 

Dro. S. Yes, to pay a fine for a periwig and 
recover the lost hair of another man. 

Ant, S. Why is Time such a niggard of hair, 
being, as it is, so plentiful an excrement? 

Dro. S. Because it is a blessing that he be- 
stows on beasts ; and what he hath scanted men 
in hair he hath given them in wit. 

nt. S. Why, but there’s many aiman hath 
more hair than wit. 
Dro. S. Nota man of those but he hath the 
wit to lose his hair, 
Ant, S, Why. thou didst conclude hairy men 
t. 


plain dealers without wit. 
70.8. The plainer dealer, the sooner lost : 
yet he loseth it in a kind of jollity. go 
Ant. S, For what reason? 
Dro. S. For two; and sound ones too. 


. Nay, not sound, I pray you. 
Sure ones then, 
. Nay, not sure, in a thing falsing. 
Dro. S. Certain ones then. 
Ant. S. Name them, 
Dro. S. The one, to save the money that he 
ends in tiring ; the other that at dinner they 
should not drop in his Porridge, 100) 
Ant. S. You would all this time have proved 
there is no time for all thin 8. 
Dro. S. Marry, and di , Sir; namely, no 
time to recover hair lost by nature. 
Ant. S. But yourreason was not substantial, 
ey there 48 no time to recover, 
ae anus E mend it: Time himself is 
bald ill we 0 the world’s end will have 
nt. S. Iknew’twould bea bald conclusion: 
But, soft! who wafts us yonder? ae 253 
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SceNE 1] 


Enter ADRIANA and Luctana. 
Adr. Ay, ay, Antipholus, look strange and 
frown: 
Some other mistress hath thy sweet aspects ; 
Lam not Adriana nor thy wife. 
The time was once when thou unurged wouldst 
yow 
That never words were music to thine ear, 
That never object pleasing in thine eye, 
That never touch well welcome to thy hand, 
That never meat sweet-savour'd in thy taste, 


Unless I spake, or look’d, or touch’d, or carved | M: 


to thee. 120 
How comesit now, myhusband, 0, howcomesit, 
That thou art thus estranged from thyself ? 
Thyself I call it, being strange to me, 

That, undividable, incorporate 

Am better than thy dear self’s better part. 

Ah, do not tear away thyself from me ! 

For know, my love, as easy mayst thou fall 

A drop of water in the breaking gulf . 
And take unmingled thence that drop again, 
‘Without addition or diminishing, 130 
As take from me thyself and not me too. q 
How Gey would it touch thee to the quick, 
Shouldst thou but hear I were licentious 

And that this body, consecrate to thee, 

By ruffian lust should be contaminate! 
Wouldst thou not spit at me and spurn at me 
And hurl the name of husband in my face 
And tear the stain’d skin off my harlot-brow 
And from my false hand cut the wedding-ring 
And break it with a deep-divorcing vow ? 340 
I know thou canst; and therefore see thou do it. 
I am possess’d with an adulterate blot ; 

My blood is mingled with the crime of lust: 
For if we two be one and thou play false, 

Ido digest the poison of thy flesh, 

Being strumpeted by thy contagion, 

Keep then fair league and truce with thy true 


ed ; : 
1 live unstain’d, thou undishonoured. 
Ant. S. Plead you to me, fair dame? I know 
you not: 
In Ephesus I am but two hours old, 50 
As strange unto yous town as to your talk; | 
Who, every word by all my wit being scann’d, 
Want wit in all one word to understand. 
JLatc. Fie, brother! how the world is changed 
with you ! ; 
‘When were you wont to use my sister thus? 
She sent for you by Dromio home to dinner. 
Ant. S. By Dromio? 
Dro. S._ By me? \ 
Adr. By thee; and this thou didst return 
from him, An 
That he did buffet thee and in his blows 160 
Denied my house for his, me for his wife. 
Ant. S. Did you converse, sir, with this gen- 
tlewoman? : 
What is the course and drift of your compact? 
Dro. S. I,sir? Inever saw her till this time. 
Ant. S. Villain, thou liest ; for even her very 


words 
Didst thou deliver to me on the mart.. 
Dro. S. I never spake with her in all my 
a. 
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Ant. S. How can she thus then call us by 
our names? 
Unless it be by inspiration. - 169 
Adr. How ill agrees it with your gravity 
To counterfeit thus grossly with your slave, 
Abetting him to thwart me in my mood ! 
3¢e it my wrong you are from me exempt, 
Boy aang not that wrong with a more con- 
empt. 
Come, I will fasten on this sleeve of thine: 
Thou art an elm, my husband, I a vine, 
Whose weakness married to thy stronger state 
akes me with thy strength to communicate : 
If aught possess thee from me, it is dross, 
Usurping ivy, brier, or idle moss; _ 180 
Vho, all for want of pruning, with intrusion 
Infect thy sap and live on thy confusion. 
Ant.S, To meshe speaks; she moves me for 
hertheme: | 
What, was I married to her in my dream? 
Or sleep I now and think I hear all this? 
What error drives our eyes and ears amiss? 
Until I know this sure uncertainty, 
I'll entertain the offer'd fallacy. 
Ive. Dromio, go bid the servants spread for 


dinner. 
Dro. 8. O, for my beads! I cross me fora 
sinner. 90 


This is the fairy land: O spite of spites! 
We talk with goblins, owls and sprites : 
If we obey them not, this will ensue, 
eel suck our breath or pinch us black and 
ue. 
LIne. Why pratest thou to thyself and an- 
swer'st not? 
Diorio; thou drone, thou snail, thou slug, thou 
sot! 
Dro. §. Iam transformed, master, am I not? 
Ant.S, [think thou art in mind, and soam T. 
Dro. S. Nay, master, both in mind and in 
my shape. 3 
Ant. S. Thou hast thine own form. 
Dro. S. No, Iam an ape. 
Lue. If thou art changed to aught, ‘tis to an 


ass. 5, F 201 
Dro. S. "Tis true; she rides me and I long 
_ for grass. 3 
“Tis so, Lam an ass; else it could never be 
But I should know her as well as she knows me. 
Adr, Come, come, no longer will 1 bea fool, 
To put the finger in the eye and weep, 
Wlulstman and master laugh at woes to scorn. 
Come, sir, to dinner. Dromio, keep the gate. 
HusLand, I'll dine above with you to-day 
And shrive you of a thousand idle pranks. 210 
Sirrah, if any ask you for your master, 
Say he dines forth and let no creature enter. 
Come, sister. Dromio, play the porter well. 
Ant. S. Am Tin earth, in heaven, or in hell? 
Sleeping or waking? mad or well-advised ? 
Known unto these, and to myself disguised! 
Ill say as they say and persever so 
And in this mist at all adventures go. 
Dro.S. Master, shall I be porter at the gate? 
Adr. Ay; and let none enter, lest I break 
your pate. . 220 
Ine. Come, come, Antipholus, we dine too 
late. \Eveunt. 
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When one is one too many? Go get thee from 

















ACT Ii. the dls. oueeene ' 
Le atch 1s made our 
SceneI. Before pe house of ANTIPHOLUS of Des ees Mu Bee Raia Porter? 


Dro. S. [Within] Let him walk from whence 
he came, lest he catch cold on’s feet, 

Ant. Z. Who talks within there? ho, open 
thedoor! : ‘ FE 

Dro. §. [Within] Right, sir; Pl ten you 
when, an you ’ll tell me wherefore, 

Ant. E, Wherefore? for my dinner: I haye 
not dined to-day. _ 40 

Dro. 8. [Within] Nor to-day here you must 
not; come again when you may. 

Ant. E. What art thou that keepest me out 
from the house J owe? 

Dro. S. [Within] The Porter for this time, 
sir, and my name is Dromio. 

Dro. EF. O villain! thou hast stolen both 
mine office and my name. 


Enter ANTIPHOLUS of ae Dromio of 
Ephesus, ANGELO, and BALTHAZAR. 


Ant. E. Good Signior Angelo, you must ex- 
cuse us all; 

My wife is shrewish when I keep not hours: 
Say that I linger’d with you at your shop 
To see the making of her carcanet — 
And that to-morrow you will bring it home. 
But here’s a villain that would face me down 
He met me on the mart and that I beat him 2 
And charged him with a thousand marks in 


‘ol 
Andi that I did deny my wife and house. 
Mhowldrankard, thou, whaé didst thou mean by 
this 


10 | The one ne'er got me credit, the other mickle 
Dro. i Say what you will, sir, but I know blame. : r 
what I know; If thou hadst been Dromio to-day in my 
That you beat meat the mart, I have your hand place, 


to show: 
If the skin were parchment and the blows you 
gave were ink, 
one ates handwriting would tell you what I 
hink. 
Ant. #, I think thou art an ass, 
Dro. E. Marry, so it doth appear 
By the Wrongs TU suffer and the blows I bear. 
I should kick, being kick'd; and, being at that 


pass, 
You would keep from my heels and beware of 
an ass, 
Ant. E. You're sad, Signior Balthazar : pray 
God our cheer E 
May answer my good will and your good wel- 
come here. aa, 20 
Bal. I hold your dainties cheap, sir, and 
your welcozae dear, Y 
Ant, FE. O, Signior Balthazar, either at flesh 


Thou wouldst have changed thy face for a name 
or thy name for an ass, at 
Lace. [Within] What a coil is there, Dromio? 
who are those at the gate ? 
Dro. H, Let my master in, Luce, 
Lace. [Within] Faith, no; he comes too late; 
And so tell your master. 
Dro. £. ; O Lord, I must laugh! 
Have Ge you with a proverb—Shall I set in my 
staff} 3r 
LTnuce. [Within] Have at you with another; 
that ’s—When? can you tell? 
Dro. 8. Wathen} If thy name be call'd 
Luce,—Luce, thou hast answer’ him well. 
Ant. E. Do you hear, you minion? you'll 
let us in, IT hope? 
Tawe. [Within] I thought to have ask’ you. 
Dro. S. (Within) And you said no, 
Dro. E. So, come, help : well struck! there 


or fish, was blow for blow. 
A table full of welcome makes Scarceone dainty} An Thou baggage, Iet me in. 
dish, > Lace. [Within] Can you tell for whose sake? 
Bal, Good meat, sir, is common ; thatevery| “Dro. 7. Master, knock the door hard, 
chur! affords, Tnice. [Within] Let him knock till it ache. 


Ant. £. And weleome more common ; for 
that’s nothing but words, 
Bul. Small cheer and great welcome makes 
& merry feast. 
ni, Ay toa niggardly host and more 
sparing guest : 
But though my cates be mean, take them in 
good part: 
ete ehees may you have, but not with better 
heart, 
Bubtott my door is lock'd. Go bid them Jet 
13 in, 


Dro. Bh. Maud, Bridget, Marian, Cicely, Git 
lian, Ginn} 


Dro. 8. Vithin] Bore; malt-horse, capon, 
J at 


Ant. BE. You'll cry for this, minion, if I beat 
the door down. 

Tawce. (Within) What needs all that, and a 
parr of stocks in the town? 60 
dr, [Within] Who is that at the door that 
keeps all this noise? 

Dro. 8." {Wi thin] By my troth, your town is 
troubled with unruly boys. 

Ant. E. Are you there, wife? you might 
have come before. 

Adv. [Within] Your Wife, sir knaye! go get 

pret from the door, 


yo. E. If you went in pain, master, this 
“knave’ would ‘0 sore, Poel 4 


: rit] ng. Here isneither cheer, si : 
uy, coxcom: idiot, pate : We would fain have either a ne 
Mither get thee from the door or sit down at the ‘aw. In debating which was best, we shall 

atch. part with neither, 
t th ure fo: Y i 
th oconin i for wenches, that thou call’st Dro. E. They stand at the door, master ; bid 


them welcome hither, 
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Ant. E. There is something in the wind, 
that we cannot get in. 
Dro. FE. You would say So, master, if your 
garments were thin. 79 
Your cake there is warm within; you stand 
here in the cold: 
It would make a man mad asa buck, to be so 
bought and sold. 
Ant. &. Go fetch me something: I'll break 
ope the gate. 
Dro. 8. RAG a) Break any breaking here, 
and T’ll break your knave's pate. 
70. 2. Aman may break a word with you, 
sir, and words are but wind, 
Ay, aan reals it in your face, so he break it not 
behind, 
Dro. 8. [Within] It seems thou want’st 
breaking: out upon thee, hind! 
Dro. £, Here’s too much ‘out upon thee!’ 
I pray thee, let me in, 
Dro. S. [Within] Ay, when fowls have no 
feathers and fish have no fin. 
Ant. £, Well, I'll break in: go borrow me 
a crow. 80 
Dro. #. A crow without feather? Master, 
mean you so? 
For a fish without a fin, there’s a fowl without 
a feather: 2 
If a crow help us in, sirrah, we'll pluck a crow 
together. z 
Ant. E. Go get thee gone ; fetch me an iron 
crow. 
Bal. Have patience, sir; O, let it not be so! 
Herein you war against your reputation 
And draw within the compass of suspect 
The unviolated honour of your wife. 2 
Once this,—your long experience of her wisdom, 
Her sober virtue, years and modesty, 90 
Plead on her part some cause to you unknown; 
And doulh¢t not, sir, but she will well excuse 
Why at this time the doors are made against 
you. = 
Be ruled by me: depart in patience, 
And let us to the Tiger all to dinner, 
And about evening come yourself alone _ 
To know the reason of this strange restraint. 
If by strong hand you offer to break in 
Now in the stirring passage of the day, 
A. vulgar comment will be made of it, 100 
And that supposed by the common rout 
Against your re ungalled estimation 
That may with foul intrusion enter in 
And dwell upon. your grave when you are dead; 
Yor slander lives upon succession, 
For ever housed where it gets possession. 
Ant. E, vom have prevail’d: I will depart 
in quiet, 3 
And, in despite of mirth, mean to be merry. 
I inow a wench of excellent discourse, 
Pretty and witty, wild and yet, too, gentle: 110 
There will we dine. This woman that I mean, 
My wife—but, I protest, without desert— 
Hath oftentimes upbraided me withal : 
To her will we to dinner. [Zo Ang.] Get you 


home 
And fetch the chain; by this I know’tis made: 
ring it, I pray you, to the Porpentine ; 





as! 
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Be it for nothing but to spite my wife— 


Upon mine hostess there: good sir, make haste. 
ince mine own dvors refuse to entertain 


me, 1z0 
T’ll knock elsewhere, to see if they "ll disdain 


me. 
Ang. Ill meet you at that place some hour 


hence. ; 
Ant.£. Doso. This jest shall cost me some 
expense, [Zxceunt. 


Scene Il. The same. 
Enter Luctana and ANTIPHOLUS of Syracuse. 


Ine. And may it be that you have quite 
forgot 
A husband's office? shall, Antipholus, 
Even in the spring of love, thy love-springs rot? 
Shall love, in building, grow so ruinous? 
If you did wed my sister for her wealth, 
Then for her wealth’s sake use her with more 
_ kindness ; ; 
Or if you like elsewhere, do it by stealth; 
Mutile your false love with some show of 
blindness : . 
Let not aN sister read it in your eye; 
Be not thy tongue thy own shame’s orator 3 10 
Look sweet, speak fair, become disloyalty ; 
Apparel vice like virtue’s harbinger ; 
Bear a fair presence, though your heart be 
tainted ; Z 
Teach sin the carriage of a holy saint: 
Be secret-false: what need she be acquainted ? 
What simple thief brags of his own attaint? 
‘Tis double wrong, to truant with your bed 
And let her read it in thy looks at board: 
Shame hath a bastard fame, well managed x 
Ill deeds are doubled with an evil word. ” 29 
Alas, poor women ! make us but believe, 
ing compact of credit, that you love us; 
Though others have the arm, show us the 
sleeve; : 
We in your motion turn and you may 
move us. : 
Then, gentle brother, get you in again 3 
Comfort my sister, cheer her, call her wife; 
Tis holy spark to bea little vain, 
ween the sweet breath of flattery conquers 
strife. 
Ant. S. Sweet mistress,—what your name 
is else, I know not, - ; 
Nor by what wonder you do hit of mine,— 30 
Less in your knowledge and your grace you 
show not ‘ 
Than our earth’s wonder, more than earth 
divine, 
Teach me, dear creature, how to think and 
speak 
Lay open to my earthy-gross conccit, 
Smother'd in errors, feeble, shallow, weak, 
The folded meaning of your words’ deceit, 
Against my soul’s pure truth why labour you 
'o make it wander in an unknown field? 
Are you a god? would you create me new? 
Transform me then, and to your power I'll 


eld. 
But ii that I am I, then well I know 8 


Movither?sithe house the Pe i aE eatONrTinstintee ig Pee BYE EANGBHF of mine, 


H 
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Nor to her bed no homage do I owe: 
Far more, far more to you do I decline. 
O, train me not, sweet mermaid, with thy note, 
To drown me in thy sister's flood of tears: 
Sing, siren, for thyself and I will dote: 3 
Spread o’er the silver waves thy golden hairs, 
And asa bed I’ll take them and there lic, 
And in that glorious supposition think __50 
He gains by death that hath such means to die: 
Let roe being light, be drowned if she 
sink! 
Inic. What, are you mad, that you do 
reason 80 ? 
cats S. Notmad, but mated; how, I do not 
know. 
Inc. It is a fault that springeth from your 
eye. ; 
Ant. S._ or gazing on your beams, fair sun, 
being by. ~ 
Ine. Gaze where you should, and that will 
clear your sight. 
Ant. S. As good to wink, sweet love, as look 
on night. : 
In. Why call you me love? call my sis- 


ter so. i 
Ant. S. Thy sister's sister. . 
uC. That’s my sister. 
Ant. S. : G Yo; 
It is thyself, mine own sclf's better part, 
7th eye’s clear eye, my dcar heart’s dearer 
heart, 
My food, my fortune and my sweet hope’s aim, 
My sole earth's heaven and my heaven's claim. 
Lnic. All this my sister is, or else should be. 
Ant, S. Call thyself sister, sweet, for I am 


thee. 
Thee will I love and with thee lead my life: 
Thou hast no husband yet nor L no wife. 
Give me thy hand. 
Tn. O, soft, sir! hold you still : 
I'll fetch my sister, to get her good will. [Zzit. 70 


Enter Dromio of Syracuse. 


Ant. S. Why, how now, Dromio! where 
runn’st thou so fast? 
ro.S. Doyouknowme, sir? am I Dromio? 
am I your man? am I myself i] 
Ant. S. Thou art Dromio, thou art my man, 
ge Buea T é 
vo. S. I am an ass, I am a woman’s man 
and Pa Bn (al : 
nt. S. fat Wwoman’s man? an 
besides thyself ? : sd 
Dro. S. Marry, sir, besides myself, I am due 
toa woman; one that claims me, one that 
haunts me, one that will have me. 
Ant. 8. hat claim lays she to thee? 
Dro. S. Marry, sir, such claim as you would 
lay to your horse; and she would have me as a 
beast: not that, I being a beast, she would have 


me; but that she, being eat 
laye clainntaen Hs ing a very beastly creature, 


Ant. S. Whatis she? 

Dro. 8. A very reverent body : ay, suchen 
one as a man may not speak of without he say 

Sirreverence,’ I have but lean luck in the 
match, and yet is she a wondrous fat mnarriage. 
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Ant. S. How dost thou mean a fat marriage? 

Dro. S. Marry, sir, she’s the kitchen wench 
and all grease; and I know not what use to put 
her to but to make a lamp of her and run from 
her by her own light. I warrant, her rags and 
the tallow in them will burn a Poland winter: 
if she lives till doomsday, shell burn a week 
longer than the whole world. _ 

Ant. S. What complexion is she of? 

Dro. S. Swart, like my shoe, but her face 
nothing like so clean kept: for why, she sweats; 
aman may go over shoes in the grime of it. 

Ant. S, That’s a fault that.water will mend. 

Dro. S._ No, siz, tis in grain; Noah’s flood 
could not do it. 

Ant. S. What’s her name? 110 

Dro. S._ Nell, sir; but her name and three 
quarters, that’s an ell and three quarters, will 
not measure her from hip to hip. 

Ant. S. Then she bears some breadth? 

Dro. S. No longer from head to foot than 
from hip to hip: she is spherical, like a globe; 
I could find out countries in her. 

Ant, S. In what part of her body stands 
Treland ? Mien 

Dro. S._ Marry, sir, in her buttocks: I found 
it out by the hogs. 12k 

Ant. S. Where Scotland? 

Dro. S. I found it by the barrenness ; hard 
in the palm of the hand. 

Ant. S Where France? , 

Dyro.S. Inher forehead ; armed and reverted, 
making war against her heir. 

Ant, S. here England? bie {5 

Dro. S. Llooked for the chalky cliffs, but I 
could find no whiteness in them; but I guess is 
stood in her chin, by the salt rheum that ran 
between France and it. 

Ant. S. Where Spain? 

_ Dro. S. Faith, I saw it not; but I felt it hot 
in her breath, | 

Ant. S. Where America, the Indies? 

Dro. S. Oh, sir, upon her nose, all o’er 
embellished with rubies, carbuncles, sapphires, 
declining their rich aspect to the hot breath of 
Spain; who sent whole armadoes of caracks to 
be ballast at _her nose. 140 
1 alin S. Where stood Belgia, the Nether- 

lands 

Dro. S._ Oh, sir, I did not look so low. To 
conclude, this drudge, or diviner, laid claim to 
me; called me Dromio; swore I was assured to 
her; told me what privy marks I had about me, 
as, the mark of my shoulder, the mole in my 
neck, the great wart on my left arm, that I 
amazed ran from her as a witch : 

And, I think, if my breast had not been made 
of faith and my heart of steel, 150 

She had transform’d me to a curtal dog and 
made me turn i’ the wheel. = 

AS Go hie thee presently, post to the 

road: 
An if the wind blow any way from shore, 


I will not harbour in this town to-night: 
come to the mart, 


if any bark put forth 
Where I will walk till thou return to me. 


if every one knows us and we know non 
= = * K e, 
*Tis time, I think, to trudge, pack and be gone. 
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Scrxx 1] 


Dies a As from a bear a man would run 

or life, 

So fly I from her that would be my wife. [Ezit. 
are S. There’s none but witches do inci 

here ; ree 161 

And therefore ’tis high time that I were hence. 

She that doth callme husband, even my soul 

Doth fora wifeabhor. But her fair sister, 

Possess'd with such a gentle Sovereign grace, 

Of such enchanting presence and discourse, 

Hath almost made me traitor to myself : 

But, lest myself be guilty to self-wrong, 

I’ll stop mine ears against the mermaid’s song. 


Enter ANGELO with the chain. 


Ang. Master Antipholus,— 
Ant. 8. ., Ay, that’s my name. 170 
Ang. I know it well, sir: lo, here is the 
chain. 
I thought to have ta’en you at the Porpentine: 
The chain unfinish’d made me stay thus long. 
Ant. S. What is your will that I shall do 
with this? . 
Ang. What please yourself, sir: I have made 
it for you. . 
Ant. S._ Made it for me, sir! I bespoke it not. 
Ang. Not once, nor twice, but twenty times 
you have. 
Go home with it and please our wife withal ; 
And soon at supper-time Ill visit you < 
And then receive my money for the chain. 180 
Ant. S. I pray you, sir, receive the money 
now, 
For fear you ne’er see chain nor money more, 
Ang. You are a merry man, sir: fare you 
well. ‘ eats 
Ant. S. What I should think of this, I 
cannot tell: % Z 
But this I think, there’s no man is so vain 
That would refuse so fair an offer’d chain. 
Isee a man here needs not live by shifts, : 
‘When in the streets he meets such golden gifts. 
I'll to the mart and there for Dromio stay : 190 
If any ship put out, then straight away. [Zxit. 


ACT Iv. 
Scene I. A public place. 


Enter Second Merchant, ANGELO, and an 
flicer. 


Sec. Mer. You know since Pentecost the 
sum is due, 5 

And since I have not much importuned you ; 
Nor now I had not, but that Iam boun 
To Persia and want guilders for my voyage : 
‘Therefore make present satisfaction, 
Or I'll attach you by this officer. 

Ang. Even just the sum that I do owe 
I ONE by Antiphol: 

8 growing to me by Antipholu: 
Audin the instant that I met with you 
He had of me a chain : at five o’clock 0 
T shall receive the money for the same. 

leaseth you walk with me down to his house, 


‘ I will discharge my bond and thank you too. 
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Enter ANTIPHOLUS of Ephesus and Dromio 
of Ephesus from the courtezan’s. 


Of. That labour may you save: see where 
he comes. 
Ant. E. While I go to the goldsmith’s house, 
fo thou 
And buy a rope’s end: that will I bestow 
Among my wife and her confederates, 
Yor locking me out of my doors by day. 
But, soft! I see the goldsmith. Get thee gone; 
Buy thou a yope and bring it home tome. 20 
Dro. #. I buy a thousand pound a year: I 
buy a rope. e Evcit. 
Ant. E. A man is well holp up that trusts 
to you: ; 
I promised your presence and the chain; 
But neither chain nor goldsmith came to me. 
Belike you thought our love would last too long, 
If it et chain'd together, and therefore came 
not. 
Ang. Saving your merry humour, here’s 
the note 
How much your chain weighs to the utmost 
carat, 
The fineness of the gold_and chargeful fashion, 
Which doth amount to three odd ducats more 30 
Than I stand debted to this gentleman : 
I pray you, see him presently discharged, 
For he is bound to sea and stays but for it. 
Ant. E. Iam not furnish’d with the present 
‘Money; Z . 
Besides, I have some business in the town. 
Good Signior, take the stranger to ny house 
And with you take the chain and bid my wife 
Disburse the sum on the receipt thereof : 
Perchance J will be there as soon as you. 
Ang. Then you will bring the chain to her 
yourself ? nitaiks 40 
Ant. H. No; bear it with you, lest I come 
not time enough. _ 
A ne Well, sir, I will. Have you the chain 
about you? | : 
ate £, An if I have not, sir, I hope you 
have ; 
Orelse you may return without your money. 
Ang. Nay, come, I pray you, sir, give me 
the chain ; ‘i 
Both wind and tide stays for this gentleman, 
And I, to blame, have held him here too long. 
Ant. E. Good Lord! you use this dalliance 
to excuse e 2 
Your breach of promise to the Porpentine. 
Tshould have chid you for not bringing it, 50 
But, like a shrew, you first begin to brawl. 
Sec. Mer. The hour steals on; I pray you, 


sir, cipal b . 

Ang. You hear how he importunes me;— 
the chain ! "| : 

Ant. E. Why, give it to my wife and fetch 
your money. 

Ang. Come, come, you know I gave it you 
even now. 

Either send the chain or send me by some token. 


Ant. &. Fie, now you run this humour out 
of breath - 
Come, where’s the chain? I pray you, let me 


se 


C1 
Kashmir Research Institute. Digitzed by eGangotri 


108 
Sec. Mer. My business cannot brook this 
dalliance. 
Good Sir, 8a, whether you’ll answer me or no: 60 
if not, Pl ewe him to the officer. 
Ant. Z. Lanswer you! what should I answer 
you? 
Ang. The money that you owe me for the 
chain. i ¢ 
ene E. I owe you none till I receive the 
chain. x 
Ang. You know I gave it you half an hour 
since. 


Ant. #. You gave me none: you wrong me 
much to say so. ie ae 
Ang. Youwrongme more, sir, in denying it: 
Consider how it stands upon my credit. & 
Sec. Mei. Well, officer, arrest him at m: y suit. 
OF. I do; and charge you in the duke’s 
name to obey me. Y 
Ang. This touches me in reputation. 
Either consent to pay this sum for me 
Or [attach you by this officer, 
A ey . Consent to pay thee that I never 
had ! 
Aurest me, foolish fellow, if thou darest.. 
Ang. Here is thy fee; arrest him, officer. 
I would not spare my brother in this case, 
If he should scorn me go apparently. p 
: 1 do arrest you, sir: ne hear the suit. 
Ant, E, Ido obey thee till I give thee bail. 
But, sirrah, you shall buy this sport as dear 81 
As all the metal in your shop will answer, 
Ang. Sir, sir, I shall have law in Ephesus, 
To your notorious shame; I doubt it not. 


Enter Dromio of Syracuse, from the bay. 


Dro.S. Master, there isa bark of Epidamnum 
That stays but till her owner comes aboard 
And then, sir, she bears away, Our fraughtage, 


sir, 
Thave convey'd aboard and I have bought’ 
The oil, the balsamum and aqua-vite, 
The ship is in her trim: the merry wind 90 
Blows fair from land: they stay for nought at all 
But for their owner, master, and. yourself. 
Ant. E. How now! amadman! Why, thou 
peevish sheep, 
What ship of Epidamnum Staysforme? 
Dro. S. A ship you sent me to, to hire 
waftage. 
Ant. #. Thou drunken slave, I sent thee for 
@ rope 
And told thee to what purpose and what end. 
Dro. S. You sent me for a rope’s end as 
soon : 
You sent me to the bay, sir, for a bark. 
Ant. £. I will debate this matter at more 
leisure 100 
And teach your ears to list me with more heed. 
‘To Adriana, villain, hie thee straight : 
Give her this key, and tell her, in the desk 
PThat’s cover'd o'er with Turkish tapestr 
There is a purse of ducats ; let her send it: 


d 
And that shall bail me : hie th. » Sl: ! 
On, officer, to prison till it con ae be gone 
LExeunt Sec. Merchant Angelo, 


cer, and Ant. E. 
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[Act iy 


Dro. 8, To Adriana! that is where we dined, 
Where Dowsabel did claim me for her husband! 


She is too big, I eles forme to compass, x1; * 
1 


Thither I must, although against my will, 
For servants must their masters’ minds ‘ffl. 
Dail, 


Scene II. Lhe house of ANTIPHOLUS of 
Ephesus. 


Jinter ADRIANA and LUCIANA. 


Adr. Ah, Luciana, did he tempt thee so? 
Mightst thou perceive austerely in his eye 
That he did plead in earnest? yea or no? a‘ 
Look’d he or red or pale, or sad or merrily ? 
What observation madest thou in this case 
Of his heart’s meteors tilting in his face ? 
Ine. First he denied you had in him no right. 
Adr. He meant he did me none; the more 
my spi te. 
vw. T 
here. 
Ad. And true he swore, though yet for- 
sworn he were, 1p 
Ine. Then pleaded I for you. 
ile And what said he? 
Za. That love I begg'd for you he begg'd 


of me. 
Ady. With what persuasion did he tempt 
thy love? é 
Lue, With words that in an honest suit 
. Inight move. 
First he did praise my beauty, then my speech. 
Adr, Didst speak him fair? 
Tate. Have patience, I beseech. 
Ad. I cannot, nor I will not, hold me still ; 
My pongue, though not my heart, shall have 
18 will. 
He is deformed, crooked, old and sere, 
Iil-faced, worse bodied, shapeless everywhere; 20 
icious, ungentle, foolish, unt, unkind, 
tigmatical in making, worse in mind. 
LC. uD would be jealous then of such a 
one 
No evil lost is wail’d when it is gone. 
Adr. Ah, but I thinkhim better than T say, 
And yet would herein others* eyes Were worse. 
‘ar from her nest the lapwing cries away: 
My heart prays for him, though my tongue 
do curse. 


Enter Dronno of Syracuse. 


Dro. S. Here! go: the desk, ‘the purse! 
Swect, now, make haste. 
Lue. How hast thou lost thy breath 7 


Dro. S. By running fast, 

fie puviicre is thy master, Drona is he 
we! 

Dro. S. 


No, he’s in Tartar limbo, worse 
os than heil. : ; 

s\ cevil in an everlasting garment hath him: 
One whose hard heart is nittonrd up with steel 
A fiend, a fury, pitiless and rough; 

A wolf, nay, worse, a fellow all in buff; 

A back-friend, a shoulder-clapper, one that 
countermands 

The passages of alleys, creeks and narrow lands; 
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hen swore he that he was a stranger ° 
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Scunz 11] 


A hound that runs counter and yet draws dry- 
foot well ; 
One that before the judgement carries poor 
souls to hell. 
Ady. Why, man, what is the matter? 
Dro. 8. Ido not know the matter: he is 
sted on the case. 
Aes What, ishe arrested? Tell meat whose 
suit, 
Dro. S. T know not at whose suit he is ar- 
rested well; _ 
But he’s in a suit of buff which ’rested him, 
that can I tell. 
Will you send him, mistress, redemption, the 
money in his desk? ; 
Adv, Go fetch it, sister. [Zeit Luciana.) 
This I wonder at, 
That he, unknown to me, should be in debt. 
Tell me, was he arrested on a hand? 
Hh S. Not on a band, but on a stronger 
hing ; 5 
Achain, a chain! Do you not hear it ring? 
Adi. What, the chain? 
Dro. S. No, no, the bell: ’tis time that I 
were gone: 
It was two ere I left him, and now the clock 
strikes one. 






Dro. S. QO, yes; if any hour meet a sergeant, 
a’ turns hack for very fear. 
Adr. Asif Time were in debt! how fondly 
dost thou reason ! 
Dro. S. Time is a very bankrupt and owes 
more than he’s worth to season. 
Nay, he’s a thief too: haye you not heard men 
say, 
That Time comes stealing on by night and day? 
If Time be in debt and theft, and a sergeant in 
the way, _ 61 
Hath he not reason to turn back an hour in a 
day? 
Re-enter Luciana with a purse. 
Adr. Go, Dromio; there’s the money, bear 
it straight, : a 
And bring thy master home immediately. 
Come, sister: I'am press’d down with conceit— 
Conceit, my comfort and my injury. [Bxeunt, 


Scene IIL. A public place. 
Enter ANTIPHOLUS of Syracuse, 
Ant. S. There's no: a man I meet but doth 
salute me E 

As if I were their well-acquainted friend; 
And every one doth call me by my name. 
Some tender money to me ; some invite me ; 
Some other give me thanks for kindnesses ; 
Some offer me commodities to buy: 
Even now a tailor cal’d mein hisshop _ 
And show’d me silks that he had bought for me 
And therewithal took measure of my body. 
Sure, these are but imaginary wiles 10 
And Lapland sorcerers inhabit here. 


Enter Droio of Syracuse. 


Dro. S. Master, here’s the gold yousent me 
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for. What, have you got the piciure of old 
Adam new-apparelled? 

Ant. S, What gold is this? what Adam dost 

thou mean? 

Dro. 8. Not that Adam that kept the Para- 
dise, but that Adam that keeps the prison: he 
that goes in the calf’s skin that was killed for the 
Prodigal ; he that came behind you, sir, like an 
evil angel, and bid you forsake your liberty. 20 

Ant. S. Kunderstand thee not. 

Dro. S. No? why, ’tis a plain case: he that 
went, like a bass-viol, in a case of leather; the 
inan, sir, that, when gentlemen are tired, gives 
them a sob and ‘rests them; he, sir, that takes 
pity on decayed men and gives them suits of 
durance ; he that sets up his rest to do more ex- 
ploits with his mace than a morris-pike. 

Ant. S. What, thou meanest an officer? 

Dro. 8._ Ay, sit, the sergeant of the band; 
he that brings any man to answer it that breaks 


o} his band; one that thinks a man always going 


to bed and says * God give yon good rest | 

Ant. S. Well, sir, there rest in, your foolery. 
Is there any ship puts forth to-night? may we 
be gone? 

Dro. S. Why, sir, I brought you word an 
hour since that the bark Lxpedition put forth 
to-night; and then were you hindered by the 
sergeant, to tarry for the hoy Delay. ere 
are the angels that you sent for to deliver you. 

Ant. S. The fellow is distract, and so am I; 
And here we wander in illusions: 

Some blessed power deliver us from hence! 


Enter a Courtezan. 
Cour. Well met, well met, Master Anti- 
pholus. a : 
I see, sir, you have found the goldsmith now: 
Ts that the chain you promised me to-day? 
Ant. S. Satan, avoid! I charge thee, tempt 
me not. 3k Ponnageaying 
Dro. S. Master, is this Mistress Satan ? 
Ant. S. It is the devil. : o 
Dro. S. Nay, she is worse, she is the devil's 
dain; and here she comes in the habit of a light 
wench : and thereof comes that the wenches say 
“God damn me;’ that’s as much to say ‘God 
make me a light wench.’ It is written, they 
appear to men like angels of light: light is an 
etfect of fire, and fire will burn; ergo, light 
wenches will burn. Come not near her. 
Cow’. Your man and you are marvellous 
merry, sir. i. 
Will you go with me? We'll mend our dinner 
ere. 60 
Dro. S. Master, if you do, expect spoon- 
meat; or Desperate a long spoon. 
Ant. § Why, Dromio? 
Dro. S. Marry, he must have a long spoon 
that must eat with the devil. 
~ Ant. S, Avoid then, fiend! what tell'st thou 
me of supping ? 
Thou art, as you are cll, a sorceress: 
I conjure thee to leave me and be gone. 
~Cowr. Give ne the ring of mine you had at 
dinner, — E 
Or, for my diamond, the chain you promised,70° 
And I'll be goue, sir, and not trouble you. 
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Dro. S. Some devils ask but the parings of : ae ze Nay, rather persuade him to hola 
one’s nail us hands, ae 
a hair, , apin, Ant. H. Thou whoreson, senseless villain! 
a Tat ce e pioade® 3 Dro. £. T would I were senseless, sir, that 1 
But she, more covetous, would have a chain, mse not feel your blows. ers ; 
Master, be wise: an if you give it her, ' nt. # Thou art sensible in nothing but 
The devil will shake her ani and fright us| blows, and so is an ass. fi 
with it. ., Dro. #. Lamanass, indeed ; you may prove 
Cour. I pray you, sir, my ring, or else the | it by m long ears, Thave served him from the 
chain : hour of my nativity to this Instant, and have 
Thope you do not mean to cheat me So. ._ | Nothing at his hands for my service but blows, 
Ant. S. Avaunt, thou witch! Come, Dromio, | When { am cold, he heats me with beating ; 
let us go, 80] when I am warm, he cools me with beating: 
Dro. S. ‘Fly pride, says the peacock : mis- 2 am waked with it when I slcep ; raised with 
tress, that you know. it when I sit; driven out of doors with it when 
[Exeunt Ant. S. and Dro. S.| I go from home ; welcomed home with it when 
Cour. Now, out of doubt Antipholus is mad, | I return: nay, I’ bear it on my shoulders, as a 
Else would he never so demean himself. beggar wont her brat; and, J think, when he 
A ring he hath of mine worth forty ducats, hath lamed me, I shal! beg with it from door to 
And for the same he promised me a chain : door. ee : 
Both one and other he denies me now. Ant. FE. Come, go along; my wife is coming 














The reason that I cates he is eh yonder, 
nce of hi 
Eee D eta aan Enter AvrRtan, Luctana, the Courtezan, 


and PINcH. 

Dro. E. Mistress, < respice finem,’ Tespect 
your end; or rather, tthe prophecy like the 
parrot, ‘beware the Tope’s-end.’ 

Ant. FE. Wilt thou still talk? [Beating him. 

Cour. How say you now ? is not your hus- 

band mad? 

Ady. His incivility confirms no less. 

Good Doctor Pinch, you are a conjurer; +50 
Establish him in his true sense again, 
And I will please you what on will demand. 

Ine. Alas, how fiery and how sharp he looks! 

Cour, Mark how he trembles in his ecstasy! 


his own doors being shut against his 
entrance. 2 Bs 
Belike his wife, acquainted with his fits, 
On purpose shut the doors against his way. 
Ty way is now to hie home to his house, 
And tell his wife that, being lunatic, 
e rush’d into my house and took perforce 
My ring away. This course I fittest choose S 
or forty ducats is too much to lose. (Exit. 


Scene IV. A strect. 
Enter ANTIPHOLUS of Ephesus and the Officer, 
Ant. HZ. Fear me not, man; I will not break 


away: Pinch. Give me your hand and let me feel 
T’ll give tl T leave th } your pulse. < 
To Worenethe as Mam eepreee eager Ant. L. There is my hand, and Iet it feel 


My wife is in 4 wayward mood to-day, 

And will not lightly trust the messenger. 
at I should be attach’d in Ephesus, 

T tell you, ’twill sound harshly in her ears. 


Enter Dromio of Ephesus with a rope’s-end. 
Here comes my man; I think he brings the 
money. 
How now, sir! have you that I sent you for? e 
Dro. E. Here’s that, I warrant you, will 
pay them all. 10 
nt. . But where's the money? 
Dio. E. Why, sir, I gave the money for 
the rope. n 
Ant. B. Five hundred ducats, villain, for 


eropet E 
Dro. £. Tl serve you, sir, five hundred at 
the rate. 
Ant. E. To what end did Ibid thee hie thee 
home? 
Dro. E. Toa Tope’s-end, sir; and to that 
end am I returned. 


your ear. [Striking him. 
Pinch. I charge thee, Satan, housed within 


this man, _ 
To yield possession to my holy prayers 


I conjure thee by all the saints in heaven! 60 
Ant. E. Peace, doting wizard, peace! I am 
not mad, 
ee Ae that thou wert not, poor distressed 
oul! 


Ant. BE You minion, you, are these your 
. customers? _ 

Did this companion with the saffron face 

Revel and feast it at my house to-day, 

Whilst upon me the guilty doors were shut 

And I denied to enter in my house? 
ete O husband, God doth know you dined 

at home; 

Where would you ned peeing until this time, 
Tee from these slanders and this open shame! 
Ant. #. Dined athome! Tl illai t 

eee tiees lou Villain, what 


Ant. i. And to that end, sir, I will weleome Dro. E. Sir, sooth i ie 

Oe ae sir DO EREAE [Beating him, at home, Z ‘© say, you did not dine 
. > ent. £ BD 9, 

B, HE. Nay, ’tis for me to be Patient; Tam Seer nol my: doors lock’d upandsL 


in adversity. 
(6) 


Good now, hold thy tongue, e 


10. E. Perdie, your doors wer ck’ 
coat ere lock’d and 
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And to thy state of darkness hie thee straight: 





| 
| 
] 








Scunz 1v] 


Ant. Bs And ad not she herself revile me 
here 
we Z. Sans fable, she herself reviled you 
here, 
Ant. E. Did nother kitchen-maid rail, taunt 
and scorn me? 
Dro. E, Certes, she did; the kitchen-vestal 
scorn’d you. 
Ant. #, And did not Lin rage depart from 
thence ? ; 
Dro. H. Tu verity you did; my bones bear 
witness, 80 
That since have felt the vigour of his rage. 
Adv, _Is’t good to soothe him in these con- 
traries? | 
Pinch. It is no shame: the fellow finds his 


yein 
And yielding to him humours well his frenzy. 
Ant. H, hou hast suborn’d the goldsmith 
to arrest me. 
Ady, Alas, Isent you TY to redeem you, 
By Dromio here, who came in haste for it. 
Dro. Z. Money by me! heart and good-will 
you might ; 
But surely, master, not a rag of money. 
Ant. #. Went’st not thou to her for a purse 
of ducats? . 
Adv. He came to meand I deliver'd it. 
Lue, And I am witness with her that she 
+ did. 
Dro. FE. God and the rope-maker bear me 
witness 3 
That I was sent for nothing but a rope! = 
Pinch. Mistress, both man and master is 
possess’d ; 
I know it by their pale and deadly looks: 
They must be bound and laid in some dark 
room. 
Ant. E. Say, wherefore didst thou lock me 
forth to-day ? 
And why dost thou deny the bag of gold? 
Adr. did not, gentle husband, lock thee 


forth, pee 100) 
Dro. E. And, gentle master, I received no 


gold ; 
Bui I confess, sir, that we were lock’d out. 
Ad, Dissembling villain, thou speak’st false 
in both. 
Ant. ‘if Dissembling harlot, thou art false 
inal 
And art confederate with a damned pack 
To make a loathsome abject scorn of me: 
But with these nails I°ll pluck out these false 


yes 
That youd behold in me this shameful sport. 


Enter three cr four, and offer to bind him. He 
sirives. 
Adr. O, bind him, bind him! let him not 


come near me, : 
Pinch. More company! The fiend is strong 


within him. 110 
Tuc. Ay me, poor man, how pale and wan 


ks! 
Ane “What, will you murder me? Thou 


‘aoler, thou 
I aa thy Prisoner: wilt thou suffer them 


‘Yo make a rescue? 
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Of. d Masters, leshim go: 
He is my prisoner, and you shall not have him. 
Pinch. Go bind this man, for he is frantic 
too. Hf They offer to bind Dro, L. 
Adr, What wilt thou do, thou peevish 


officer ?, 
Hast thou delight to sce a wretched man 
Do outrage and displeasure to himself } 
; Heis my prisoner: if I let him go, x20 
The debt he owes will be required of me. 

Ady. Iwill discharge thee ere I go from thee: 
Bear me forthwith unto his creditor 6 
And, knowing how the debt grows, I will pay it. 
Good master doctor, see him safe convey’d 
Home tomy house. O most unhappy day ! 

Ant. Z, O most unhappy strumpet! 

Dio. E. Master, I au here enier’d in bond 

for you. eee 

Ant. £, Quton thee, villain! wherefore dost 

thou mad me? 

Dro. Z. Will you be bound for nothing? be 
mad, good master: cry ‘ The devil!’ 13 

een God help, poor souls, how idly do they 

ALK TL 
Adr. Gobearhim hence. Sister, go you with 
me. [Hxeunt all but Adriana, Luciana, 
_ ,, Officer and Courtezan.| 
Say now, whose suit is he arrested at? 

OF. One Angelo, a goldsmith; do you know 

him 


Adr, Iknow the man. What is the sum he 


owes? 
Of. Two hundred ducais. 
Adv. _ Say, how grows it due? 
OF. Due for a chain your husband! had of 
him. 


Ady. He did bespeak a chain for me, but 
had it not. x 
Cow. When as your husband all in rage to- 
day 2 14m 
Came to my house and took away my ring— 
The ring I saw upon his finger now— 

Straight after did 1 meet him with a chain. 
Adr. It may be so, but I did never sce it. 
Come, gaoler, bring me where the goldsmith is: 

T long to know the truth hereof at large. 


Enter ANTIPHOLUS of Syracuse with his rapier 
drawn, and Dromio of Syracuse. 


Inc. God, for thy mercy! they are loose: 
again. " 
Adr. And come with naked swords. 
Let’s call more help to have them bound again. 
Of. Away! theyll kill us. 150 
[Bxeunt all but Ant. S. and Dro. 8. 
Ant. S. I see these witches are afraid of 
swords. 
Dro. S. She that would be your wife now 
ran from you. 
Ant. S. Come to the Centaur; fetch our: 
stuff from thence: 
I long that we were safe and sound aboard. 
Dro.S. Faith, stay here this night; they will 
surely do us no harm: you saw they speak us 
fair, give us gold: methinks they are such a 
gentle nation that, but for the mountain of mad 
flesh that claims marriage of me, I could find in 
my heart to stay here stilland turn witch. 160: 
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Ant. S. I will not stay to-night for all the 


town; . 
Therefore away, to get our stuff aboard. 
[ZLxeunt. 















Enter the Lady Abbess. 
Abb. Be quiet, people. Wherefore throng 
you hither? 
Adr. Yo fetch my poor distracted husband 
hence. ; F 
6 Us come in, that we may bind him fast 
And bear him home for his recovery, 
Ang. I knew he was not in his perfect wits, 
Sec. Mer. Tam sorry now that I did draw on 


ACT VY, 
Scene I. A street before a Priory. 
Enter Second Merchant and ANGELO. 
ng. I am sorry, sir, that I have hinder'd 


you; ; 
But, I protest, he had the chain of me, | 
Though most dishonestly he doth deny it. 
Sec. Mer. How is the man esteem'd here in 
the city? i 
Ang. OF very reverend reputation, sir, 
Of credit infinite, highly beloved, 


40 


im. 
Abb, fon long hath this possession held the 
man 
Ady, This week he hath been heavy, sour, 


sad, . 
And much different from the man he was; 
But till this afternoon his passion 
Ne’er brake into extremity of rage. 
Hath he not lost much wealth by wreck 


Second to none that lives here in’the city : of sea? 4 ‘ 
His word might bear my wealth at any time. | Buried some dear friend? Hath not else his eye 
ae te Speak softly ; yonder, as I think, Stray’d his affection in unlawful love? 51 
le walks, 


sin prevailing much in youthful men, 
Who give their eyes the liberty of gazing, 
Which of these sorrows is he subject to? 
Adr. To none of these, except it be the last; 
etamely, some love that drew him oft from 
home. 
as You should for that have reprehended 
hirh 


Ady. “Why, so I did. 


Enter ANTIPHOLUS of Syracuse and Dromto 
of Syracuse. 


Ang. "Tis so; and that self chain about his 
nec 10 
Which he forswore most monstrously to have, 


ood sir, draw near to me, I'll speak to him. 
Signior Antipholus, I wonder much 


y - . Abb, Ay, but not rough enough. 
hag your would. but me to this shame and Adr. As roughly as my modesty would let 
And, not without some scandal to yourself, me. Baris ke 
Vith circumstance and oaths so to deny ee Haply jel ele Li blies:t 
This chain which now you wear so openly : Ae EAStR ERE af im assemblies oe 
Teeside the charge, the shame, imprisonment, “fag. “pee but not enough. x 


Adr. It was the Copy of our conference: 
Tn bed he Slent not for my urging‘it : 
At board he fed not for my urging it; 
Alone, it was the Subject of my theme; 
In company I often glanced it; , 
Still did T tell him it was vile and bad. 
Abb, sou thereof came it that the man was 
mad: 
The venom clamours of a jealous woman 
olsons more deadly than’a mad dog’s tooth.7o 
t seems his sleeps were hinder'd by thy railing, 
And thereof comes it that his heac is light. 
Thou say’st his meat was sauced with thy up- 
raidings : 
Unquiet meals make ill di estions ; 
Thereof the Taging fire of ever bred ; 
And what’s a fever but a fit of Mhadnesgs 7 
Thou say’st his Sports were hinder'd hy thy 


ou have done wrong to this my honest friend, 
Who, but for staying on our controversy, 20 
Hadshoisted sail and put to sea to-day : 
his chain you had o} me;_can you (leny it? 
Ant.S. Ithink Thad; Inever did deny it. 
Sec. a er. Yes, that you did, sir, and forswore 
it too. 
Ant. S.. Who heard me to deny it or for- 
swear it? 
Sec, Mer. These cars of ining, thou know’st, 
did hear thee, yak 
Fie on thee, wretch t ’tis pity that thou livest 
'o walk where any honest men resort. ” 
are S. Thou art a villain to impeach me 
us t 
Tl prove mine honour and mine honesty 30 
Against thee presently, if thou darest stand. 
Sec. Mer. dare, and do defy thee for a 


Resteas 7 % brawls: 
villain. [Dhey draw. Bacal recreation band, rbat doth ensue 
AG me ; ; Kipdnoody and dull melancholy. 
Enter ADRIANA, pRrARAS the Courtezan, and <insman to grim and comfortless despair, 80 
Gage dee And at her heels ‘a huge infectious troop 
ae Hold, hurt him not, for God’s sake! | Of pa’ e distemperatures and foes to life? 


Some get within him, take his Sword away: 
Bind Dromio too, and bear them to my house. 
vo. S, Run, master, Tun; for God's sake, 
aa take a house! tn 
18.18 some priory. In, or we are g id! 
[Exzeunt ‘Ant. S. and Dro. S. to he Bag 


© 


Haye scared thy husband from the use of sits. 

uc. She never reprehended him Lutmildly, 

Miicatie demean’d himself Tough, rude and 
Wildly. 
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Why bear you these rebukes and answer not? 
Adr. She did betray me to my own reproof. 

Good people, enter and lay hold on him. 91 
Abb. No, not a creature enters in my house. 
Adr. ‘Then let your servants bring my hus- 

band forth. 
Ais Neither: he took this place for sanc- 
uary, 

And it shall privilege him from your hands 

Till L have brought him to his wits again, 

Or lose my labour in SeeNEOH it. 
Adr, Iwill attend my husband, be hisnuzse, 

Diet his sickness, for it is my office, - 

And will have no attorney but myself ; 100 

And therefore let me have him home with me. 
Abb. Be patient; for I will not let him stir 

Till I have used the approved means I have, 

With wholesome syrups, drugs and holy prayers, 

To make of him a formal man again : 

It is a branch and parcel of mine oath, 

A charitable duty of my order. - 

Therefore depart and leave him here with me. 
Adv, Iwill not hence and leave my husband 


here: 
And ill it doth beseem your holiness 110 
‘Lo nee the husband and the wife. 
Abb. Be quiet and depart: thou shalt not 
havehim. | (Exit. 
Ine. Complain unto the duke of this in- 
dignity. c I 
ae jome, go: I will fall prostrate at his 
ee 
And never rise until my tears and prayers 
Have won his grace to come in person hither 


And take perforce my husband from the abbess. 


Sec. Mer. By this, I think, the dial points at 


five: 
-Anon, I’m sure, the duke himself in person 
‘Comes this way to the melancholy yale, 120 
‘The place of death and sorry execution, 
Behind the ditches of the abbey here. 
Ang. _ Upon what cause? , 
Sec. Mer. To see a reverend. Syracusian 
merchant, | 3 
Who put unluckily into this bay 
Amninst the laws and statutes of this town, 
Beheaded publicly for his offence. y 
Ang. ane where they come: we will behold 
his death. 
_Luc. ‘Kneel to the duke before he pass the 
abbey. ° 


Enter DUKE, attended; JEGEON bareheaded ; 
with the Headsman and other Officers. 


Duke. Yet once again proclaim it publicly, 
Tf any friend will pay the sum for him, 131 
-He shall not die; so much we tender him. 

Adr, Justice, most sacred duke, against the 


abbess! | 
Duke, She isa virtuous and a reverend lady : 
It cannot be that she hath done thee wrong. 
Ady, lay a please your grace, Antipholus 
my husband, 
Whom I made lord of me and all T had, 
At your important letters,—this ill de i p 
A most outrageous:fit of madness took him; 
“That desperately he hurried through the street,— 
“With him his bondman, all as mad as he,— x41 
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Doing displeasure to the citizens 

By rushing in their houses, bearing thence 
Rings, jewels, any thing his rage did like. 

Once did I get him bound and sent him home, 
Whilst to take order for the wrongs I went 
That here and there his fury had committed. 
Anon, I wot not by what strong escape, 

He broke from those that had the guard of 


him ; e 

And with his mad attendant and himself, x50 

Each one with ireful passion, with drawn 
swords, F 

Met us again and madly benton us , 

Chased us away, till raising of more aid 

We came again to bind them. Then they fled 

Into this abbey, whither we pursued them: 

And here the abbess shuts the gates on us 

And will not sufler us to fetch him out, 

Nor send him forth that we may bear him 
hence. f : 

Therefore, most gracious duke, with thy com- 


man 

Let him be brought forth and borne hence 
for hele 160 

Duke. Long since thy husband served ie 

in my .wars, 

And I to thee engaged a prince's word, 

When thou didst make him master of thy bed, 

To do him all the.grace and good I could. 

Go, some of you, knock at the abbey-gate 

And bid the lady abbess come to me. 

I will determine this before I stir. 


Enicr « Servant. 
Serv. QO mistress, mistress, shift and save 
yourself! 
My master and his man are both broke loose, 
Beaten the maids a-row and bound the doctor, 
Whose beard they have singed off with brands 
of fire ; 170 
And ever, as it blazed, they threw on him 
Great pails of puddled mire to quench the hair: 
My Her el preaches patience to him and the 
while 
His man with scissors nicks him like a fool 
And sure, unless you send some present help, 
Between them they will kill the conjurer. 
Adr. Peace, fool! thy master and his man 


are here, 4 
And that is false thou dost report to us. 179 
Serv. Mistress, upon my life, I tell you true ; 
I have not breathed almost since I did see it. 
He cries for you. and vows, if he can take you, 
‘To scorch your face and to disdeure: you. 
ry within. 
Hark, hark! I hear him, area fly” be gone! 
Duke. Come, stand by me; fear nothing. 
ener with halberds| eter 
Adr. Ay ine, itis my husband! Witness you 
That he is borne about invisible: gee 
£ven now we housed him in the abbey here; 
And now he’s there, past thought of human 
reason. 
Enter ANTIPHOLUS of Ephesus and Dromio 
of Ephesus. 
Ant. E. Justice, most gracious duke, O, 
grant me justice! 190 
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Cries out, I was possess'd. Then all together 
They fell upon me, bound me, bore me thence 
And in a dark and dankish vault at home 
There left me and my man, both bound to- 


Even for the service that long since I did thee, 
When I bestrid thee in the wars and took 
Deep scars to save Lyi life; even for the blood 
That then I lost for thee, now peut me justice. 


















th doth make gether ; ¢ ‘ 
esate ee ill, gnawing with my teeth my bonds in 
1 ipholus and Dromio. sunder, F * 
P Tae eee prince, against that | I gain’d my freedom and immediately 250 


Ran hither to your grace; whom I beseech 

‘To give me ample satisfaction ied tie 

For these deep shames and great indignities, 
Ang. My tori in truth, thus far I witness 

with him, 

That he dined not at home, but was lock’d out, 
Duke. But had-he such a chain of thee 


woman there! x 
She whom thou gavest to me to be my wife, 
That hath abused and dishonour'd me 
“ven in the strength and height of injury! 200 
Deyond imagination is the wrong 
That she this day hath shameless thrown on me. 
Duke, Discover how, and thou shalt find me 


st. or no? 4 
Ant B, This day, great duke, she shut the Ang. He had, my lord: and when he ran in 
doors upon me, here, 


These people saw the chain about his neck, 

Sec Mer. Besides, I will be sworn these ears 
of mine 

Heard you confess you had the chain of him 

After you first forswore it on the mart: 26% 

And thereupon I drew my sword on you; 

And then you fled into this abbey here, 

From whence, I think, you are come by miracle, 
Ant. Z. YT never came within these abbey- 


While she with harlots feasted in my house, 
Dike A grievous fault! Say, woman, didst 
thou so? 
Adr. No, my good lord: myself, he and my 
ister 


si 
To-day did dine uaa So befall my soul 
As this is false he burdens me withal! 
Inc. Ne'er may I look on day, nor sleep on 
night, : : 210 
But she tells to your highness simple truth! 
Ang. O perjured woman! They are both 
forsworn : 5 
In this the madman justly chargeth them. 
Ant. HZ, My liege, Tam advised what I say, 
Neither disturbed with the efiect of wine, 
Nor heady-rash, provoked with raging ire, 
Albeit my wrongs might make one wiser mad. 
This woman lock’d me out this day from 


walls, 
Nor ever didst thou draw ie sword on me: 
I never saw the chain, so help‘me Heayen! 
d this is false you burden me withal. 
Bae Why, what an intricate impeach is 
his 
I think you all have drunk of Circe’s cup, _ 270 
here you housed him, here he would have 


een ; 
Tf he were mad, he-would not plead go coldly: 
ou say he dined at home; the goldsmith here 
Denies that saying. Sirrah, what say you? 
Dro. i. Sir, he dined with her there, at the 
Porpentine, 
Cour, He did, and from my finger snatch’d 
that ring. : 
ane Tis true, my liege ; this ring I had 
e 


Or her, 

see Saw’st thou him enter at the abbey 
here 

Cour. As Sure, my liege, as I do see your 


er: 
That goldsmith there, were he not pack’d 
with her, 


Could witness it, for he was with me then; 220 
Who parted with me to go fetch a chain, 

Promising to bring it to the Porpentine, 

Where Balthazar and I did dine together. 

Our dinner done, and he not coming thither, 

I went to seek him: in the street I met him 

din his company that gentleman, 
There did this perjured goldsmith swear me 


own, 
- That I this day of him received the chain, 


race, 
Which, God he knows, I saw not: for the Duke. Why, this is strange. Go call the 
which % abbess hither, 280 
He did arrest me with an officer. 230 | I think you are all mated or stark mad. 


did obey, and sent my peasant home 
Jor certain ducats : he with none return’d. 
hen fairly I bespoke the officer 
Yo go in person with me to my house. 
By the way we met 
ny y wife, her sister, and a rabble more 
Of vile confederates, _ Along with them 
They brought one Pinch, a hungry lean-faced 
villain, 


A mere anatomy, a mountebank, 

a\ threadbare juggler and a fortune-teller, 

A needy, hollow-eyed, sharp-looking wretch, 

A living-dead man: this pernicious slave, 241 
Forsooth, took on him asa conjurer, ow am I Dromio and his man unbound. 290 


And, gazing in mine eyes feeling my pulse, “lige. Tam sure you bot! \ 
And with no face, as ’twere, outfacing me, ” me. u hof you remember 
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.,, Exit one to the Abbess. 
4ige. Most mighty duke, vouchsafe me 
speak a word: = 
Haply I see a friend will save my life 
pay the sum that may (deliver me, 
coe Speak freely, Syracusian, what thou 


4ige. Is not your name, sir, call’d Anti- 
holus ? 


dis not that your bondman, Dromio ? 
Dro. E. Within this hour TT was his bond- 


man, sir, : 
But he, I thank him, gnaw’d in tio my cords: 


i 
| 





ScENE 1] 
Dro. E. Ourselves we do remember, sir, by 


you; 
or lately we were bound, as you are now. 
You are not Pinch’s patient, are you, sir? 
lige. Why look you strange on me? you 
know me well, 
Ant. &. I never saw you in my life till now. 
4ige. O, grief hath changed me since you 
sawme last, = 
And careful hours with time’s deformed hand 
Have written strange defeatures in my face: 
But tell me yet, dost thou not know my voice? 


Ant. B. Neither, 30% 
“lige. Dromio, nor thou? 
Dro. E. No, trust me, sir, nor I. 


«lige. Iam sure thou dost. 

Dro. E, Ay, sir, but Lam sureI do not; and 
whatsoever a man denies, you are now bound to 
believe him. : 

“lige. Not know my voice! O time’s extre- 

mity, 
ee thou so crack’d and splitted my poor 
ongue : 
In seven short years, that here my only son 
Knows not my feeble key of untuned cares? 
Though now this grained face of mine be hid 
In sap-consuming winter's drizzled snow 
And all the conduits of my blood froze up, 
Yet hath my night of life some memory, 
My wasting lamps some fading Slums left, 
My dull deaf ears a little use to hear : 
All these old witnesses—I cannot err— 
‘Tell me thou art my son Antipholus. 
Ant. EZ. I never saw my father in my life. 
4ige. But seven years since, in Syracusa, 
Oy, 320 
Thou know’st we parted : but perhaps, my son, 
Thou shamest to acknowledge me in misery. . 
Ant. B, The duke and all that know me in 
the city a 
Can witness with me that it is not so: 
Ine’er saw Syracusa in my life. 

Duke. I tell thee, Syracusian, twenty years 
Have I been patron to Autipholus, 

During which time he ne’er saw Syracusa : 
T see thy age and dangers make thee dote. 


Re-enter Abbess, with ANTIPHOLUS of Syracuse 
‘and Dromio of Syracuse. . 

. mighty duke, behold a man mucl 
Ae Yas [All gather to sce them. 
Ady, t sce two husbands, or mine eyes de 


ceive me. 2 : 
Duke. One of these men is Genius to the 





other ; 
And so of these. Which is the natural man, 
‘And which the spirit? who deciphers them? 
Dro. S. I, sir, am Dromio: command him 


Dro. i I, sir, am Dromio: pray, let me 
Antes. Zigeon art thou not? or else his 


pene O, my old master! who hath bound 


4 , ‘ 
ane Maton bound him, I will loose his 


bonds She 
And gain a husband by his liberty. 340 
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Speak, old Asgeon, if thou be’st the man 
That hadst a wife once call’d Atmilia 
That hore thee at a burden two fair sons : 
O, if thou be’st the same AZgeon, speak, 
And speak unto the same Aimilia! =~ 
ge. IfI dream not, thou art Aumilia : 
Tf thou art she, tell me where is that son 
That floated with thee on the fatal raft? 
By men of Epidamnum he and I 
And the twin Dromio all were taken up; 350 
But by and by rude fishermen of Corinth 
By force took Dromio and my son from them. 
And me they left with those of Epidamnum. 
What then became of them I cannot tell; 
I to this fortune that you sce mein, _ 
uke Why, here begins his morning story 
right: 
These two Antipholuses, these two so like, 
And these two Dromios, one in semblance,— 
Besides her urging of her wreck at sea,— 
These are the parents to these children, 360 
Which accidentally ate met together. 
Antipholus, thou. camest from Corinth first? 
Aunt. S, No, sir, not I; I came from Syracuse. 
Duke. Stay, stand apart; I know not which 
is which. : 
Ant. E. I came from Corinth, my most 
gracious lord,— 
Dro. E. And {with him. 
Ant. H. Brought to this town.by that most 
famous warrior, 
Duke Menaphon, your most renowned uncle. 
Ady. Which of you two did dine with me- 
to-day ? 
Ant. S. I, gentle mistress. 
Ady. And are not you my husband?" 
Ant. E. No; Isay nay to that. 37 
Ant.S._ And so doT; yet did she call meso :- 
And this fair gentlewoman, her sister here, 
Did call me brother. [Zo Luc.] What I told. 
you then, s 
ThopelI shall have leisure to make good ; 
If this be not a dream I see and hear. 
ap That is the chain, sir, which you had’ 
of me. 
Ant. S. I think it be, sir; I deny it not. 
‘Ant, E. And you, sir, for this chain arrest-- 


ed me. 
Ang. I think I did, sir; Ideny it not. 380 
Adr. Isent you money, sir, to be your bail,, 
By Dromio; but I think he brought it not. 
Dro. LE. No, none by me. : 
Ant. S. This purse of ducats I received from: 
~ you 
And Dromio my man did bring them me. 
I see we still did meet each other's man, 
And I was ta’en for him, and he for me, 
And thereupon these ERRORS are arose. 
Ant. E. These ducats pawn I for my father- 


here. 
Duke. Ttshall not need ; thy father hath his. 
lifes 390 
Cour, Sir, I must have that diamond from 


you. 
Ant. E. There, take it; and much thanks. 
for my good cheer, 
Abb. Renowned duke, vouchsafe to take the: 
pains 
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To fo with us into the abbey here 
And hear at large discoursed all our fortunes : 
And all that are assembled in this place, 
That by this sympathized one day’s error 
Have suffer'd wrong, go keep us company, 
And we shall make full satisfaction. 399 
Thirty-three years haye Ibut gone in travail 
Of you, my sons; and till this present hour 
My heavy burthen ne'er delivered. _ 
The duke, my husband and my children both, 
And you the calendars of their nativity, 
Go to a gossips’ feast, and go with me; 
After so long grief, such poet . A 
Duke. Withall my heart, U'll gossip at this 
feast. [Hxeunt all but Ant. S, Ant. E., 
Dro. S., and Dro. E. 
Dro. S. Master, shall J fetch your stuff from 
shipboard? : : 
Ant. E. Dromio, what stuff of mine hast 
thou embark'd ? 
Dro. S. Your goods that lay at host, sir, in 
the Centaur. é 410 1 


THE COMEDY OF ERRORS 


[Acr y 


Ant. S. Hespeaks tome. Iam your master. 
Dromio : ‘ 
Come, go with us; we'll look to that anon: 
Embrace thy brother there ; rejoice with him, 
[Exeunt Ant. Sand Ant, E. 
Dro, S. There isa fat friend at your master’s 
1ouse, 
That kitchen’d me for you to-day at dinner: 
She now shall be iy sister, not my wife, 
Dro. #. Methinks you are my glass, and not 
my brother: 
Isee by you I ama sweet-faced youth, 
Will you walk in to see their gossiping? 
Dro. S. NotI, sir; you are my elder, 420 
Dro. te That’s a question: how shall we 
try it 
Dro. 8. We'll draw cuts for the senior: til] 
then lead thou first. 
Dro. i, Nay, then, thus: 
Wecamceinto the worldhike brother and brother; 
And now let’s go hand in hand, not one hefore 
another. [Lceunt, 
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MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING 


DRAMATIS PERSON Ai 


Don PenRO, prince of Arragon. 

Don Joun, his bastard brother. 
OLAUDIO, a young lord of Florence. 
BENEDICK, a young lord of Padua. 
LEONATO, governor of Messina. 
ANTONIO, his brother. 

BALTHASAR, attendant on Don Pedro. 
Route eh followers of Don John. 
ERIAR FRANCIS. 

Dogserry, a constable. 


ACT I. 
Scene l. Before LeonATvO’s house. 


Enter LEonaTO, HERo, and BEATRICE, with 
a Messenger. 


Leon. J learn in this letter that Don Peter 
of Arragon comes this night to Messina. 

Mess. He is very near by this: he was not 
three leagues off when I left him. 
_ Leon. How many gentlemen have you lost 
in this action? 

Afess. But few of any sort, and none of name. 

Leon. A victory is twice itself when the 
achiever brings home full numbers. I find here 
that Don Peter hath bestowed much honour on 
a young Florentine called Claudio. Ir 

‘Mess. Much deserved on his part and equally 
remembered by Don Pedro : he hath borne him- 
self beyond the promise of his age, doing, in 
the figure of a lamb, the feats of a lion : he hath 
indeed better bettered expectation than you 
must expect of me to tell you how. | - 

Leon. He hath an uncle here in Messina 
will be very much glad of it. | ; 19 

Mess. 1 have already delivered him letters, 
and there appears much joy in him; even so 
much that joy could not show itself modest 
enough without a badge of bitterness. 


Leon. Did he break out into tears? 
Mess. In preat measure. : 
Leon. A kind overflow of kindness: there 


are na faces truer than those that are so washed. 
How much better is it to weep at joy than to 
Joy at weeping! te, 

‘Beat. 1 pray you, is Signior Mountanto re- 
tured from the wars or no? 3r 

Mess. I know none of that name, lady: there 
was none such in the army of any sort. 

Leon. What is he that you ask for, niece? 


VeERGES, a headborough. 
A Sexton. 
A Boy. 


Hero, daughter to Leonato. 

BEATRICE, niece to Leonato. 9 
MARGARET, | gentlewomen attending on 
URSULA, Hero. 


Messengers, Watch, Attendants, &c. 
ScenE: Messina. 


Hero. My cousin means Signior Benedick of 
Padua. 

Mess. O, he’s returned; and as pleasant as 
ever he was. A : 

Beat. He set up his bills here in Messina 
and challenged Cupid at the flight; and my 
uncle’s fool, reading the challenge, subscribed 
for Cupid, and challenged him at the bird-bolt. 
J pray you, how many hath he killed and eaten 
in these wars? But how many hath he killed ? 
for indeed I promised to eat all of his killing. 

Leon. Faith, niece, you tax Signior Benec fick 
too much; but he’ll be meet with you, I doubt 
it not. 

‘Mess. He hath done good service, lady, in 
these wars. : 49 

Beat. You had musty victual, and he hath 
holp to eat it: he is a very valiant trencher- 
man; he hath an excellent stomach. 

‘Mess. Anda good soldier too, lady. * 

Beat. And a good soldier to a lady: but 
what is he to a lord? 

Mess. A lord to a lord, 2 man to a man; 
stuffed with all honourable virtues. 

Beat. Itisso, indeed; he is no less than a 
stuffed man : but for the stufling,—well, we are 
all mortal, spas 60 

Leon. You must not, sir, mistake my niece. 
There is a kind of merry war betwixt Signior 
Benedick and her: they never meet but there’s 
a skirmish of wit between them. : 

Beat. Alas! he gets nothing by that. In our 
last conflict four of his five wits went haltin 
off, and now is the whole man governed wit! 
one: so that if he have wit enough to keep 
himself warm, let him bear it for a, difference 
between himself and his horse; for it is all the 
wealth that he hath left, to be known a reason- 
ablecreature. Whoishiscompanionnow? He 
hath every month a new sworn brother. 

Mess. Is’t possible? 
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mind! so some gentleman or other shal] scape 
a predestinate scratched face. } 

Beat. Scratching could not make it Worse, 
an twere such a face as yours were, 























Beat. Very easily possible: he wears his faith 
but as the fedhion of his hat; it ever changes 
with the next block. oe E 

Mess. I see, lady, the gentleman is not in 


4 R 79| Bene. Well, you area rare parrot-teacher, 
TUBE: an he were, I would bun my} Beat, A bird: of my tongue is better than a 
study. But, T pray you, who is his companion ? | beast of yours. 


141 

Bene. I would my horse had the speed of 
your tongue, and so good a continuer, But 

eep your way, i’ God’s name; I have done, 

Beat. You always end with a jade’s trick: I 
know you of old. 

P. Pedyo. | That is the sum of all, Leonato, 
Signior Claudio and Signior Benedick, my dear 
friend Leonato hath invited you all. { tell him 
we shall stay here at the least a month; and he 
heartily prays Some occasion may detain ug 
longer, I dare swear he is no hypocrite, but 
prays from his heart. 

‘on. If you swear, my lord, you shall not 
be forsworn. [Zo Don John] Let me bid you 
welcome, my lord: being reconciled to the prince 
your brother, I owe vou all duty. 

D. John. I thank you: I am not of many 
words, but I thank you. 

Leon. Please it your grace lead on? 160 
; D. reedee: Your hand, Leonato; we will go 

ogether, 

a Exeunt all except Benedick and Claudio, 

laud. Benedick, didst thou note the 
daughter of Signior Leonato? 

Bene. I noted her not; but I looked on her. 

Claud. Is she not a modest young lady ? 

‘ene. Do you question me, as_an_ honest 
man should do, for my simple true judgement; 
or would you have me speak after my custom, 
as being a professed tyrant to their Sex? | 170 

lata: No ; I pray thee speak in sober judge- 
ment. 
ane < Bene. Why, ? faith, methinks she’s too low 
Leon.  Signior Benedick, no; for then were for a high praise, too brown for a fair praise and 
you a child. q . . _ 109 | too little fora great praise: only this commenda- 

D. Pedro. You have it full, Benedick: we] tion I can afford her, that were she other than 
may guess by this what you are, being a man. | she is, she were unhandsome; and being no 

li 


Is there no young squarer now that will make a 
voyage with him to the devil? 
fess. He is most in the company of the 

right noble Claudio. ee 

Beat. O Lord, he will hang upon him like a 
disease ; he is sooner caught than the pestilence, 
and the taker runs presently mad. Goi help 
the noble Claudio! if he have caught the 
Benedick, it will cost him a thousand pound 
ere a’ be cured. ; 7 90 

Afess. Iwill hold friends with you, lady, 

Beat. Do, good friend. ‘ 

Leon. You will never run mad, niece, 

Beat. No, not till a hot January. 

less. Don Pedro is approached, 


Enter Don Pepro, Don Joun, CLaAvDIO, 
BENEDICK, and BALTHASAR. 


D. Pedro, Good Signior Leonato, you are 
come to meet your trouble: the fashion of the 
world is to avoid cost, and you encounter it, 5 

Leon. Never came trouble to my house in 
the likeness of your grace : for trouble being 
gone, comfort should Temain; but when you 
depart from me, sorrow abides and happiness 
takes his leave. 

2. Pedro. You embrace your charge too 
willingly, J think this is your daughter, 

eon. Her mother hath many times told 
me s0. 

is Bene; Were you in doubt, sir, that you asked 

er 


‘Truly, the lady fathers herself. Be happy, lady ;] other but as she is, I do not like her. 
for you are like an honourable father. 

Bene. If Signior Leonato be her father, she | t] 
would not haye his head on her shoulders for all 
Messina,’ as like him as she is, 

Beat. I wonder that you will still be talking, 
Signior Benedick : nobody marks you. 

Bene. What, my dear Lady Disdain! are 
you yet living?) a 120 

Beat. Is it possible disdain should die while 
she hath such meet food to feed it as Signior 
Benedick? Courtesy itself must convert to dis- 

in, if you come in her presence. 

ene. Then is courtesy a turncoat. But it is 
certain I am loved of all ladies, only you ex- 
cepted: and I would.I could find in ‘my heart 
that I had not a hard heart ; for, truly, I love 
none, 

Beat. A dear happiness to women: the 
would else have been troubled with a ernicious 
Autor, if pane Con hapa ay. coe oa, tam 
of your humour for : «had rather hear my | I had sworn the c y 
dog barca crow than aman swear he loves nie, Wife. Sntrary, if Hero would be my 

ene, 


God keep your Jadyship still in that Bene. Is t come to this? In faith, hath not 
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Claud. Thou thinkest Iam in sport: I pray 
hee tell me aly, how thou likest her. 180 
Bene, Would you buy her, that you inquire 
after her? 
Claud. Can the world buy such a jewel? 
cne. Yea, and a case to put it into. But 
speak you this with a sad brow ? or do you play 
the flouting Jack, to tell us Cupid is a good 
hare-finder and Vulcan arare carpenter? Come, 
HD ual key shall a man take you, to go in the 
song 


Claud. Tn mine eye she is the sweetest lady 
that ever I looked on, B99) 
‘ene. I can see yet without spectacles and I 
See no such matter: there’s her cousin, an she 
Were Not possessed with a fury, exceeds her a5 
much in beauty as the first of May doth the last 
of December. “But I hope you have no intent 
to ite husband, have you? 


aud. I would Scarce trust myself, though 





i 
qi 
q 


| 
| 
| 





F Sonne 1] 


the world one man but he will wear his cap 


with suspicion? Shall I never see a bachelor of | } 


threescore again? Go to, i’ faith; an thou wilt 

needs thrust thy neck into a yoke, wear the 

print of it and sigh away Sundays. Look; Don 
edro is returned to seek you. 


Re-enter Don PEDRO. 


D. Pedro, What secret hath held you he 
that you followed not to Leonato’s? us ae 

Bene. I would your grace would constrain 
me to tell. 

D. Pedro. I charge thee on thy allegiance. 

Bene. You hear, Count Claudio: I can. be 
secret as a dumb man; I would have you think 
so; but, on at allegiance, mark you this, on my 
allegiance. Heisinlove. With who? now that 
is your grace’s part. Mark how short his answer 
is;—With Hero, Leonato’s short daughter. 

Claud. _ If this were so, so were it uttered. 

Bene. Like the old tale, my lord: ‘it is not 
s0, nor ’twas not so, but, indeed, God forbid it 
should be so. . 220 

Claud. If my passion change not shortly, 
God forbid it should be otherwise. 

D. Pedro. Amen, if you love her; for the 
lady is very well worthy. 

1 lea You speak this to fetch me in, my 
lord. 

D, Pedro. By my troth, Ispeak my thought. 

Claud. And, in faith, my lord, I spoke mine. 

Bene. And, by my two faiths and troths, my 
lord, I spoke mine. 

Claud. That I love her, I feel. 30, 

D. Pedro. That she is worthy, I know. 

Bene. That I neither feel how she should be 
loved nor know how she should be worthy, is 
the opinion that fire cannot melt out of me: I 
will die in it at the stake. s 

D. Pedyo. Thou wast ever an obstinate 
heretic in the despite of beauty... 

Claud. And never could maintain his part 
but in the force of his will. 

Bene. That a woman conceived me, I thank 
her; that she brought me up, I likewise give 
her most humble thanks: but that I will have 
a recheat winded in my forehead, or hang my 
bugle in an invisible baldrick, all women shall 
pardon me. Because I will not do them the 
wrong to mistrust any, I will do myself the 
right to trust none; and the fine is, for the which 
Tmay go the finer, I will live a bachelor. 

D. Pedro. I shall see thee, ere I die, look 
pale with love. allen 290, 

Bene. With anger, with sickness, or with 
hunger, my lord, not with love: prove that ever 
T lose more blood with Jove than I will get again 
with drinking, pick out mine eyes with a ballad- 
maker's pen and hang me pp at the door of a 
brothel-house for the sign of lind Cupid. 

'D. Pedro. Well, if ever thou dost fall from 
this faith, thou wilt prove t notable arcument. 

ene. If J do, hang me in a bottle like a cat 
and shoot at me; and he that hits me, let him 
be clapped on the shoulder, and called Adam. 

. Pedro. Well, as time shall try: 
‘Th time the savage bull doth bear the yoke. 
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sensible Benedick bear it, pluck off the bull's 
horns and set them in my forehead: and let me 
be vilely painted, and in such great letters as 
they write ‘Here is good horse to hire,’ let them 
signify under my. sign ‘Here you may see 
Benedick the married man 270 

Claw. If this should ever happen, thou 
wouldst be horn-mad. 

D. Pedro. Nay, if Cupid have not spent all 
IN quiver in Venice, thou wilt quake for this 
shortly. : 

Bene. look for an earthquake too, then. 

D, Pedro. Well, you will temporize with the 
hours. In the meantime, good Signior Bene- 
dick, repair to Leonato’s: commend me to him 
and tell him I will not fail him at supper; for 
indeed he hath made great preparation, 280 

Bene. I have almost matter enough in me 
for such an embassage; and so I commit you— 

Claud. To the tuition of God: From my 
house, if I had it,—_ 

D. Pedro. The sixth of July: Your loving 
friend, Benedick. E 

Bene. Nay, mock not, mock not. The body 
of your discourse is sometime guarded with frag- 
ments, and the guards are but slightly basted 
on neither: ere you flout old ends any further, 
examine your conscience: and so I leave you. 

i (Exit. 291 
Claud. My liege, your highness now may do 
me good. ee 

D Pedro. My love is thine to teach: teach 

it but how, 
And thou shalt see how apt it is to learn 
Any hard lesson that may do thee good. 
Claud, Hath Leonato any son, my lord? 
D, Pedro. No child but Hero; she’s his only 


heir. ¢ 
Dost thou affect her, Claudio? 
Claud. O, my lord, 
When you went onward on this ended action, 
T look’d upon her with a soldier's eye, 300 
That liked, but had a rougher task in hand 
Than to drive liking to the name of love: 
But now I am return’d and that war-thoughts 
Have left their places vacant, in their rooms 
Come thronging soft and delicate desires, 
All prompting me how fair young Herois, 
Saying, I liked her ere I went to wars. 
D. edo: Thou wilt be like a lover pre- 
sently. 3 
And tire the hearer with a book of words, 
lf thou dost love fair Hero, cherish it, 310 
And I will break with her and with her father 
And thou shalt have her. Was’t not to this end 
That thou began’st to twist so fine a story ? 
Claud. How sweetly you do minister to love, 
That know love’s grief by his complexion ! 
But lest my liking might too sudden seem, 
I would have salved it with a longer treatise. 
D. Pedro. What need the bridge much 
broader than the flood? 
The fairest grant is the necessity. 
Look, what will serve is fit: "tis once, thou 


lovest, 320 
And I will fit thee with the remedy. 
I know we shall have revelling to-night; 


Bene. he savage bull may; but if ever the | I will assume thy part in some disguise 
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ai Tam Claudio, take true root but by the fair weather that you 
an ae I'll unclasp my heart make yourself : it is needful that you frame (pe 
And take her hearing prisoner with the force _| season for your own harvest, ‘ 
And strong encounter of my amorous tale; D. John, Thad rather bea canker in a hed, 
Then after to her father wil break ; han a rose in his grace, and it better fits m 
And the conclusion is, she shall be thine. 329 | blood to be disdained of all than to fashion 9 
In practice let us put it presently. [Exeunt. | carriage to rob love from any: in this, though ] 


h cannot be said to bea flattering honest man, it 
Scene IL. 4 room in LEONATO’S house. 


Must not be denied but I am a plain-dealing 
Enter LronatTo and ANTONIO, meeting. 


villain. I am trusted with a muzzle and en. 
¢ franchised with a clog; therefore [ have decreed 
Leon. How now, brother! Where is my 
cousin, your son? hath he provided this music? 


not to sing in my cage. If I had my mouth, I 
Ant. Heisvery busy about it. But, brother, 


would bite; if I had my liberty, I would do my 

liking: in the meantime let me be that Tam and 

I can tell you strange news that you yet dreamt | seek not to alter me, ; 

not of. Gee oen you make no use of your discon. 
Leon. Are they good? en : 40 
Ant. As the eran stamps them: but they D. John. I make all use of it, for I use it 

have a good cover; they show well outward. only. 

Boe ioe aul Comne epee Aalleiog at a | Who comes here? 

thick-pleached a ley in mine orehar » Were thus S 

much overheard by a man of mine : the prince Enter Boracuto. 

discovered to Claudio that he loved my niece 


ce | What news, Borachio? 
your daughter and meant to acknowledge it] Bora. I’came yonder from a great supper: 
this night in a dance; and if he found her ac- 


the prince your brother is royally entertaine by 
cordant, he meant to take the Present time | Leonato; and I can give you intelligence of an 
by the top and instantly break with you of it. intended marriage. i 

Leon. Hath the fellow any wit that toldyou} D. John. Willit serve for any model to build 
this? rE mischief on? What is he fora fool that betroths 

Ant. A good sharp fellow: I will send for himself to unquietness? fs 50 
him; and question him yourself. 20| Bora. Marry, it is your brother’s right hand, 

Leon. No,no; we will hold it as a dream till D. John. Who? the most exquisite Claudio? 
abappear itself : but I will poquaint my daughter ora. Even he. 
withal, that she may be the tter prepared for] D. John. A proper squire! And who, and 
an answer, if peradyenture this be true. Go| who? which way looks he? 
you and tell her of it. [Enter ae Bora. Marry, on Hero, the daughter and 
Cousins, you know what you have todo. O, 1 heir of Leonato. 

Cry You mercy, friend; go you with me, and I D. John. A very forward March-chick ! How 
will use your skill. Good cousin, have a care | came you to this? 

this busy time. [Exeunt.| ~ Bora, Being entertained for a perfumer, as 

I was smoking a musty room, comes me the 

Scene II. The same. prince and piatdio, hand in hand, in ead on 

. x TRADE erence : I whipt me behind the arras ; and there 

Hnter Dox Jou and Con Be heard it agreed. upon that the prince should woo 

Con. What the good-year, my lord! why are | Hero for himself, and haying obtained her, give 
you thus out of measure sad? her to Count Claudio, 

D. John. There is no measure in the occasion . John. Come, come, let us thither: this 
that breeds; therefore the sadness is without may prove food to my displeasure. That young 
limit. start-up hath all the glory of my overthrow: i 

Con. You should hear reason. 2 can cross him any way, I bless myself every 

D..John, And when I have heard it, what | way, You are both sure, and will assist me? 
blessing brings it? Con. To the death, my lord. 

Con. If not a present remedy, at least a 
patient sufferance, 


. John. Let us to the great supper: their 
E 10 | cheer is tl ater that I a ~ Would 
. John. I wonder that thou, being, as thou ero ok chat Lam subdued, 
sayest thou art, born under Saturn, goest about 


the cook were of my mind | Shall we go prove 
to apply a moral medicine to a RS mis- 


1 
what’s to be done? 

chief. “I cannot hide what I am: Imust be sad 
when I have cause and smile at no man’s jests, 
eat when I have stomach and wait for no man’s 
leisure, sleep when I am drowsy and tend onno 
man’s business, laugh when I ain merry and 
clay no man in his humour, 19 
Con. Yea, but you must not make the full 
show of this till you may do it without con- 
trolment. You have of late stood out against 
our brother, and he hath ta'en you newly into| “Ant.” I saw him not, 


Is grace; where it is impossible you should] Beat. How tartly that fentleman looks! I 
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Bora, We'll wait upon your lordship. 
[Lxeunt. 


ACT IL. 
ScexeL A hall in Lronaro’s house. 


Enter Leonato, ANTONIO, HeEno, Beatrice, 
and others, 


Zeon. Was not Count John here at supper? 








| 
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never can see him but I am heart-burned an 


hour after. 
Hero. He is of a very melancholy disposi- 


you: if the prince do solicit you in that kind, 
you know your answer, 7 
., Beat. The fault will be in the music, cousin, 
if you be not wooed in good time: if the prince 

e too important, tell him there is measure in 
every thing and so dance out the answer. For, 
hear me, Hero: wooing, wedding, and repenting, 
is asa Scotch jig, a measure, anda cinque pace: 
the first suit is hot and hasty, like a Scotch jig, 
and full as fantastical; the wedding, mannerly- 
modest, as a measure, full of state and ancientry ; 
and then comes repentance and, with his ba 
legs, falls into the cinque pace faster and faster, 
till he sink into his grave, 

Zeon. Cousin, you apprehend passing 
shrewdly. 

Beat. Ihave a good eye, uncle; I can see a 
church by daylight. 

Leon. The revellers are entering, brother: 
make good room. [All put on their masks. 


Enter Don Pepro, Craupio, BENEDIOK, BAr- 
THASAR, Don JOHN, BorAcHIO, Mar. 
GARET, Unsuta, and others, masked. 


D. Pedro. Lady, will you walk about with 
your friend? 

Hero. So you walk softly and look sweetly 
and say nothing, Iam yours for the walk; and 
especially when { walk away. 

. Pedro. With me in your company? 

Hero. I may say so, when I please. 

D. Pedro. And when please you to say so? 

Hero. When I like your favour; for God 
defend the lute should be like the case! 

Pedio. My visor is Philemon’s roof; 
within the house is Jove. : 100 

Hero. Why, then, your visor should be 
thatched. % 

D. Pedro. Speak low, if you speak love. 

[Drawing her aside. 

Balth. Well, I would you did like me. 

Marg. So would not I, for your own sake; 
for I haye many ill qualities. 

Balth. Which is one? 

Marg. Isay my prayers aloud. 

Balth. J love you the better: the hearers 
may cry, Amen. é 110 

Marg. God match me with a good dancer! 

Balth. Amen. , 

Marg. And God keep him out of my sight 
when the dance is done! Answer, clerk. 

Balth._Nomore words: the clerk is answered. 

Urs. I know you well enough; you are 
Signior Antonio. 

Ant. Ataword, I am not. < 

Urs. I know you by the waggling of your 
20 


















tion. 2 

Beat, He were an excellent man that were 
made just in the midway between him and 
Benedick : the one is too like an image and says 
nothing, and the cther too like my lady’s eldest 
son, evermore tattling, Ir 

Leon. Then half Signior Benedick’s tongue 
in Count John’s mouth, and half Count John’s 
melancholy in Signior Benedick’s face,— 

Beat. With a good leg anda good foot, 
uncle, and money enough in his purse, such 
aman would win any woman in the world, if a’ 
could get her good-will. _ 

Leon. By my troth, niece, thon wilt never 
get thee a husband, if thou be so shrewd of thy 
tongue. ; at 

Ant. In faith, she’s too curst. 

Beat. Too curst is more than curst: I shall 
lessen God’s sending that way; for it is said, 
“God sends a curst cow short horns;’ but to a 
cow too curst he sends none. ; 

Leon. So, by being too curst, God will send 
youno horns. — 

Beat, Just, if he send me no husband; for 
the which blessing I am at him upon my knees 
every morning and evening. Lord, I could not 
endure a husband with a beard on his face: I 
had rather lie in the woollen. 

Leon. You may light on a husband that 
hath no beard. * 

Beat. What should I do with him? dress 
him in my apparel and make him my waiting- 
gentlevoman? He that hath a beard is more 
than a youth, and he that hath no beard is less 
than a man: and he that is more than a youth 
is not for me, and he that is less than a man, I 
am not for him; therefore I will even take six- 
Pence in earnest of the bear-ward, and lead his 
apes into hell. f 

Leon. Well, then, fo you into hell ? E 

Beat. No, but to the gate; and there will 
the devil meet me, like an old cuckold, with 
horns on his head, and say ‘Get you to heaven, 
Beatrice, get you to heaven ; here’s no place for 
you maids :’ so deliver I up my apes, and away 
to Saint Peter for the heavens; he shows me 
where ae Bagi sit, and there live we as 
Merry as the day is long. 

Ant. (Zo Hero] Well, niece, I trust you 
will be ruled by your father. nie 
' Beat. Yes, faith; it is my cousin's duty to 
make curtsy and say ‘Father, as it please 
you.’ But yet for all that, cousin, Jet him bea 
handsome fellow, or else make another curtsy | | 
and say ‘Father, as it please me. 

Lon. Well, niece, 1 hope to see you one day 
fitted with a husband. 6x 

Beat, Not till God make men of some other 
metal than earth. Would it not grieve a woman 
to be overmastered with a piece of valiant dust? 
to make an-account of her life to a clod of way- 
ward marl? No, nel) fe a aah B ai esos 

Y ;and, truly, I hold it a sin to t 
lie eth Ea ae % Beut. Will you not tell me who told you so? 

Leon. Daughter, remember what I told| Bene. No, you shall pardon me. 13t 
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nead. I 
Ant. To tell you true, I counterfeit him. 
Urs. You could never do him so ill-well, 

unless you were the very man. Here’s his dry 

hand up and down: you are he, you are he. 

Ant, Ata word, Iam not. 

Urs. Come, come, do you think I do not 
know you by your excellent wit? can virtue hide 
itself? Go to, mum, you are he: graces will 
appear, and there’s an end. 
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3 i dt me who you| Bene. Come, will you go with me? 
peo Blansrelleyou notsell us (Mowe, ane ea . 
Bene. Not now. ene. _ Even to the next willow, about your 
Beat. That I was disdainful, and that I had | own business, county. What fashion will you 
my good wit out of tue ‘ Hundred Merry Tales :’| wear the garland of? about your neck, like an 
—well, this was Signior Benedick that said so. | usurer's chain? or_under your arm, like a 
Bene. What's he? lieutenant’s scarf? You must wear it one way, 
Beat. I amsure you know him well enough. | for the prince hath got your Hero, 
Bene. NotI, believe me. laud. I wish him Joy of her, 200 
Beat. Did he never make you laugh? 140 Bene. Why, that’s spoken like an honest 
Bene. I pray you, what is he? drovier: so they sell bullocks. But did you 
Beat. Why, he is the prince’s jester: a very | think the prince would have served you thus? 
dull fool ; only his gift is in devising impossible} Claud. I pray you, leave me, 
slanders: none but libertines delight. in him; 
and the commendation is not in his wit, but in 
his villany ; for he both pleases men and angers 
them, and then they laugh at him and beat 
him, I am sure he isin the fleet: I would he 
had boarded me. 
Bene. When I know the gentleman, I’ll tell 
him what you say. 5st 
Beat. Do, do: he’ll but break a comparison 
or two on me; which, peradventure not marked 
or not laughed at, strikes him into aeRO) 5 
and then there’s a partridge wing saved, for the 
fool will eat no supper that night. [Afusic.] 
‘We must follow the leaders, 
Bene. In every good thing. 2 a 
Beat. Nay, if they lead to any ill, I will ace 
leave them at the next turning. 160] __D. Pedro. Now, signior, where’s the count? 
[Dance. Then exeunt all Gree Don | did you see him? 219 
John, Borachio, and Claudio.| Bene. Troth my lord, I have played the 
D. John. Sure my brother is amorous on | part of Lady Fame. I ‘found him here as 
Hero and hath withdrawn her father to break | melancholy as a lodge in a warren : I told him, 
with him about it. The ladies follow her and | and L think I told ‘him true, that your grace 
but one visor remains. S had got the good will of this young lady; and I 
Bora. And that is Claudio: I know him by | offered him my company toa willow-tree, either 
his bearing. > to make him a garland, as being forsaken, or to 
D. John. Are not you Signior Benedick? | bind him up a rod, as being worthy ‘to be 
Claud. You know me well; I am he. whipped. ‘ 
. John. Signior, you are very near my|_ D. Pedro. To be whipped! What’s his 
brother in his love : he is enamoured on Hero ; | fault? 
pray you, dissuade him from her: she is no Bene. The flat transgression of a school-hoy, 
equal for his birth: you may do the part of an who, being overjoyed with finding a birds’ nest, 
honest man in it. shows it lis companion, and he steals it. 231 
Claud. How know you he loves her? D. Pedro. ilt thou make a trust a trans- 
D. John. Uheard him swear his affection. gression? The transgression is in the stealer. 
Bora. So did I too; and he swore he would|~ Bene. Yet it had not been amiss the rod had 
marry her to-night. been made, and the garland too; for the garland 
D. John, Come, let us to the banquet. ._ {he might have worn himself, and the rod he 
Haxeunt Don John and Borachio. | might have bestowed on you, who, as J take it, 
Claud. us answer Lin name of Benedick, 


1 I ck, | have stolen his birds’ nest, 

But hear these ill news with the ears of Claudio. . Pedro. Iwill but teach them to sing, and 
*Tis certain so; the prince wooes for himself. restore them, to the owner, 240 
Friendship is constant in all other things Bene, If their singing answer your saying, 
Save in the office and affairs of love: F by my faith, you say honestly, 
pe tore all hearts in love use their own| D. Pedro. “The Lady Beatrice hath a quarrel 

ongues ; 
Let every eye negotiate for itself 
And trust no agent; for beauty is a witch 


toyou: the gentleman that danced with her told 
Against whose charms faith melteth into blood. 

















Bene. Ho! now you strike like the blind 
man: "twas the boy that stole your Meat, and 
you'll beat the post. ; 

Claud, If it will not be, I'll leave you. [Evit. 

‘ene. Alas, poor hurt fowl! now will he 
creep into sedges. But that my Lady Beatrice 
should know me, and not know me! The 
prince’s fool! _Ha? It may be I go under that 
title because I am merry. Yea, but so I am 
apt to do myself wrong; I am not so reputed: 
it is the base, though’ bitter, cisposition of 
Beatrice that puts the world into her Person, 
sud So givesme out. Well, I'll be revenged as 

may, 


Re-enter Don PEpRo. 


her she is much wronged by you. 
Bene. O,she misused me past the endurance 
This is an accident of hourly proof, 


ol a block! an oak but with one green Jas on it 

¢ have answered her; m ry Vi egan 

van I pedestal not. Farewell, therefore, | to assume life and scold with her, She told nie, 
ero 


not thinking I had been myself, that I was the 


Re-enter Br Prince's jester, that I was duller than a great 
io BENEDJOK. thaw; huddling jest upon jest with such impos- 
Bene. Count Claudio? x90 | Sible conveyance upon me that I stood like a 


Claud. Yea, the same. man ata mark, with a whole army shooting at 
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SoENE 1] 
me. She speaks poniards, and every word stabs: 
if her breath were as terrible as her terminations, 
there were no living near her; she would infect 
tothenorth star. I would not marry her, though 
she were endowed with all that Adam had left 
him before he transgressed: she would have 
made Hercules have turned spit, yea, and have 
cleft his club to make the fire too. Come, 
talk not of her: you shall find her the infernal 
Ate in good apparel. I would to God some 
scholar would conjure her ; for certainly, while 
she is here, aman may live as quiet in hell as 
in a sanctuary; and people sin upon purpose, 
because they would go thither; so, indeed, all 
aE horror and perturbation follows her, 

. Pedro. Look, here she comes. 270 


Re-enter CLAuDIO, BEATRICE, HERO, and 
LEoNATO. 


Bene. Will your grace command me any 
service to the world’s end? I will go on the 
slightest errand now to the Antipodes that you 
can (levise to send me on; I will fetch you a 
toothpicker now from the furthest inch of Asia, 
bring you the length of Prester John’s foot, 
fetch you a hair off the great Cham’s beard, do 
you any embassage to the Pigmies, rather than 
hold three words’ conference with this harpy. 
You have no employment for me? 280 

D. Pedro. None, but to desire your good 
company. fe 

Bene. O God, sir, here’s a dish I love not: 
I cannot endure my ‘Lady Tongue. [Ezit. 

D. Pedro. Come, lady, come; you have lost 
the heart of Signior Benedick. u A 

Beat. Indeed, my lord, he lent it me awhile; 
and I gave him use for it, a double heart for 
his single one: marry, once before he won it of 
me with false dice, therefore your grace may 
well say I have lost it. s 201 

D. Pedro. You have put him down, lady, 
you have put him down. 

Beat. BS I would not he should do me, my 
lord, lest I should prove the mother of fools. I 
have brought Count Claudio, whom you sent 
me to seek. 

D. Pedvo. Why, how now, count! wherefore 
are you sad? 

Claud. Notsad, my lord. 300 

D, Pedro. How then? sick? 

Claud. Neither, my lord. 

Beat. The countis neither sad, nor sick, nor 
merry, nor well; but civil count, civil as an 
Grange, and something of that jealous com- 
plexion. * 

D. Pedro. T faith, lady, I think your blazon 
to be true; though, 1’ll be sworn, if he be so, 
his conceit is false. Here, Claudio, I have 
wooed in thy name, and fair Hero is won: I 
have broke with her father, and his good will 
obtained: name the day of marriage, and God 
give thee joy! 

Leon. Gaunt, take of me my daughter, and 
with her my fortunes: his grace hath made the 
match, and all grace say Amen to it. 

Beat. Speak, count, ’tis your cue. 

Claud. Silence is the perfectest herald of 
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joy : I were but little happy, if I could say how 
much. Lady, as you are mine, I am yours: I 
give away myself for you and dote upon the 
exchange. 320 

Beat. Speak, cousin; or, if you cannot, sto 
his mouth with a kiss,'and Jet not him spea 
neither. 

; iB Pedro. In faith, lady, you have a merry 
heart. 

Beat. Yea, my lord; I thank it, poor fool, it 
keeps on the windy side of care. My cousin 
tells him in his ear that he is in her heart, 

Claud. And so she doth, cousin. 

Beat. Good Lord, for alliance! ‘Thus goes 
every one to the world but I, and I am sun- 
burnt; I may sit in a corner and cry heigh-ho 
for a husband! 

D. Pedro. Lady Beatrice, I will get you one, 

Beat. Lwould rather have one of your father’s 
getting.. Hath your grace ne'er a brother like 
you? Your father got excellent husbands, if a 
maid could come by them. 

D. Pedio, Will you have me, lady? 339 

Beat. No, my lord, unless I might have an- 
other for working-days : your grace is too costly 
to wear every day. But, I beseech your grace 
pardon me: I was born to speak all mirth and 
no matter. 7 

D. Pedro. Your silence most offends me, 
and to be merry best becomes you; for, out of 
question, you were born ina merry hour. 

Beat. No, sure, my lord, my mother cried; 
but then there was a star danced, and under 
that was born. Cousins, (od give you joy! 

Leon. Niece, will you look to those things I 
told you of? 

Beat. I cry you mercy, uncle. By your 
grace’s pardon. [Excit. 

D. Pedro. By my troth, a pleasant-spirited 

ye 
Leon. There’s little of the melancholy ele- 
ment in her, my lord: she is never sad but when 
she sleeps, and not ever sad then; for I have 
heard my daughter say, she hath often dreamed 
of unhappiness and waked herself with laughing. 

D. Pedro. She cannot endure to hear tell of 
a husband. 

Lon. O, by no means: she mocks all her 
wooers out of suit. 5 

D. Pedyo, She were an excellent wife for 
Benedick. : 

Leon. O Lord, my lord, if they were but a 
week married, they would talk themselves mad. 

D. Pedvo. County Claudio, when mean you 
to go to church? E 37% 

Maud. ‘lo-morrow, my lord: time goes on 
crutches till love have all his rites. 

Leon. Not till Monday, my dear son, which 
is hence a just seven-night; anda time too brief, 
too, to have all things answer my mind. 

D. Pedro. _ Come, you shake the head at so 
long a breathing : pu warrant thee, Claudio, 
the time shall not go dully by us. I will in the 
interim undertake one of Hercules’ labours; 
which is, to bring Signior Benedick and the 
Lady Beatrice into a mountain of affection the 
one with the other. I would fain have it a 
match, and I doubt not but to fashion it, if you 
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three will but minister such assistance as I shall | hear Margaret term me Claudio; and brin 


ive you direction. them to see this the very night before the 
Brace ares lord, Iam for you, though it cost intended wedding,—for in the Meantime T will 
me ten nights’ watchings. so fashion the matter that Hero shall be absent, 
Claud.” And I, my lord. —and there shall appeat such seeming truth of 
D, Pedro. And you too, gentle Hero? Hero's disloyalty that jealousy shall be called 
Hero. Iwill do any modest office, my lord, | assurance and all the preparation overthrown, «; 
to help my cousin to a good husband. 391| D. Jokn. Grow this to what adverse issue it 


Pedro. And Benedick is not the unhope- | can, I will put it in practice. Be cunning in 
Saloni eens that I know. Thus far can I | the working this, and thy fee is a thousand 
praise him ; he is of a noble strain, of approved | ducats, - ; 
valour and confirmed honesty. I willteach you | Bora. Be you constant in the accusation, 
how to humour your cousin, that she shall fall and my cunning shall not shame me, 
in love with Benedick; and J, with your two| D. John. Iwill presently go learn their day 


helps, wl so practise one Denedick (iiaks i of marriage. [Leeunt, 
despite of his quick wit and his queasy stomach 4 eh Cweree 

he shall fall in love with Beatrice. If we can Scene III. Lronaro’s orchard, 

do this, Cupid is no longer an archer : his glory Enter Benrpic, 


shall be ours, for we are the only loye-gods. Go 


in withme, and [ willtell you my drift. [Zxeunt, | Bene. Boy! 














Enter Boy. 

Boy. Signior? 

Bene. In my chamber-window lies a book: 
bring it hither to me in the orchard. 

Boy. Iam here already, sir. 

Bene. I know that; but I would have thee 
hence, and here again. [Ewit Boy.] I do much 
wonder that one man, seeing how much another 
man is a fool when he dedicates his behaviours 
to love, will, after he hath laughed at such 
shallow follies in others, become the argument 
of his own scorn by faliing in love: and such a 
man is Claudio. Thave known when there was 
no music with him but the drum and the fife; 
and now had he rather hear the tabor and the 
pipe: Ihave known when he would have walked 
ten mile a-foot to see a good armour; and now 
will he lie ten nights awake, carving the fashion 


Scene II. The same. 
Enter Don Jonny and Boracuto, 


D. John. Tt isso; the Count Claudio shall 
marry the daughter of Leonato. Z 

Bora, Yea, my lord; but I can cross it. 

D. John. Any bar, any cross, any impedi- 
ment will be medicinable to me: I am sick 
in displeasure to him, and whatsoever comes 
athwart his affection ranges evenly with mine. 
How canst thou cross this marriage ? 

Bora, Not honestly, my lord; but so co- 
vertly that no dishonesty shall appear in me. 10 

D. John. Show me briefly how. 

Bora. I think I told your lordship a year 
since, how much Lam in the favour of Margaret, 
the waiting gentlewoman to Hero, 

D. John. I remember. i 

Bora. I can, at any unseasonable instant of 
the night, appoint her to look out at her lady's 
chamber-window, 

Jokn. What life is in that, to be the 
death of this marriage? “ 20 
Bora, The poison of that lies in you to 
temper. Go you to the prince your brother ; r 
- Spare not to tell him that he hath wronged his | till he have made’an oyster of me, he shall never 
honour in marrying the renowned Claudio— | make me such a fool. One woman is fair, yet 
whose estimation do you mightily hold up—to {I am well; another is wise, yet I am well; 
4 contaminated stale, such a one as Hero, another virtuous, yet I am ‘well; but till all 

P. John, What proof shall I make of that? | graces be in one woman, one woman shall not 

Bova, Proof enough to misuse the prince, | come in my grace. Rich she shall be, that’s 
to vex Claudio, to undo Hero and kill Leonato, certain’ wise, or I'll none; virtuous, or L'll 
Look you for any other iste? 3 | never cheapen her; fair, or VI rece: look on 

. John. Only to despite them, I will her; mild, or come not near me; noble, or not 
endeavour any thing, for an angel: of good discourse, an excellent 

Bora. Go, then; find me a meet hour to | musician, and her hair shall be of what colour 
draw Don Pedro and the Count Claudio alone:| it please God. Ha! the prince and Monsieur 
tell them that you know that Hero loves me; | Love! I wi ide me in the arbour, 
intend a kind of zeal both to the prince and [ Withdraws. 
Claudio, as,—in love of your brother's honour, = 
who hath made this match, and his friend’, | Enter Dox PEDRO, CLaupio, and LEon ato. 
reputation, who is thus like to be cozencd with| D. Pedro. Come, shall we hear this music? 
the semblance of a maid,—that you have dis-}|_ Claud. Yea, my good lord. How still the 
covered thus. They will scarcely believe this evening is, 49 

As hush’d on purpose to grace harmony! 


without trial: offer them instances; which shall 
D, Pedro. See you where Benedick hath hid 
himself ? 


and to the purpose, like an honest man and a 
soldier; and now is he tumed orthography ; his 
words are a yery fantastical banquet, just so 
many strange dishes. May I be so converted 
and see with these eyes? I cannot tell; I think 
not: I will not be sworn but love may transform 
me to an oyster; but I'll take my oath on it, 


hear no Jess likelihood than: to See me at her 
chamber-window, hear me tcall Margaret Hero, 
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of anew doublet. He was wont to speak plain . 





ScpnzE U1] 


Clad. O, very well, my lord: the music 
endec 
We'll fit the kid-fox with a pennyworth. 


Enter BALTHASAR with Music. 


D. Pedvo. _ Come, Balthasar, we'll hear that 
song again. 
Balth. O, good my lord, tax not so bad a 
yoice 
To slander music any more than once. 
D. Pedro. Tt is the witness still of excellency 
To put a strange face on his own perfection. 
I pray thee, sing, and let me woo no more. 50 
Balth. ‘Because you talk of wooing, I will 
sing ; 
Since many a wooer doth commence his suit 
To her he thinks not worthy, yet he wooes, 
Yet will he swear he loves. 
D, Pedro. Now, pray thee, come; 
Or, if thou wilt hold longer argument, 
Do it in notes. 
Balth. Note this before my notes; 
There’s not a note of mine that’s worth the 
noting. 
D. Pedro. Why, these are very crotchets 
that he speaks ; 
Note, notes, forsooth, and nothing. [Air 59 
Bene. Now, divine air! now is his soul ra- 
vished! Is it not strange that sheeps’ guts 
should hale souls out of men’s bodies ¢ Well, a 
horn for my money, when all’s done. 


The Song. 


Balih. Sigh no more, ladies, sigh no more, 
Len were deccivers ever, 
One foot in sea and one on shore, 
To one thing constant never: 
Then sigh not so, but let them go, 
And be you blithe and bonny, 
Converting all your sounds of woe 70 
Into Hey nonny, nonny. 


Sing no more ditties, sing no moe, 
Of dumps so dull and heavy ; 
The fraud of men was ever so, 
Since summer first was leavy : 
Then sigh notso, &ec. 


D. Pedro. By my troth, a good song. 

Baith. Andan ill singer, my lord. 

D. Pedro. Ha, no, no, faith; thou singest 
well enough for a shift. 3 

Bene. An hehad been a dog that should have 
howled thus, they would have hanged him: and 
Tpray God his bad voice bode no mischief. 
had as lief have heard the night-raven, come 
what plague could have come after it. 

D. Pedro. Yea, marry, dost thou hear, Bal- 
thasar? I pray thee, get us some excellent 
music ; for to-morrow night we would have it 
at the Lady Hero's chamber-window. 

Balth._ The best I can, my lord. 90 

D., Pedro. Doso: farewell. [Zxit Ca iede | 
Come hither, Leonato. What was it you tol 
me of to-day, that your niece Beatrice was in 
love with Signior Benedick ? 

Claud, O, ay: stalk on, stalk on; the fowl 
sits. I did never think that lady would have 
loved any man. 
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Leon. No, norI neither; but most wonderful 
that she should so dote on Signior Benedick, 
whom she hath in all outward behaviours 
seemed ever to abhor. Tor 

Bene. Is’t possible? Sits the wind in that 
corner? 

Leon. By my troth, my lord, I cannot tell 
what to think of it but that she loves him with 
an enraged affection; it is past the infinite of 
thought. 

D. Pedro. May he she doth but counterfeit. 

Claud. Faith, like enough. 

Leon. O God, counterfeit! There was never 
counterfeit of passion came so near the life of 
passion as she discovers it, eee 

‘ a Pedro, Why, what effects of passion shows 
she 

Claud. Bait the hook well; this fish will bite. 

Leon. What effects, my lord? She will sit 
you, you heard my daughter tell you how. 

Claud. She did, indeed. 

D. Pedro. How, how, I pray you? You a- 
maze me: Iwould have thought her spirit had 
been invincible against all assaults of affection. 

Leon. I would have sworn it had, my lord; 
especially against Benedick. 

Bene. Lshould think this a gull, but that the 
white-bearded fellow speaks it : knavery cannot, 
sure, hide himself in such reverence. 

Claud. He hath ta’en the infection: hold 
it up. 

D. Pedro. Hathshe made her affectionknown 
to Benedick ? 5 : é 

Leon. No; and swears she never will: that’s 
her torment. 130 

Claud. "Tis true, indeed ; so your Geiss 
says: ‘Shall I,’ says she, ‘ that have so oft en- 
countered him with scorn, write to him that I 
love him?” 4 

Econ. This says she now when she is begin- 
ning to write to him; for she’ll be up twenty 
times a night, and there will she sit in her 
smock till she have writ a sheet of paper: my 
daughter tells us all. 

Claud. Now you talk of a sheet of paper, I 
remember a pretty jest your daughter told us of. 

Leon. O, when she had writ it and was 
reading it over, she found Benedick and Beatrice 
betiveen the sheet? 

Claud. That. 

Leon. O, she tore the letter into a thousand 
halfpence; railed at herself, that she should be 
so immodest to write to one that she knew 


I| would flout her ; ‘I measure him,’ says she, ‘by 


my own spirit; for should flout him, if he writ 
to me; yea, though I love him, I should” — x5z 

Claud. Then down upon her knees she falls, 
weeps, sobs, beats her heart, tears her hair, 
prays, curses; *O swect Benedick! God give 
me patience! _ 

Leon. She doth indeed; my daughter says 
so: and the ecstasy hath so much overborne her 
that my daughter is sometime afeard she will do 
a, desperate outrage to herself: it is very true. 

D. Pedro. It were good that Benedick knew 
of it by some other, if she will not discover it. 

Claud. To what end? He would make but 
a sport of it and torment the poor lady worse, 
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D. Pedro. he should, it were an alms to | trick: the conference was sadly borne, The 
mane Shee an excellent sweet lady; and, | have the truth of this from Hero. They seem a 
out of all suspicion, she is virtuous, pity the ave it seems her atlections have their 

Claud. And she is exceeding wise, ull bent. ve me! te it must be edited, 

D. Pedro. In every thing but in loving Bene- | I hear how I am censured ; they say I wil bear 
ck. myself proudly, if I perceive the love come from 

her; they say too that she will rather die than 
give any sign of affection. I di never think to 
marry : I must not seem proud : happy are they 
that hear their detractions and can put them to 
mending. They say the lady is fair; ’tisa truth, 
Ican bear them witness; and Virtuous ; ’tis go, 
Icannot reprove it; and wise, but for loving me: 
by my troth, it is no addition to her wit, nor no 
tell Benedick of it, and hear what a’ will sax. great argument of her folly, for I will be horribly 

Leon. Were it good, think you? + as. 279 1m Jove with her, I may chance have some odd 

Claud. Hero thinks surely she will die; for | quirks and remnants of wit broken on me, be- 
she says she will die, if he love her not, and she cause I have railed so long against marriage: 
will die, ere she make her love known, and she | but doth not ee appetite alter? a man loves the 
will die, if he woo her, rather than she will bate | meat in his youth that he cannot endure in his 
one breath of her accustomed crossness, age. Shall quips and sentences and these paper 

D. Pedro. She doth well: if she should make | bullets of the brain awe a man from the career 
tender of her love, ’tis very possible he'll scorn | of his humour? No, the world must be peopled. 
it; for the man, as you know all, hath a con- | When I said I would die a bachelor, I did not 
temiptible epitit think I should live till L were married, Here 

Claud. Heisa very proper man. comes Beatrice. By this day! she’s a fair lady: 
; D. Pedro, He hath indeed a good outward | I do spy some marks of love in her. 

happiness, 191 

Claud. Before God! and, in my mind, very 
wise. 

D. Pedro. He doth indeed show some sparks 
that are like wit. 

Claud. And I take him to be valiant. 

D. Pedro. As Hector, I assure you: and in 
the managing of quarrels you may say he is 
wise; for either he avoids them with great 
discretion, or undertakes them with a@ most 
Christian dike fear. 200 

Leon. Tf he do fear God, a’ must necessarily 
keep peace: if he break the peace, he ought to 
enter into a quarrel with fear and trembling. 

D. Pedro. And so wiil he do; for the man 
doth fear God, howsoever it seems not in him 
by some large jests he will make. Well, lam 
sorry foryour niece. Shall we go seek Benedick, 
and tell him of her love? 

Claud. Never tell him, my lord: let her 
wear it oug with good counsel, 

Leon. Nay, that’s impossible: she may wear 
her heart out first. : 210 

D. Pedvo. Well, we will hear further of it by 
your daughter: let it cool the while. I love 
Benedick well 3; and I could wish he would 
modestly examine himself, to see how much he 
is unworthy so good a lady. 

Leon. My lord, will you walk? dinner is 


ready, 

Claud. If he do not dote on her upon this, I 
will never trust my expectation. 220 

. Pedro. Let there be the same net spread 

for her; and that must your daughter and her 
gentlewomen carry, The sport will be, when 
Shee hold one an opinion of another’s dotage, 
and no such matter: that’s the scene that I 
would see, which will be merely a dumb-show. 
Let_us send her to call him in to dinner. 























169 
Leon. O, my lord, wisdom and blood com. 
bating in so tender a body, we have ten proofs 
to one that blood hath the Victory. I am sorry 
for her, as I have just cause, being her uncle and 
her guardian, F 
D. Pedro. I would she had bestowed this 
dotage on me: I would have datled all other 
respects and made her half myself. I pray you, 





Enter Beatrice. 


Beat. Against my will Iam sent to bid you 
come in to dinner. 

Bene. Fair Beatrice, I thank you for your 
pains. - 

Beat. Itook no more pains for those thanks 
than you take pains to thank me: if it had been 
painful, I would not have come. 261 

ene. You take pleasure then in the messa: eC? 
eat. Yea, just so much as you may take 
upon a knife's point and choke’a daw withal. 
ou have no stomach, signior: fare pour 
Bait, 
Bene. Hal ‘Against my will I am sent to 
bid you come in to dinner ;” there’s a double 
meaning in that. ‘I took no more pains for 
those thanks than you took pains to thank me;’ 
that’s as much as to say, Any pains that I take 
for you is as easy as thanks, f I do not take 
bity of her, Tama villain; if I do not love her, 
LamaJew. Iwill g0 gether picture. [Evit. 


ACT I. 


Scene I. Leonato’s garden. 
Enter Hero, Manearer, and Ursona. 


Hero, Good Margaret, run thee to the parlour; 
There shalt thou find my cousin Beatrice 
;rpposing with the ‘prince and Claudio; 
Whisper her ear and tell her, I and Ursula 
Walk in the orchard and our whole discourse 
S all of her; say that thou overheard’st us; 
And bid her steal into the Pleached bower, 
here honeysuckles, tipen’d by the sun, 
5 orig the fun eae ne avouiates, ‘a 
Ace proud by princes, that advance t! heir pride 
[Lxeunt Don Pedro, Claudio and Leonato. | Against that Power that bred it : there will she 
Bene. [Coming Sorward] This can be no hide her, ed 54 
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To listen our PUTDOEE: This is thy office; 
Bear thee well in it and leave us alone. 

Marg. Vl make her come, I warrant you, 

resently. _ (exit. 

ero. Now, Ursula, when Beatrice doth 


come, z 
As we do trace this alley up and down, 
Our talk must only be of Benedick. 
When I do name him, let it be thy part 
To praise him more than ever man did merit ; 
My talk to thee must be how Benedick 20 
Is sick in love with Beatrice. Of this matter 
Is little Cupid’s crafty arrow made, 
That only wounds by hearsay, 


Enter Beatricn, behind. 


_ .. Now begin ; 
For look where Beatrice, like a lapwing, runs 
Close by the ground, to hear our conference. 
Urs, The pleasant’st angling is to see the fish 
Cut with her golden oars the silver stream, 
And greedily devour the treacherous bait: 
So angle we for Beatrice ; who even now 
Is couched in the woodbine coverture. 30 
Tear you not my part of the dialogue. 
Hero. Then go we near her, that her ear lose 
nothing ; 
Of the false sweet bait that we lay for it. 
[Approaching the bower. 
No, truly, Ursula, she is too disdainful ; 
I know her spirits are as coy and wild 
As haggerds of the rock. 
7S. But are you sure 
That Benedick loves Beatrice so entirely ? 
Hero. So says the prince and my new-trothed 


ord. 
Urs. And did they bid you tell her of it, 
madam? i 
sero They did entreat me to acquaint her 
Or 1b; , 4e 
But I persuaded them, if they loved Benedick, 
To wish him wrestle with affection, 
And never to let Beatrice know of it. 
Urs. Why did you so? Doth not the gentle- 


man 
Deserve as full as fortunate a bed 
As ever Beatrice shall couch upon? 
Hero. O god of love! I know he doth deserve 
As much as may be yielded to a man: 
But Nature never framed a woman's heart 
Of prouder stuff than that of Beatrice ; 50 
Disdain and scorn ride sparkling in her eyes, 
Misprising what they look on, and her wit 
Values itself so highly that to her 
All matter else seems weak ; she cannot love, 
Nor take no shape nor project of affection, 
She is so self-endeared. b 
73. _. Sure, I think so; 
And therefore certainly it were not good _ 
She knew his love, lest she make sport at it. 
Hero. Why, you speak truth. I never yet 
saw man, 
How wise, how noble, young, how rarely fen, 


tured, : eee 
But she would spell him backward : if fair-faced, 
She would swear the gentleman should be her 
sister ; 
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If black, why, Nature, drawing of an antique, 
Made a foul blot; if tall, a lance ill-headed ; 
If low, an agate very my cut; . 
If speaking, why, a vane blown with all winds; 
Tf silent, why, a block moved with none. 
So turns she every man the wrong side out 
And never gives to truth and virtue that 
Which simpleness and merit purchaseth. 70 
Urs. Sure, sure, such carping is not com- 
mendable. 
Hero. No, not to be so odd and from all 
fashions, 
As Beatrice is, cannot be commendable: 
But who dare tell her so? If I should speak, 
She would mock me into air; O, she would 
laugh me 
Out of myself, press me to death with wit. 
Therefore let Benedick, like cover’d tire, 
Consume away in sighs, waste inwardly : 
It were a better death than die with mocks, 
Which is as bad as die with tickling. 
Urs. Yet tell her of it: hear w! 


Bay, 
Hero. No; rather I will go to Benedick 
And counsel him to fight aguinst his passion. 
And, truly, I'll devise some honest slanders 
To stain my cousin with: one doth not know 
How much an ill word may empoison liking. 
Urs. O, do not do your cousin such a wrong. 
She cannot be so much without true judge- 
ment— | 
Having so swift and excellent a wit 
As she is prized to have—as to refuse 
So rare a gentleman as Signior Benedick. 
Hero. He is the only man of Italy, 
Always excepted my dear Claudio. ? 
Urs. I pray you, be not angry with me, 
madam, he z 
Speaking my fancy: Signior Benedick, 
For shape, for bearing, argument and valour, 
Goes foremost in report through Italy. 
Hero. Indeed, he hath an excellent good 


80 
t she will 


name. 
Urs. His excellence did earn it, ere he had it. 
When are you married, madam? 100 
Hero, y, every day, to-morrow. Come, 


oO in: 
I'll cee thee some attires, and have thy counsel 
Which is the best to furnish me to-morrow. 
Urs. She’s limed, I warrant you: we have 
caught her, madam. A 
Hero. Ié it proves so, then loving goes by 


haps\:/eeeee + 
Some Cupid kills with arrows, some with traps. 
_  [Bxeunt Hero and Ursula. 
Beat. [Coming forward] What fire is in 
mine ears? Can this be true? 
Stand I condemn’d for pride and scorn so 
much? ‘ 3 
Contempt, farewell ! and maiden pride, adieu! 
No glory lives behind the back of such. 110 
And, Benedick, love on ; I will requite thee, 
Taming my wild heart to thy loving hand; 
If ai dost love, my kindness shall incite 
thee 
To bind our loves up ina holy band; 
For others say thou dost deserve, and I 


Believe it better than reportingly. (Exit. 
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[Acr none 
D. Pedro. Indeed, that tells a heavy t, 
him : conclude, conclude he is in lovee ale for 

Claud. Ni ay, but I know who loves him, 

D. Pedro. ThatwouldI know too: Iwarrant 
one that knows him not. ae ’ 

laud. Yes, and his ill conditions; and, jy 
despite of all, dies for him. : ; 

D. Pedro. She shall be buried with her facg 
upwards, ae a 7 

Bene. Yetis this no charm for the toothache. 
Old signior, walk aside with me: I have studied 
cight or nine wise words to speak to you, which 
these hobby-horses ust not hear, 

Exewnt Benedich and Lennato, 

D. Pedro, Yor my life, to break with him 
about Beatrice. 

Claud. "Tis eyen so, Hero and Margaret 
have by this played their parts with Beatrice 
and then the two bears will not bite one another 
when they meet, 8x 


Enter Dox Joun. 
D. John. My lord and brother, God save you! 

. Pedro. Good den, brother, 

D. John. If your leisure served, I would 
speak with you. 

. Pedro. In private? 

D, John. If it please you : yet Count Claudio 
may hear; for what I would speak of concerns 
um. 

D. Pedro, What's the matter? 90 

D. John. ho Claudio] Means your lordship 
to be married to-morrow ? 

. Pedro. You know he does, 

D. John. Iknow not that, when he knows 
what I know, 2 

Claud. Té there be any impediment, I pray 
you discover it. 

. John. You may think I love you not: let 
that appear hereafter, and aim better at me by 
that I now will manifest, For iny_ brother, I 
think he holds you well, and in dearness of 
heart hath holp to effect your ensuing marriage; 
—surely suit ill spent and labour ill bestowed. 

Pedro. W. hy, what’s the matter? 
D. Jokn. T came hither to tell you; and, cir- 
cumstances shortened, for she has been too long 
a talking of, the lady is disloyal. 
Claud, Who, Hero? 
D. John. Even she; Leonato’s Hero, your 
ro, every man’s Hero, 110 
nae: Disloyal? se Bee in 
* . John, he wor 00 good to paint ou 
Leon. Indeed, he looks younger than he did, her wickedness; I could eae ya worse; 
by the Joss of a beard, : ph think you of a worse title, and I will fit her to it. 

. Pedr ie Nay, a’ rubs himself with civet: | Wonder not till further warrant: go but with 
can euenell him out by that? Sf} me to-night, you shall see her chamber-window 

thes in love’ 28 much as to say, the sweet gntered, even thenight before her weddling-day' | 
youth 8 pee a -, . ,. | if you love her then, to-morrow wed her; but 
melancholy. grea! note of it is his| it would better fit your honour to change your 


mind. 
ne And when was he wont to wash his} Claud. Moa: this he so? 220, 


hatte D. Pedro. Twill not think it, 
eta retry. se oe ilo pain himself ? for the a Joh a af you dare nab tak that you see, 
i ‘ at they say of him. confess not t) iif y i Ww 
laud. Nay, but his Jesting spirit ; which is it 7 yon eno Hf yout will folio 
now crept into a lute-string and now governed | } 
by stops, 
























ScENEII. .4 r00m in LEONATO’S house. 


Enter Don Pepro, CLaupio, BENEDICK, and 
EONATO. 


D. Pedro. I do but stay till your marriage 
be consummate, and then go I toward Se 
Claud. ri ring you thither, my lord, if 
‘oul vouchsafe me, 
% D. Pedro. Nay, that would be as great.a soil 
in the new gloss of your marriage as to show a 
child his new coat and forbid him to Wear it. 
I will only be bold with Benedick for his com- 
pany ; for, from the crown of his head to the 
sole of his foot, heis all mirth: he hath twice or 
thrice cut Cupid's bow-string and the little hang- 
man dare not shoot at him; he hath a heart as 
sound as a bell and his tongue is the clapper, 
for what his heart thinks his woniue speaks. 
Bene, Gallants, Tam not as I have been. 
on. Sosay 1: methinks you are sadder, 
Claud. I hope he be in love. 3 
D. Pedro, Hang him, truant! there’s no 
true drop of blood in him, to be truly touched 
with love : if he be sad, he wants money, 20 
Bene. I have the toothache. 
D. Pedvo. Draw it. 
Bene. Hang it! - : 
Claud, You must hang it first, and draw it 
afterwards, Fs 
D. Pedro. What! sigh for the toothache? 
Leon. Where is but a humour or a worm. 
Bene. ‘Well, every one can master a grief but 
he that has it, mu 
laud. Yet say I, he is in love. 30 
. D. Pedro. There’is no appearance of fancy 
in him, unless it be a fancy that he hath to 
strange disguises ; as, to be a utchman to-day, 
a Frenchman to-morrow. orin the shape of two 
countries at once, as, a German from the waist 
downward, all slops, and a Spaniard from the 
hip upward, no doublet. Unless he havea fancy 
to this foolery, as it appears he hath, he is no 
fool for fancy, as you would have it appear he is, 
Claud. If he be not in love with some 
woman, there is no believing old si Ms: a’ 
Brushes his hat 0” mornings; what should that 
ode 
D. Pedro. Hath any man seen him at the 
barber's? 
Claud, No, but the barber’s man hath been 
Seen with him, and the old Ornament of his 
cheek hath aia, stuffed tennis-balls, 


lave seen more and hear more, procecd ac- 
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Claud. Ti I sce any thing tonight why 1) answer, you may say they are not the men you 


should: not marry her to-morrow, in the con- 
gregation, where I should wed, there will I 
shame her. 

D. Pedi. And, as I wooed for thee to ob- 
tain her, I will join with thee to disgrace her. 

D. John. Iwill disparage her no farther till 
you are my witnesses: bear it coldly but till 
midnight, and let the issue show itself. 

D, Pedro. © day untowardly turned! 

Claud. O mischief strangely thwarting! 

D. John. O plague right well prevented! so 
will you say when you have seen the seyuel. 


eeunt, 


Sorne III. A street. 
Enter DoGRERRY and VERGES with the Watch. 


Dog. Are you good men and true? 

Verg. Yea, or else it were py but they 
should suffer salvation, body and soul. 

Dog. Nay, that were a punishment too good 
for them, if they should have any allegiance in 
them, being chosen for the prince’s watch. 

Verg. Well, give them their charge, neigh- 


bour Dogberry. : 
Dog. Tvirst, who think you the most desart- 
less man. to he constable? 10 


First Watch. Hugh Otecake, sir, or George 
Seacole ; for they can write and read. 

Hee Come hither, neighbour Seacole. God 
hath blessed you with a good name: to be a 
well-favoured man is the gift of fortune ; but to 
write and read comes by nature. 

Sec. Watch. Both which, master constable,— 

Dog. You haye: I knew it would be your 
answer. Well, for your favour, sir, why, give 
God thanks, and make no boast of it; and for 
your writing and reading, let that appear when 
there is no need of such vanity. Youare thought 
here to be the most senseless and fit man for the 
constable of the watch; therefore bear you the 
lantern. This is your charge: you shall com- 
prehend all vagrom men; you are to bid any 
man stand, in the prince's name, 

c. Watch. How if.a’ will not stand? 
Why, then, take no note of him, but 
let him go; and presently call the rest of the 
watch together and thank God you are rid of a 
knaye. ’ 

Verg. If he will not stand when he is bidden, 
he is noue of the peinge 's subjects, : 

Dog. True, and they are to meddle with none 
but the prince’s subjects. You shall also make 
no noise in the streets; for for the watch to 
babble and to talk is most tolerable and not to 
be endured. : 

Watch. We will rather sleep than talk : we 
know what belongs to a watch. ; 40 

Dog. Why, you speak like an ancient and 
most quict watchman; for I cannot sec how 
sleeping should offend : only, have a care that 
your bills be not stolen. Well, you are to call 
at all the ale-houses, and bid those that are 
drunk get them to bed. 

Watch, How if they will not? 


Dog. Why, then, let them alone till they are | p 


sober: if they make you not then the better 


took them for. st 

Watch. Well, sir. 

Dog. If you meet a thief, you may suspect 
him, by virtue of your office, to be no true 
man; and, for such kind of men, the less you 
meddle or make with them, why, the more is 
for your honesty. 3 

Watch. If we know him to bea thief, shall 
we not lay hands on him? 

Dog. Truly, by your office, ine may; but I 
think they that touch pitch will be defiled: the 
most peaceable way for you, if you do take a 
thief, 1s to let him show himself what he is and 
steal out of your company. , 

Verg. You have been always called a merci- 
ful man, partner. 

Dog. Truly, I would not hang a dog by my 
pals much more a man who hath any honesty 
in him. 

Verg. If you hear a child ery in the night, 
you must call to the nurse and bid her still if. 

Watch. How if the nurse be asleep and will 
not hear us? : 

Dog. Why, then, depart in peace, and let 
the child wake her with crying; for the ewe 
that will not hear her lamb when it baes will 
never answer a calf when he bleats. 

Verg. °Tis very true. 

Dog. This is the end of the charge:—you, 
constable, are to present the prince’s own person : 
if you meet the prince in the night, you may 
aay him. apex 

"erg. Nay, by’r lady, that I think a’ 
cannot. : 

Dog. Five shillings to one on’t, with any 
man that Imows the statues, he may stay him: 
marry, not without the prince he willing; for, 
indeed, the watch ought to offend no man; 
and it is an offence to stay a man against his 
Wil. 

Verg. _By’r lady, I think it be so. _ 89 

Dog. Ha,ah,ha! Well, masters, good night: 
an there be any matter of weight chances, call 
up me: keep your fellows’ counsels and your 
own; and eral night. Come, neighbour. 

Watch. Well, masters, we hear our charge: 
let us £0 sit here upon the church-bench till 
two, and then all to bed. 5 

Dog. One word more, honest neighbours, 
I pray you, watch about Signior Leonato’s door ; 
for the wedding being there to-morrow, there is 
a great coil to-night. Adieu: be vigitant, I 
beseech you. [Hceunt Doglerry and Verges. 


Enter BoRACHIO and CONRADE. 


Bora. What, Conrade! 

Watch. [Aside] Peace! stir not. 

Bora. _Conrade, I say! 

Con. Here, man; Iam at thy elbow. 

Bora. Mass, end elbow itched ; I thought 
there would a scab follow. 

Con. I will owe thee an answer for that: 
and now forward with thy tale. 109 
Bora. Stand thee close, then, under this 
ent-house, for it drizzles rain; and I will, like 
a true drunkard, utter all to thee. 
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Watch. [Aside] Some treason, masters: yet 
stand close. 

Bora. Therefore know I have earned of Don 
John a thousand ducats. 0 

Con. Is it possible that any villany should 
be so dear? va 

Bora. Thou shouldst rather ask if it were 
possible any villany should be so rich; for when 
rich villains have need of poor ones, poor ones 
may make what price they will. 

Con. I-wonder at it. a! 

Bora. That shows thou art unconfirmed. 
Thou knowest that the fashion of a doublet, or 
a hat, or a cloak, is nothing to a man. 

Con. Yes, it is apparel. | 

Bora. I mean, the fashion. . 

Con. Yes, the fashion is the fashion. 129 

Bora. Tush! I may as well say the fool’s 
the fool, But seest thou not what a deformed 
thief this fashion is? \ 

Watch. [Aside] I know that Deformed; a’ 
has been a vile thief this seven year; a goes 
up and down like a gentleman : I remember his 
name. 

Bora. _Didst thou not hear somebody ? 

Con. No; ’twas the vane on the house. 

Bora, Seest thou not, Tsay, what a deformed 
thief this fashion is? how giddily a’ turns about 
all the hot bloods between fourteen and five- 
and-thirty? sometimes fashioning them like 
Pharaoh’s soldiers in the reechy painting, some- 
time like god Bel’s priests in the old church- 
window, sometime like the shaven Hercules in 
the smirched worm-eaten tapestry, where his 
codpiece seems as massy as his club? 

Con. <AllthisIsee; and I see that the fashion 
wears ont more apparel than the man. But art 
not thou thyself giddy with the fashion too, 
that thou hast shifted out of thy tale into telling 
me of the fashion? _ 

Bora. Notso, neither: but know that Ihave 
to-night wooed Margaret, the Lady Hero's gen- 
tlewoman, by the name of Hero: she leans me 
out at her mistress’ chamber-window, bids me 
a thousand times good night,—I tell this tale 
vilely :—I should first tell thee how the prince. 
Claudio and my master, planted and placed and 
possessed by my master Don John, saw afar off 
in the orchard this amiable encounter. 161 

Con. And thought they Margaret was Hero? 

Bora. Two of them did, the prince and 
Claudio ; but the devil my master knew she was 


Margaret; and partly by his oaths, which first | 1 t} 


possessed them, partly by the dark night, which 
did, deceive them, but chiefly by my villany, 
which did contirm any slander that Don John 
had made, away went Claudio enraged : swore 
he would meet her, as he was appointed, next 
morning at the temple, and there, before the 
whole congresation, shame her with what he 
saw o'er nightand send her home again without 
», husband. 

Jrirst Watch. We charge you, in the prince's 
name, stand! 

Sec. Watch. Call up the right master con- 
stable. We have here recovered the most dan- 
gerous piece of Iechery that ever was known in 
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First. Watch. And one Deformed is one of 
them: I know him; a’ wears a. lock. , 
Con. Masters, masters,— é 
Sec. Watch. You'll be made bring Deformed 
forth, I warrant you. 
Con. Masters,— 
First Watch. Never speak: we charge you 
let_us obey wou to go with us. 189 
Bora. We are like to prove a goodly com- 
modity, being taken up of these men’s bills, 
Con. A commodity in question, I warrant 
you. Come, we’ll obey you. [Exeunt, 


Scenr IV. HeEno’s apartment. 
Enter Hero, MARGanret, and Ursuta, 


Hero, Good Ursula, wake my cousin Beatrice, 
ani desire her to rise. 

Urs. Iwill, lady. : 

Hero. And hid her come hither. 

Urs. Well. m (Exit. 

Marg. Troth, I think your other rabato were 
better. * 
¥ Hero. No, pray thee, good Meg, I'll wear 

this. 

Marg. By my troth, ’s not so good; and I 
warrant your cousin will say so. To 

Hero. My cousin’s a fool, and thou art 
another: I'll wear none but this. 

Marg. Tike the new tire within excellently, 
if the hair were a thought browner; and your 
gown’s a most rare fashion, ? faith. I saw the 
Duchess of Milan’s gown that they praise so. 

Hero. O, that exceeds, they say. : 

Marg. By my troth, ’s but a night-gown in 
respect of yours: cloth o’ gold, and cuts, and 
laced with silver, set with pearls, down sleeves, 
side sleeves, and skirts, round underborne with 
a bluish tinsel: but for a fine, quaint, graceful 
and excellent fashion, yours is worth ten on't. 

Hero. God give me joy to wear it! for my 
heart is exceeding heavy. 

Marg. Twill be heavier soon by the weight 
of aman. 

Hero. Fie upon thee! art not ashamed? 

se Of what, lady? of speaking honour- 
ably? Is not marriage honourable ina beggar? 
Is not your lord honourable without marriage? 
I think you would have me say, ‘saving your 
reverence, a husband:’ an bad thinking do not 
wrest true speaking, I’ll offend nobody : is there 
any harm in ‘the heayier for a husband’? None, 
think, an it be the right husband and the right 
wife; otherwise ’tis light, and not heavy: ask 
my Lady Beatrice else; here she comes. 


Enter BEATRICE. 


Hero. Good morrow, coz. 
Beat. Good morrow, swect Hero. oo) 
_Hero. Why, how now? do you speak in the 
sick tune? 
Beat. Iam out of all other tune, methinks. 
Marg. Clap’s into “Light 0’ love;’ that gocs 
without a burden: do you sing it, and L'll 
dance it. 
. Beat. Ye light o’ love, with your heels! then, 
if your husband have stables enough, youll sc? 
theshakglsescibpaGangotri 
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Marg. O illegitimate construction! I scorn 
that with my heels. 5r 

Beat. “Tis almost five o'clock, cousin; 'tis 
time you were ready. By my troth, I am ex- 
ceeding ill: heigh-ho! 

Marg. _For a hawk, a horse, or a husband? 

Beat. Yor the letter that begins them all, H. 

Marg. Well, an you be not turned Turk, 
there's no more sailing by the star. 

Beat. What means the fool, trow? 

Marg. Nothing I; but God send every one 
their heart’s desire! 6r 

Hero. These gloves the count sent me; they 
are an excellent perfume. _ 

Beat. Lam stuffed, cousin ; I cannot smell. 

Marg. A maid, and stuffed! there’s goodly 
catching of cold. 

Beat. ©, God help me! God help me! how 
long have you professed apprehension ? 

Marg. Tver since you lefé it. Doth not my 
wit become me rarely ? 72 

Beat. It is not seen enough, you should 
wear itin your cap. By my troth, [ am sick. 

Marg. Get you some of this distilled Ca 
duus Benedictus, and lay it to your heart: it is 
the only thing for a qualm. 

Hero. There thou prickest her with a thistle. 

Beat. Benedictus! why Benedictus? you 
haye some moral in this Benedictus. 

Marg. Moral! no, by my troth, I have no 
moral meaning; I meant, plain holy-thistle. 
You may think perchance that I think you are 
in love: nay, by’r lady, I am not such a fool to 
think whatet list, nor I list not to think what T 
can, nor indeed I cannot think, if I would think 
my heart out of thinking, that you are in love 
or that you will be in love or that you can be in 
love. Yet Benedick was such another, and now 
is he become a man:_he swore he would never 
marry, and yet now, in despite of his heart, he 
eats his rneat without grudging: and how you 
may be converted I know not, but methinks you 
look with your eyes as other women do. 

5 Beat. What pace is this that thy tongue 
keeps? 

Mazg. Nota false gallop. 


Re-enter URSULA. 


Urs. Madam, withdraw: the prince, the 
count, Signior Benedick, Don John, and all 
the rallants of the town, are come to fetch you 
to church. . 

Hero. Help to dress me, good coz, good Meg, 
good Ursula. [Exewnt. 








Scrnr V. Another room in LEONATO'S house. 
Enter LEONATO, with DoGBERRY and VERGES. 


Leon. What would you with me, honest 


neighbour? 
Dor Marry, sir, I would have some confi- 


dence with you that decerns you nearly. _ | 
Leon. Brief, I pray you; for you sce itisa 
busy time withme. | 
log. Marry, dis it is, sir. 
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Verg. Yes, in truth itis, sir. 

Leon. What is it, my good friends? 

Dog. Goodman Verges, sir, speaks a. little 
off the matter: an old man, sir, and his wits 
are not so blunt as, God help, t would desire 
they were; but, in faith, honest as the skin 
between his brows. 

Verg. Yes, [thank God I am as honest as 
any man living that is an old man and no 
honester than I. 

Dog. Comparisons are odorous: palabras, 
neighbour Verges. . 

Leon. Neighbours, you are tedious. 20. 

Dog. It pleases your worship to say so, but 
we are the poor duke’s officers; but truly, for 
mine own part, if I were as tedious as a king, 
could find it in my heart to bestow it all of your 
worship. 

Leon. All thy tediousness on me, ah? 

Dog, Yea,an’twere a thousand pound more 
than ‘tis; for I hear as good exclamation on your 
worship as of any man in the city; and though 

be but a poor man, I am glad to hear it. 30 

Verg. Andsoam I, 

Leon. I would fain know what you have 
to say. hs 
_ Verg. Marry, sir, our watch to-night, except- 
ing your worship’s presence, ha’ ta’en a couple 
of as arrant knaves as any in Messina. 

Dog. Agoodold man, sir; he will be talking: 
as they say, When the age is in, the wit is out: 
God help us! it isa world to sce. Well said, i” 
faith, neighbour Verges: well, God’s a good 
man; an two men ride of a horse, one must ride 
behind. An honest soul, i’ faith, sir; by my 
troth he is, as ever broke bread; but (rod is to 
be worshipped ; all men are not alike; alas, good 
neighbour! 

eae Indeed, neighbour, he comes too short 
of you. 

Dog. Gifts that God gives. 

Icon. I must leave you. P 

Dog. One word, sir: our watch, sir, have 
indeed comprehended two aspicious persons, 
and we would have them this morning examined. 
before your worship. 

Leon. Take their examination yourself and 
bring it me: Iam now in great haste, as it may 
appear unto you. 

jog. Itshall be suffigance. 

Leon. Drink some wine ere you go: fare 

you well. 


Enter a Messenger. 


Mess. My lord, they stay for you to give 
your daughter to her husband. 7 eS 

Leon, I'll wait upon them: I am ready. 

[Faeunt Leonuto and Messenger. 

Dog. Go, good partner, go, get you to Francis 
Seacole ; bid him bring his pen and inkhorn to 
the gaol: we are now to examination these men. 

Verg. And we must do it wisely. 

Dog. We will spare for no wit, I warrant 
you; here’s that shall drive some of them toa 
noncome: only get the learned writer to set 
down our excommunication.and meet me at 
the gaol. [Exeunt. 
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Bashful sincerity and comely love. 
Hero. Aud seem'd I ever otherwise to you? 
Claud. Quton thee! Seeming! I will write 
against it : Lok 
You seem to me,as Dian in her orb, 
As chaste as is the bud ere it be blown; 
But you are more intemperate in your blood 60 
Than Venus, or those eng a d animals 
That rage in savage sensuality. 
Hero. Is my lord well, that he doth speak 


ACT IV. 


Scene I. A church. 

Enter Dox. PeEpro, Dox JoHNn, LEONATO, 
Friar Francis, CLAvUDIO, BENEDICK, 
HERO, Beatrice, and attendants. 

Leon. Come, Friar Francis, be brief; cal 
to the plain form of marriage, and you shall 
recount their particular duties afterwards, 


















Friar. You come hither, my lord, to marry so wide? i 
this lady. Licon. Sweet prince, why speak not you? 
Claud. Pedro. What should L speak? 


Istand dishonour'd, that have gone about 
To link my dear friend to a common stale. 
Leon. Are these things spoken, or do I but 
dream? 
D. John. Sir, they are spoken, and these 
things are true. : { 
Bene. This looks not like a nuptial. 
€1'0. True! O God! 
Claud. Leonato, stand I here? 70 
Is this the prince? is this the prince’s brother? 
Is this face Hero's? are our eyes our own? 
Tati All this is so: but what of this, my 
ord 
Claud. Let me but move one question to 
youn daughter ; F 
And, by that fatherly and kindly power 
That you have in her, bid her answer truly. 
Leon. I charge thee do so, as thou art 
iny child. 
Hero. O, God defend me! how am I beset! 
What kind of catechising call you this? 
Claud. To make you answer truly to your 


Leon. ‘Vo be married to her: friar, you come 
to marry her. i i 

Friar. Lady, you come hither to be married 
to this count. 10 

Hero. Ido. ¥ 

Friar, lf either of you know any inward 
impediment why you should not be conjoined, 
I charge you, on your souls, to utter it. 

Claud. Know you any, Hero? 

Hero. None, my lord. 

Friar. Know you any, count? 

Leon. I dare make his answer, none. 

Claud. O, what men dare do! what men 
may do! what men daily do, not knowing what 
they do! ee 21 

Bene. Hownow! Aner ecuonsd Why, then, 
some be of laughing, as, ah, ha, he! 

Claud. Stand thee by, friar. Father, by 

_, Your leave : : 
Will you with free and unconstrained soul 
Give me this maid, your daughter? 

Leon. As freely, son, as God did give her me. 


+ Claud. And what have I to give you back, name. 80 
whose worth Hero. Is it not Hero? Who can blot that 
May counterpoise this rich and precious gift? name 
. Pedro, Nothing, unless you render her | With any just reproach? 
again. r 30} _ Claud. Marry, that can Hero; 
Claud. Sweet prince, you lea me noble | Hero itself can blot out Hero's virtue. 
thankfulness. What man was he talk’d with you yesternight 


There, Leonato, take her back again :_ 
Give not this rotten orange to your friend ; 
She’s but the sign and semblance of her honour. 


Out at your window betwixt twelve and one? 
Now, if you area maid, answer to this. 
Hero. I talk’d with no man at that hour, 


Behold how like a maid she blushes here! my lord. 
O, what authority and show of truth D. Pedro. Why, then are you no maiden. 
Can cunning sin cover itself withal! conato, 


Comes not that blood as modest evidence 
To witness simple virtue? Would you not swear, 
All you that see her, that she were amaid, 40 
By these exterior shows? But she is none: 

h 
Hi 


am sorry you must hear: upon mine honour, 
Myself, my brother and this grieved count ge 
id see her, hear her, at that hour last night 
Lalk with a ruffian at her chamber-window ; 
Vho hath indeed, most like a liberal villain, 
Confess'd the vile encounters they have had 
A thousand times in sceret. 
Dect Fie, fie! they are not to be named, 
y lord, 
Not to be spoke of; 
There is not chastity enough in language 
W ibhote offence to utter them. ‘Thus, pretty 
Lam sory for thy much misgoyernment, _ 100 
Claud. O Hero, what a Hero hadst thou 


e knows the heat of a luxurious bed ; 

er blush is guiltiness, not anodlesty. 

Leon. What do you mean, my lord? 

Claud. , Not to be married, 
Not to knit my soul to an approved wanton. 

Leon. Dear my lord, if you, in your own 


proof, ‘ 
Have vanquish'd the resistance of her youth, 
And made defeat of her virginity, — 
Claud. I know what you would say: if I 
haye known her, 


pou will say abe a grabs me as a husband, ee sab 
nd so extenuate the ‘forchand sin: 51 alf thy outward graces had been placed 
No, Leonato, About thy thoughts and counsels of thy heart! 


Inever tempted her with word too large; 
_ But, asa brother to his sister, sho 


la But fare thee well, most foul, most fair! 
as mir Research In 
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Thou pure impiety and impious purity ! 
Yor thee Ill lock up all the gates of love, 
and on my eyelids shall conjecture hang, 
To turn all beauty into thoughts of harm, 
And never shall it more be gracious. 
Leon. Hath no inan’s dagger here a point 
for ine ¢ [Hero swoons. 110 
Beat, Why, how now, cousin! wherefore 
sink you down? 
. John. Come, let us go. 
come thus to light, 
Smother her spirits up. 
[Zxeunt Don Pedro, Don John, and Claudio. 
Bene. How doth the ae 
Beat. Dead, I think. Help, uncle! 
Hero! why, Hero! Uncle! Signior Benedick! 


These things, 


O Fate! take not away thy heavy 
hand. A 
Death is the fairest cover for her shame 
That may be wish’d for. 
Beat. How now, cousin Hero! 
Friar, Have comfort, lady. 
Leon. Dost thou look up? 
Friar. Yea, wherefore should she not? 
Leon. Wherefore! Why, doth not every 
earthly thing 
Cry shame upon her? Could she here deny 
The story that is printed in her blood? 
Do not live, Hero; do not ope thine eyes: 
For, did 1 think thou wouldst not quickly die, 
Thought I thy spirits were stronger than thy 
shames, 
Myself would, on the rearward of reproaches, 
Strike at thy life. Grieved I, I had but one? 
Chid I for that at frugal nature’s frame? —_130 
O, one too much by thee! Why had I one? 
Why ever wast thou lovely in my eyes? 
Why had L not with charitable hand 
Took up a beggar’s issue at my gates, _ 
Who smirched thus and mired with infamy, 
I might have said ‘No part of it is mine; | 
This shame derives itscl£ from unknown loins’? 
But mine and mine I loved and mine I praised 
And mine that I was proud on, mine so much. 
That I myself was to myself not mine, 140 
Valuing of her,—why, she, O, she is fallen 
Into a pit of ink, that the wide sea i 
Hath drops too few to wash her clean again 
And salt too little which may season give 
‘To her foul-tainted flesh! 3 
Bene. Sir, sir, be patient. 
For my part, I am so attired in wonder, 
I know not what to say. nee , 
Beat. ©, on my soul, my. cousin is belied! 
Bene. Lady, were you her bedfellow last 


120 


night? 4 
Beat, No, truly not; although, until last 
night, 150 
Lhave this twelvemonth been her bedfellow. | 
Leon. Contirm'd, confirm’d! O, that is 
strongermade SRN : 
Which was before barr’d up with ribs of iron! 
Would the two princes lie, and Claudio lic, 
Who loved her so, that, speaking of her foulness, 
Wash’d it with tears? Hence from her! let 
her die. 
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Silent so long and given way unto 
t This course of fortune.... 
By noting of the lady I have mark’d - 160 


A thousand blushing apparitions . 
To start into her face, a thousand innocent 
shames 
In angel whiteness beat away those blushes; 
And in her eye there hath appear’d a fire, 
To burn the errors that these princes hold 
against her maiden truth. Call me a fool; 
‘Trust not my reading nor my observations, 
Which with experimental seal doth warrant 
The tenour of ny book; trust not my age, 
My reverence, calling, nor divinity, 170 
If this sweet lady lie not guiltless here 
Under some biting error, ; 
eon. Friar, it cannot be. 
Thou seest that all the grace that she hath left 
Is that she will not add to her damnation 
A sin of periury ; she not denies it : 
Why seek’st thou then to cover with excuse 
That which appears in proper nakedness? 
Friar. Lady, what man is he you are 
accused of ? 
Hero. They know that do accuse me; I know 
none: 
Tf I know more of any man alive 180 
Than that which maiden modesty doth warrant, 
Let all my sins lack mercy! O my father, 
Prove you that any man with me conversed. 
At hours unmeet, or that I yesternight 
Maintain’d the change of words with any 
creature, 
Refuse me, hate me, torture me to death! 
Friar. There is some strange misprision in 
the princes. 
Bene. Two of them have the very bent of 
honour; 
And if their wisdoms be misled in this, 
The practice of it lives in John the bastard, r90 
Whose spirits toil in frame of villanies. 
Leon. Iknow not. Ié they speak but truth 


of her, 
These hands shall tear her; if they wrong her 
honour, 
The proudest of them shall well hear of it. 
Time hath not yet so dried this blood of mine, 
Nor age so eat up my invention, 
Nor fortune made such havoc of my means, 
Nor my bad life reft me so much of friends, 
But they shall find, awaked in such a kind, 
Both strength of limb and policy of mind, 200 
Ability in means and choice of friends, 
‘To quit me of them throughly. 
rida. Pause awhile, 
And Ict my counsel sway you in this case. 
Your daughter here the princes left for dead : 
Let her awhile be secretly kept in, 
And publish it that she is dead indeed ; 
Maintain a mourning ostentation 
And on your family’s old monument 
Hang mournful epitaphs and do all rites 
‘That appertain unto a burial. 210 
Leon. What shall become of this? what will 
this do? if 
Fyiav. Marry, this well carried shall on her 
behalf 


Friar, Hearme alittle; for I have only been | Change slander to remorse; that is some good : 
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But not for that dream I on this strange course, 

But on this travail look for greater birth. 

She dying, as it must be so maintain’d, 

Upon the instant that she was accused, 

Shall be lamented, pitied and excused 

Of every hearer: for it so falls out 

That what we have we prize not to the worth 220 

Whiles we enjoy it, but being lack’d and lost, 

Why, then we rack the value, then we find 

The virtue that possession would not show us 
Whiles it was ours. So willit fare with Claudio: 

When he shall hear she died upon his words, 

The idea of her life shall sweetly creep 

Into his study of imagination, y 

And every lovely organ of her life _ : 

Shall come apparell’d in more precious habit, 

More moving-delicate and full of life, 230 

Into the eye and prospect of his soul, 

Than when she lived indeed; then shall he 

mourn, i eiaeh 

If ever love had interest in his liver, 

And wish he had not so accused her, 

No, though he thought his accusation true. 

Let this be so, and doubt not but success 

Will fashion the event in better shape 

Than I can lay it down in likelihood. 

But if all aim but this be levell’d false, 

Lhe supposition of the lady’s death 

‘Will quench the wonder of her infamy : 

And if it sort not well, you may conceal her, 

As best befits her wounded reputation, 

In some reclusive and religious life, 4 

Out of all eyes, tongues, minds and injuries. 

Bene. Signior Leonato, let the friar advise 


240 


you: 
And though you know my inwardness and love 
Is very much unto the prince and Claudio, 
Yet, by mine honour, I will deal in this 
As secretly and justly as your soul 
Should with your body. ' 
CON. : Being that I flow in grief, 
The smallest twine may lead me. 
Friar. "Tis well consented : presently away ; 
, For to strange sores strangely they strain the 
cure, 
Come) lady, die to live: this wedding-day 
Per! aus is but prolong’d: have patience and 
endure. 
[Bxeunt all but Benedick and Beatrice. 
Bae 1 wey Beatrice, have you wept all this 
while 
Beat. Yea, and I will weep a while longer. 
Bene. Iwill not desire that. 
Beat. You have no reason ; I do it frecly. 260 
Bene. Surely I do believe your fair cousin is 
wronged. 5 
Beat, Ah, how much might the man deserve 
of me that would right her! 
Bene. Is there any way toshow such friend- 
ship? 
Beat. 
Bene. 
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A very even way, but no such friend. 
May a man do it? 
Beat, It isa man’s office, but not yours. 
Bene. I do love nothing in the world so well 
as pou : is not that strange? 270 
eat. As Brande as the thing I know not. 
It were as possible for me to say Loved nothing 
80 well as you: but believe me not; and yet Tt 
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lie not; I confess nothing, nor I deny nothing, 
Tam sorry formy cousin. _ 

Bene. By my sword, Beatrice, thou lovest me, 

Beat. Do not swear, and cat it. 

Bene. I will swear by it that you love me; and 
I will make him eat it that says I love not you, 

Beat. Will you not eat your word ? 280 

Bene. With no sauce that can be devised to 
it. I protest I love thee. . 

Beat. Why, then, God forgive me! 

Bene. What offence, sweet Beatrice ? 

Beat. Youhave stayed me in a happy hour: 
I was about to protest I loved you. 

Bene. And do it with all thy heart. 

Beat. I love you with so much of my heart 
that none is left to protest. ; 

Bene. Come, bid me do any thing for thee, 

Beat. Kill Claudio. b 291 

Bene. Ha! not for the wide world, 

You kill me to deny it. Farewell, 
Tarry, sweet Beatrice. 

4 Iam gone, though I am here: there 
is no love in you: nay, I pray you, let me go, 

Bene. Beatrice,— 

Beat. In faith, I will go. 

Bene. We'll befriends first. | 

Beat. You dare easier be friends with me 
than fight with mine enemy. 3or 

Bene. Is Claudio thine enemy? 

Beat. Is he not approved in the height 
a villain, that hath slandered, scorned, dis- 
honoured my kinswoman? O that I were a 
man! What, bear her in hand until they come 
to take hands; and then, with public accusation, 
uncovered slander, unmitigated rancour,—O 
God, that I were aman! I would eat his heart 
in the market-place. 

‘ene. Hear me, Beatrice,— 310 

Beat. Talk witha man out ata window! A 
proper saying ! 

Bene. Nay, but, Beatrice,— y 

Beat. Sweet Hero! She is wronged, she is 
slandered, she is undone. 

Bene. Beat— 

Beat. Princes and counties ! Surely, a princely 
testimony, a goodly count, Count Comfect: a 
sweet gallant, surely! O that I were a man for 
his sake! or that I had any friend would be a 
man for my sake! But manhood is melted into 
courtesies, valour into compliment, and men 
are only turned into tongue, and trim ones too: 
he is now as valiant as Hercules that only tells 
a lie and swears it. I cannot be a man with 
wishing, therefore I will die a woman with 


grieving. 
‘ene. Tarry, good Beatrice. - By this hand, 
Tlove thee, ~ 
Beat. Use it for my love some other way 


than swearing by it. 330 

Bene. Think you in your soul the Count 
Claudio hath wronged Hero? 

Beat. Ya, as sure as [havea thou ht ora soul. 

Bene. Enough, lam engaged; I will challenge 
him. Iwill kiss your hand, and go I leave you. 
By this hand, Claudio shall render me a deat 
account. As you hear of me, so think of me. 
Go, comfort your cousin: 1 Must say she is 
dead: and so, farewell. [ Beeunt. 
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Scene Il. A prison. 


Entei; DoGBERRY, VERGES, and Sexton, in 
gowns; and the Watch, with Connade 
and Boracuio. 


Dog. Is our whole dissembly appeared ? 
Verg. ©, astooland a cushion for the sexton. 
Sex. Which be the malefactors ? 

Dog. Marry, that am I and my partner. 
Verg. Nay, that’s certain; we have the ex- 
nm to examine, 

‘ec. But which are the offenders that are to 
be examined? let them come before master 
constable, 

Dog, Yea, marry, let them come before me. 
What is your name, friend? a4 

Bora. _Borachio. 

_Dog. Pray, write down, Borachio. Yours, 
sirtah? 

Con. Lama gentleman, sir, and my name is 
Conrade, i 

Dog._ Write down, master gentleman Con- 
rade. Masters, do you serve God? 

Gon } Yea, sir, we hope. 

Dog. Write down, that they hope they serve 
God: and write God first; for God defend but 
God should go before such villains! Masters, it 
is proved already that you are little better than 
false knaves: and it will go near to be thought 
so shortly. How answer you for yourselves ? 

Con. Marry, sir, we say we are none. 

Dog. A marvellous witty fellow, I assure 
you; but I will go about with him. Come you 
hither, sirrah ; a word in your ear: sir, I say to 

you, it is thouglit you are false knaves. 30 

Bora. _ Sir, rT say to you we are none. 

Dog. Well, stand aside. "Fore God, they are 
both ina tale. Have you writ down, that they 
are none? 

Sex. Master constable, you go not the way 
to examine: you must call forth the watch that 
are their accusers. 

iq. Yea, marry, that’s the eftest way. Let 
the watch come forth. Masters, I charge you, 
in the prince’s name, accuse these men. 40 

First Watch. This man said, sir, that Don 
John, the prince's brother, was a villain. | 

Dog. Write down Prince John a villain. 
Why, this is flat perjury, to call a prince's 
brother villain. 

Bora. Master constable,— % 

Dog. Pray thee, fellow, peace: I do not like 
thy look, I promise thee. 

Sec. ‘What heard you him say else? ; 

Sec. Watch. Marry, that he had received a 
thousand ducats of Don John for accusing the 
Lady Hero wrongfully. eet 

Dog. Elat burglary as ever was committed. 

Verg. _Yea, by mass, that it is. 

Sex. What else, fellow? Load 

First Watch. And that Count Claudio did 
mean, upon his words, to disgrace Hero before 
the whole assembly, and not marry her. 





Dog. © villain! thou wilt be condemned 
into everlasting redemption for this, 
* Sex. What else? 60 
Watch. This is all. 


MUCII ANDO ABOUT NOTIIING 





135 


Sea. And this is more, masters, than you can 
deny. Prince John is this morning secretl 
stolen away ; Hero was in this manner accuse 
in this very manner refused, and upon the grief 
of this suddenly died. Master constable, let 
these men be bound, and brought to Leonato’s : 
Iwill go before and show him their Sep 

eit. 

Dog. Come, let them be opinioned. 

Verg. +Let them be in the hands— jo 

Con. Off, coxcomb! i 

Dog. God’s my life, where’s the sexton ? let 
him write down the prince's officer coxcomb. 
Come, bind them. Thou naughty varlet! 

Con. Away! you are an ass, you are an ass. 

Dog. Dost thou not suspect my place? dost 
thou not suspect my years? O that he were 
here to write me down an ass! But, masters, 
remember that I am an ass; though it be not 
written down, yet forget not that [ am an ass, 
No, thou villain, thou art full of piety, as shall 
be proved upon thee by good witness. I am a 
wise fellow, and, which is more, an officer, and, 
which is more, a householder, and, which is 
more, as pretty a piece of flesh as any is in 
Messina, and one that knows the law, go to; 
and a rich fellow enough, go to; and a fellow 
that hath had losses, and one that hath two 

owns and every thing handsome about him. 
Bane himaway. O that I had been writ down 
an ass! [Eveunt. 


ACT V. 
SceneEI. Before LEONATO'S house. 
Enter LEONATO and ANTONIO. 


Ant. Ifyou go on thus, you will kill yourself ; 
And ‘tis not wisdom thus to second grief 
Against yourself. 

con. _ ___I pray thee, cease thy counsel, 
Which falls into mine ears as profitless 
As water in a sieve: give not me counsel ; 
Nor let no comforter delight mine ear 
But’such a one whose wrongs do suit with mine. 
Bring me a father that so loved his child, 
Whose joy of her is overwhelm’d like mine, 
And bid him speak of patience ; 10 
Measure his woe the length and breadth of mine 
And let it answer every strain for strain, 
As thus for thus and such a grief for such, 
In every lineament, branch, shape, and form : 
If such a one will smile and stroke his beard, 
+Bid sorrow wag, cry ‘hem!’ when he should 


groan, ; 
Patch grief with proverbs, make misfortune 


drunk 
With candle-wasters; bring him yet to me, 
And I of him will saclien patience. 
But there is no such man : for, brother, men 20 
Can counsel and speak comfort to that grief | 
Which they themselves not feel ; but, tasting it, 
Their counsel turns to passion, which before 
Would give preceptial medicine to rage, 
Fetter strong madness in a silken thread, 
Charm ache with air and agony with words : 
No, no; ’tis all men’s office to speak patience 
To those that wring under the load of sorrow, 
But no man’s virtue nor sufficiency 
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To be so moral when he shall endure 30 
The like himself. Therefore give me nocounsel : 
Ty griefs cry louder than advertisement. __ 
Ant, Therein do men from children nothing 
differ, : 
Leon. I pray thee, peace. I will be flesh 
and blood ; : 
For there was never yet philosopher. 
Dhat could endure the toothache patiently, 
However they have writ the style of gous 
And made a push at chance and sufferance. 
Ant, Yet bend not all the harm upon your- 


self; - 
Make those that do offend you suffer too. 40 
Leon. There thou speak’st reason: nay, 1 
will do so. k . 
My soul doth tell me Hero is belied ; : 
And that shall Claudio know ; so shall the prince 
And all of them that thus dishonour her. 
Ant. Here comes the prince and Claudio 
hastily. 


Enter Don PepRo-and CLaupio. 


D. Pedro. Good den, good den. 

Claud. Good day to both of you. 

Leon. Hear you, my lords,— 

D. Pedro. We have some haste, Leonato. 

Leon. Some haste, my lord! well, fare you 
well, my lord: : 

Are you so hasty now? well, all is one. 

D. Pedro. Nay, do not quarrel with us, good 
old man. ‘ 50 

Ant. If he could right himself with quarrel- 





ing, 
Some of us would Jie low. 
Claud. Who wrongs him? 
Leon. Marry, thou dost wrong me; thou 
dissembler, thou :-— 
Nay, never lay thy hand upon thy sword ; 
I fear thee not. 
laud. _ Marry, beshrew my hand, 
dé it should give your age such cause of fear: 
In faith, my hand meant nothing to my sword. 
Leon. Tush, tush, man; never fleer and jest 


at me: 
Uspeak not like a dotard nor a fool, 
As under privilege of age to brag 60 
What Ihave done being young, or what would do 
Were I not old. Know, Claudio, to thy head, 
Thou hast so wrong’d mine innocent child 
and me 
That I am forced to lay my reverence by 
And, with grey hairs and bruise of many days, 
Do challenge thee to trial of a man, 
Tsay thou hast belied mine innocent child ; 
Thy slander hath gone through and through 
her heart, 
And she lies buried with her ancestors: 
O, in @ tomb where never scandal slept, 7° 
Save this of hers, framed by thy villany! 
Claud. My villany ? 
Leon. Thine, Claudio; thine, I say. 
D. Pedro. You say not right, old man. 
Leon. é ’ Ly lord, my lord, 
I'll prove it on his body, if he dare, 
. Despite his nice fence and his active ractice, 
His May of youth and bloom of lustihood. 


MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING 


[Acr y 


Claud, Away! I will not have to do with 
you. 
Leon, Canst thou so daff me? Thou hast 
kill'd my child: 
Tf thou kill'st me, boy, thou shalt kill a man. 
Ant. Heshall kill two of us, and men indea : 
But that’s no matter; let him kill one first; 81 
Win me and wear me; let him answer ine, 
Come, follow me, boy; come, sir boy, come, 
follow me: i 
Sir boy, I'll whip you from your foining fence: 
Nay, as am a gentleman, I will. : 
Leon. Brother,— 
Ant. Content yourself. God knows I loved 
my niece ; 
And she is dead, slander’d to death by villains, 
‘That dare as well answer a man indeed 
As I dare take a serpent ue the tongue : 
Boys, apes, braggarts, Jacks, milksops! 
Leon. Brother Antony,— 
Ant. Hold youcontent. What, man! Iknow 
them, yea, 
And what they weigh, even to the utmost 
scruple,— : % 
Scambling, out-facing, fashion-monging boys, 
That lie and cog and flout, deprave and slander, 
Go anticly, show outward hideousness, 
And speak off half a dozen dangerous words, 
How they might hurt their enemies, if they 


Urst ; 
And this is all. 
Leon. But, brother Antony,— 
Ant, Come, ’tis no matter: 
Do not you meddle; let me deal in this. 
D. Pedyo. Gentlemen both, we will not wake 
font patience. 
My heart is sorry for your daughter's death : 
But, Gu my honour, she was charged with no- 
thing 
But what was true and very full of proof. 
Leon. My lord, my lord,— 
D. Pedro. J will not hear you. : 
Leon. No? Come, brother; away! I will 
be heard. . 
Ant. And shall, or some of us will smart 
for it. [Lxeunt Leonuto and Antonio. 
D. Pedro. See, see; here comes the man we 
went to seek. 110 


Too 


Enter BENEDIOK. 


Claud. Now, signior, what news? 

Bene. Good day, my lord, 

D. Pedro.: Welcome, signior : you are almost 
come to part almost a fray, 

Claud. We had like to have had our two 
noses snapped off with two old men without 
eeth. 


D. Pedro. Leonato and his brother. What 
thinkest thou? Had we fought, I doubt we 
should have been too young for them. 

Bene. In a false quarrel there is no true 
valour. TI came to seek you both. Re 

Claud. We have been up and down to seck 
thee; for we are high-proof melancholy and 
Houta! eee have it beaten away, Wilt thou use 

y wi 3 

Bene. Itisin my scabbard + shall I draw it? 
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D. Pedro. Dost thou wear thy 
side ? 


Claud. Never any did so, though very many 
have been beside their wit. I will bid thee draw, 


as we do the minstrels; draw, to pleasure us. 
D. Pedro. As I 
looks pale. Art thou sick, or angry? 
Claud. 
care killed 
thee to kill care. 
Bene. Sir, [shall meet your wit in the career, 


13 


an you charge itagainst me. I pray you choose 


another subject. A 89 * 
Claud. Nay, then, give him another staff’: 
this last was broke cross, 


D. Petro. By this light, he changes more 


and more: I think he be angry indeed. I4X 
(eee If he be, he knows how to turn his 
girdle. 
Bene. Shall I speak a word in your ear? 
Claud. God bless me from a challenge! 
Bene. [Aside to Claudio} You are a villain ; 
I jest not: I will make it good how you dare, 
with what you dare, and when you dare. Do 
me right, or I will protest your cowardice. You 
have killed a sweet, lady, and her death shall fall 
heayy on you. Let me hear from you. 151 
Claud. Well, I will meet you, so 1 may have 
good cheer. 
D. Pedro. What, a feast, a feast ? 
Claud. T faith, I thank him; he hath bid 
me to a calf’s head and acapon; the which if I 
do not carve most curiously, say my knife’s 


naught. Shall I not find a woodcock too? 
Bene. Sir, your wit ambles well; it goes 
easily. ‘ 159 


D. Pedro. I'll tell thee how Beatrice praised 
thy wit the other day. I said, thou hadst a fine 
wit: ‘True,’ said she, ‘a fine little one.’ ‘No,’ 
said I, ‘a great wit:’ ahs says she, ‘a great 
gross one.’ ‘Nay,’ said 1, ‘a good wit:? ‘Just,’ 
said she, ‘it hurts nobody.’ ‘Nay,’ said I, ‘ the 
gentleman is wise :’ ‘Certain,’ said she, ‘a wise 
gentleman.’ ‘Nay,’ said I, ‘he hath the tongues :’ 
‘That I believe,’ said she, ‘for he swore a thing 
to ine on Monday night, which he forswore on 
Tuesday morning; there’s a double tongue; 
there’s two tongues.’ Thus did she, an hour 
together, trans-shape thy particular virtues: yet 
at last she concluded with a sigh, thou wast the 
properest man in Atal 5 

laud. For the which she wept heartily and 
said she cared not. s 

D. Pedro. Yea, that she did; but yet, for all 
that, an if she did not hate him deadly, she 
would love him dearly: the old man’s daughter 
told us all. 180 

Claud. All, all; and, moreover, God saw 
him when he was hid in the garden. 

D. Pedro. But when shall we set the savage 
bull’s horns on the sensible Benedick’s head? 

Claud, Yea, and text underneath, ‘Here 
dwells Benedick the married man’? 

Bene, Fare you well, boy: you know my 
mind, I will leave you now to your gossip-like 
humour: you break jests as braggarts do their 
blades, which, God be thanked, hurt not. My 
lord, for your many courtesies I thank you: I 


K 
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am. an honest man, he 


i 
What, courage, man! What though 
a cat, thou hast mettle enough in 
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must discontinue your company : your brother 
the bastard is fled from Messina: you have 
among you killed a sweet and innocent lady. 
For my Lord Lackbeard there, he and I shall 
meet: and, till then, peace be with him. [Zzit. 
- Pedvo. He is in earnest. 

Claud, In most profound earnest; and, 1’lL 
warrant you, for the love of Beatrice. 

D, Pedro. And hath challenged thee. 

Claud. Most sincerely. 7 

D. Pedvo. What.a pretty thing man is when 
ie goesiin his doublet and hose and leaves ott 
his wit! 

Claud. He is then a giant to an ape; but 
then is an ape a doctor to such a man. 210 

D. Pedro. But, soft fou. let me be: pluck 
up, my heart, and be sad. Did he not say, my 
brother was fled? 


200 


Enter Docperry, VERGES, and the Watch, 
with CONRADE and BoRACHIO. 


Dog. Come you, sir: if justice cannot tame 
you, she shall ne'er weigh more reasons in her 
balance: nay, an you be a cursing hypocrite 
once, you must be looked to. 

D. Pedro. How now? two of my brother's 
men bound! Borachio one! _ 

Claud. Hearken after their offence, my lord. 

D. Pedro. Officers, what offence have these 
men done? 

Dog. Marry, sir, they have committed false 
report; moreover, they have spoken untruths; 
secondarily, they are slanders: sixth and lastly, 
they have belied a lady ; thirdly, they have veri- 
fied unjust things; and, to conclude, they are 
lying knaves. 

D. Pedro, First, I ask thee what they haye 
done; thirdly, I ask thee what's their offence ; 
sixth and lastly, why they are committed ; and, 
to conclude, what you lay to their charee. 

Claud. Rightly reasoned, and in his own 
division ; and, by my troth, there ’s one meaning 
well suited. 231 

D. Pedro. Who have you offended, masters, 
that you are thus bound to your answer? this 
learned constable is too cunning to be under- 
stood: what's your offence? 

Bora. Sweet prince, let me go no farther to 
mine answer: do you hear me, and let this 
count kill me. I haye deceived even your very 
eyes: what your wisdoms could not discover, 
these shallow fools have brought to light; who 
in the night overheard me confessing to this 
man how Don John your brother incensed me 
to slander the Lady Hero, how you were brought 
into the orchard and saw me court Margaret in 
Hero's garments, how you disgraced her, when 
you should marry her: my villany they have 
upon record; which I had rather seal with my 
death than repeat over tomy shame. The lady 
is dead upon mine and my master’s false ac- 
cusation ; and, briefly, I desire nothing but the 
reward of a villain. " neh 

D. Pedro. Runs not this speech like iron 

through your blood? f 
Claud. I have drunk poison whiles he ut- 


ter’d it. 
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D. Pedro. But did my brother set thee on| Leon. To-morrow then I will expect your 
to this? coming ; E 
" i ichly for the|'To-night I take my leave. This naughty man 
eit of Saas cameo! Shall face to face be brought to Margaret, 
D. Pedro. He is composed and framed of | Who I believe was pack’d in all this wrong, 
treachery : Hired to it by your brother. 
















And fled he is upon this villany. Bora. No, by my soul, she was not, 
Claud. Sweet Hero ! now thy image doth | Nor knew not what she did when she spoke 
appear to me, 1 


But always hath been just and virtuous 
In any thing that I do know by her. 

Dog. Moreover, sir, which indeed is not 
under white and black, this plaintiff here, the 
offender, did call me ass; I beseech you, let it 
be remembered in his punishment. “And also, 
the watch heard them talk of one Deformed: 
they say he wears a key in his ear and a lock 
hanging by it, and borrows money in God's 
name, the which he hath used so long and 
never paid that now men grow hard-hearted and 
will lend nothing for God's sake: pray you, 
examine him upon that point. 

Leon. Ithank thee for thy care and honest 

pains, ‘ ‘ 

Dog. Your broraltip speaks like a most 
thankful and reverend youth; and I praise 
God for you. i 

Leon. There’s for thy pains. 

Dog. Goi save the foundation ! : 

Leon. Go, I discharge thee of thy prisoner, 


In the rare semblance that I loved it first, 260 

Dog. Come, bring away the plaintifis: by 
this time our sexton hath reformed Signior 
Leonato of the matter: and, masters, do not 
forget to specify, when time and place shall 
serve, that tam an ass, os 

Verg. Here, here comes master Signior Leo- 
nato, and the sexton too. 


Re-enter LEONATO and ANTONIO, with the 
Sexton. 


Zcon. Which is the villain? let me see 


is eyes, ya 
That, when I note another man like him, 270 
I may avoid him: which of these is he? 
Bora. If you would know your wronger, 
look on me. : 
Leon. Art thou theslave that with thy breath 
hast kill’d 
Mine innocent child? 


ora. Yea, evenIalone. ___—_| and I thank thee. ‘ 330 
Leon. No, not so, villain; thou beliest Dog. I leave an arrant knave with your wor- 
thyself : ship; which I beseech your worship to correct 


Here stand a pair of honourable men; 
A third is fled, that had a hand in it. 
thank you, princes, for my daughter's death : 
Record it with your high and worthy deeds: 
*Twas bravely done, if you bethink you of it. 
Claud. Iknow not how to pray your patience; 
Yet I roast speak. Choose your revenge your- 
self ; 
Impose me to what penance your invention 
n lay upon my sin: yet sinn’d I not 
But in mistaking. 
. Pedro. | By my soul, norI: 
And yet, to satisfy this good old man, 
I would bend under any heavy weight 
That he'll enjoin me to. : 
cD I cannot bid you bid my daughter 
Ves : 
That were impossible: but, I pray you both, 
Possess the people in Messina here 291 
How innocent she died; and if your love 
Can labour aught in sad invention, 
Hang her an cpitaph upon her tomb _ 
And sing it to her bones, sing it to-night: 
To-morrow morning come you to my house, 
And since you could not be my son-in-law, 
Be yet my nephew: my brother hath a daughter, 
Almost the copy of my child that’s dead, 
And she alone is heir to both of us: 3 


yourself, for the example of others. God kee 
your worship! I wish your worship well; Gos 
restore you to health! I humbly give you leave 
to depart; and ifa merry mectin: may be wished, 
God prohibit it! Come, neighbour. 
Exeunt Dogherry and Verges. 
Leon. Until to-morrow morning, lords, fare- 


Ant. Fareweil,-my lords: we look for you 
to-morrow. i ; 

D. Pedro. We will not fail. ‘ 

Claud. To-night I’ll mourn with Hero. 

Leon. [Lo the Watch] Brin you these fel- 
lows on. We'll talk with Margaret, 342 

ow her acquaintance grew with this lewd 
fellow. [Exeunt, severally. 


Scene II. Leonaro’s garden. 
Enter BENEDICK and MAnGaret, meeting. 


Bene. Pray thee, sweet Mistress Margaret, 
deserve well at my hands by helping me to the 
speech of Beatrice. ; 

Jfarg, Will you then write me a sonnet in 
Peise of my beantr tyle, ME fer 

‘ené. In so high a style, Margaret, that no 
man living shall come over it; tion in most 


1 1 i ‘oo | comely truth, thou deservest it, 
Give her the right you should have given her farg. Tohavenoman se over me! why, 
cousin, shall I always keep below stairs? 10 
And so dies my revenge. ' Bene. Thy wit isas quick as the greyhound’s 
Claud. O noble sir, mouth, it catches. 


Your over-kindness doth wring tears from me!|]_ A 
do embrace your offer; and dispose foils, which hit, but hurt not. 
For henceforth of poor Claudio, Bene. A most manly wit, Margaret; it will 
i 
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Marg. And yours as blunt as the fencer’s 


ScENE 11] 


not hurt a woman: and so, I pray thee, call 
Beatrice: I give thee the bucklers. 


Marg. Give us the swords; we have bucklers 


of our own. 


_ 19 
Bene. lf you use them, Margaret, you must 
put in the pikes with a vice; and they are 


dangerous een toug for maids. 
Me arg. Wel 
I think hath legs. 2 
Bene. And therefore will come. 


[£cit Margaret. 


[Sings] The god of love, 
That sits above, 
And knows me, and knows me, 
How pitiful I deserve,— 


I mean in singing; bué in loving, Leander the 
good swimmer, ‘I' 
pandars, and a whole bookful of these quondam 
carpet-mongers, whose names yet run smoothly 
in the even road of a blank verse, why, they 
were never so truly turned over and over as my 
poor self in love. Marry, I cannot show it in 
thyme; I have tried: Ican find out no rhyme 
to ‘lady’ but ‘baby,’ an innocent rhyme; for 
‘scorn, ‘horn,’ a Ral rhyme; for ‘school,’ 
‘fool,’ a babbling rhyme; very ominous end- 
ings: no, I was not born under a rhyming 
planet, nor I cannot woo in festival terms. 41 


Enter BEATRICE. 


Sweet Beatrice, wouldst thou come when I 
called thee? 
Beat. Yea, signior, and depart when you 


bid me. P 

Bene. O, stay but till then! 

Beat. ‘Then’ is spoken ; fare you well now: 
and yet, ere I go, let me go with that I came; 
which is, with knowing what hath Passed 
between you and Claudio. 

Bene. Only foul words; and thereupon I 
will kiss thee. % , si 

Beat. Foul words is but foul wind, and foul 
wind is but foul breath, and foul breath is 
noisome; therefore I will depart unkissed. 

Bene. Thou hast frighted the word out of 
his right sense, so forcible is thy wit. But 1 
must tell thee plainly, Claudio undergoes my 
challenge ; and either I must shortly hear from 
him, or I will subscribe him a coward. And, I 
pray thee now, tell me for which of my bad 
parts didst thou first fallin love with me? 61 

Beat. For them all together; which main- 
tained so politic a state of evil that. they will 
not admit any good part to intermingle with 
them, But for which of my good parts did 
you first suffer love forme? ti 

Bene, Sutter love! Bigood epithet! I do suffer 
love indeed, for I love thee against my will. 

Beat. In spite of your heart, I think; alas 
poor heart! If you spite it for my sake, I will 
spite it for yours; for I will never love that 
which my friend hates. z 

Bene. Thou and J are too wise to woo peace- 


ably. 

Beat, Tt appears not in this confession; 
there’s not one wise man among twenty that 
will praise himself. 
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, L will call Beatrice to you, who 


29 


roilus the first employer of 
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_ Bene. An old, an old instance, Beatrice, that 
lived in the time of good neighbours. If aman 
do not erect in this age his own tomb ere he 
dies, he shall live no longer in monument than 
the bell rings and the widow weeps. 

Beat. And how long is that, think you? 

ene. Question: why, an hour in’clamour 

and a quarter in rheum: therefore is it most 
expedient for the wise, if Don Worm, his con- 
science, find no impediment to the contrary, to 
be the trumpet of his own virtues, as I am t6 
myself. So much for praising myself, who, I 
myself will bear witness, is praiseworthy : and 
now tell me, how doth your cousin? or 

Beat. Very ill. 

Bene. And how do you? 

Beat. Very ill too. 

Bene. Serve God, love me and mend. There 
will I leaye you too, for here comes one in haste. 


Enter Ursuna. 


‘ Urs, Madam, you must come to your uncle. 
Yonder’s old coil at home: it is proved my 
Lady Hero hath been falsely accused, the prince 
and Claudio mightily abused; and Don John 
is the author of all, who is fled and gone. Will 
you come presently ? 

Beat. Will pou go hear this news, signior? 
Bene. Iwill live in thy heart, die in thy lay 
and be buried in thy eyes; and moreover I will 
go with thee to thy uncle's. [Exeunt. 


Scene III. 4 church. 


Enter Dox PEvRO, CLAUDIO, and three or 
Sour with tapers. 


Claud. Is this the monument of Leonato? 
aA Lord. Itis, my lord. 
Claud. [Reading out of a scroll] 


Done to death by slanderous tongues 
Was the Hero that here lies : 
Death, in guerion of her wrongs, | 
Gives her fame which never dies. 
So the life that died with shame 
Lives in death with glorious fame. 


Hang thou there upon the tomb, 
Praising her when Iam dumb. eC) 
Now, music, sound, and sing yoursolemn hymn. 


Sone. 


Pardon, goddess of the night, 
hose that slew thy virgin knight ; 
For the which, with songs of woe, 
Round about her tomb they go. 
Midnight, assist our moan ; 
Help us to sigh and groan, 
Heavily, heavily : 
Graves, yawn and yield your dead, 
Till death be uttered, 
Heavily, heavily. 
Claud. Now, unto thy bones good night! 
Yearly will 1 do this rite, 
D. Pedro. Good morrow, masters; put your 
torches out: 


20 
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The wolves have prey’d; and look, the gentle 


Eye 
Before the wheels of Phoebus, round about : 
Dapples the drowsy east with spots of grey. 
Thanks to you all, and leave us: fare you well. 
Claud. Good morrow, masters: each his 
several way. 
D. Pedro. Come, let us hence, and put on 
other weeds ; : 3 30 
And then to Leonato’s we will go. 
Claud. And Hymen now with luckier issue 


speed 's 3 
Than this for whom we render’d up this woe. 
[Zxeunt. 


Scene lV. A room in LEONATO'S house. 


Enter LEONATO, ANTONIO, BeNeEDICcK, BEA- 
TRICE, MARGARET, URSULA, FRIARI'RANCIS, 
and HERo. 


Friar. Did I not tell you she was innocent? 
‘on. So are the prince and Claudio, who 
accused her 
Upon the error that you heard debated : 
But Margaret was in some fault for this, 
Although against her will, as it appears 
In the true course of all the question. 
ane Well, I am glad that all things sort so 
well. 
Bene. And so am I, being else by faith 
enforced 
To call young Claudio to a reckoning for it. 
LAG Well, daughter, and you gentlewomen 
all, 10 
Withdraw into a chamber by yourselves, 
And when I send for you, come hither mask’d. 
§ ” [Exeunt Ladies. 
The prince and Claudio promised by this hour 
Yo visit me. You know your office, brother : 
You must be father to your brother's daughter, 
And give her to young Claudio. 
Ant. Which I will do with confirm’d coun- 
tenance. 
Bene. Friar, I must entreat your pains, I 
think. : 
Friar, To do what, signior? 
Bene. To bind me, or undo me; one of 
__ them. = % 20 
Signior Leonato, truth it is, good signior, 
Your niece regards me with an eye of favour. 
on. That eye my daughter lent her: *tis 
most true, - 
Bene. AndTI do with an eye of love requite 


er. 
Leon. The sight whereof I think you had 
from me, 
From Acticly and the prince: but what’s your 
Wh 
Bene. Your answer, sir, is enigmatical : 
But, for my will, my will is your good will 
May stand with ours, this day to be conjoin’d 


In the state of honourable marriage : 30 
In which, good friar, I shall desire your help. 
Lon. My heart is with your liking. 


Friar, And my help. 
Here comes the prince and Claudio, Maia 


. ro 
CC-0 Kashmir Research Institute. Digitzed by e' 


MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING 


[Acr y 


Enter Dox Pepro and Cravpio, and two or 
three others, 


D. Pedro. Good morrow to this fair assembly, 
Leon. Good morrow, prince; good Morrow, 
Claudio : 
We here attend you, Are you yet determined 
To-day to marry with my brother's daughter ? 
ae I'll hold my mind, were she an 
thiope. 
Leon. Call her forth, brother; here’s the 
friar ready. [Exit Antonio, 
D. Pedyo: Good morrow, Benedick. Why, 
what’s the matter, : Ae 
That you have such a February face, 
So full of frost, of storm and cloudiness? 
Cae I think he thinks upon the savage 
nul. 
Tush, fearnot, man ; we'll tip thy homswith gold 
And all Europa shall rejoice at thee, 
As once Europa did at lusty Joye, 
When he would play the noble beast in love. 
Bene. Bull Jove, sir, had an amiable low; 
And some such strange bull leap’d your father’s 


cow, 
And got a calf in that same noble feat 50 
Mauch like to you, for you have just his bleat, 
Claud. For this l owe you: here comes other 
reckonings. 


Re-enter ANTONIO, with the Ladies mashed. 


Which is the lady I must seize upon? 
Ant. This sameis she, and I do give you her. 
Claud. Why, then she’s mine. Sweet, let 
me see your face. 
Leon. No, that you shall not, till you take 
her hand _ 
Before this friar and swear to marry her. . 
Clana: Give me your hand: before this holy 
riar, 
Tam your husband, if you like of me. 


Hero. And when I lived, I was your other’ 


wife: \[Unmasking. 60 
And when you loved, you were my other 
husband. 
Claud. Another Hero! e 
Hero. Nothing certainer: 
One Hero died defiled, but I do live, 
And surely as I live, Iam a maid. A 
iris The former Hero!’ Hero that is 
lea 
Zeon. She died, my lord, but whiles her 
slander lived. i 
friar, All this amazement can I qualify; 
W hen after that the holy rites are ended, 

Utell you largely of fair Hero’s death : 
Meantime let wonder seem familiar, 72 
And to the chapel let us presently, 3 

Bene. Soft and fair, friar, Which is Beatrice? 

Beat. ea) Lanswer to that name. 
What is your will? 

Bene. Donot you love me? 

Beat, hy, no; no more than reason. 

Bene. Why, then your uncle and the prince 
and Claudio 

Have been deceived ; they swore you did. 
ve le) not you love me? 
Ne. 2] nM. 
b, Ro RR more than reaso 
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Beat. Why, then my cousin Margaret and 
Ursula ° 

Are much deceived; for they did swear you did. 

Bene. They swore that you were almost sick 


for me. 80 
Beat. They swore that you were well-nigh 
dead for ine. 
Bene. “Lis no such matter. Then you do 


not love me? 
Beat, No, truly, but in friendly recompense. 
Leon. Come, cousin, I aim sure you love the 
gentleman. 
] Claud. And I'll be sworn upon’t that he 
i. _ loves her ; i : 
t For here's a paper written in his hand, 
| A halting sonnet of his own pure brain, 
Fashion’d to Beatrice. 
‘ Hevo. _ ,And here's another 
| Writ in my cousin’s hand, stolen from her 
| \ pocket, ¢ 
Containing her affection unto Benedick. 90 
ene, A. miracle! here’s our own hands 
, ° against our hearts. Come, I will have thee; 
' but, by this light, I take thee for pity. z 
| Beat. I would not deny you; but, by this 
good day, I yield upon great persuasion; and 
_* partly to save your life, for I was told you were 
@imaconsumption. 
EA Bene. Peace! I will stop your mouth. 
Rt éssing her. 
D. Pedro. How dost thou, Benedick, the 
married man? : 100 
Bene. I'll tell thee what, prince; a college 
of wit-crackers cannot flout me out of my 
humour. Dost thou think I care for a satire 
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or an epigram? No: if a man will be heaten 
with brains, a° shall wear nothing handsome 
about him. Jn. brief, since I do purpose to 
marry, I will think nothing to any purpose 
that the world can say against it; and therefore 
never flout at_me for what I have said against 
it; for man is a giddy thing, and this is my 
conclusion. For thy part, Claudio, I did think 
to have beaten thee; but in that. thou art like 
to be my kinsman, live unbruised and love my 
cousin. 

Claud. Thad well hoped thou wouldst have 
denied Beatrice, that I might have cudgelled 
thee out of thy single life, to make thee a 
double-dealer; which, out of question, thou 
wilt be, if my cousin do not look exceeding 
narrowly to thee. 

Bene. Come, come, we are friends: let's 
have a dance ere we are married, that we may 
lighten our own hearts and our wives’ heels. r21 

Leon. We'll have dancing afterward. 

Bene. Virst, of my word; therefore play, 
music. Prince, thou art sad; get thee a wife, 
get thee a wife: there is no staff more reverend. 
than one tipped with horn. 


Enter a Messenger. 


al ese) My lord, your brother John is ta’en 

in flight, 
And brought with armed men back to Messina. 
Bene. Think not on him till to-morrow: Tl 
devise thee brave punishments forhim. Strike 
up, pipers. Dance. 
[Axveunt. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONAL 


FERDINAND, king of Navarre. 
BIRoN, ) fe a 
LONGAVILLE, + lords attending on the King. 
Dunaty, F P 
Boyet, lords attending on the Princess 
MERCADE, of France. é 

N_ ADRIANO DE ARMADO, 2 fantastical 

Spaniard. ~ 

Sir NATHANIEL, a curate, 
HOLOFERNES, a schoolmaster. 
DULL, a constable. 


ACT I. 
Scene lI. The king of Navarres park. 


Enter FERDINAND, hing of NAVARRE, BIRON, 
LONGAVILLE, and DumaIn. 


Jing. Let fame, that all hunt after in their 
ives, 
Live register'd upon our brazen tombs 
And then grace us in the disgrace of death ; 
When, spite of cormorant devouring Time 

he endeavour of this present breath may buy 
That honour which shall bate his Scythe's keen 


edge 
And make us heirs of all eternity. 
Therefore, brave conquerors,—for so you are, 
That war against your own affections 
And the huge army of the world’s desires,— 10 
Qur late edict shall strongly stand in force: 
Navarre shall be the wonder of the world ; 
Our court shall be a little Academe, 
Still and contemplative in living art. 
You three, Biron, Dumain, and Longaville, 
Have sworn for three years’ term to live with me 
My fellow-scholars and to keep those statutes 
That are recorded in this schedule here : 
Your oaths are pass’d; and now subscribe your 
names, ihe 
That his own hand may strike his honour down 
That violates the smallest branch herein : 21 
f you are arm’ to do as sworn to do, . 
Subscribe to your deep oaths, and keep it too. 
Lene: I am resolved; ’tis but a three years’ 
‘ast: 
The mind shall banquet, though the body pine: 
Fat paunches haye lean pates, and dainty bits 
Make rich the ribs, but bankrupt quite the wits. 
Dum. My loving lord; Dumain is mortified : 
The grosser manner of these world’s delights 
He throws upon the gross world’s baser slaves : 
To love, ta wealth, to pomp, I pine and die; 3: 


Costarp, a clown. 
Morn, page to Armado. 
A Forester. 


The Princess of France. 


° : 
RosauiNg, } ladies attending on the 


Mania, x 
KATHARINE, Princess. 


JAQUENETTA, a country wench. 
Lords, Attendants, &c. 
Scene: Vavarre. 


With all these living in philosophy. 

Biron. I can but say their protestation over; 
So much, dear.liege, [have already sworn, 
That is, to live and study here three years. 

ut there are other strict observances; 
As, not to see a woman in that term, 
Which I hope well is not enrolled there A 
And one day in a week to touch no food 
And but one meal on every day beside, 40 
The which I hope is not enrolled there; 
And then, to sleep but three hours in the night, 
And not be seen to wink of all the day— 
When I was wont to think no harm all night 
And make a dark night too of half the day— 
Which I hope well is not enrolled there: 
Q, these are barren tasks, too hard to keep, 
Not to see ladies, study, fast, not sleep! 

King. Your oath is pass'd to pass away from 


these. : 
Biron. Let me say no, my liege, an if you 
please: 59 
Tonly swore to study with your grace 


And stay here in your court for three years 
space, 
ong. You swore to that, Biron, and to 
the rest. 
Bion: peu yea and nay, sir, then I swore 
n jest. 

What is the end of study? let me know. 

King. Why, that to know, which else we 

should not know. 
ton. Things hid and barr'd, you mean, 
from common sense? 


King. Ay, that is study’s god-like recom- 
pense. 

Buron. Come on, then; I will swear to 
study so, 


To know the thing I am forbid toknow: 60 

As thus,—to study where I well nay dine, 
When I to feast expressly am forbid ; 

Or study where to meet Some mistress fine, 
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Scuny 1] 
When mistresses from common sense are hid; 
Or, having sworn tov hard a keeping oath, 
Study to break it and not break my troth. 
If peagvis gain be thus and this be so, 
Study knows that which yet it doth not know : 
Swear me to this, and I will ne'er say no. 
usta: These be the stops that hinder study 
quite F 7 7 
And train our intellects to vain delight. 
Biron. Why, all delights are vain; but that 
most vain, | 
Which with pain purchased doth inherit pain : 
As, painfully to pore upon a, book 
Yo seek the light of truth; while truth the 


while 
Doth falsely blind the eyesight of his look : 
Light seeking light doth light of light be- 
guile: 
So, ere you find where light in darkness lies, _ 
Your light grows dark by losing of your eyes. 
Study me how to please the eye indeed 80 
‘By fixing it upon a fairer eye, 
Who dazzling so, that eye shall be his heed 
And give him light that it was blinded by. 
Study is like the heaven's glorious sun 
hae will not be deep-search’d with saucy 
looks: 
Small have continual plodders ever won 
Save base authority from others’ books. 
These earthly goufathers of heaven’s lights 
That give a name to every fixed star 
Have no more profit of their shining nights _ 90 
Than those that walk and wot not what 
they are. 
Tvo much to know is to know nought but fame; 
And every godfather can give a name. C 
King. How well he’s read, to reason against 
ss reading! 
Dum. _ Proceeded well, to stop all good pro- 
Gaal 
Long. He weeds the corn and still lets grow 
the weeding. 
Biron. ‘The spring is near when green geese 
are a-breeding. 
Dum. How follows that? | 
Biron. Fit in his place and time. 
Dum. In reason eh : 
Biron. Something then in rhyme. 
King. Biron is like an envious sneaping frost 
‘That bites the first-born infants of 
the spring. 101 
Biron. Well, say 1 am; why should proud 
summer boast 
Before the birds have any cause to 
sing? eRe 
Why should I joy in any abortive birth? 
At Christmas I no more desire a rose J 
Than wish a snow in May’s new-fangled mirth; 
But like of cach thing that in season grows. 
So you, to study now it is too late, _ 
Climb o’er the house to unlock the-little gate. 
King. Well, sit you out: go home, Biron: 
adieu. 110 
Biron. No, my good lord; I have sworn to 
stay with you: ie 
And though I have for barbarism spoke more 
‘han for that angel knowledge you can say, 
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And bide the penance of each three years’ day, 
Give me the paper ; let me read the same; 
And to the strict’st decrees I'll write my name. 

King. How well this yielding rescues thee 

from shame! _~ 

Biron [reads]. ‘Item, That no woman shall 
come within a mile of my court:’ Hath this 
been proclaimed ¢ 12t 

Long. Four days ago. 

Biron. Let's see the penalty. [Jeads] ‘On 
pain of losing her tongue.’ Who devised this 
penalty ? 

Long. Marry, that did 1. 

Biron. Sweet lord, and why? 

Long. ae fright them hence with that dread 

nalty. 

Biron. A. dangerous law against gentility! 

[Reads] ‘Item, lf any man be seen to talk 
with a woman within the term of three years 
he shall endure such public shame as the rest of 
the court can possibly devise.’ 

This article, my liege, yourself must break ; 

Tor well va know here comes in embassy 
The Hen h king's daughter with yourself to 

speak— 

A maid of grace and complete majesty— 
About surrender up of Aquitaine 

To her decrepit, sick and bedrid father : 
Therefore this article is made in vain, 140 

Or vainly comes the admired princess hither. 

King. What say you, lords? why, this was 

quite forgot. 

Biron. So study evermore is overshot : 
While it doth study to have what it would 
It doth forget to do the thing it should, 

And when it hath the thing it hunteth most, 
"Tis won as towns with fire, so won, so lost. 
King. We must of force dispense with this 


ecree ; 
She must lie here on mere necessity. 
Biron. N const will make us all forsworn 

Three thousand times within this three years’ 

space ; ames ’ 15t 
For every man with his affects is born, 

Not by might master’d but by special grace: 
If I break faith, this word shall speak for me; 
Iam forsworn on ‘mere necessity.’ 

So to the laws at large I write my name: 
: [Sibseribes, 
~And he that breaks them in the least degree 
Stands in attainder of eternal shame : 

Suggestions are to other as to me; 

But I believe, although I seem so loath, 

Tam the last that will last keep his oath. 

But is there no quick recreation granted 7 

King. Ay, that there is. Our court, you know, 
is haunted 2 

With a refined traveller of Spain ; 

A man in all the world’s new fashion planted, 

That hath a mint of phrases in his brain; 
One whom the music of his own vain tongue 

Doth ravish like enchanting harmony ; 

A man of complements, whom right and wrong 

Have chose as pe of their mutiny: 170 
This child of fancy that Armado hight 

For interim to our studies shall relate 
In high-born words the worth of many a knight 
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How you delight, my lords, I know not, 1; 

But, protests Mice to hear him lie 

‘And I will use him for my minstrelsy. 
Biron. Armado is a most illustrious wight, 

A man of fire-new words, fashion's own knight. 
Long. Costard the swain and he shall be our 


sport; - 
And so to study, three years is but short. 
Enter Dur with a letter, and CosTarn. 


Dull. Which is the duke’s own person ? 

Biron. _ This, fellow: what wouldst? 

Dull. myself reprehend his own person, for 
I am his grace’s tharborough: but I would see 
his own person in flesh and blood. 

Biron. This is he. 

Dull. Signior Arme—Arme—commends you. 
There’s villany’ abroad: this letter will tell you 
more. 1 
_ Cost, Sir, the contempts thereof are as touch- 
ing me, a 
Aing. Aletterfrom the mnemi teeny Armaio. 
Biron. How low soever the matter, I hope 
in God for high words. 

Long. A high hope for a low heaven: God 
grant us patience! 

Biron. To hear? or forbear laughing? 

Long. To hear meekly, sir, and to laugh 
moderately; or to forbear both. 200 

Biron. Well, sir, be it as the style shall give 
us cause to climb in the merriness. 

Cost. The matter is to me, sir, as concerning 
Jaquenetta. The manner of it is, I was taken 
with the manner. 

Biron. In what manner? 

Cost. In manner and form following, sir; all 
those three : I was seen with her in the manor- 
house, sitting with her upon the form, and taken 
following her into the park; which, put together, 
is in manner and form following. Now, sir, for 
the manner,—it is the manner of a man to 
seals to a woman: for the form,—in some 

orm. 

Biron. For the following, sir? 

Cost. As it shall follow in my correction 
and God defend the right ! 

King. Willyou hear this letter with attention? 

Biron. As we would hear an oracle. 

Cost. Such is the simplicity of man to 
hearken after the flesh. 220 

King (reads). ‘Great deputy, the welkin’s 
vicegerent and sole dominator of Navarre, my 
soul’s earth’s god, and body’s fostering patron,’ 

Cost. Not a word of Costard yet. 

King [reads]. ‘So it is,— = 

Cost. It may beso: but if he say it is so, he 
is, in telling true, but so. 


King. Peace! 

Cost. Be to me and every man that dares 
not fight! 230 

King. No words! 


Cost. Of other men’s secrets, I beseech you. 
King [vceads}. ‘So it is, besieged with sable- 
colourec melancholy, Ldid commend the black- 
oppressing humour to the most wholesome 
ater of thyjhealtheiing air; and, as Tama 


gentleman, evel meee to alle The time 
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graze, birds best peck, and men sit down to that 
nourishment which is called supper: so much 
for the time when. Now for the ground which - 
which, I mean, I walked upon: it is yeleped 
thy park. Then for the iobies where; where, [ 
mean, I did encounter that obscene and most 


180 | preposterous cvent, that draweth from my snow- 


white pen the ebon-coloured ink, which here 
thou viewest, beholest, surveyest, or seest : but 
to the place where; it standeth north-north- 
east and by east from the west corner of thy 
curious-knotted garden: there did I sce that 
low-spirited swain, that base minnow of thy 
mirth, — 251 

Cost. Me? 

King [reads]. ‘that unlettered small-know- 
ing soul, — 

Cost. Me? 

King [reads]. ‘that shallow vassal,— 

Cost. Stillme? | 

King [reads]. ‘which, as I remember, hight 
Costard,— 

Cost. O, me! 260 

King [reads]. ‘sorted and consorted, contrary 
to thy established proclaimed edict and con- 
tinent canon, which with,—O, with—but with 
this I passion to say wherewith,— 

Cost. With a wench. { 

King [reads}. ‘with a child of our grand- 
mother Eve, a female ; or, for thy more swect' 
understanding, a woman. Him I, as my ever- 
esteemed duty pricks me on, have sent to thee,’ 
to receive the meed of punishment, by thy sweet 
grace’s officer, Anthony Dull; a man of good 
repute, carriage, bearing, and estimation.’ 

Dull. Me, an’t shall please you; I am 
Anthony Dull. 

King [reads]. ‘For petuene ta aso is the 
weaker vessel called which I apprehended with 
the aforesaid swain,—I keep her as a vessel of 
thy law's fury; and shall, at-the least of thy 
sweet notice, bring her to trial. ‘Thing, in all 
compliments of devoted and heart-burning heat 
of duty. Don ADRIANO DE ARMADO,’ 

Biron. This is not so well as I looked for, 
but the best that ever I heard. 

_ King. Ay, the best for the worst. But, 
sirrah, what say you to this? 

Cost. Sir, I confess the wench. 

King. Did you hear the proclamation? 

Cost. I do confess much of the hearing it, 
but little of the marking of it. 5 

King. It was proclaimed a year’s imprison- 
ment, to he taken with a wench. 290 


Cost. Iwas taken with none, sir: I was taken 
with a damsel. _ 
King. Well, it was proclaimed ‘damsel.’ 


Cost. This was no damsel neither, sir; she 
was a virgin. | 
King. | It is so varied too; for it was pro- 
claimed ‘virgin.’ 
Cost. If it were, I deny her virginity ; I was 
taken with a maid. 
_Aing. This maid will not serve your turn, 
sir. = é 300 
Cost. This maid will serve my turn, sir. 
King. Sir, I will pronounce your sentence: 
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Gost. Lhad rather pray a month with mutton 
and porr-dge. 
King. And Don Armado shall be your 
keeper. |. A A 
My Lord Biron, see him deliver'd o'er: 
And go we, lords, to put in practice that 
Which each to other hath so strongly sworn. 
- [Bxeunt King, Longaville, and Dumain. 
Biron. Ill lay my head to any good man’s 
hat, 310 
These oaths and laws will prove an idle scorn. 
Sirrah, come on. 
Cost. I suffer for the truth, sir; for trueit is, 
J was taken with Jaquenetta, and Jaquenetta 
is a true girl; and therefore welcome the sour 
cup of prosperity! Affliction may one day smile 
again; and till then, sit thee down, sorrow! 
[Exeunt. 

















Arm. I confess both: they are both the var- 
nish of a complete man. 
Moth. ‘Then, Lamsure, you know how much 
the gross suin of deuce-ace amounts to. 49 
Arm. It doth amount to one more than two. 
Moth. Which the base vulgar do call three. 
Arm. True. een F 
Doth. Why, sir, is this such a piece of 
study? Now here is three studied, ere ye'll 
thrice wink: and how easy it is to put ‘years’ 
to the word ‘three,’ and study three years in 
two words, the dancing horse will tell you. 
Arm, A most fine figure! 
Moth, To prove you a cipher. Z 59 
Arm, Twill hereupon confess I am in love: 
and as it is base for a soldier to love, so am lin 
love with a base wench. If drawing my sword 
against the humour of affection would deliver 
me from. the reprobate thought of it, I would 
take Desire prisoner, and ransom him to any 
French courtier for a new-devised courtesy. 
think scorn to sigh: methinks I should out- 
swear Cupid. Comfort me, boy: what great 
men have been in love? 
Moth. Hercules, master. 69 
‘Arm. Most sweet Hercules! More authority, 
dear boy, name more; and, sweet my child, let 
them be men of good repute and carriage. 
Moth. Samson, master : he was a man of 
good carriage, great carriage, for he carried the 
town-gates on his back like a porter: and he 
was in love. Y 
Arm. O well-knit Samson! strong-jointed 
Samson! 1 do excel thee in my rapier as much 
as thou didst me in carrying gates. I am in 
love too. Who was Samson's love, my dear 
Moth? 80 
‘Moth. A woman, master. 
‘Arm. Of what complexion ? 
Dfoth. Of all the four, or the three, or the 
two, or one of the four. 
Arm. Tell me precisely of what complexion. 
Moth. Of the sea-water green, sir. 
‘Arm. Is that one of the four complexions? 
Voth. As I have read, sir; and the best of 
them too. 3 : 89 
Arm. Green indeed is the colour of lovers; 
but to have a love of that colour, methinks 
Samson had small reason for it. He surely 
afiected her for her wit. 
Moth. Itwasso, sir; for she had a green wit. 
‘Arm. My love is most immaculate white 
° ) and red. 
Moth. Most maculate thoughts, master, are 
masked under such colours. 
‘Arm. Define, define, well-educated infant, 
Moth. My father's wit and my mother's 
tongue, assist me! $ 101 
Aym. Sweet invocation of a child; most 
ey and pathetical! 
Moth. If she be made of white and red, 
er faults will ue’er be known, 
For blushing cheeks by faults are bred 
And fears by pale white shown : 
Then if she fear, or be to blame, 
By this you shall not know, 
For still her cheeks possess the same 
Which native she doth owe, LIX 
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ScrneII. Zhe same. 
Enter ARMADO and MorH. 


Arm. Boy, what sign is it when a man of 
great spirit grows melancholy ? 

Moth, A great sign, sir, that he will look sad. 

Arm. Why, sadness is one and the self-same 
thing, dear imp. 

Moth. No, no; O Lord, sir, no. 

Arm. How canst thou part sadness and 
melancholy, my tender juvenal? 

Moth. By a familiar demonstration of the 
working, my tough senior. 10 

Aym. Why tough senior? why tough senior? 

Dfoth. Why tender juvenal? why tender ju- 
venal? 

Arm. I spoke it, tender juvenal, as a con- 
gruent epitheton appertaining to thy young 
days, which we may nominate tender. 

_ Moth, And I, tough senior, as an appertinent 
title to your old time, which we may name 
tough. 

ym. Prettyandapt. | 19 

Moth. How mean you, sir? I pretty, and 
my saying apt? or I apt, and my saying pretty? 

‘Arm. Thou pretty, because little. 

Moth. Little pretty, because little. Where- 
fore apt? : 

Arm. And therefore apt, because quick. 

Moth. Speak you this in my praise, master? 

Arm. In thy condign praise. . 

Moth. I will praise an eel with the same 
praise. aa , 

Arm. What, that an eel is ingenious? 

Moth. Thatancelis quick. . 

‘Arm. I do say thou art quick in answers: 
thou heatest my blood. 

Moth. Lam answered, sir. 

‘Arm. Llove not to be crossed. F 

Moth. [Aside] He speaks the mere contrary ; 
crosses love not him. . 

‘Arm. Lhave promised to study three years 
with the duke. ia ‘ 

Moth, You may do it in an hour, sir. 

Arm. Impossible. , é 4° 

Roth. How many is one thrice told? 

‘Arm. Iam ill at reckoning ; it fitteth the 
spirit of a tapster. 

_Afoth, You area gentleman and a gamester, 
sir, 
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her foot, which is basest, doth tread. I shall be 
forsworn, which is a great argument Of false. 
hood, if Llove. And how can that be true love 
which is falsely attempted? Love is a familiar: 
Love is a devil: there is no evil angel but Love’ 
Yet was Samson so tempted, and he had an 
excellent strength ; yet was Solomon so seduced, 
and he had a very good, wit. Cupid's butt-shaft 
is too hard for Hercules’ club; and therefore too 
much odds for a Spaniard’s rapier. The first 
and second cause will not serve my turn; the 
passado he respects not, the duello he regards 
not: his disgrace is to be called boy; but his 
glory is to subdue men. Adieu, valour! rust, 
rapier! be still, drum! for your manager is in 
love; yea, heloveth. Assist me, some extemporal 

‘od of rhyme, for I am sure I shall turn sonnet, 

evise, wit; write, pen; for I am for whole 
volumes in folio, [Exit. 


A. dangerous rhyme, master, against the reason 
of white and red. aie 

Arm. Is there not a ballad, boy, of the King 
and _ the Beggar? - 

Moth. The world was very guilty of such a 
ballad some three ages since: but I think now 
tis not to be found; or, if it were, it would 
neither serve for the writing nor the tune. 119 

Arm. I will have that subject newly writ 
oer, that I may example my digression by some 
mighty precedent. Boy, I do love that country 

irl that I took in the park with the rational 
find Costard : she deserves well. 

Moth. [Aside] to be whipped; and yet a 
better love than my master. _ rt 
‘ Arm, Sing, boy; my spirit grows heavy in 
love. s 

Moth, And that’s great marvel, loving a 
light wench. 

Arm. Lsay, sing. 

Moth. Forbear till this company be past. 


Enter DULL, CostarD, and JAQUENETTA. 
Dull. Sir, the duke’s pleasure is, that you 
~ keep Costard safe: and you must suffer him to 

take no delight nor no Penance; but a’ must 
fast three’ days a week. For this damsel, I 
must keep her at the park: she is allowed for 
the day-woman. Fare you well. 2 

Arm. I do betray myself with blushing. a 
Maid! To whom he sends, and what’s his embassy : 

Jaq. Man? Yourself, held precious in the world’s esteem, * 

Arm. I will visit thee at the lodge. 140| To parley with the sole inheritor 

Jaq. That’s hereby. c Of all perfections that a man may owe, 

Arm. _I know where it is situate. Matchless Navarre; the plea of no less weight 

Jaq. Lord, how wise you are! Than Aquitaine, a dowry fora queen. a 

Arm. -I will tell thee wonders. Be now as prodigal of all dear grace 

Jaq. With that face ? As Nature was in making graces dear To 

Arm. I love thee. When she did starve the general world beside 

Jaq. So I heard you say. And prodigally gave them all to you, 

Arm. And so, farewell. Prin. Good Lord Boyet, my beauty, though 

aq. Fair weather after you !' 


but mean, 
Dull. Come, Jaquenetta, away! 150 | Needs not the painted flourish of your praise : 
[Zceunt Dull and Jaquenetta. 


Beauty is bought by judgement of the eye 
Arm, Villain, thou shalt fast for thy offences | Not utter’d by base sale of chapmen’s tongues : 
ere thou be pardoned. 


G b am less proud to hear you tell my worth 

Cost. Well, sir, I hope, when I do it, I shall | Than you much willing to be agate wise 

do it ona full stomach. : r n spending your wit in the praise of mine. 
Arm. Thou shalt be heavily punished. But now to task the tasker : good Boyet, 2G 
Cost. Iam more bound to you than your 


f You are not ignorant, all-telling fame 
fellows, for they are but lightly rewarded, oth noise abroad, Navarre hath made a vow, 
«lem. Take away this villain; shut him up. 


Till painful study shall outwear three years 
Moth. Come, you transgressing slave ; away ! f vy , : 


No woman may approach his silent court: 1 
at Let me not be pent up, sir: I will fast, | Therefore to’s seeneth it a needful course, 
ing loose. 


; 161 | Before we enter his forbidd 
Moth. No, sir; that were fast and loose: roldiien gates 


To know his Pleasure; and in that behalf, 
thou shalt to prison. 
Cost. Well, if ever I do see the merry days of 


‘old of your worthiness, we single you 
desolation that I have seen, some shall see. 


ae fe Pr aeauoving fair solici tor. 
eil him, the daughter Ci ] iF 
Moth, What shall some see? i eae Geel aac 
Cost. Nay, nothing, Master Moth, but what 


ws enous peas craving, quick dispateh, 
t 0 yypportunes personal conference with his grace: 
they Jook upon. It is not for prisoners to be 
too silent in their words; and_therefore I will 


Haste, signify so much 3, While we attend 
say nothing: [ thank God I have as little 


ike humble-visaged suitors, his high will. 
Boyet. Proud of employment, willingly I go. 
patience as anotherman, and therefore I can be i 
quiet. [Lxeunt Moth and Costard. 


Prin. All pride is Willing pride, anil yours 
Arm, Ido affect the very ground, which is 


[Evit Boyet. 
base, where her shoe, which is aser, guided by | That are vow-fellows with this virtuous duke? 















130 
ACT IL. 


Scene I. The same. 


Enter the Princess of France, Rosa.ine, 
Marta, Karuarive, Boyer, Lords, and 
other Attendants. 


est spirits : 
Consider who the king your father sends, 


is so. 
Who are the votaries, my loving lords, 
CC-0 Kashmir Research Institute. Digitzed by eGangotri 


Boyet. Now, madam, summon up your dear- < 





| 
| 


Scene I] 
First Lord. T.ord Longaville is one. 
Prin. ri JXnow you the man? 
Mar. F L know him, madam: at a marriage- 
feast, E 
Between Lord Perigort and the beauteous heir 
Of Jaques Falconbridge, solemnized 
In Normandy, saw I this Longaville: 
‘A man of sovereign parts he is esteem’d ; 
Well fitted in arts, glorious in arms: % 
Nothing becomes him ill that he would well. 
The only soil of his fair virtue’s gloss, 
If virtue’s gloss will stain with any soil, 
Js asharp wit match’d with too blunt a will; 
Whose edge hath power to cut, whose will still 


° 


wills é 50 
Tt should none spare that come within his 
power. s 
Prin. Some merry mocking lord, belike; 
is 't so? 
Mar. They say so most that most his hu- 


_ mours know. ; . 
Prin. Such short-lived wits do wither as 
they grow. 
Who are the rest? 
Kath, The young Dumain; a well-accom- 
Pined youth, é 
Of all that virtue love for virtue loved : : 
Most power to do most harm, least knowing ill ; 
For he hath wit to make an ul shape good, | 
And shape to win grace though he had no wit. 
I saw him at the Duke Alencon’s once ; 61 
And much too little of that good I saw 
Is my report to his great worthiness. : 
Ros. Another of these students at that time 
Was there with him, if I have heard a truth. 
Biron they call him; but a merrier man, 
Within the limit of becoming mirth, 
Inever spent an hour's talk withal : 
His eye begets occasion for his wit; 
For every object that the one doth catch 
The other turns to a mirth-moving jest, 
Which his fair tongue, conceit’s expositor, 
Delivers in such apt and gracious words 
That aged ears play truant at his tales 
And younger hearings are quite ravished ; 
So sweet and yoluble is hisdiscourse. ___ 
Prin. God bless my ladies! are they all in love, 
That every one her own hath garnished 
With such bedecking ornaments of praise? 
First Lord. Here comes Boyet. 


Re-enter BoyEt. 
Prin, Now, what admittance, lord? 80 
Boyet. payane had notice of your fair ap- 
roach 3 ee 

And he and his competitors in oath 
Were all address'd to :neet you, gentle lady, 
Before I came. Marry, thus much I have learnt: 
He rather means to lodge you in the field, 
Like one that comes here to besiege his court, 
Than seck a dispensation for his oath, 
To let you enter his unpeopled house. 
Here comes Nayarre. 


Enter Kine, LONGAVILLE, DuMAIN, Biron, 
“and Attendants. 2 i 

King, Fair princess, welcome to the court 
of Navarre. 9 
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_ Prin. ‘Fair’ I give you back again; and 
‘welcome’ I have not yet: the roof of this court 
is too high to be yours; and welcome to the wide 
fields too base to be mine. 

King. Youshall be welcome, madam, tomy 


court. 

Prin. Iwill be welcome, then: conduct me 
thither, 

Tia Hear me, dear lady ; Ihave sworn an 
oath. 

Prin. Our Lady help my lord! he'll be for- 


sworn. 
King. Not for the world, fair madam, by my 


will. 
Prin. Why, will shall break it; will and no- 
thing else. 100 
King. Your ladyship is ignorant what it is. 
Prin. Were my lord so, his ignorance were 


wise, 
Where now his knowledge must prove ignorance. 
Lhear yourgrace hath sworn out house-keeping : 
*Tis deadly sin to keep that oath, my lord, 
And sin to break it. 
But pardon me, I am too sudden-bold : 
To teach a teacher ill beseemeth me. ; 
Vouchsafe to read the purpose of my coming, 
And suddenly resolve me in my suit. 110 
King. Madam, I will, if suddenly I may. 
Prin. You will the sooner, that I were away; 
For you'll prove perjured if you make me stay. 
PEGE, id not I dance with you in Brabant 
once. 
Ros. Did not I dance with you in Brabant 
once? 
Biron. 
Ros. How ne 
question ! \ 
Biron. You must not be so quick. | 
Ros. *Tis long of you that spur me with such 
questions. is 
Biron. Your wit's too hot, it speeds too fast, 
*twilltire. me _ 120 
Ros. Not till it leave the rider in the mire. 
Biron. What time o' day? 
Ros. The hour that fools should ask. 
Biron. Now fair befall your mask ! 
Ros. Fair fall the face it covers! 
Biron. And send you many lovers! 
Ros. Amen, so you be none. 
Biron. Nay, then will I be gone. 
King. Madam, your father here doth in- 
timate 
The payment of a hundred thousand crowns ; 
Being but the one half of an entire sum — 131 
Disbursed by my father in his wars. 
But say that he or we, as neither have, 
Received that sum,yet there remains unpaid 
A punted thousand more; in surety of the 
whic! 
One part of Aquitaine is bound to us, 
Although not valued to the money’s worth. 
If then the king your father will restore 
But that one half which is unsatisfied, 
We will give up our right in Aquitaine, 
And hold fair friendship with his majesty. 
But that, it seems, he little purposeth, 
For here he doth demand to have repaid 
A hundred thousand crowns; and not demands, 


I know you did. 
less was it then to ask the 


140 
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On payment of a hundred thousand crowns, 
To have his title live in Aquitaine; _ 
Which we much rather had depart withal 
And have the money by our father lent 
Than Aquitaine so gel led as ibis. 
Dear princess, were not his requests so far 1 i? 
From peSsOns yielding, your fair self should 
make F 
A yielding ’gainst some reason in my breast 
And go well satisfied to France again. 
Prin. You do the king my father too much 
wrong a 
And wrong the reputation of your name, 
In so unseeming to confess receipt f 
OE that which hath so faithfully been paid. 
King. I do protest I never heard of it; 
And if you prove it, I'll repay it back 
Or yield up Aquitaine. 


Prin, We arrest your word. 160 
Boyet, you can produce acquittances 
For such a sum from special officers 
Of Charles his father. 
King. Satisfy me so. k 
Boyet. So please your grace, the packet is 
not come 


Where that and other specialties are bound: 
To-morrow you shall have a sight of them. — 
King. Itshall suflice me: at which interview 
All liberal reason I will yicld unto. 
Meantime receive such welcome at my hand 
As honour without breach of honour may 170 
Make tender of to thy true worthiness ; 
You may not conie, fair princess, in my tes ; 
ut here without you shall be so Pec atl 
As you shall deem yourself lodged in my heart, 
Though so denied fair harbour in my house. 
Your own good thoughts excuse me, and fare- 
well: 


ell: 
To-morrow shall we visit you again. 
Prin. Sweet health and fair desires consort 
Our grace! 


tg. Thy own wish wish I thee in every 
place! [2eit. 


Buon. Lady, I will commend you to mine 
own heart. 180 
03. Pray you, do my commendations; I 

would be glad to see it. ; 

Biron. I would you heard it groan. 

Ros. Is the fool sick? 

Biron. Sick at the heart. 

Ros. lack, let it blood. 

Biron. Would that do it good? 

Ros. My physic says ‘ay. 

Biron, Will you prick’t with your eye? 

Ros. No point with my knife: 

Biron, Now, Cod save thy life! 

Ros. And yours from long living! 

Biron. Icannotstay thanksgiving. [Retiring. 

‘Dum. Sir, I pray you, a word : what lady is 
that same? 

Boyet. The heir of Alengon, Katharine her 
name. 
um. A gallant lady. Monsieur, fare you 
well. [Zeit. 

Long. J beseech you a word: what is she in 
the white? r 

Boyet. A woman sometimes, an you saw her 
in the tight. 


190 
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Long. Perchance light in the light, I desire 
her name. 
‘oyet. Shehath but one for herself; to desire 
that were a shame. Bo 
Long. Pray you, sir, whose daughter? 
Boyet. Her mother’s, I have heard. 
Long. God’s blessing on your beard ! 
Boyet. Gooil sir, be not offended. 
She is an heir of Falconbridge. 
Long. Nay, my choler is ended. 
She is a most sweet lady. 
Boyet. Not unlike, sir, that may be. 
5 [Exit Long. 
What’s her name in the cap? 
Rosaline, by good hap. 
Is she wedded or no? 
To her will, sir, or so. 
You are welcome, sir: adicu. 
Farewell to me, sir, and welcome to 
pie es. [Exit Biron, 
m7) ee That last is Biron, the merry mad-cap 
lord : 


Biron. 
Boyet. 
Biron. 
Boyet. 
Biron. 
Boyet. 


210 


Not a word with him but a jest. 
Boyet. An< every jest but a word. 
Prin, Tt was well done of you to take him 
at his word. a 
Boyct. Iwas as willing to grapple as he was 
to board. 
Mar. Two hot sheeps, marry. 
Boyet. And wherefore not ships? 
No ffteep, sweet lamb, unless we feed on your 


Ips. 220 
Mar, You sheep, and I pasture: shall that 
finish the jest ? 
Boyet. So you grant pasture for me. 
Offering to kiss her. 
Mar. ot so, gentle beast: 
My lips are no common, though several they be. 
Boyet. Belonging to whom? 
Mar, To my fortunes and me. 
Prin. Good wits will be Jangling ; but, gen- 
_ tles, agree: 
This civil war of wits were much better used E 
On Navarre and his book-men; for here ’tis 
abused. 
Boyet. If my observation, which very seldom 
i 


es 
By the heart’s still rhetoric disclosed with eyes, 
eceive me not now, Navarre isinfected, 230 
Prin. With what? . 
Boyet. With that which we lovers entitle 
affected, 
Prin. Your reason? 
Boies Why, all his behaviours did make 
their retire 
To the court of his eye, peeping thorough desire: 
His heart, like an agate, with your print im- 


PI pees 
Proud with his form, in his eye pride express'd: 
His tongue, all impatient to Speak and not sce, 
Did stumble with haste in his eyesight to be; 
All senses to that sense did make their repair, 
To feel only looking on fairest of fair : 241 
Methought all his senses were lock'd in his eye, 
As jewels in crystal for some prince to buy; 
Who, tendering their own worth from. where 
_, they were glass’d, 
Did point you to buy them, along as you pass’d: 
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ScENE 1] 
His face’s own margent did quote such amazes 
ithat all eyes Saw his eyes enchanted with gazes. 
Til give you Aquitaine and all that is his, 

‘An you give him for my sake but one loving 


iss. t: Ea 
Prin. Come to our pavilion: Boyet is dis- 


posed. 8 250 
Boyet. But to “speak that in words which 
his eye hath disclosed, : 
Tonly have made a mouth of his eye, , 
By adding a tongue which I know will not lie. 
Ros. ‘houartan old love-monger and speak- 
est skilfully. 
Mar, Me is Cupid’s grandfather and learns 
news of him. $ 
Ros. Then was Venus like her mother, for 
her father is but grim. 
Boyct. Do you hear, my mad wenches?_ 
Mar. No. 
Boyet. What then, do you see? 
Ros. Ay, our way to be gone. 
Boyet. You are too hard for me. 
[Zzeunt. 


ACT IIL. 
Scene I. Zhe same. 
Enter ARMADO and MoTH. 


Arm. Warble, child; make passionate my 
sense of hearing. 

Moth. Concolinel. [Singing. 

Arm. Sweet air! Go, tenderness of years; 
take this key, give enlargement to the swain, 
bring him festinately hither: I must employ 
him in a Jetter to my love. i 

Moth. Master, will you win your love witha 
French brawl] ? F 

Arm. How meanest thou? brawling in 
French? 10 

Moth. No, my complete master: but, to jig 
off'a tune at the tongue’s end, canary to it with 
fee fect, humour it with turning up your eye- 
ids, sigh a note and sing a note, sometime 
through the throat, as if you swa lowed love 
with singing love, sometime through the nose, 
as if you snuffed up love by smelling love; with 
your hat penthouse-like o’er the shop of four 
eyes; with your arms crossed on your thin-belly 
doublet like a rabbit ona spit; or your hands in 
your pocket like a man alter the old painting ; 
and keep not too long in one tune, but a snip 
and away. These are complements, these are 
humours; these betray nice wenches, that would 
be betrayed without these; and make them men 
of note—do you note me?—that most are affected 
to these. 

Arm. How hast thou purchased this ex- 
rehfoth. B f 

Moth. By my penny of observation. 

Arm, But O.—but 0,— 

Moth. ‘The hobby-horse is forgot.’ 30 

Arm. Callest thou my love ‘hobby-horse’? 

Moth. No, master; the hobby-horse is but a 
colt, and your love 
have you forgot your love? 

Arm, Almost I had. 
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Moth. Negligent student! learn her by heart. 
Arm. By heart and in heart, boy. 
Moth. And out of heart, master: all those 


three I will Proves 


Arm. W 


hat wilt th 
Moth. ounreret 


ry * 49 
Aman, if Llive; and this, by, in, and 


without, upon the instant: by heart you love 
her, because your heart cannot come by her; 


in heart you love her, because your heart is in 


love with her; and out of heart you love her, 
being out of heart that you cannot enjoy her. 


Arm. Lam all these three. 
‘Moth. And three times as much more, and 


yet nothing at all. 


Arm. Fetch hither the swain: he must carry 
me a letter. 5T 
Moth. A message well sympathized; a horse 
to be ambassador for an ass. 
Arm. Ha, ha! what sayest thou? 
Moth. Marry, sir, you must send theass upon 
the horse, for he is very slow-gaited. But Igo. 
Arm. The way is but short: away! 
Moth. As switt as lead, sir. | : 
‘Arm. The meaning, pretty ingenious? 
Is not lead a metal heavy, dull, and slow? — 60 
Moth. Minimé, honest master; or rather, 
master, no. 
Arm. Isayleadisslow. . 
Moth. You are too swift, sir, to say so: 
Ts that lead slow which is fired from a gun? 
Arm. Sweet smoke of rhetoric! 
He reputes me a cannon; and the bullet, 
that’s he : i 
I shoot thee at the swain. : 
Moth. Thump then and I flee. [#zit. 
‘Arm. A most acute juvenal; volable and free 
of grace! ‘ i. 
By thy favour, sweet welkin, I must sigh in thy 


face: 
Most rude melancholy, yalour gives thee place. 
My herald is return’d. 72 


Re-enter MotTH with COSTARD. 


Moth. A wonder, master! here’s a costard 

broken in a shin. 

Arm. Some enigma, some riddle: come, thy 

Yenvoy; begin. . . 

Cost. No egma, no riddle, no Tenvoy ; no 
salve tin the mail, sir: O, sir, plantain, a plain 

Jantain! no envoy, no Yenvoy ; no salve, sir, 
But a plantain! 

‘Arm. By virtue, thow enforcest, laughter ; 
thy silly thought my spleen ;, the heaving of 
my lun provokes me to Tidicnlous smiling. 
0, pardon me, my stars! Doth the incon: 


1| siderate take salve for l'envoy, and the wo 


x fora salve? ~ 8 
terol. Do the wise think them other? is not 


Yenvoy asalye? . 3 
Arm. No, page: itis an epilogue or discourse, 


to make plain 
Some obscure precedence that hath tofore been 


sain. 
ill example it: 
ee The fox. the ape and the humble-bee, 


Were still at odds, being but three. 
There’s the moral. Now the envoy. 
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Moth. Iwill add the lenvoy. Say the moral 
again. 
Arm. The fox, the ape, the humble-bee, 90 
Were still at odds, being but three. 
Moth. Until the goose came out of door, 
And stay'd the odds by adding four. 
Now will I begin your moral, and do you follow 
with my l’envoy. 
‘The fox, the ape and the humble-bee, 
Were still at odds, being but three. 
Arm. Until the goose came out of door, 
Staying the odds by adding four. 
Moth. A good lenvoy, ending in the goose: 
would you desire more? : _ Tr 
Cost. The boy hath sold him a bargain, a 
goose, that’s flat, _ 
Sir, ROUT pennyworth is good, an your goose 
ie fat. 
To ell a bargain well is as cunning as fast and 
oose : 
Let me see; a fat envoy; ay, that’s a fat 


goose. 3 

Arm. Come hither, come hither. How did 

this argument begin? 

Afoth. By saying that a costard was broken 

in ashin. 
Then call'd you for the ’enyoy. . 

Cost. True, and I for a plantain: thus came 

your argument in; 
Then the boy’s fat envoy, the goose that you 
bought ; I10 
And he ended the market. 

Arm. But tell me; how was there a costard 
broken in a shin? a 

Moth. I will tell you sensibly. 

Cost. Thou hast no feeling of it, Moth: I 
will speak that l'envoy : 

I Costard, running out, that was safely within, 

Fell over the threshold, and broke my shin. 

Arm. We will talk no more of this matter. 

Cost. Till there be more matter in the shin. 

Arm. Sirrah Costard, I will enfranchise thee. 

Cost. ©, marry me to one Frances: I smell 
some l’envoy, some goose, in this. 

Arm. By my sweet soul, I mean setting thee 
at liberty, enfreedoming thy person: thou wert 
immured, restrained, captivated, bound. 

Cost, True, true; and now you will be my 
purgation and let me loose. 

Arm. I give thee LY, liberty, set thee from 
durance; and, in lieu thereof, impose on thee 
nothing but this: bear this significant [giving a 
letter] to the country maid Jaquenctta: there 
is remuneration ; for the best ward of mine 
honour is rewarding my dependents. Moth, 

‘ollow. i : Exit. 

BroHe Like the sequel, I. Signior Costar.l, 

adieu. 

Cost. My sweet ounce of man’s flesh! my 

incony Jew! [2xit Moth. 
Now will I look to his remuneration. Re- 
muneration! O, that’s the Latin word for 
three farthings : three farthings—remuneration. 
a What ’s the price of this inkle??—‘ One 
penny.’—‘No, Til mreivyoula remuneration :’ 
why, it carries it. Remuneration! why, it is a 
fairer name than French crown. I will never 
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Enter Biron. 


Biron. ©, my good knave Costard! exceed- 
ingly well met. . 
Cost. Pray you, sir, how much carnation 
ribbon may a man buy for « remuneration ? 
Biron. What is a remuneration ? 
Cost. Marry, sir, nalinenny, farthing. 
qe te Why, then, three-farthing worth of 
SUK. 150 
Cost. I thank your worship: God he wi’ you! 
Biron. Stay, slave; I must employ thee: 
As thou wilt win my favour, good my knave, 
Do one thing for me that I shall entreat. 
Cost. When would you have it done, sir? 
Biron. This afternoon, 
Cost. Well, I will do it, sir: fare you well. 
Biron._ Thou knowest not what it is. ‘ 
Cost. Ishall know, sir, when I have done it: 
Biron. Why, villain, thou must know first. 
Cost. Lwill come to your worship to-morrow 
morning. 


Biron. It must be done this afternoon. _ 


Hark, slave, it is but this: 3 

The princess comes to hunt here in the park, 

And in her train there is a gentle lady ; 

When tongues speak sweetly, then they name 

her name, 

And Rosaline they call her: ask for her; 

And to her white hand see thou do commend 

This seal’d-up counsel. There’s thy guerdon; 

go. iving him a shilling. 

Cost. Gardon, O sweet gardon! better than 

remuneration, a ‘leven-pence farthing better: 

most sweet gardon! I will do it, sir, in print. 

Gardon! Remuneration! _ Exit. 
Biron. And I, forsooth, in love! I, that 

have been love’s whip ; 

A very beadle to a humorous sigh ; 

A critic, nay, a night-watch constable ; 

A dominecring pedant o’er the boy ; 

Than whom no mortal so magnificent ! 180 

This wimpled, whining, purblind, wayward boy ; 
his senior-junior, giant-dwarf, Dan Cupid ; 

Regent of love-rhymes, lord of folded arms, 

The anointed sovereign of sighs and groans, 

Liege of all loiterers and malcontents, 

Dread prince of plackets, king of codpieces, 

Sole imperator and great general 

Of trotting ’paritors :—O my little heart !— 

And I to be a corporal of his field, 

And wear his colours like a tumbler’s hoop ! 199 

What, I! Tlove! sue! I seek a wife! 

A woman, that is like a German clock, 

Still a-repairing, ever out of frame, 

And never going aright, being a watch, 

But being watch’d that it may still go eee) 

Nay, to be perjured, which is worst of all; 

And, among three, to love the worst of all; 

A wightly wanton with a velvet brow, 

With two pitch-balls stuck in her face for eyes ; 

ay and, by heaven, one that will do the deed 

Though Argus were her eunuch and her guard: 

And [ to sigh for her! to watch for her! 

To pray forher! Go to; it isa plague 

That Cupid will impose for my neglect 
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Scene 1] 
Well, I will love, write, sigh, pray, sue and 


groan; 
Some men must love my lady and some Joan. 
Exit. 
ACT IY. 
SceneEI. Zhe same. 


Enter the Princess, and her train, a Forester, 
Boyet, Rosauive, Maria, and KATHARINE. 


Prin. Was that the king, that spurr’d his 
horse sohard 
Against the steep uprising of the hill? 
Boyet. Lknow not; but I think it was not he. 
Prin. Whoe'er a’ was, a’ show'd a mounting 


mind, 

Well, lords, to-day we shall have our dispatch: 

On Saturday we will return to France. 

Then, forester, my friend, where is the bush 

That we must stand and play the murderer in? 
For. Hereby, upon the edge of yonder cop- 

pice ; 

A stand where you may make the fairest shoot. 

Prin. I thank my beauty, I am fair that 

shoot, 5 bas 
And thereupon thou speak’st the fairest shoot. 
For. Pardon me, madam, for I meant not so. 
Prin. What, what? first praise me and again 
say no? 
Oshort-lived pride! Notfair? alack for woe! 

For. Yes, madam, fair. 

Prin. . Nay, never paint me now: 
Where fair is not, praise cannot mend the brow. 
Here, good my glass, take this for telling true: 
Fair payment for foul words is more than due. 

ihe Nothing but fair is that which you in- 

herit. 20 
Prin. See, see, my beauty will be saved by 
merit! 
O heresy in fair, fit for these days! f 
A giving hand, though foul, ‘shall have fair 


praise. r 
But come, the bow: now mercy goes to kill, 
‘And shooting well is then accounted ill. 
Thus will I save my credit in the shoot: 
Not wounding, pity would not let me do’t: 
If pounding, then it was to show my skill, 
That more for praise than purpose meant to kill. 
And out of question so it 1s sometimes, 30 
Glory grows guilty of detested crimes, 
‘When, for fame’s sake, for praise, an outward 
art, 
We hend to that the working of the heart ; 
‘As I for praise alone now seck to spil 
The pan deer’s blood, that my heart means 
no ill. 
Boyet. Do not curst wives hold that self- 
sovereignty re 

Only for praise sake, when they strive to be 
Lords o’er their lords? _ : 

Prin. Only for praise: and praise we may 


ator 
To any lady that subdues a lord. 40 
Boyct, Here comesa member of the common- 


wealth. 
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Enter CosTaRD. 


_ Cost, God dig-you-den all! Pray you, which 
is the head lady? 
Prin. Thou shalt know her, fellow, by the 
rest that have no heads. 
Cost. Which is the greatest lady, the highest? 
Prin. The thickest and the tallest. 
Cost. The thickest and the tallest! it is so; 
truth is truth. 
An your waist, mistress, were as slender as my 


wit, 
Oneo’ Wee maids’ girdles for your waist should 
e Nt. 50 
Are not you the chief woman? you are the 
thickest here. r 
aus What’s your will, sir? what’s your 
wil 
Cost. I have a letter from Monsieur Biron to 
one Lady Rosaline. 
Prin. O, thy letter, thy letter! he’s a good 
friend of mine: 
Stand aside, good bearer. Boyet, you can carve; 
Break up this capon. 
Boye. | | _Lambound to serve. 
This letter is mistook, it importeth none here ; 
It is writ to Jaquenetta. 
vin. We will read it, I swear. 
Break the neck of the wax, and every one give 


ear. 59 
_ Boyet Lrecdsl. ‘By heayen, that thou art fair, 
is most infallible ; true, that thou art beauteous; 
truth itself, that thou art lovely. More fairer 
than fair, beautiful than beauteous, truer than 
truth itself, have commiseration on thy heroical 
yassal! The magnanimous and most illustrate 
king Cophetua set eye upon the pernicious and 
indubitate beggar Zenelophon ; and he it was 
that might rightly say, Veni, vidi, vici; whichto 
annothanize in the vulgar,—O base and obscure 
vulgar !—videlicet, He came, saw, and overcame: 
he came, one ; saw, tio ; overcame, three. Who 
came? the king: why did he come? to see: why 
did he see? to overcome: to whom came he? to 
the beggar: what saw he? the beggar : who over- 
came he? the beggar. The conclusion is victory : 
on whose side? the king’s. The captive is en- 
riched ; on whose side? the beggar’s. The cata- 
strophe is a nuptial: on whose side? the king’s; 
no, on both in one, or one in hoth. Iam the 
king; for so stands the comparison: thou the 
beggar; for so witnesseth thy lowliness. Shall 
Tcommand thy love? I may: shall [enforce th: 
love? I could: shall I entreat thy love? I will 
What shalt thou exclinnge for rags? robes; for 
tittles? titles; for thyself? me. Thus, expecting 
thy reply, I profane my lips on thy foot, my 
eyes on thy picture, and my heart on thy every 
part. Thine, in the dearest design of industry, 
Don ADRIANO DE ARMADO.’ 
Thus dost thou hear the Nemean lion roar _90 
*Gainst thee, thou lamb, that standest as his 


prey; ean 
Submissive fall his princely feet before, 
And he from forage will incline to play: 
But aE Ho strive, poor soul, what art thou 
hen 
Food for his rage, repasture for bis den. 
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Prin. What plume of feathers is he that in- 
dited this letter ? S 
What vane? what weathercock? did you ever 
hear better? 
Bove Iam much deceived but I remember 
the ae ‘ Sites 
Prin. Else your memory is bad, going o’er 
it crewhile. - 
Boyet. This Armado is a Spaniard, that keeps 
here in court; 100 
Aphantasime, a Monarcho, and one that makes 


sport. = 
To the prince and his bookmates, 
rin. : Thou fellow, a word : 
Who gave thee this letter? 


Cost. I told you ; my lord. 
Prin. To whom shouldst thou give it? 
Cost. From my lord to my lady. 


Prin. From which lord to which lady? 
Cost. From my lord Biron, a good master of 
mine, . 
Toa lady of France that he call’d Rosaline. 
Prin. Thou hast mistaken his letter. Come, 
lords, away. i ‘ 
{To Ros.| Here, sweet, put up this: twill be 
thine another day. : 
_ [Eceunt Princess and train. 
Boyet. Who is the suitor? who is the suitor? 
Ros. Shall I teach you to know? 110 
Boyet. Ay, my continent of beauty. 
Ros. Why, she that bears the bow. 
Finely put off! : 
oyet. My lady goes to kill horns; but, if 
thou marry, z 
Hang me by the neck, if horns that year mis- 
carry. 
Finely put on! 
Ros. Well, then, I am the shooter. 
Boyet. And who is your deer? 
Ros. If we choose by the horns, yourself 
_ come not near. 
Tinely put on, indeed! 
Mar. Youstill wrangle with her, Boyet, and 
she strikes at the brow. 
Boyct. But she herself is hit lower: have I 
hit her now ? et 120 
Ros. Shall I come upon thee with an old 
saying, that was 2 man when King Pepin of 
France was a little boy, as touching the hit it? 
Boyet. So I may answer thee with one as 
old, that was a woman when Queen Guinover 
of Britain was a little wench, as touching the 


hit it. 
Thou canst not hit it, hit it, hit it, 
Thou canst not hit it, my good man. 
Boyet. An I cannot, cannot, cannot, 
An I cannot, another can. 130 
[Zxewnt Ros. and Kath. 
Cost. By my troth, most pleasant : how both 
did fit it! 
Mar. A mark marvellous well shot, for 
they both did hit it. 
Boyet. A mark! O, mark but that mark! 
A mark, says my lady! 
Let the mark have a pric in’t, to mete at, if it 


may be, 
Mar. Wide o’ the bow hand! i’ faith, your 
and is out. C¢_9 Kashmir Research Ins 
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Cost. Indeed, a’ must shoot nearer, or he’l] 
ne’er hit the clout. 
Boyet. An if my hand be out, then belike 
your hand is in. 
Cost. Then will she get the upshoot by cleay- 
ing the pin. 
Mar, Come, come, you talk greasily ; your 
lips grow foul. 
Cost. She’s too hard for you at pricks, sur: 
challenge her to bowl. 140 
Boyet. Liear too much rubbing. Good night, 
my good owl. [Zeunt Boyet and Maria, 
Cost. By my soul, a swain! a most simple 
clown! _ 
Tash Lord, how the ladies and I have put him 
own! 
O’ my troth, most sweet jests! most incony vul- 
_, gar wit! 
When it comes so smoothly off, so obscenely, 
as it were, so fit. 
Armado o’ tl’ one side,—O, a most dainty man! 
‘fo see him walk before a lady and to bear her 


To see him kiss his hand! and how most sweetly 
a’ will swear! 
d we page o’ ¢’ other side, that handful of 
wit! 
Ah, heavens, it is a most pathetical nit! 


150 
Sola, sola! 


[Shout within. 
[Exit Costard, running. 


Sorne I. The same. 


Enter Hotorernes, Sik NATHANIEL, and 
ULL. 


_ Wath. Very reverend sport, truly; and done 
in the testimony of a good conscience. a 
Hol. The deer was, as you know, sanguis, in 
blood ; ripe as the pomewater, who now hangeth 
like a jewel in the ear of caelo, the sky, the wel- 
kin, the heaven ; and anon falleth like a crab on 
the face of terra, the soil, the land, the earth. 
Nath. Truly, Master Holofernes, the epithets 
are sweetly varied, like a scholar at the least: 
but, sir, L assure ye, it was a buck of the first 
head. = x 10 
Hol. Sir Nathaniel, haud credo. b 
Dull. ?Twas nota haud credo; ’twasa pricket. 
Hol. Most barbarous intimation! yet a kind 
of insinuation, as it were, in via, in way, of ex- 
plication; facere, asit were, replication, or rather, 
ostentare, to show, as it were, his inclination, 
after his undressed, unpolished, uneducated, 
unpruned, untrained, or rather, unlettered, or 
ratherest, unconfirmed fashion, to insert again 
my _haud credo for a deer. 20 
I said the deer was not a haud credo ; 
*twas a pricket. 
Hol. Twice-sod simplicity, bis coctus! 
O thou monster Ignorance, how deformed dost 
thou look ! ; 
Wath, Sir, he hath never fed of the dainties 
that are bred in a book ; 
he hath not eat. paper, as it were; he hath not 
drunk ink ; his intellect is not replenished ; he 
is only an animal, only sensible in the duller 
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ScENE 11] 


And such barren pants are set before us, that 
we thankful should be, 
Which we of taste and feeling are, for those 
parts that do fructify in us more than he. 
For as it would ill become me to be vain, indis- 
creet, or a fool, 31 
So were there a patch set on learning, to see 
him in a school: 
But Ont bene, say I; being of an old father's 
mind, 
Many, oH brook the weather that love not the 
wind. 
Dull. You two are book-men: can you tell 
me by your wit 
What was a month old at Cain’s birth, that’s 
not five weeks old as yet? 
Hol. Dictynna, goodman Dull; Dictynna, 
goodman Dull. E 
Dil, What is Dictynna? 
Nath. A title to Phebe, to Luna, to the 
moon, 
Hol. 
Adam was no more, 40 
And raught not to five weeks when he came to 
five-score. 
The allusion holds in the exchange. | 
Dull. *Tis true indeed; the collusion holds 
in the exchange. 3 
Hol. God comfort thy capacity! I say, the 
aliusion holds in the exchange. z 
Dull. And I say, the pollusion holds in the 
exchange; for the moon is never but a month 
old: and I say beside that, ’twas a pricket that 
the princess killed. i 49 
Hol. Sir Nathaniel, will you hear an extem- 
poral epitaph on the death of the deer? And, to 
humour the ignorant, call I the deer the princess 
killed a pricket. 
Nath. Perge, good Master Holofernes, perge; 
so it shall please you to abrogate scurrility. 
Hol. Iwill something affect the letter, for it 
argues facility, é oa 
The preyful princess pierced and prick’d a pretty 
pleasing pricket ; z 
Some say a sore; but nota sore, till now made 
sore with shooting. 
The dogs did yell; put 1 to sore, then sorel 
jumps from thicket; 60 
Or pricket sore, or else sorel; the people fall 
a-hooting. 
Ié sore be sore, then L to sore makes fifty sores 
one sorel. 3 
Of one sore I an hundred make by adding but 
one more L. 
Nath. A rare talent! 4 
Dull. fAsidel Tf a talent be a claw, look how 
he claws him with a talent. y 
‘Hol. This is a gift that 1 have, simple, 
simple; a foolish extravagant spirit, full of 
forms, figures, shapes, objects, ideas, appre- 
hensions, motions, revolutions: these are, begot 
in the ventricle of memory, nourished in the 
womb of pia mater, and delivered upon the 
mellowing of occasion. But the gift is good in 
ips in whom it is acute, and 1 am thankful 
or it. 
Wath. Sir, I praise the Lord for you: and so 
may my parishioners; for their sons are we 


The moon was a month old when 
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tutored by you, and their daughters profit very 
ereatly under you: you are a good member of 
the commonwealth, 79 

Hol. Mehercle, if their sons be ingenuous, 
they shall want no instruction; if their daughters 
be capable, I will put it to them: but vir sapit 
qui pauca loquitur; a soul feminine saluteth us. 


Enter JAQUENETTA and COSTARD. 

Jaq. God give you good morrow, master 
Parson. 

Hol. Master Parson, quasi pers-on. An if 
one should be pierced, which is the onc? . 

Cost, Marry, master schoolmaster, he that is 
likest to a hogshead. 

Hol. Piercing a hogshead! a good lustre of 
conceit in a turf of earth; fire enough for a flint, 
pearl enough foraswine: ’tis pretty; it is well. 

Jaq. Good master Parson, be so good as 
read me this letter: it was given me by Costard, 
and sent me from Don Armado: I beseech you, 
read it. 

Hol. ¥Fauste, precor gelida quando pecus 
omne sub umbra Ruminat,—and so forth. Ah, 
good old Mantuan! I may speak of thee as the 
traveller doth of Venice; 

Venetia, Venetia, 

Chi non ti vede non ti pretia. 100 
Old Mantuan, old Mantuan! who understandeth 
thee not, loves thee not. Ut, re, sol, la, mi, fa. 
Under pardon, sir, what are the contents? or 
rather, as Horace says in his—What, my soul, 
verses ? € 

Wath._ Ay, sir, and very learned. 

Hol. Let me hear a staff, a stanze, a verse; 
lege, domine. 

Nath. [reads] 

If love make me forsworn, how shall I swear 


to love? 
Ah, never faith could hold, if not to beauty 


w'd! 110 


vi ! 
Though to myself forsworn, to thee I'll faithful 


prove; 4 

Those thoughts to me were oaks, to thee like 
osiers bow’d. » < 

Study his bias leaves and makes his book thine 


eyes, 3 

Whiere all those pleasures live that art would 
comprehend : 

If knowledge be the mark, to know thee shall 


suffice ; 
Well learned is that tongue that well can thee 
commend, 5 
‘All ignorant that soul that sees thee without 
wonder; i 
peuicty is to me some praise that I thy parts 
admire: 
Thy eye Jove’s lightning bears, thy voice his 
dreadful thunder, ‘ Ki 
Which, not to anger bent, is music and sweet 
120 
Celestial as thou art, O, pardon love this Wrong, 
That sings heaven’s praise with such an earthly 
tongue. 
Hol. You find not the apostraphas, and so 
miss the accent: let me supervise the canzonet. 
Here are only numbers ratified; but, for the 


1 | elegancy, facility, and golden cadence of poesy, 
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caret, Ovidius Naso was the man: and why, 
indeed, Naso, but for smelling out, the odor- 
iferous flowers of fancy, the jerks of invention? 
Imitari is nothing: so doth the hound his 
master, the ape his keeper, the tired horse his 
rider. But, damosella virgin, was this directed 
to you? x * 

aq. Ay, sir, from one Monsieur Biron, one 
of the strange queen’s lords. Geer 

Hol. Iwill overglance the superscript: ‘To 
the snow-white hand of the most beauteous 
Lady Rosaline. I will look again on the in- 
tellect of the letter, for the nomination of the 

arty writing to the person written unto; ‘ Your 
adyship’s in all desired employment, Bron. 
Sir Nathaniel, this Biron is one of the votaries 
with the king; and here he hath framed a letter 
to a sequent of the stranger queen’s, which 
accidentally, or by the way of progression, hath 
miscarried. Trip and go, my sweet; deliver 
this paper into the royal hand of the king: it 
may concern much. Stay not thy compliment; 
I forgive thy duty: adieu. : 

Jaq. Good Costard, go with me. Sir, God 
save your life! F 150 

Cost. Have with thee, my girl. 

: [Exeunt Cost. and Jaq. 

Nath. Sir, you have done this in the fear of 
God, very religiously; and, as a certain father 
saith,— 

Hol. Sir, tell not_me of the father; I do fear 
colourable colours. But to return to the verses : 
did they please you, Sir Nathaniel? 

Nath. Marvellous well for the pen. 

Hol. I do dine to-day at the father’s of a 
certain pupil of mine; where, if, before repast, 
it shall please you to gratify the table with a 
grace, I will, on my privilege I have with the 
parents of the foresaid child or pupil, undertake 
your ben venuto; where I will prove those 
verses to be very unlearned, neither savouring 
of poetry, wit, nor invention: I beseech your 
society. 

Nath. And thank you too; for society, saith 
the text, is the happiness of life. = 

Hol. And, certes, the text most infallibly 
concludes it. [Zo Dud] Sir, I do invite you 
too; you shall not say me nay: pauca verba, 
Away! the gentles are at their game, and we 
will to our recreation. Exeunt. 


Scene IIL. The same. 
Enter Biron, with a paper. 


Biron. The king he is hunting the deer; I 
am coursing myself: they have pitched a toil ; 
Lam toiling in a pitch,—pitch that defiles : de- 
file! a foul word. Well, set thee down, sorrow! 
for so they say the fool said, and so say I, and 
I the fool: well proved, wit! By the Lord, this 
love is as mad as Ajax: it kills sheep; it kills 
me, I a sheep: well proved again o’ my side! I 
will not love: if I do, hang me; ? faith, I will 
not. _O, but her eye,—by this light, but for her 
eye, I would not love her ; yes, for her two eyes. 
Well, I do nothing in the world but lie, and lie 
in my throat. By heaven, I do love: and it 


hath taught me tagzhympand fAiPRBSEACHOIS 
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and here is part of my thyme, and here my 
melancholy. Well, she hath one o’ my sonnets 
already : the clown bore it, the fool sent it, and 
the lady hath it: sweet clown, sweeter fool, 
sweetest lady! By the world, I would not care 
a pin, if the other three were in. Here comes 
one with a paper ; God give him grace to groan! 

[Stands aside. 2: 


Enter the King, with a paper. 

King. Ay me! 

Biron. ee Shot, by heaven! Proceed, 
sweet Cupid: thou hast thumped him with thy 
bird-bolt, under the left pap. In faith, secrets i 

King [reads]. ; 

So sweet a kiss the golden sun gives not 

To those fresh morning drops upon the rose, 
As thy eye-beams, when their fresh rays have 

smote 

ane night of dew that on my cheeks down 

ows: 
Nor shines the silver moon one half so bright 30 

Through the transparent bosom of the deep, 
AS cor thy face through tears of mine give 

ight; 

Thou shinest in every tear that I do weep: 
No drop but as a coach doth carry thee; 

So ridest thou triumphing in my woe. 

Do but behold the tears that swellinme, 
aot they thy glory through my grief will 
ows 


show: 
But do not love thyself; then thou wilt keep 
My tears for glasses, and still make me weep. 
O queen of queens! how far dost thou excel, 40 
No thought can think, nor tongue of mortal tell. 
How shall she know my grieis? Ill drop the 


paper: 
Sweet leaves, shade folly. Whois he comes here? 
[Steps aside. 
What, Longaville! and reading! listen, ear. 
Biron. Now, in thy likeness, one more fool 
appear! 


Enter LONGAVILLE, with a paper. 


Long. Ay me, I am forsworn! i 
Biron. Why, he comes in like a perjure, 
wearing papers ad 
ing. In love, I hope: sweet fellowship in 
shame! 
Biron. One drunkard loves another of the 


name. 50 
Long. Am I the first that have been per- 
jured so? 
Biron. I could put theein comfort. Not by 
twothatI know: | 
Thou anaes the triumviry, the corner-cap of 
society, 
The shape of Love's Tyburn that hangs up 
simplicity. 
Long. I fear these stubborn lines lack power 
to move. 
O sweet Maria, empress of my love! _ 
These numbers will I tear, and write in prose. 
tvon, O, rhymes are guards on wanton 
_ Cupid’s hose: 
Disfigure not his slop. 
mY. This same shall go. [Reads. 


(Did 39igthekesyewlsarhgeatic of thine eye, 6 





Scene m1] 


Gainst whom the world cannot hold argu- 
ment, 
* Persuade my heart to this false perjury ? 
Vows for thee broke deserye not punishment. 
A woman I forswore ; but I will prove, 
Thou being a goddess, I forswore not thee: 
My vow was earthly, thou a heavenly love ; 
Thy grace being gain‘d cures all disgrace 
in me. 
Vows are but breath, and breath a vapour is: 
Then thou, fair sun, which on my earth dost 
shine, 
Exhalest this vapour-vow; in thee it is: 
Tf broken then, it is no fault of mine: 
If by me broke, what fool is not so wise 
To Jose an oath to win a paradise? 
Biron. ‘Chis is the liver-vein, which makes 
flesh a deity, 
A green goose a goddess: pure, pure idolatry, 
God amend us, God amend! we are much out 
o’ the way. 
Long. By whom shall I send this?—Com- 
pany! Sa 5 [Steps aside. 
Biron. Al hid, all hid; an old infant play. 
Like a demigod here sit I im the sky, 
‘And wretched fools’ secrets heedfully_o’er-eye. 
More sacl to the mill! O heavens, I have my 
wish: 81 


Enter DUMAIN, with a paper. 


Dumein transform’d! four woodcocks in adish! 
Dum. O most divine Kate! 
Biron. _O most profane coxcomb! 


jo 


Dum, y heaven, the wonderin a mortal eye! 

Biron. By earth, she is not, corporal, there 
you lie. 9 

‘Dum. Her amber hair for foul hath amber 
quoted. 

Bivon.. An amber-colour’d rayen was well 
noted. 

Dum, As upright as the cedar. 

Biron. 7 i Stoop, I say; 

Her shoulder is with child. r 
Dum. Asfairas day. 90 


Biron. Ay, as some days; but then no sun 
must shine. F 

Dum, O that Thad my wish! - : 

Long. : And I had mine! 

King. And I mine too, good Lord! 

Biron, Amen, sol had mine; is not that a 
good word ? 

Dum, would forget her; but a fever she 

Reigns in my blood and will remember'd be. 
Biron. A fever in your blood! why, then 


incision 
Would let her out in saucers: sweet misprision ! 
Dum. Once more 1’ll read the ode that 
haye writ. 
Biron. Once more I'll mark how love can 
vary wit. 100 
Dum. [reads] 
On a day—alack the day !— 
Love, bare month is ever May, 
Spied a blossom passing fair 
Playing in the wanton air: ‘ 
Through the velvet leaves the wind, 
All unseen, can passage find ; 
That the oye sick to death, 
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Wish himself the heaven's breath. 
Air, quoth he, thy cheeks inay blow; 
‘Air, would I might triumph so! 
But, alack, my hand is swomm 

Ne’er to pluck thee from thy thorn; 
Vow, alack, for youth unmeet, 
Youth so apt to pluck a sweet: 

Do not call it sin in me, 

That I am forsworn for thee; 

Thou for whom Jove would swear 
Juno but an wiehione were ; 

And deny himself for Joye, 

_ ‘Turning mortal for thy love. 120 
This will I send and something else more plain, 
That shall express my true love's fasting pain. 
0, would the king, Biron, and Longayille, 
Were lovers too! Ill, to example ill, 

Would from my forehead wipe a perjured note; 
For none offend where all alike do dote, 
Long. (advancing). Dumain, thy love is far 
from charity, , 
That in love's grief desirest society : 
You may look Ble Lshould blush, I know, 
To be o'erheard and taken napping so. 130 
King [advancing]. Come, sir, you blush ; as 
his your case is such ; 2 
You chide at him, offending twice as much ; 
You do not love Maria; Longaville 
Did never sonnet for her sake compile, 
Nor never lay his wreathed arms athwart 
His loving bosom to keep down his heart. 
T have been closely shrouded in this bush 
And madd you both and for you both did 
lush : 
I heard your guilty rhymes, observed your 


110 


fashion, : 
Saw sighs reek from you, noted well your 
passion : 149 


Ay me! says one; O Jove! the other cries; 
One, her hairs were gold, crystal the other's 


eyes: 
[Zo Long.] You would for paradise break faith 
and troth ; 
[Zo Dum.] And Jove, for your love, would 
infringe an oath. 
What will Biron say when that he shall hear 
Faith so infringed, which such zeal did swear? 
How will he scorn! how will he spend his wit! 
How will he triumph, leap and laugh at it! 
For all the wealth that ever I did see, 149 
T would not have him know so much by me. 
Biron. Now step I forth to whip hypocrisy. 
3 (Advancing. 
Ah, good my liege, I pray thee, pardon me! 
Good heart; what grace hast thou, thus to 
repro’ 


ve 
J | These worms for loving, that art most in love? 


Your eyes do make no coaches; in your tears 
‘There is no certain princess that appears; 
You'll not be perjured, ‘tis a hateful thing; 
Tush, none but minstrels like of sonneting! 
But are you not ashamed? nay, are you not, 
‘All three of you, to be thus much o’ershot? 160 
You found his mote; the king your mote did 


see; 
But I a beam do find in each of three. 
O, what a scene of foolery hayel seen, 
Of sighs, of groans, of sorrow and of teen! 
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O me, with what strict patience have I sat, 
To see a king transformed to a gnat? 
To see great Hercules whipping a gig, 
And profound Solomon to tune a jig, 
And Nestor play at push-pin with the boys, 
And critic Timon laugh at idle toys! 170 
Where lies thy grief, O, tell me, good Dumain ? 
And, gentle Longaville, where lies thy pain? 
And where my liege’s? all about the breast : 
A caudle, ho! Pot i 

King. __. Too bitter is thy jest. 
Are we betray’d thus to thy over-view ¢ 

Biron. Notyouto me, but I betray’d by you : 
I, that am honest; J, that hold it sin 
To break the vow I am engaged in ; 
Tam betray’d, by keeping company 
+ With men like men of inconstancy.. 180 
When shall you see me write a thing in rhyme? 
Or groan for love? or spend a minute's time 
In pruning me? When shall you hear that I 
Will praise a hand, a foot, a face, an eye, 
A gait, a state, a brow, a breast, a waist, 
A leg, a limb? : 

King. Soft! whither away so fast? 
A true man or a thief that gallops so ? 

Biron. I post from love: good lover, let 

me go. 


Enter TAQUENETTA and COSTARD. 


Jaq. God bless the king! 
ING. What present hast thou there? 
Cost. Some certain treason. 
King. _ What makes treason here? 
Cost. Nay, it makes nothing, sir. 
King. If it mar nothing neither, 
The treason and you go in peace away together. 
Jaq. I beseech your grace, let this letter 
be read: | 
Our parson misdoubts it ; twas treason, he said. 
King. Biron, read it over. 
. [Giving him the paper. 
Where hadst thou it? 
Jaq. Of Costard. 
King. Where hadst thou it? 
Cost. Of Dun Adramadio, Dun Adramadio. 
[Biron tears the letter. 
King. Hownow! what is in you? why dost 
thou tear it? “i 200 
Biron. A toy, my liege, a toy: your grace 
needs not fear it. 
Zong. It did move him to passion, and there- 
fore let’s hear it. a ae 
Dum. It is Biron’s writing, and here is his 
name, [Gathering up the pieces. 
- Biron. [Lo Costaurd] Ah, you whoreson 
loggerhead! you were born todo me shame. 
Guilty, my lord, guilty! I confess, I confess. 
King. What? 
Biron. That you three fools lack’d me fool 
to make up the mess: 
He, he, and you, and you, my liege, and I, _ 
Are pick-purses in love, and we deserve to die. 
O, dismiss this audience, and I ghall tell you 
210 


190 


more. 
Dum. Now the number is even. 
Biron, True, true; we are four. 
Will these turtles be gone? 


King. CC-0 K 
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[Act ry 


Cost. Walk aside the true folk, and let the 
traitors stay. 


[Exewnt Costard and Jaquenetta, * 


Biron. Sweet lords, sweet lovers, O, let ug 
embrace! 
As true we are as flesh and blood can be: 
The sea will ebb and flow, heaven show his face: 
Young blood doth not obey an old decree: ” 
We cannot cross the cause why we were born Q 
Therefore of all hands must we he forsworn. 
King. What, did these rent lines show some 
love of thine? 220 
Biron. Did they, quoth you? Who sees the 
heavenly Rosaline, 
That, like a rude and savage man of Ind, 
At the first opening of the gorgeous cast, 
Bows not his vassal head and strucken blind 
Kisses the base ground with obedient breast? 
What peremptory eagle-sighted eye 
Dares look upon the heaven of her brow, 
That is not blinded by her majesty ? 
King. What zeal, what fury hath inspired 
thee now? | ‘ 

My love, her mistress, is a gracious moon; 230 
she an attending star, scarce seen a light. 
Biron. My eyes are then no eyes, nor 1 Biron: 

O, but for my love, day would turn to night! 
Of all complexions the cull’d sovereignty 

Do meet, as at a fair, in her fair check, 
Where several worthies make one dignity, 

Where nothing wants that want itself doth 


seek. 

Lend me the flourish of all gentle tongues,— 
Fie, painted rhetoric! O, she needs it not: 

To things of sale a seller’s praise belongs, _ 240 
She passes praise ; then praise too short doth 


106. 

A wither'd hermit, five-score winters worn, 
Might shake off fifty, looking in her eye: 

Beauty doth varnish age, as if new-born, 

Ant sives the crutch the cradle’s infancy: 

O, "tis the sun that maketh all things shine. 
King. By heayen, thy love is black as ebony. 
tron. Is ebony like her? O wood divine! 
A wife of such wood were felicity. 

O, who can give an oath? where is a book? 250 
That I may swear beauty doth beauty lack, 

If that she learn not of her eye tolook: * 

No face is fair that is not full so black. 
King. O paradox! Black is the Dacia of hell; 
The hue of dungeons and the suit of night; 

And Reauiyis crest becomes the heavens well. 
Biron. Devils soonest tempt, resembling 

_ Spirits of light. 

O, if in black my lady’s brows be deck’d, 

It mourns that painting and usurping hair 

Should ravish doters with a false aspect ;_ 260 
And therefore is she born to make black fair. 

Her favour turns the fashion of the days, 

For native blood is counted painting now ; 

And therefore red, that would avoid dispraise, 
Paints itself black, to imitate her brow. 

Dine me look like her are chimney-sweepers 

lac 
Hi eel since her time are colliers counted 
_ bright. A 
King. And Ethiopes of their sweet complexion. 
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Dum, Dark needs no candles now, for dark 
is light. i 
Biron. Your mistresses dare never come in 
rain, F 270 
For fear their colours should be wash’d away. 
King. "Iwere good, yours did; for, sir, to tell 
you plain, , 
rit find a fairer face not wash'd to-day. 
Biron. I'll prove her fair, or talk till doomsday 


Of beauty’s tutors have enrich’d you with? 

Other slow arts entirely keep the brain ; 

And therefore, finding barren practisers, 

Scarce show a harvest of their heavy toil: 

But love, first learned ina, lady’s eyes, 

Lives not alone immured in the brain ; 

But, with the motion of all elements, 

Courses as swift as thought in every power, 330 

And gives to every power a double power, 

Above their functions and their offices.’ 

It adds a precious seeing to the cye; 

‘A lover's eyes will gaze an eagle blind ; 

A lover's ear will hear the lowest sound, 

When the suspicious head of theft is stopp’d : 

Love's feeling is more soft and sensible 

Than are the tender horns of cockled snails; _ 

Love's poneue proves dainty Bacchus gross in 
aste : 

For valour, is not Love a Hercules 340 

Still climbing trees in the Hesperides? 

Subtle as Sphinx ; as sweet and musical | 

As bright Apollo's lute, strung with his hair; 

‘And when Love speaks, the voice of all the 












































here. 
Ki ng No devil will fright thee then so much 
as she. 
Dum. Inever knew man hold vile stuff so dear, 
Long. Look, here’s thy love: my foot and 
_ her face see. 
Biron. O, if the streets were paved with thine 
eyes, 
Her feet were much too dainty for such tread ! 
Dum, O vile! then, as she goes, what upward 


lies 2 
The street should see as she walk’d overhead. 
King. But what of this? are we not all in love? 
Biron. Nothing so sure; and thereby all 


_ forsworn. ' 4 gods 
King. Then leave this chat; and, good Biron, | Make heaven drowsy with the harmony. 
now prove Never durst poet touch a pen to write 


Our loving lawful, and our faith not torn. __ 
Dum. ioe marry, there; some flattery for this 
evil. 
Long. O, some authority how to proceed ; 
Some tricks, some quillets, how to cheat the 


Until his ink were temper'd with Love’s sighs; 
O, then his lines would ravish savage ears 
And plant in tyrants mild humility, 
From women’s es this doctrine I derive: 350 
They sparkle still the right Promethean fire ; 
They are the books, the arts, the academes, 
That show, contain and nourish all the world: 
Else none at all in aught proves excellent. 
Then fools you were these women to forswear, 
Or keeping what is sworn, you will prove fouls. 
Yor wisdom’s sake, a word that all men love, 
Or for love’s sake, a word that loves all men, 
Or for men’s sake, the authors of these women, 
Or women’s sake, by whom we men are men, 
Let us once lose our oaths to find ourselves, 
Or else we lose ourselves to keep our oaths. 
It is religion to be thus forsworn, 
For charity itself fulfils the law, 
‘And who can sever love from charity? : 
King. Saint Cupid, then! and, soldiers, to 
the field! 
Biron. Adyance your standards, and upon 
them, lords; 
Pell-mell, down with them! but be first advised, 
Tn conflict that you get the sun of them. 
‘Long. Now to plain-dealing; lay these 
plozes by: : 37° 
Shall we resolve to woo these girls of France? 
King. ‘And win them too: therefore let us 
evise 
Some entertainment for them in their tents. 
Biron. First, from the park let us conduct 
them thither; 
Then homeward every man attach the hand 
Of his fair mistress; in the afternoon 
We will with some strange pastime solace them, 
Such as the shortness of the time can shape; 
Tor revels, dances, masks and merry-hours 
Forerun ‘air Love, strewing her way with 
lowers. 


devil. ; 

Dum. Some salve for perjury. 

Biron. *1%s more than need. 
Have at you, then, affection’s men at arms. 290 
Consider what you first did swear unto, 

To fast, to study, and to sce no woman; 
Flat treason ’gainst the kingly state of youth. 
Say, can you fast? your stomachs are too young; 
‘And abstinence engenders maladies. 
‘And where that you have vow’d to study, lords, 
In that each of you have forsworn his book, 
Can you still dream and pore and thereon look? 
For when would you, my lord, or you, or you, 
Have found the ground of study’s excellence 
Without the beauty of a woman's face? —_3or 
[Brom women’s eyes this docirine I derive; 
hey are the ground, the books, the academes 
ee whence ‘doth spring the true Promethean 
re, : ‘ 
Why, universal plodding poisons up 
The nimble spirits in the arteries, 
‘As motion and long-during action tires 
The sinewy vigour of the traveller, 
Now, for not looking on a woman's face, 
You have in that forsworn the use of eyes 310 
‘And study too, the causer of your vow; 
For where is any author in the world 
Teaches such beauty as a woman’s eye? 
Learning is butan adjunct to ourself, 
‘And where we are our learning likewise is: 
Then when ourselves we see in ladies’ eyes, 
Do we not likewise see our learning there? 
O, we have made a vow to. study, lords, 
And in that vow we have foreyorn our books. # 
For when would you, my liege, or you, or you, u _ 380 
In leaden wot emolation havefound out | 32:| King. Away, away! notime shall be omitted 
Such fiery numbers as the prompting eyes That will betime, and may by us be fitted. 
Cc 
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Biron. Alfons! allons! 
no corn} 7 
And justice always whirls in equal measure : 
Light wenches may prove plagues to men for- 
« sworn; 
If so, our copper buys no better treasure. 
[Exeunt. 


Sow'd cockle reap’d 


ACT Y. 
Scenu I. Zhe same. 


Enter HOLOFERNES, SiR NATHANIEL, and 
Dutt. 


Hol. Satis quod sufficit. 

Nath, I praise God for you, sir: your reasons 
at dinner have been sharp and sententious: 
pleasant without scurtility, witty without affec- 
tion, audacious without impudency, learned 
without opinion, and strange without heresy. 
I did converse this quondam day with a com- 
panion of the Jeng Sloe intituled, nominated, 
or called, Don Adriano de Armado. _ 9 

Hol. Novi hominem tanquam te : his humour 
is lofty, his discourse peremptory, his tongue 
filed, his eye ambitious, his gait majestical, and 
his general behaviour vain, ridiculous, and 
thrasonical. He is too picked, too spruce, too 
affected, too odd, as it were, too peregrinate, as 
Imaycallit. | : i 

Nath. A ‘most era and choice epithet. 

[Draws out his table-book. 

Hol. He draweth out the thread of his ver- 
bosity finer than the staple of his argument. I 
abhor such fanatical phantasimes, such insoci- 
able and point-devise companions; such rackers 
of orthography, as to speak dout, fine, when he 
should say doubt; det, when he should pro- 
nounce debt,—d, e, b, t, not d, e, t: he clepeth 
a calf, cauf; half, hauf; neig! hbour yocatur 
nebour; neigh abbreviated ne. ‘This is ab- 
hominable,—which he would call abbominable: 
it insinuateth tme of insanie: anne intelligis, 
domine? to make frantic, lunatic. 

Nath. _Laus Deo, bene intelligo. 1° 

Hol. Bon, bon, fort bon! Priscian a little 
scratched, ‘twill serve. 

Nath, Videsne quis venit? 

Hol. Video, et gaudeo. 


Enter ARMADO, Motu, and CosTarv. 


Arm. Chirrah! [Zo Moth. 

Hol. Quare'chirrah, not sirrah? 

Arm. _Men of peace, well encountered. 

Hol. Most military sir, salutation. 

Moth. [Aside to'Costurd| They have been 
at a great feast of languages, and stolen the 


scraps. 40 

Cost. _O, they have lived long on the alms- 
basket of words. I maryel thy master hath not 
eaten thee for a word; for thou art not so long 
by the head as honorificabilitudinitatibus: thou 
art easier swallowed than a flap-dragon. 

Moth. Peace! the peal begins. 

Arm. [To Hol.] Monsieur, are you not 
retro, he teaches i 

oth. es, yes; he teaches boys the horn- 

book. What isa, byspelt backward, with the 
horn on his head? 
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Hol. Ba, pueritia, with a horn added, 

Moth. Ba, most silly sheep with a horn, 
You hear his learning. 

Hol. Quis, quis, thou consonant? 

Moth, The third of the five vowels, if you 
repeat them; or the fifth, if I. 

Hol. I will repeat them,—a, e, i,— 

Moth, The sheep: the other two concludes 
it,—o, u. 60 

Arm. Now, by the salt waye of the Mediter- 
raneum, a sweet touch, a quick venue of wit! 
snip, snap, quick and home! it rejoiceth my 
intellect: true wit! z 

Moth. Offered by a child toan old man; 
which is wit-old. 

Hol, What is the figure? what is the figure? 

Moth, Horns. : 

Hol. Thou disputest like an infant: go, whip 
thy Es: 7° 
Afoth. Lend me your horn to make one, and 
L will whip about your infamy circum circa,—a 
gig of a cuckold’s horn. ¢ 

Cost. An I had but one penny in the world, 
thou shouldst have it to buy gingerbread: hold, 
there is the very remuneration I had of thy 
master, thou_halfpenny purse of wit, thou 
pigeon-egg of discretion. O, an the heavens 
were so pleased that thou wert but my bastard, 
what a joyful father wouldst thou make me! 
Go to; thou hast it ad dunghill, at the fingers’ 
ends, as they say. 4 

Hol. O, I smell false Latin; dunghill for 
unguem. 

Arm. Arts-man, preambulate, we will be sin- 
guled from the barbarous. Do you not educate 
youth at the charge-house on the top of the 
mountain? - 

Hol. Or mons, the hill. 

Arm. At your sweet pleasure, for the 
mountain. 

Hol. 1 do, sans question. or 

Arm. Sir, itis the king’s most sweet pleasure 
and affection to congratulate the rincess at her 
pavilion in the posteriors of this day, which the 
rude multitude call the afternoon. 

_ Hol. The posterior of the day, most generous 
sir, is liable, congruent and measurable for the 
afternoon : the word is well culled, chose, sweet 
and apt, I do assure you, sir, I do assure. 99 

Arm. Sir, the king is anoble gentleman, and 
my familiar, I do assure ye, very good friend; 
for what is inward between us, let it pass. I do 
beseech thee, remember thy courtesy ; I beseech 
thee, apparel thy head: and among other im- 
portant and most serious designs, and of great 
import indeed, too, but let that pass: for I must 
tell thee, it will please his grace, by the world, 
sometime to lean upon my poor shoulder, ‘and 
with his royal finger, thus, dally with my ‘excre- 
ment, with my mustachio ; but, sweet heart, let 
that pass. By the world, I recount no fable: 
some certain special honours it pleaseth his 
greatness to impart to Armado, a soldier, aman 
of travel, that hath seen the world; but let that 
ee The very all of all is,—but, ‘sweet heart, I 

lo implore secrecy,—that the king would have 
me present the princess, sweet chuck, with some 
i p OF pageant, ‘or 





Scmnz I] 


antique, or firework. Now, understanding that 
the curate and your sweet self are good at such 
eruptions and sudden breaking out of mirth, as 
it were, Lhave acquainted you withal, to the end 
to crave your assistance. 

Hol. ‘Sir, you shall present before her the 
Nine Worthies. Sir, as concerning some enter- 
tainment of time, some show in the posterior of 
this day, to be rendered by our assistants, at 
the king’s command, and this most gallant, 
illustrate, and learned gentleman, before the 

rincess ; L say none so fit as to present the 

ine Worthies. = 130 

Nath. Where will you find men worthy 
enough to present them? 

‘Hol. *Joshua, yourself; myself and this gal- 
lant gentleman, Judas Maccabeus ; this swain, 
because of his great limb or joint, shall pass 
Pompey the Great ; the page, Hercules,— 

‘Arm. Pardon, sir; error: he is not quantity 
enough for that Worthy’s thumb: he is not so 
pig as the end of his club. 139 

Hol. * Shall I have audience? he shall present 
Hercules in minority: his enter and exit shall be 
strangling a snake; and I will have an apology 
for that purpose. ‘ s 

Moth, An excellent device! so, if any of the 
audience hiss, you may cry ‘ Well done, Hercu- 
les! now thou crushest the snakel’ that is the 
way to make an offence gracious, though few 
have the grace to do it. rf 

Arm, For the rest of the Worthies *— 

Hol. Iwill play three myself. 

Moth. Thrice-worthy gentleman! 

‘Arm. Shall I tell you a thing? 

Hol. We attend. a 

Arm. We will have, if this fadge not, an an- 
tique. I beseech you, follow. 
ol. Via, goodman Dull! thou hast spoken 
no word all this while. a E 

‘Dull. Nor understood none neither, sir. 

Hol. Allons! we will employ thee. 

Dull. ll make one in a dance, or 80; Or I 

will play , 160 
On the tabor to the Worthies, and let them 
dance the hay. 

Hol. Most dull, honest Dull! To our sport, 

away | [Exeunt. 


150 


Sorne I. Lhe'same. 


Enter the Princess, KATHARINE, ROSALINE, 
and Manis. 


Prin. Sweet hearts, we shall be riclt ere we 


depart, pee es 
If fairings come thus plentifully in: 
‘A lady wall'd about with diamonds! 
Look you what J have from the loving king. 
eos Madame, came nothing else along with 
that? 
Prin. Nothing but this! yes, as much love 
in rhyme 4 
‘As would be cramnr'd up in a sheet of paper, 
Writ o’ both sides the leaf, margent an: all, 
That he was fain to seal on Cupid's name. 
‘Ros, That was the way to make his godhead 
10 


wax, 
Tor he hath been ue thousand years a boy. 
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Kath. Ay, and a shrewd unhappy gallows 


too. 
Ros. You'll ne’er be friends with him; 2 
kill'd your sister, 
Kath. He made her melancholy, 
neva 
‘And so she died : had she been light, like you, 
Of such a merry, nimble, stirring spirit, 
She might ha’ been a grandam ere she died : 
‘And so may you; for a light heart lives long. 
Ros. What’s your dark meaning, mouse, of 
thislight word? |, 
Kath. A light condition in a beauty dark. 20 
Ros. We need more light to find your mean- 


ing out. 
Kath. You'll mar the light by taking it in 


snuff; 
Therefore I'll darkly end the argument. 
Ros. Look, what you do, you do it still i’ the 


sad, and 


dark. 

Kath. So do not you, for you are a light 
wench. 

Tia ndees I weigh not you, and therefore 
ight. 

Kath. You weigh me not? O, that’s you 
care not for me. si 

Ros. Great reason; for ‘past cure 1s still 
past care.” ss 

Prin. Well bandied both; a set of wit well 
play’d. 


But, Rosaline, you have a favour too: 
Who sent it? and what is it? 

Ros. T would you knew: 
An if my face were but as fair as yours, _ 
My favour were as great; be witness this. 
Nay, I have verses too, T thank Biron : 5 
The numbers true; and, were the numbering 


go 


too, 
I were the fairest goddess on the ground : 
T am compared to twenty thousand fairs. 
O, he hath drawn my picture in his letter! 
Prin. Any thing like? 
Ros. _ Muc! 
praise. ~ , 4° 
Prin. Beauteous as ink; a good conclusion. 
Kath. Fair asa text Bina copy-book. 
Ros. Ware pencils, ho! let me not die your 


in the letters; nothing in the 


debtor, | 
My red dominical, my golden letter: | 
O that your face were not so full of O's! 
Kath. A pox of that jest! and I beshrew all 


shrows. 3 
Prin. But, Katharine, what was sent to you 
from fair Dumain? 
Kath. Madam, this glove. : 
Prin. Did he not send you twain? 
Kath. Yes, madam, and moreover 
Some thousand verses of a faithful lover, 
‘A huge translation of hypocrisy, 
Vilely compiled, profound simplicity. 
Mar., This and these pearls to me sent Lon- 


aville : 
The letter is too long by half a mile. Fe 
Prin. Ithink no less. Dost thou not wish 
in heart 
The chain were longer and the letter short? 
Mar. Ay, or I would these hands might 
never part. 


5° 
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A better speech was never spoke before ; 
Another, with his finger and his thumb, 
Cried, ‘Vial we will do’t, come what will 
come}; 
The third he caper’d, and cried, ‘ All goes well 2? 
The fourth turn’d on the toe, and down he fell, 
With that, they all did tumble on the ground, 
With such a zealous laughter, so profound, 
Lhat in this spleen ridiculous appears, 
‘Lo check their folly, passion’s solemn tears, 
Prin. But what, but what, come they to 
visit us? 
Bove They do, they do; and are apparell’d 
hus, 
Like Muscovites or Russians, as I guess, 
Their purpose is to parle, to court and dance; 
And every one his love-feat will advance 
Unto his several mistress, which theyll know 
By favours several which they did bestow. 
LAs, fee will they so? the gallants shall be 
task’d ; 


Prin. Weare wise girls to mock our lovers so. 
Ros. ‘They are worse fools to purchase mock- 

















110 


ing so. 
That same Biron I'll torture ere I go: 60 
O that I knew he were but in by the week ! 
How I would make him fawn and beg and seek 
And wait the season and observe the times 
And spend his prodigal wits in bootless rhymes 
And shape his service wholly to my hests 
And el e him proud to make me proud that 
jests! x : 

180 perttaunt-like would I o'ersway his state 
That he should be my fool and I his fate. 

Prin. N one are so.surely caught, when they 


are catch’d, Sees i 
As wit turn’d fool : folly, in wisdom hatch’d, 70 
Hath wisdom’s warrant and the help of school 
And wit’s own grace to grace a learned fool. _ 
Ros. The blood of youth burns not with 
such excess 
As gravity’s revolt to wantonness. 'd; ; 
‘Mar, ‘olly in fools bears not so strong a| For, ladies, we will every one be mask’d; 
And not a man of them shall have the grace, 
petits of suit, to see a lady’s face. 
Hold, Rosaline, this favour thou shalt wear, 130 
And then the king will court thee for his dear ; 
Hold, take thou this, my sweet, and give me 


note 
As foolery in the wise, when wit doth dote; 
Since all the power thereof it doth apply 
To prove, by wit, worth in simplicity. " 
Prin. Here comes Boyet, and mirth is in his 


ae : SS ct li 
0 shall Biron take me for Rosaline. 
Enter Boyer. z And change you favours too; so shall your loves 
Boyet. O, I am stabb’d with laughter! | Woo contrary, deceived by these removes, 
Where’s her grace? 80 ‘os. Come on, then; wear the favours most 
Prin. Thy news, Boyet? in sight. ‘ 
Boyet. :Prepare, madam, prepare! Kath. But in this changing what is your 


Arm, wenches, arm! encounters mounted are intent? 


noes Your peace: Love doth approach dis- ae The effect of my intent is to cross 
guised, theirs : 
Armed in arguments; you'll be surprised : They do it but in mocking merriment ; 


Muster your wits ; stand in your own defence ; 
Or hide your heads like cowards, and fly hence. 
LG, Saint Denis to Saint Cupid! What 
are they 
That charge their breath against us? say, scout, 


And mock for mock is only my intent. 140 
Their several counsels they unbosom shall 

Lo loves mistook, and so be mock’d withal 

U upon the next occasion that we meet, 

With visages display’d, to talk and greet. 


say. Ros. But shall we dance, if they desire us 
Boyet. Under the cool shade of a sycamore to’t? 


I thought to close mine eyes some half an hour; 

‘When, lo! to interrupt my purposed rest, 

Toward that shade I might behold addrest 

The king and his companions: warily 

I stole into a neighbour thicket by, 

And overheard what you shall overhear ; 

That, by and by, disguised they will be here. 
heir herald is a pretty knavish page, 

That well by heart hath conn’d his embassage : 

Action and accent did they teach him there; 

‘Thus must thou speak,’ and ‘thus thy body 

bear :’ x00 


Prin. No, to the death, we will not move a 


‘oot ; 
Nor to their penn’d speech render we no grace, 
But while *tis spoke each turn away her face. 
Boyet. Why, that contempt will, kill the 
speaker's heart, E 
And quite divorce his memory from his part. ee 
Prin. Therefore I do it; and I make no doubt 
The rest will ne’er come in, if he be out. B 
here’s no such sport as sport by sport o’er- 
thrown, | 
Lo make theirs ours and ours none but our own: 
So shall we stay, mocking intended game, 
they, well mocl’d, depart away with shame. 
[Trumpets sound within. 
Boyet, The trumpet sounds : be mask’d ; the 
maskers come. [Lhe Ladies mask. 


Enter Blackamoors with music ; Morn; the 
shoulder, King, Boy, Loncavinir, and DUMATN, 
Making the bold wag by their praises bolder: tn Russian habits, and masked. 

One rubb’d his elbow thus, and fleer'd and Moth. All hail, the richest beauties on the 


swore i t 
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And ever and anon they made a doubt 
sence majestical would put him out; 
‘For,’ quoth the king, ‘an angel shalt thou see ; 
Yet fear not thou, but speak audaciously.’ 
he boy replied, ' An angel is not evil 5 
should have fear'd her had she been a devil.’ 
With that, all laugh’d and clapp’d him on the 


] 
| 
| 





ScnNE 11] 


Boyet. Beauties no richer than rich taffeta. 
Moth. A holy parcel of the fairest dames 160 
[Lhe Ladies twn their backs to him. 
‘That ever turn’d their—backs—to mortal views ! 
Biron. [Aside to Moth] Their eyes, villain, 
their eves, 
Moth. That ever turn’d their eyes to mortal 
views !— 
Out— 
Boyct. True; out indeed. 
Moth. Out of your favours, heavenly spirits, 
vouchsafe 
Not to behold— 
Biron. [Aside to Moth] Once to behold, 


rogue. 
Moth. Once to behold with your sun-beamed 
eyes, 
—with your sun-beamed eyes— 169 
Boyet. ‘They will not answer to that epithet ; 
You were best call it ‘daughter-beamed eyes.’ 
Moth. They donot mark me, and that brings 


me out. 
Biron. Is this your perfectness? be gone, 
you rogue! [Lait Moth. 


Ros. What would these strangers? know their 
minds, Boyet: 
Tf they do speak our language, ’tis our will 
hat some plain man recount their purposes : 
Ixnow what they would. 
Boyet. What would you with the princess? 
Biers Nothing but peace and gentle visita- 
‘ion. 
Ros. What would they, say they? 180 
Boyet. Nothing but peace and gentle visita- 


tion. 

Ros. Why, that they have; and bid them so 
be gone. . 

Boyet. She says, you have it, and you may 


je gone. 
Ki ing: Say to her, we have measured many 
miles 
To tread a measure with her on this grass. 
Boyet. They say, that they have measured 
many a mile E i 
To tread a measure with you on this grass. 
Ros. It is not so. Ask them how many 
inches 
Is in one mile: if they have measured many, 
The measure then of one is easily told. 190 
Boyet. If to come hither you have measured 


miles, 
And many miles, the princess bids you tell 
How many inches doth fill up one mile. 
Biron. Tell her, we measure them by weary 


steps. 
Boyet. She hears herself. 
Ros. s How many weary steps, 
Of many weary miles you haye o'ergone, 
Are number in the travel of one mile? 
‘Biron. We number nothing that we spend 


foryou: , ie 
Our duty is so rich, so infinite, 
That we may do it still without accompt. 200 
Vouchsafe to show the sunshine of your face, 
That we, like savages, may worship it. 
Ros. Ar face is but a moon, an‘ clouded too. 
King. blessed are clouds, to do as such 


clouds do! 
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pMouchsafe, bright moon, and these thy stars, to 
shine, 
Those clouds removed, upon our watery eyne. 
Ros. O vain petitioner! beg a greater matter ; 
Thou now request’st but moonshine in the 
water. 
King. ‘Then, in our measure do but vouch- 
safe one change. 3% 
Thou bid’st me beg : this begging is not strange. 
Ros. Play, music, then! Nay, you must do 
it soon. [Alusie plays. 2x1 
Not yet! no dance! Thus change I like the 


moon. 
King. Willyou not dance? How come you 
thus estranged ? 
Ros. You took the moon at full, but now 
she’s changed. . 
King. Yetstill sheis the moon, and I the man. 
The music plays; vouchsafe some motion to it. 


Ros. Our ears vouchsafe it. , 
King. But your legs should do it. 
Ros. Since you are strangers and come here 
by chance, _ d 
wou! not be nice: take hands, We will not 
ance. 


King. Why take we hands, then? 
Ros. Only to part friends: 220 
Curtsy, sweet hearts ; and so the measure ends. 
‘King. More measure of this measure; be 
not nice. z 
Ros. We can afford no more at such a price. * 
King. Prize you yourselves: what buys your 
company 
Ros. Your absence only. 
King. That can never be. 
Ros. Then cannot we be bought: and so, 
adieu; . 
Twice to your visor, and half once to you. 
King. If you deny to dance, let’s hold more 


chat. 
Ros. Tn private, then. 2 
King. Iam best pleased with that. 
" They converse apart. 
Biron. White-handed mistress, one sweet 


word with thee. : 230 
Prin. Honey, and milk, and sugar; there 


is three. - 
Biron, Nay then, two treys, and if you grow 


so nice, 
Metheglin, wort, and malmsey : well run, dice! 
There’s half-a-dozen sweets. 
Prin. Seventh sweet, adieu : 
Since you can cog, I’ll play no more with you. 
Biron. One word in secret. 
Prin. Let it not be sweet. 
Biron. Thou grievest my gall 
Prin. Gall! bitter. 
Biron. Therefore meet. 


[Lhey converse apart. 
Dum. Will you vouchsafe with me to hanes 


a word? é 
Mar. Name it. 
Dum. Fair lady,— 


Mar. Say youso? Fair lord,— 
Take that for your fair aay 
Dum. | 2 Please it you, 
As much in private, and Ill bid adieu. 
(They converse apart. 


240 
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Kath. What, was your vizard made without] Kath. And Longaville was for my service 
a tongue? born. 


Long. Lknow the reason, lady, why you ask. 


ie h. O for your reason! quickly, sir; 

ong. hess 

Long. You have a double tongue within 
‘our mask, 


And would afford my speechless vizard half. 
‘ath. Veal, quoth the Dutchman. Is not 
“veal? a calf? * 

Long. <A calf, fair lady! 


Kath. No, a fair lord calf. 
Long. Let’s part the word. 
Kath. No, I'll not be your half: 


Take all, and wean it; it may prove an ox. 250 
Long. Look, how you butt yourself in these 
sharp mocks ! 
Will you give horns, chaste lady? do not so. 
Kath. Then die a calf, before your horns do 
grow. 3 
Long. Oneword in private with you,ere I die. 
Kath, Beat softly then; the butcher hears 


you cry. [ahey converse apart. 
Boyet. The tongues of mocking wenches are 
as keen 


As is the razor’s edge invisible, 
Cutting a smaller hair than may be seen, 
Above the sense of sense; so sensible. 
Seemeth their conference ; their conceits have 
wings 260 
*Fleeter than arrows, bullets, wind, thought, 
swifter things. i 
Ros. Not one word more, my maids; break 
off, break off. : 
Bene By heaven, all dry-beaten with pure 
sco. 
King. Farewell, mad wenches; you have 
simple wits. __ Be 
Prin. Twenty adieus, my frozen Muscovits. 
[Ezeunt King, Lords, and Blackumoors. 
Are these the breed of wits so wonder'd at? 
Boyeit. Tapers they are, with your sweet 
breaths puft’d out. 
cee, We -liking wits they have ;-gross, gross; 
‘at, fat. 
Prin. O poverty in wit, kingly-poor flout ! 
Will they not, think you, hang themselves to- 
night? ss : 270 
Or ever, but in vizards, show their faces? 
This pert Biron was out of countenance quite. 
Ros, O, they were all in Jamentable cases ! 
The king was Treeping ripe for a good word. 
Prin. Biron did swear himself out of all suit. 
Mar. Dumain was at my service, and his 


sword ; 
No point, quoth I; my servant straight was 


mute. 2 
Kath. Lord Longaville said, I came o’er his 


heart ; 
And trow you what he call’d me? 
Prin. Qualm, perhaps. 


Kath. Yes, in good faith. 
Prin. (xo, sickness as thou art! 280 
Ros. Well, better wits have worn plain sta- 
tute-caps. 
But will you hear? the king is my loye sworn. 
Prin. And quick Biron hath plighted faith 
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Mar. Dumain is mine, as sure as bark on 
tree. 
Boyet. Madam, and pretty mistresses, give 


ear: 
Immediately they will again be here 
In their own shapes ; for it can never be 
They will digest this harsh indignity. 
Prin. Will they return? a 
Boyet. They will, they will, God knows, 
And leap for joy, though they are lame with 


lows: 201 
Therefore change favours; and, when they re- 
pair, . . 
Blow like sweet roses in this summer air, 
Prin. How blow? how blow? speak to be 
understood. 
Boyet. Fair ladies mask’d are roses in their 


bud; 
Dismask’d, their damask sweet commixture 
shown, 
Are angels vailing clouds, or roses blown. 
Prin, Ayaunt, perplexity! What shall we 


0, 
If they return in their own shapes to woo? 
Ros. Good madam, if by me you’ll be advised, 
Let’s mock them still, as well known as dis: 
guised : 3or 
Let us complain to them what fools were here, 
Disguised like Muscovites, in shapeless gear ; 
And wonder what they were and to what end 
Their shallow shows and prologue vilely penn’d 
And their rough carriage so ridiculous, 
Should be presented at our tent to us. 
Ee Ladies, withdraw : the gallants are at 
hand. 
Prin. Whip to our tents, as roes run o’er land. 
(Zzeunt Princess, Rosaline, Katharine, 
and Maria. 


Re-enter the King, Brron, LoNGAVILLE, and 
DuMALIN, in their proper habits. 
King. Fair sir, God save you! Where’s the 
princess? 
Boyet. Gone to her tent. 
majesty 
Command me any service to her thither? 
King. That she vouchsafe me audience for 
one word. 
Boyet. I will; and so will she, I knows, my 
ord. CU, 
Biron. This fellow pecks up wit as pigeons 
ati? a 4 
And utters it again when God doth please: 
He is wit’s pedler, and retails his wares t 
At wakes and wassails, meetings, markets, fairs} 
And we that sell by gross, the Lord doth know, 
Haye not the grace to grace it with such show. 
This patent pins the wenches on his sleeve ; 32" 
Had he been Adam, he had tempted Jive ; 
A’ can carve too, and lisp: why, this is he 
That kiss’d his hand away in courtesy ; 
This is the ape of form, monsieur the nice, 
That, when he plays at tables, chides the dice 
In honourable terms: nay, he can sing 
A. mean most meanly: and in ushering 
How¢ies call him sweets 
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The stairs, as he treads on them, kiss his feet : 
This is the flower that smiles on every one, 33: 
To show his teeth as white as whale’s bone; 
And consciences, that will not die in debt, 
Pay him the due of honey-tongued Boyet. 
King. A Diister on his sweet tongue, with 
my heart, 
That put Armado’s page out of his part! 
Biron. See where itcomes! Behaviour, what 
wert thou 
Till this madman show'd thee? and what art 
thou now? 


Re-enter the Princess, ushered by Boyer; 
RosALing, Mania, and KATHARINE. 


King. Allhail, sweet madam, and fair time of 


BN aa ae 9 
Prin. ‘Fair’ in ‘all hail’ is foul, as I Conceive 
King, Construemy speeches better, if you may. 
Prin. Then wish me better; I will give you 
_ leave. ? 
King. We came to visit you, and purpose now 
To lead you to our court; vouchsafe it then, 
Prin. This field shall hold me; and so hold 
your vow: " 5 
Nor God, nor I, delights in perjured men. 
ae Rebuke me not for that which you pro- 
voke: 
The virtue of your eye must break my oath. 
Prin. You nickname virtue: vice you should 
have spoke; 
For virtue's office never breaks men’s troth. 
Now by my maiden honour, yet as pure — 351 
‘As the unsullied lily, J protest, 
A world of torments though I should endure, 
I would not yield to be your house's guest ; 
So much I hate a breaking cause to be 
Of heavenly oaths, vow’d with integrity. 
King. O, you have lived in desolation here, 
Unseen, unvisited, much to our shame. 
Prin. Not so, my lord; it is not so, I swear; 
We have had pastimes here and pleasant 
game: 360 
‘A mess of Russians left us but of late. 
King. How, madam! Russians! 
Prin. ‘Ay, in truth, my lord; 
Trim gallants, full of courtship and of state. 
Ros. Madam, speak true. It is not so, my 


lord: 
My lady, to the manner of the days, 
Tn courtesy gives undeserving praise. 
We four indeed confronted were with four 
In Russian habit: here they stay’d an hour, 
‘And talk’d apace; and in that hour, my lord, 
They did not bless us with one happy word. 370 
I dare not call them fools; but this I think, 
Wen they are thirsty, fools would fain have 
rink. F 
Biron. This jest is dry to me. Fair gentle 
sweet, i : of 
Your wit makes wise things foolish : when we 


; preel, P . 
With eyes best seeing, heaven’s fiery eye, 
By light we lose light: your capacity 
1s of that nature that to your huge store 
Wise things scem foolish and rich things but 


poor. 
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Ros. This proves you wise and rich, for in 
my eye,— 
Biron. 1am a fool, and full of poverty. 380 
Co, But that you take what doth to-you 
elong, 

It were a fault to snatch words from my tongue. 
Biron. O, Lam yours, and all that I possess! 
Ros, All the fool mine? # 

Biron. I cannot give you less. 

Ros. Wii of the vizards was it that you 
wore 

Biron. Where? when? what yizard? why 
demand you this? : 

Ros. There, then, that vizard; that super- 
fluous case 

That hid the worse and show'd the better face. 
King. We are descried; they'll mock us 

now downright. : 3 
Dum. Let us confess and turn it to a jest. 
Prin. Amazed, my lord? why looks your 

highness sad? 7 391 
Ros. Help, hold his brows! he'll swoon! 

Why look you pale? 

Sea-sick, I think, coming from Muscovy. 
Biron. Thus pour the stars down plagues for 

perjury, 

Can any face of brass hold longer out? 

Here stand I: lady, dart thy skillatme; | 
Bruise me with scorn, confound me with a 


flout; 
Thrust thy sharp wit quite through my igno- 
Tances; 
Cut me to pieces with thy keen conceit; 
And I will wish thee never more to dance, 400 
Nor never more in Russian habit wait. 
O, never will I trust to speeches penn’d, 
_Nor to the motion of a schoolboy’s tongue, 
Nor never come in vizard to my friend, 
Nor woo in rhyme, likea blind harper’s song! 
Taffeta phrases, silken terms precise, 
Three-piled hyperboles, spruce affectation, 
Figures pedantical; these summer-flies 
ave blown me full of maggot ostentation : 
I do forswear them; and I here protest, 410 
By this white glove-—how white the hand, 
God knows!— , e 
Henceforth my wooing mind shall be express’d 
In russet yeas and honest kersey noes : 
And, to begin, wench,—so God Help me, la!— 
aoe to thee is sound, sans crack or flaw. 
‘os. Sans sans, I pray you. eS 
Biron. _._ Yet Lhave a trick 
Of the old rage: bear with me, I am sick; 
T'll leave it by degrees. Soft, let us see: 
Write, ‘Lord have mercy on us’ on those three ; 
They are infected; in their hearts it lies; 420 
They have the plague, and caught it of your 









eyes; i 
These lords are visited ; you are not free, 
For the Lord’s tokens on you do I see. 
Prin. No, they are free that gave these 
tokens'to us. 
Biron. Our states are forfeit: seek not to 
undo us. 
Ros. It is not so; for how can this be true, 
That you stand forfeit, being those that sue? 
Biron. Peace! for L will not have to do with 
you. 
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Ros. Nor shall not, if I do as I intend. 
Biron. Speak for yourselves; my wit is at 
an end. ae 
King. Teach us, sweet madam, for our rude 
transgression 
Some fair excuse. 5 
Prin. The fairest is confession. 
Were not you here but even now disguised ? 
King. Madam, I was. : 
Prin. ‘And were you well advised ? 
King. I was, fair madam. 
rin. When you then were here, 
What did you whisper in your lady’s ear?_ 
King. ‘That more than all the world I did 
respect her. 2 
Prin. When she shall challenge this, you 
will reject her. 
King. Upon mine honour, no, 
rin. Peace, peace! forbear : 
Your oath once broke, you force not to forswear. 
King. Despise me, when I break this oath 
of mine. é 44r 
Prin. Iwill: and therefore keep it. Rosaline, 
What did the Russian whisper in your ear? 
Fike Madam, he swore that he did hold me 
ear 
As precious eyesight, and did value me 
Above this world; adding thereto moreover 
That he would wed me, or else die my lover. 
Prin. God-give thee joy of him! the noble 


lor 
Most honourably doth uphold his word. 
King. What mean you, madam? by my 
life, my troth, 450 
T never swore this lady such an oath. 
eas By heaven, you did; and to confirm it 
plain, 
You gave me this: but take it, sir, again. 
King. My faith and this the princess I did 


give: 
I knew her by this jewel on her sleeve. 
Prin. Pardon me, sir, this jewel did she 


wear ; 
And Lord Biron, I thank him, is my dear. 
What, will you have me, or your pearl again ? 
Biron. Neither of either; I remit both twain. 
Isee the trick on’t: here wasa consent, 460 
Knowing aforehand of our merriment, 
To dash it like a Christmas comedy : 
Some carry-tale, some please-man, some slight 


zany, 
Some mumble-news, some trencher-knight, 
some Dick, 


That smiles his cheek in years and knows the 


trick 
To make my lady laugh when she’s disposed, 
Told our intents before ; which once disclosed, 
The ladies did change favours : and then we, 
Following the signs, woo'd but the sign of she. 
Now, to our perjury toadd more terror, 470 
We are again forsworn, in will and error. 
Much upon this it is: and might not you 
[Zo Boyet. 
Forestall our sport, to make us thus untrue? 
Do not you know my lady’s foot by the squier, 
And laugh upon the apple of her eye? 
And stand between her back, sir, and the fire, 
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You put our page out: go, you are allow'd- 


Die when you will, a smock shall be your 


shroud. 


You leer upon me, do you? there’s an eye 480 


Wounds like a leaden sword. 
Boyet. Full merrily 
Hath this brave manage, this career, been run. 
Biron. Lo, he is tilting straight! Peace! { 
have done. 


Enter CosTarn. 


Welcome, pure wit! thou partest a fair fray. 
Cost. O Lord, sir, they would know 
Whether the three Worthies shall come in or no, 
Biron. What, are there but three? 
Cost. No, sir; but it is vara fine, 
For every one pursents three. 
Biron. And three times thrice is nine. 
Cost. Not so, sir; under correction, sir; I 
hope it is not so. _ 
You tannot beg us, sir, I can assure you, sir; 
we know what we know : 490 
T hope, sir, three times thrice, sir,— 
Biron.__Is not nine. : - 
Cost. Under correction, sir, we know where- 
until it doth amount. 
Biron. By Joye, I always took three threes 
for nine. 4 
Cost. O Lord, sir, it were pity you should 
get your living by reckoning, sir. 
Biron. How much is it? 499 
Cost. O Lord, sir, the parties themselves, the 
actors, sir, will show whereuntil it doth amount: 
for mine own part, I am, as they say, but to 
parfect one man in one poor man, Pompion the 
Great, sir. z 
Biron. Art thou one of the Worthies? 
Cost. It pleased them to think me worthy of 
Pompion the Great: for mine own part, I know 
not the degree of the Worthy, but Iam to stand 
for him. 
Biron. Go, bid them prepare. 510 
Cost. We will turn it finely off, sir; we will 
take some care. Exit. 
King. Biron, they will shame us: let them 
not approach. 
Biron. We are shame-proof, my lord: and 
tis some policy see Fi 
To have one show worse than the king’s and his 
company. 
ing. Lsay they shallnotcome. | 
Prin. Nay, my good lord, let me o’errule 
you now: 
wu sport best pleases that doth least know 
how : 
+ Where zeal strives to content, and the contents 
Dies in the zeal of that which it presents: 
Their form confounded makes most form in 
mirth, Ae mans ee. 
When great things labouring perish in their 
irth. 
Siar A right description of our sport, my 
lord, 


Enter ARMADO. 


Holding a trengheroi bag HieREbarch Ins itutd PigitAeinpalchingalare so much expense 





ScENE 11] 


of thy royal sweet breath as will utter a brace 
of words. 
[Converses apart with the King, and 
. i delivers him a paper. 
Prin. Doth this man serve God? 
Biron. Why ask you? 
Prin. He speaks not like a man of God's 
making. 5 529 
‘Arn. That is all one, my fair, sweet, honey 
monarch; for, I protest, the schoolmaster is 
exceeding fantastical; too too vain, too too 
yain: but we will put it, as they say, to fortuna 
de la guerra. I wish you the peace of mind, 
most royal couplement! (Exit. 
King. Here is like to be a good presence of 
Worthies. He presents Hector of Troy; the 
swain, Pompey the Great; the parish curate, 
‘Alexander; Armado’s page, Hercules; the 
pedant, Judas Maceabeeus: F 540 
cut He these four Worthies in their first show 
hrive, 
These four will change habits, and present the 
other five. 
Biron. There is five in the first show. 
King. You are deceived ; ’tis not so. 
Biron. ‘The pedant, the braggart, the hedge- 
priest, the fool and the boy :— 
Abate throw at novum, and the whole world 
again 
Cannot pick out five such, take each one in 
his vein. 
King. The ship is under sail, and here she 
comes amain. 


Enter Costarp, for Ponpey. 
Cost. I Pompey am,— 


Boyet. You lie, you are not he. 550 
Cost. I Pompey am,— 
Boyet. ‘With libbard’s head on knee. 


Biron. Wellsaid, old mocker: I must needs 
be friends with thee. 
Cost. I Pompey am, Pompey surnamed the 


Big,— 
Dum. _The Great. 
Cost. It is, ‘Great,’ sir :— 
Pompey surnamed the Great; 
That oft in field, with targe and shield, did 
make my foe to sweat: 
And travelling along this coast, I here am 
come by chance i 
And lay my arms before the legs of this sweet 
lass of France. 
Té your ladyship would say, ‘ Thauks, Pompey,’ 
I had done. 
Prin. Great thanks, t Pompey 560 
Cost. "Tis not so much worth ;, but I hope L 
was perfect: I made a little fault in “Great. 
Biron. My hat to a halfpenny, Pompey 
proves the best Worthy. 


Enter Sir NATHANTEL, for Alexander. 


Nath. When in the world I lived, I was the 
world’s commander ; 
By east, west, north, and south, I spread my 
conquering might : c 
My scutcheon plain declares that I am Ali- 
sander,— 







thrown Alisander the conqueror! L 
scraped out of the painted cloth for this: your 
lion, that holds his poll-axe sitting on a close- 
stool, will be given to Ajax: he will be the ninth 
pYoretiys ‘A conqueror, and afeard to speak! run 
away for 

‘There, an’t shall please you; a foolish mild man; 
an honest man, look you, and soon dashed. He 
is a marvellous good neighbour, faith, and avery 
good bowler: but, for Alisander,—alas, you see 
how *tis,—a little o’erparted. But there are Wor- 
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Boyet. Your nose says, no, you are not; for 
it stands too right. s 3 

Biron. Your nose smells ‘no’ in this, most 
tender-smelling knight. 

Prin. .The conqueror is dismay'd. Proceed, 

Rae Alexander, 2 570 
‘ath. _ When in the world I lived, I was the 
world’s commander,— | 

Boyet. Most true, *tis right; you were so, 
Alisander. 

Biron. Pompey the Great,— 

Cost. Your servant, and Costard. 

Biron. Take away the conqueror, take away 


Alisander. 


Cost. [To Sir Nath.) O, sir, you have over- 
You will be 


shame, Alisander. [Vath. retires.] 


thies a-coming will speak their mind in some 
other sort. 590 


Prin. Stand aside, good Pompey. 


Enter HOLoFERNEs, for Judas; and MorTH, 


for Hercules. 


Hol. Great Hercules is presented by this imp, 
Whose club kill’d Cerberus, that three- 
headed canis; 7 
‘And when he was a babe, a child, a shrimp, 
Thus did he strangle serpents in his manus. 
Quoniam he seemeth in minority, 
Ergo I come with this apology. 


Keep some state in thy exit, and vanish. 


[Moth retires. 
Judas I am,— 


Dum. A Judas! , 600 
Hol. Not Iscariot, sir. 
Judas I am, ycliped Maccabzus. 
Dum. Judas Maccabeeus cliptis plain Judas. 
Biron. A kissing traitor. How art thou 
proved Judas? 
Hol. Judas I am,— 
Dum. _The more shame for you, Judas. 
‘Hol. What mean you, sir? 
Boyet._ ‘To make Judas hang himself. 
Hol. Bean sir; you are my elder. 
Biron. Well followed: Judas was hanged 
on an elder. 610 
Hol. 1 will not be put out of countenance. 
Biron... Because thou hast no face. 
‘Hol. What is this? 
Boyet. Acittern-head. | 
Dum. The head ofa bodkin. 
Biron. A Death’s faceinaring. | 
Long. The face of an old Roman coin, scarce 


seen. 
Boyet. The pommel of Cesar’s falchion. 
Dum. The carved-bone face on a flask. : 
Biron. Saint George's half-cheek ina brooch, 
‘Dum. Ay, and in a brooch of lead. G3t 
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Biron. Ay, and worn in the cap of a tooth- 
drawer. 
And now forward; for we have put thee in 
countenance. 
Hol. You have put me out of countenance. 
Biron. False; we have given thee faces. 
Hol. But you have out-faced them all. 
Biron. An thou wert a lion, we would do so. 
Boyet. Therefore, as he is an ass, let him go. 
And so adieu, swect Jude! nay, why dost thou 


stay ? 
Dum. For the latter end of hisname.| 630 
Biron. For the ass to the Jude; give it 
him :—Jud-as, away! 
Hol. This is not generous, not gentle, not 


umble. 
Boyet. Alight for Monsieur Judas! it grows 


dark, he may stumble, ial: retires. 
Prin. Alas, poor Maccabeus, how hath he 
been baited! 


Enter Armano, for Hector. 


Biron. Hide thy head, Achilles: here comes 

ector in arms. 

Dum. Though my mocks come home by me, 
I will now be merry. 

King. Hector was but a Troyan in respect of 


ds. 640 
Boyet. But is this Hector? 
King. I think Hector was not so clean- 
timbered. __ F ® 
Long. His leg is too big for Hector’s. 
Dum. More calf, certain. 
Boyet. No; heis best indued in the small. 
Biron. This cannot be Hector. 
F Dum. He’sagod ora painter; for he makes 
faces. 


Arm. The armipotent Mars, of lances the 
almighty, | 650 
Gave Hector a gift,— 
Dum. A gilt nutmeg. 
Biron. A lemon. 


Long. Stuck with cloves. 
Dum. No, cloven. 
Arm. _Peace!— 
The armipotent Mars, of lances the almighty, 
Gave Hector a gitt, the heir of Lion ; 
Aman so breathed, that certain he would fight; 


yea Paes - wy, 659 
From morn till night, out of his pavilion: 
Iam that flower,— 


Dum. 

Long. That columbine. 

byl Sweet Lord Longaville, rein thy 

ngue. 

Long. J must rather give it the rein, for it 
runs against Hector. 

Dum. Ay, and Hector’s a greyhound. 

Arm. The sweet war-man is dead and rotten ; 
sweet chicks, beat not the bones of the buried : 
when he breathed, he was a man. But I will 
forward with my device. [Zo the Pcess| 
Sweet royalty, bestow on me the sense 0. 


earing. 670 
Prin. Speak, brave Hector: 
delighted. 


{ mint. 
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we are much | cloud. 


[Act y 
Boyet. [Aside to Dwm.] Loves her by the 


‘oot. 

Gites [Aside to Boyet] He may not by the 
yard. 

AR es Hector far surmounted Han- 

nibal,— 

Cost. The party is gone, fellow Hector, she 
is gone; she is two months on her way. 

Arm. What meanest thou? 680 

Cost. Faith, unless you play the hones 
Troyan, the pean wench is cast away: she’s 
quick; the child brags in her belly already; 
tis yours. oH f 

Arm. Dost thou, infamonize me among 
Potentates? thou shalt dic. 

Cost. Then shall Hector be whipped for 
Jaquenetta that is quick by him and hanged 
for Pompey that is dead by him. 

Dum. Most rare Pompey ! 

Boyet. Renowned Pompey! 690 

Biron. Greater than great, great, great, great 
Pompey! _Pompey the Huge! 

Dum. Hector trembles. 

Biron, Pompey ismoved. More Ates, more 
Ates! stir them on! stir them on! 

Dum. Hector will challenge him. 

Biron. Ay, if a have no more man’s blood 
in’s belly than will sup a flea. 

Arm. By the north pole, I do challenge thee. 

Cost. I will not fight with a pole, like a 
northern man: I'll slash ; Ill do it by the 
sword. I bepray you, let me borrow my arms 
again. ‘ 

Dum. Room for the incensed Worthies! 

Cost. Ill do itin my shirt. 

Dum. Most resolute Pompey! 

Moth. Masier, let me take you a button-hole 
lower. Do you not see Pompey is uncasing for 
the combat? What mean you? You will lose 
your reputation. 

Arm. Gentlemen and soldiers, pardon me; 
I will not combat in my shirt. 711 

Dum. You may not deny it: Pompey hath 
made the challenge. 

Arm. Sweet bloods, I both may and will, 

Biron. What reason have you for’t? 

Arm. The naked truth of it is, I have no 
shirt; I go woolward for penance. an 

Boyet. True, and it was enjoined him in 
Rome for want of linen: since when, I'll be 
sworn, he wore none but a dishclout of Jaque- 
pecs, and that a’ wears next his heart for a 
‘ayour. 


Enter MERCADE. 


Mer. God save you, madam! 
Prin. Welcome, Mercade ; 
But that thou interrupt’st our merriment. 
ce I am sorry, madam; for the news I 
ring 
Is heavy in my tongue. The king your father— 
Prin. Dead, for my life! at 
Mer. Even so; my tale is told. F 
Biron. Worthies, away ! the scene begins ie 
7 
Arm. For mine own part, I breathe free 


Brm.” Ido adorthy Ruse ae reSsuReH Insthtttallbighbeucsyeabageriot wrong through 
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the little hole of discretion, and I will right my- 
self like a soldier. [Exeunt Worthies. 
King. How fares your majesty? 
Prin. Boyet, prepare ; I will away to-night. 
King. Madam, notso; Ido beseech you, stay. 
Ht Prepare, [say. I thank you, gracious 
ords, 
For all your fair endeavours; and entreat, 74° 
Out of a new-sad soul, that you vouchsafe 
In your rich wisdom to excuse or hide 
The liberal opposition of our spirits, 
If over-boldly we have borne ourselves 
In the converse of breath : your gentleness 
Was guilty of it. Farewell, worthy lord! 
A heavy heart bears not a nimble tongue : 
Excuse me so, coming too short of thanks 
For my great suit so easily obtain’d. 
‘King. The extreme parts of time extremely 
forms ‘\ 750 
‘All causes to the purpose of his speed, 
‘And often at his very loose decides 
That which long process could not arbitrate; 
And though the mourning brow of progeny 
Forbid the smiling courtesy of love 
The holy suit which fain it would convince, 
Yet, since love’s argument was first on foot, 
Let not the cloud of sorrow justle it 
From whatit purposed ; since, to wail friends lost 
Is not by much so wholesome-profitable 760 
‘As to rejoice at friends but newly found. 
‘Prin. I understand you not: my griefs are 
double. fs P 
Biron. Honest plain words best pierce the 
ear of grief; ‘ 
And by these badges understand the king. 
For your fair sakes have we neglected time, 
Play fou play with our oaths: your beauty, 
ladies, 
Hath much deform’d us, fashioning our 
humours = 
Even to the opposed end of our intents: 
‘And what in us hath seem’d ridiculous,— 
‘As love is full of unbefitting strains, 779 
“All wanton as a child, skipping and vain, 
Form’d by the eye and therefore, like the eye, 
ull of strange shapes, of habits and of forms, 
Varying in subjects as the eye doth roll 
To every varied object in his glance: 
‘Which parti-coated presence of loose love 
Put on by us, if, in your heavenly eyes, 
Have misbecomed our oaths and gravities, 
Those heavenly eyes, that look into these faults, 
Suggested us to make. Therefore, ladies, 780 
Our love being yours, the error that love makes 
Ts likewise yours: we to ourselves prove false, 
By being once false for ever to be true 
To those that make us both,—fair ladies, you : 
‘And even that falsehood, in itself a sin, 
Thus purifies itself and turns to grace. 
Prin. We have received your letters full of 
love; 
Your favours, the ambassadors of love ; 
‘And, in our maiden council, rated them 
‘At courtship, pleasant jest and courtesy, 79° 
‘As bombast and as lining to the time: 
But more devout than this in our respects 
Have we not been; and therefore met your loves 
Tn their own fashion, like a merriment. 
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Dum. Our letters, madam, show’d much 
more than jest. 
Long. So did our looks. 
‘08. We did not quote them so. 
King. Now, at the latest minute of the hour, 
Grant us your loves. bs 
Prin. ‘A time, methinks, too short 
To make a world-without-end bargain in. 
No, no, my lord, your grace is per, ured much, 
Full of dear guiltiness; and therefore this: Sox 
If for ny love, as there is no such cause, 
You will do aught, this shall you do for me: 
Your oath I will not trust; but go with speed. 
‘To some forlorn and naked hermitage, 
Remote from all the pleasures of the world ; 
There stay until the twelve celestial signs 
Have brought about the annual reckoning. 
If this austere insociable life | 9 
Change not your offer made in heat of blood ; 
If frosts and fasts, hard lodging and thin weeds 
Nip not the gaudy blossoms of your love, 
But that it bear this trial and last love; 
Then, at the expiration of the year, 
Come challenge me, challenge me by these 
deserts, | 5 ie 
And, by this virgin palm now kissing thine, 
J will be thine; and till that instant shut 
My woeful self up in a mourning house, 
Raining the tears of lamentation 
For the remembrance of my father’s death. 820 
If this thou do deny, let our hands part, 
Neither intitled in the other's heart. 
King. If this, or more than this, J would deny, 
‘To flatter up these powers of mine with rest, 
The sudden hand of death close up mine eye! 
Hence ever then my heart is in thy breast. 
i ‘And what to me, my love? and 
what to me? Z 
Ros. You must be purged too, your sins are 
rack’d,. 99 5: . 
You are attaint with faults and perjury : 
Therefore if you my favour mean to get, 830 
‘A twelvemonth shall you spend, and never rest, 
But seek the weary beds of people sick.] 
‘Dum. But what to me, my love? but what 
to me? 
A wife? : : 
Kath. A beard, fair health, and honesty ‘ 
With three-fold love I wish you all these three. 
Ree O, shall I say, I thank you, gentle 
wife? : 
Kath. Not so, my lord; atwelvemonth and 


a day 
I'll mark no words that smooth-faced wooers 


say: 
Come when the king doth to my lady come; 
Then, if I have much love, Ill give you some, 
‘Dum. Vilserve thee true and faithfully till 
then. 84x 
Kath, Yet swear not, lest ye be forsworn 
again. 
Long. What says Maria? 
Mar. ‘At the twelyemonth’s end 
[ll change my black gown fora faithful friend. 
Long. Wil stay with patience; but the time 
is long. 
Mar. The liker you; few taller are so young. 
Biron. Studies my lady? mistress, look on mes 
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Behold the window of my heart, mine eye, 

What humble suit attends thy answer there: 

Impose some service on me for thy love. _ 85° 
Ros. Oft have I heard of you, my Lord Biron, 

Before I saw you; and the world’s large tongue 

Proclaims you for a man replete with mocks, 

Full of comparisons and wounding flouts, 

Which you on all estates will execute 

That lie within the mercy of your wit. ? 

To weed this wormwood from your fruitful 


brain, : 
And therewithal to win me, if you please, 
Without the which I am not to be won, 
You shall this twelvemonth term from day to 
A ake 860 
Visit the speechless sick and still converse 
With groaning wretches; and your task shall be, 
With all the fierce endeavour of your wit 
To enforce the pained DOLE to smile. 
Biron. To move wild laughter in the throat 
ofdeath? |, ¢ 
It cannot be; it is impossible : 
Mirth cannot move a soul in agony. am 
Ros. AVY that’s the way to choke a gibing 
spirit, 
‘Whose influence is begot of that loose grace 
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Which shallow laughing hearers give to fools : 
A jest’s prosperity lies in the ear 

Of him that hears it, never in the tongue 

Of him that makes it: then, if sickly ears, 
Deaf'd with the clamours of their own dear 


‘oans, 
will hear your idle scorns, continue then, 
AndI will haye you and that fault withal . 
But if they will not, throw away that Baul 
And I shall find you empty of that fault, 
Right joyful of your reformation. 
ivon. A. twelvemonth! well; befall what 
will befall, 880 
I'll jest a twelvemonth in an hospital. 
Prin. (Lo the King] Ay, sweet my lord; 
andsoItake my leave. | K 
King. No, madam; we will bring you on 
your way. : : 
Biron. Our wooing doth not end like an old 


play ; 
Jack hath not Jill: these ladies’ courtesy 
Might well have made our sport a comedy. 
King. Come, sir, it wants a twelvemonth and | 


a day, 
And then twill end. 
Biron. That’s too long for a play. 
Re-enter ARMADO. 
Swect majesty, vouchsafe me,— 


Was not that Hector? 
The worthy knight of Troy. 


Arm. 
Prin. 
Dum. 
Arm. 


I will kiss thy royal finger, and take | way. 


leave. Lama votary; I have vowed to Jaque- 
netta to hold the plough for her sweet love three 
years. But, most esteemed greatness, will you 
hear the dialogue that the two learned men haye 
compiled in praise of the owl and the cuckoo? 
it should haye followed in the end of our show, 

King. Callthem forth quickly ; we will do so. 


Arm. Holla! approach. 08 
Re-enter Hotorernes, NATHANIEL, Morn, 


CosTarb, and others. 


This side is Hiems, Winter, this Ver, the Spring; 
the one maintained by the owl, the other by the 
cuckoo. Ver, begin. 


THE Sone. 
SPRING. 


When daisies pied and violets blue 
And lady-smocks all silver-white 
And cuckoo-buds of yellow hue 
Do paint the meadows with delight, 
The cuckoo then, on every tree, 
Mocks ntarried men ; for thus sings he, 
Cuckoo : 
Cuckoo, cuckoo: O word of fear, 
Unpleasing to a married ear! 


When shepherds pipe on oaten straws 
And merry larks are nioughmen: clocks, 
When turtles tread, and rooks, and daws, 
And maidens bleach their summer smocks, 
The cuckoo then, on every tree, 
Mocks married men; for thus sings he, 
Cuckoo ; 
Cuckoo, cuckoo: O word of fear, 
Unpleasing to a married ear! 


WINTER. 


When icicles hang by the wall 
And Dick the shepherd blows his nail 
And Tom bears logs into the hall 
And milk comes frozen home in pail, 
When blood is nipp’d and ways be foul, 
Then nightly sings the staring owl, 
Tu-whit; 
Tu-who, a merry note, 
While greasy Joan doth keel the pot. 
When all aloud the wind doth blow, 
And coughing drowns the parson’s saw 
And birds sit brooding in the snow 
And Marian’s nose looks red and raw, 
When roasted crabs hiss in the bowl, 
Then nightly sings the staring owl, 
Tu-whit ; 
Tu-who, a merry note, 
While greasy Joan doth keel the pot. 939 


Arm. The words of Mercury are harsh after 


gro 


920 


930 


890 | the songs of Apollo. You that way: we this 


[Zxeunt. 
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A MIDSUMMER-NIGHT’S DREAM 


DRAMATIS PERSONAE 





THksEuS, Duke of Athens. 

oat father to Hermia. 
YSANDE . Gj 4 

uterave } in love with Hermia. 

ieee TRATE, master of the revels to 

heseus. 

QUINCE, a carpenter. 

SNUG, 2 joiner. 

Borrom, a weaver. 

FLUTE, a bellows-mender. 

Snout, a tinker. — 

STARVELING, 2 tailor. 





Hrepouyta, queen of the Amazons, be- 
trothed to Theseus. 


ACT I. 
SceneI. Athens. The palace of THESEUS. 


Enter THESEUS, HrprpoLyTa, PHILOSTRATE, 
and Attendants. 


The. Now, fair Hippolyta, our nuptial hour 
Draws on apace; four happy days bring in 
«Another moon: but, O, methinks, how slow 
This old moon wanes! she lingers my desires, 
Like to a step-dame or a dowager 
Long withering out a young man’s revenue. 

Hip. Wour days will quickly steep them- 

selves in night; hs 
Four nights will quickly dream away the time ; 
‘And then the moon, like to a silver bow 
New-bent in heaven, shall behold the night 10 
O£ our soleinities. ; 

y Go, Philostrate, 


ve. 
Stir up the Athenian youth to merriments ; 
‘Awake the pert and nimble spirit of mirth : 
Turn melancholy forth to funerals; 
‘The pale companion is not for our pomp. 

_ [Bait Philostrate. 

Hippolyta, I woo'd thee with my sword, 
And won thy love, doing thee injuries ; 
But I will wed thee in another key, . 
With pomp, with triumph and with revelling. 


Enter EGEvs, Hermits, LYSANDER, and 
DEMETRIUS. 
Ege. Happy be Theseus, our renowned duke! 
The. Thanks, good Egeus: what’s the news 
with thee? s = (2t 
Ege. Fullof yexation come I, with complaint 
Against my child, my daughter Hermia. 
Stand forth, Demetrius. My noble lord, 


Herta, daughter to Egeus, in love with 
‘Lysander. “| : 
HELENA, in love with Demetrius. 


OsEnon, king of the fairies. 
TrranIA, queen of the fairies.” 
Puck, or Kobin Goodfellow. 
eSB TOSSA? 

‘OBWEB, tries 
MorH, | fairies. 
MUSTARDSEED, 


Other fairies attending their King and Queen. 
Attendants on Theseus and Hippolyta. 


ScENE: Athens, and a wood near it. 


This man hath my consent to marry her. 
Stand forth, Lysander: and, my gracious duke, 
This man hath bewitch’d the bosom of my 
child : 
Thou, thou, Lysander, thou hast given her 
Thymes § 
And interchanged love-tokens with my child : 
Thou hast by moonlight at her window sung 30 
With feigning voice verses of feigning love, 
And stolen the impression of her fantasy 
With eas of thy hair, rings, gawds, con- 
ceits, 
Knacks, trifles, nosegays, sweetmeats, messen- 
gers 
Of strong prevailment in unharden’d youth : 
With cunning hast thou filch’d my daughter's 
heart, 
Turn’d her obedience, which is due to me, 
To stubborn harshness: and, my gracious duke, 
Be it so she will not here before your grace 
Consent to marry with Demetrius, 40 
I beg the ancient privilege of Athens, 
‘As she is mine, I may dispose of her : 
Which shall be either to this gentleman 
Or to her death, according to our law 
Immediately provided in that case. 
The, What say you, Hermia? be advised, 
fair maid: 
To you your father should be as a god; 
One that composed your beauties, yea, and one 
To whom you are but as a form in wax 
By him imprinted and within his power 50 
To leave the figure or disfigure it. 
Demetrius is a worthy gentleman. 
Her. So is Lysander, , 
The... Tn himself he is; 
But in this kind, wanting your father’s voice, 
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The other must be held the worthicr.~ 
Her. Lwould my father look’d but with my 


eyes. Ae 
The. Rather your eyes must with his judge- 
ment look. 
Her, J do entreat your grace to pardon me. 
I know not by what power J am made bold, 
Nor how it may concern my modesty, 60 
In such a presence here to plead my thoughts ; 
But I beseech your grace that [ may know 
The worst that may befall me in this case, 
If L refuse to wed Demetrius. i 
The. Wither to die the death or to abjure 
For ever the society of men. | : 
Therefore, fair Hermia, question your desires : 
Know of your youth, examine well your blood, 
Whether, if you yield not to your father’s choice, 
You can endure the livery of a nun, 7° 
For aye to be in shady cloister mew’d, 
To live a barren sister all your life, _ 
Rpanting faint hymns to the cold fruitless moon. 
Thrice-blessed they that master so their blood, 
Yo undergo such maiden pilgrimage ; 
But earthlier happy is the rose distill’d, 
Than that which withering on the virgin thorn 
Grows, lives and dies in single blessedness. 
Her, So will I grow, so live, so die, my lord, 
Ere I will yield my virgin patent up 80 
Unto his lordship, whose unwished yoke 
My soul consents not to give sovereignty. 
The. Take time to pause; and, by the next 
newmoon— 
The sealing-day betwixt my love and me, 
For everlasting bond of fellowshi 
Upon that day either prepare to di 
Tor disobedience to your father’s will, 
Or else to wed Demetrius, as he would; 
Or on Diana’s altar to protest, 
For aye austerity and single life. 90 
Dem. Relent, sweet Hermia: and, Lysander, 


yie . aayes 
Thy crazed title to my certain right. 

Lys. You have her father’s love, Demetrius ; 
Let me haye Hermia’s: do you marry him. 

Ege. Scornful Lysander! true, he hath my 

ove, 
And what is mine my love sliall render him. 
‘And she is mine, and all my right of her 
T do estate unto Demetrius. . 

Lys. Iam, my lord, as well derived as he, 
As well possess’d; my love is more than his ; 
My fortunes every way as fairly rank’d, IOI 
If not with vantage, as Demetrius’ ; 

And, which is more than all these boasts can be, 
Tam beloved of beauteous Hermia: 

‘Why should not I then prosecute my right? 
Demetrius, I’) avouch it to his head, 

Made love to Nedar’s daughter, Helena, 

And won her soul; and she, sweet lady, dotes, 
Devoutly dotes, dotes in idolatry, 

Upon this spotted and inconstant man. 110 

The. My must confess that I have heard so 

much, 

And with Demetrius thought to have spoke 
thereof ; 

But, being over-full of self-affairs, 

My mind did Jose it. But, Demetrius, come; 
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Lhave some private schooling for you both. 
For you, fair Hermia, look you arm yoursclf 
To fit:your fancies to your father’s will; 
Or else the law of Athens yields you up— 
Which by no means we may extenuate— 
To death, or to a vow of single life. 
Come, my Hippolyta: what cheer, my love? 
Demetrius and Egeus, go along : 
I must employ you in some business 
Against our nuptial and confer with you 
Of something nearly that, concerns yourselves. 
Ege. With duty and desire we follow you. 
[Eceunt all but Lysander wnd Hermia. 
Lys. How now, my love! why is your cheek 
so pale? 
How chance the roses there do fade so fast?’ 
EGR Belike for want of rain, which I could 
we! 130 
Beteem them from the tempest of my eyes, s 
Lys. Ay me! for aught that I could ever 
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read, 
Could ever hear by tale or BE 
The course of true love never did run smooth ; 
But, either it was different in blood,— 
eee O cross! too high to be enthrall'd to 
ow. 
Lys. Or else misgraffed in respect of years,— 
Her. O spite! too old to be engaged to young. 
Lys. Or else it stood upon the choice of 
friends,— 
Her. O hell! to choose love by another's 
eyes. a 140 
Lys. Or, if there were a sympathy in choice, 
War, death, or sickness did lay siege to it, 
Making it momentany as a sound, 
Swift as a shadow, short as any dream: 
Brief as the lightning in the collied night, 
That, ant a spleen, unfolds both heaven and 
earth, 
And ere a man hath power to say ‘ Behold!’ 
The jaws of darkness do devour it up: 
So quick bright things come to confusion. 
er. If then true lovers have been ever 
cross'd, : 150 
Té stands as an edict in destiny : 
‘Then let us teach our trial patience, 
Because it is a customary cross, 3 
As due to love as thoughtsand dreamsand sighs, 
Wishes and tears, poor fancy’s followers. ~ 
Ps, A good persuasion : therefore, hear me, 
ermia. 


ia. 
Lhave a widow aunt, a cores cy ‘ 
Of great revenue, and she hath no child: 
From Athensis her house remote seven leagues; 
And she respects me as her only son. 160 
There, gentle Hermia, may I marry thee ; 
And to that place the sharp Athenian Jaw 
Cannot pursue us. If thou Jovest me then, |. 
Steal forth thy father’s house to-morrow night ; 
And in the wood, a league without the town, 
Where I did meet thee once with Helena, 
‘To do observance to a morn of May, 
There will 1 stay for thee. 

cr. My good Lysander! 
I swear to thee, by Cupid’s strongest bow, 
By his best arrow with the golden head, 
By the simplicity of Venus’ doves, 
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And by that fire which burn’d theCarthage queen, 
When the false Troyan under sail was seen, 
By all the vows that ever men have broke, 
In number more than ever women spoke, 
In that same place thou hast appointed me, 
To-morrow truly will I meet with thee. 

Lys. Keep promise, love. Look, here comes 

Helena, 179 


Enter HELENA. 


Her. Godspeed fair Helena! whither away 
Hel. Call you me fair? that fairagain unsay. 
Demetrius loves your fair: O happy fair! 
Your eyes are lode-stars; and your tongue’s 
sweet air 
More tuneable than lark to shepherd's ear, 
When wheat is green, when hawthorn buds 
appear. , 
Sickness is catching: O, were favour so, 
Yours would I catch, fair Hermia, ere I go; 
My earshould catch your voice, my eye your eye, 
My tongue should catch your tongue’s sweet 
melody. 
Were the world mine, Demetrius being bated, 
The rest I’ld give to be to you translated. x9 
O, teach me how you look, and with what art 
You sway the motion of Demetrius’ heart. 
Her. frown upon him, yet he loves me still. 
Hel. O that your frowns would teach my 
smiles such skill! 
Her. J give hin curses, yet he gives me love. 
Hel. © that my prayers could such affection 
move! 
Her. ThemoreT hate, the more he follows me. 
Hel. The more I love, the more he hatethme. 
Her. His folly, Helena, is no fault of mine. 
Hel. None, but your beauty : would that 
fault were mine! 
Her. Take comfort: he no more shall 
my face; = 3 
Lysander and myeels will fly this place. 
Before the time I did Lysander see, 
Seem’d Athens as a paradise to me: 
O, then, what graces in my love do dwell, 
That he hath turn'd a heaven unto a hell! 
Lys. Helen, to you our minds we will unfold: 
To-morrow night, when Pheebe doth behold 
Her silver visage in the watery plass 
Decking with liquid pearl the b! faded grass, 
A time that lovers’ flights doth still conceal, 
Through Athens’ gates have we devised to steal. 
Her, Andin the wood, where often you and I 
Upon faint primrose-beds were wont to lie, 
Emptying our bosoms of their counsel sweet, 
There my Lysander and myself shall meet ; 
And thence from Athens turn away our cyes, 
To sek new friends and stranger companies. 
Farewell, sweet playfellow: pray thou for us; 
And good luck grant thee thy Demetrius! _221 
Keep word, Lysander: we must starve our sight 
‘rom lovers’ food till morrow deep midnight. 
Lys. Iwill, my Hermia. Exit Herm. 
_ Helena, adieu: | 
As you on him, Demetrius dote on you! [Zzit. 
Hel. How happy some o'er othersome can be! 
Through Athens i am thought as fair as she. 
But what of that? Demetrius thinks not so; 
e will not know what all but he do know: 
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see 
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And as he errs, doting on Hermia’s eyes, 230 
So I, admiring of his qualities : ‘ 
Things base and vile, holding no quantity, 
Love can transpose to form and dignity: 
Love looks not with the eyes, but with the mind; 
And therefore is wing’d Cupid painted blind : 
Nor hath Love's mind of any judgement taste ; 
Wings and no eyes figure unheedy haste : 

And therefore is Love said to be a child, 
Because in choice he is so oft beguiled. 

As waggish boys in game themselves forswear. 
So the boy Love is perjured every where: 241 
For ere Demetrius look’d on Hermia’s eyne, 

He hail’d down oaths that he was only mine; 
And when this hail some heat from Hermia felt, 
So he dissolved, and showers of oaths did melt. 
I will go tell him of fair Hermia’s flight : 

Then to the wood will he to-morrow night 
Pursue her; and for this intelligence 

If I have thanks, it is a dear expense : 

But herein mean I to enrich my pain, 

To have his sight thither and back 


Scene Il. Athens. Qurvce’s house. 


Enter QUINGE, SNuG, Borrom, FLUTE, SNouT, 
and STARVELING. 


uin. Is all our company here? 
‘ot. You were best to call them generally, 
man by man, according to the scrip. 

Quin. Hereis thescroll of every man’s name, 
which is thought fit, through all Athens, to play 
in our interlude before the duke and the duchess, 
on his wedding-day at night. 

Bot. First, good Peter Quince; say what the 
play treats on, then read thenames of the actors, 
and sogrowtoapoint. 10 

Quin. Marry, our play is, The most Jament- 
able comedy, and most cruel death of Pyramus 
and Thisby. : 

Bot. Avery good piece of work, Lassure you 
and a merry. Now, good Peter Quince, cal. 
forth your actors by the scroll. Masters, spread 
yourselves. A 

Quin. Answer asI call you. Nick Bottom, 
the weaver. 

Bot. Ready. Name what part I am for, and 
proceed. 

Quin. 
Pyramus. . 

Bot. What is Pyramus? a lover, or a tyrant? 

Quin. A lover, that kills himself most gallant 
for love. : ‘i 

Bot. That will ask some tears in the true 

erforming of it: if I do it, let the audience 
ook to their eyes; I will move storms, I will 
condole in some measure. To the rest: pet my 
chief humour is for a tyrant: I could play 
Ercles rarely, or a part to tear a cat in, to make 
all split. 


i 25° 
again. [Zait. 


You, Nick Bottom, are set down for 


The raging rocks 
And shivering shocks 
Shall break the locks 
Of prison gates ; 
And Phibbus’ car 
Shall shine from far 
And make and mar 
The foolish Fates. ES 
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This was lofty! Now name the rest of the 
layers. This is Ercles’ vein, a tyrant’s vein; a 
lover is more condoling. 

Quin. Francis Flute, the bellows-inender. 

Flu. Here, Peter Quince. 3 

win. Flute, you must take Thisby on you. 

Mu, What is Thisby? a wandering knight? 

Gare: It is the lady that Pyramus must love. 

‘wu, Nay, faith, let not me play a woman ; 1 
have a beard coming. _ 50 

Quin, That’s all one: you shall play it in a 
mask, and you may speak as small as you 
will. 

Bot, An I may hide my face, let me play 
'Thisby too, I'll speak in a monstrous little voice, 
‘Mhisne, Thisne;’ ‘Ah Pyramus, my lover dear! 
thy Thisby dear, and lady dear!’ 

Juin. No, no; you must play Pyramus: 
and, Flute, you Thisby. 

Bot. Well, proceed. ; 

Quin. Robin Starveling, the tailor. 60 

Star. Here, Peter Quince. 

win. | Robin Starveling, you must play 
Thisby’s mother. ‘Tom Snout, the tinker. 
Snout. Mere, Peter uinee 
win. You, Pyramus father : myself, Thisby’s 
father. Snug, the joiner; you, the lion’s part : 
and, I hope, Tere is a play fitted. | 

Snwy. Have you the lion’s part written? pray 
you, if it be, give it me, for lam slow of study. 

Quin. You may do it extempore, for it is 
nothing but roaring. Z 2 7 

Bot. Let me play the lion too: I will roar, 
that I will do any man’s heart good to hear me; 
L will roar, that I will make the duke say ‘Let 
him roar again, let him roaragain” | 

Quin. An you should do it too terribly, you 
would fright the duchess and the ladies, thaé 
they would shriek; and that were enough to 
hang us all. 

‘All. That would hang us, every mother’s son. 

Bot. I grant you, friends, if that you should 
fright the ladies out of their wits, they would 
have no more discretion but to hang us: but I 
will aggravate my voice so that I will roar you 
as gently as any sucking dove; I will roar you 
an ‘twere any nightingale. 

Quin. You can play no part but Pyramus ; 
for Pyramus isa sweet-faced man ; a proper man, 
asone shall sec in asuinmer's day; a most lovely 
gentleman-like man: therefore you must needs 
lay Pyramus. | 2 ye 

‘ot. Well, I will undertake it. What beard 
were I best to play itin? 

uin._ Why, what you will. 

‘ot. Iwill discharge it in either your straw- 
colour beard, your orange-tawny beard, your 
purple-in-grain beard, or your French-crown- 
colour beard, your perfect yellow. 

Quin. Some of your French crowns haye no 
hair at all, and then you will play barefaced. 
But, masters, here are your parts: and I am to 
entreat you, request you and desire you, to con 
them by to-morrow night; and meet me in the 

valace wood, a mile without the town, by moon- 
ight; there will we rehearse, for if we meet in 


the city, we shall be dogged with company, and 
ae ee knee Oikaxiteninceieamar Gh wast 
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draw a bill of properties, such as our play wants, 
I pray you, fail me not. 5 










[Acr 1 


Bot. We will meet; and there we may re- 


hearse most obscenely and courageously. ‘Take 
pains; be perfect : adieu. 


win. At the duke’s oak we meet. 
‘ot. Enough; hold or cut bow-strings, 
[ceunt. 


ACT I. 


SorNE I. A wood near Athens. 


Enter, from opposite sides, a Fairy, and Puck. 
Puck. How now, spirit! whither wander 


you? 
Fai. Over hill, over dale, 
Thorough bush, thorough brier, 
Over parks over pale, 
Thorough flood, thorough fire, 
I do wander every where, 
Swifter than the moon's sphere ; 
And I serve the fairy queen, 
To dew her orbs upon the green. 
The cowslips tall her pensioners be: 10 
In their gold coats spots you see ; 
Those be rubies, fairy favours, 
In those freckles live their savours: 
I must go seek some dewdrops here 
‘And hang a pearl in every cowslip’s ear. 
Farewell, thou lob of spirits ; 1’ll be gone: 
Our queen and all her elves come here anon. 
Puck. The king doth keep his revels here to- 


night: 
Take heed the queen come not within his sight; 
For Oberon is passing fell and wrath, 20 


Because that she as her attendant hath 

A lovely boy, stolen from an Indian king; 

She never had so sweet a. changeling; _. 

And jealous Oberon would have the child 

Knight of his train, to trace the forests wild ; 

But she perotee withholds the loved boy, 

Crowns him with flowers and makes him all 

her joy: 

And now they never meet in Frove or green, 

By fountain clear, or spangled starlight sheen, 

But they do square, that all their elves for fear 

Creep into acorn-cups and hide them there. | 31 
Fai. Either I mistake yourshapeand making 


quite, F 
Or else you are that shrewd and kmavish sprite 
Call’d Robin Goodfellow : are not you he 
That frights the maidens of the villagery ; 
Skim milk, and sometimes labour in the quern 
And ‘Hite make the breathless housewife 
churn ; 
And sometime make the drink to bear no 


arm ; 7 
Mislead night-wanderers, laughing at their 


harm 
Those that Hobgoblin call you and sweet Puck, 
You do their work, and they shall have goo 
luck: 4u 
Are not you he? 
Puck. Thou speak’st aright; 
Lam that merry wanderer of the night. 
I jest to Oberon and make him smile | 
acDibtdzed dhorse beguile, 
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Neighing in likeness of a filly foal: 
And sometime lurk I in a gossip’s bowl, 
In very likeness of a roasted crab, 
And when she drinks, agaiust her lips I bob 
And on her wither'd dewlap pour the ale. 
The wisest aunt, telling the saddest tale, 
Sometime for three-foot stool mistaketh me; 
Then slip I from her bum, down topples she, 
Aud ‘tailor’ cries, and falls into a cough; 
at eoet the whole quire hold their hips and 
augh, 
And waxen in their mirth and neeze and swear 
A merrier hour was never wasted there. 
But, room, fairy! here comes Oberon. 
i. And here my mistress. Would that 
he were gone! 


Enter, from one side, OBERON, with his train; 
Jrom the other, TITANIA, with hers. 


Obve. Ill met by moonlight, proud Titania. 
Tita, What, jealous Oberon! Fairies, skip 
hence: ‘ 6x 
I haye forsworn his bed and company. 
Ove. ‘Larry, rash wanton: am not I thy lord? 
Tita, Then I must be thy lady: but I know 
When thou hast stolen away from fairy land, 
And in the shape of Corin sat all day, 
Playing on pipes of corn and versing love 
To amorous Phillida. Why art thou here, 
Come from the farthest steppe of India? 
But that, forsooth, the bouncing Amazon, 70 
Your buskin’d mistress and your warrior love, 
To Theseus must be wedded, and you come 
To give their bed joy and prosperity. 
Obe. How canst thou thus for shame, Titania, 
Glance at my credit with Hippolyta, 
Knowing I know thy love to Theseus? r 
Dist thow not lead him through the glimmering 
nighi : 
From Perigenia, whom he ravished? 

‘And make him with fair gle break his faith, 
With Ariadne and Antiopa? | $ Bo 
Tita. These are the forgeries of jealousy : 
And never, since the middle summer's spring, 

Mct we on hill, in dale, forest or mead, 

By paved fountain or by rushy brook, 

Or in the beached margent of the sea, __ 

To dance our ringlets to the whistling wind, 
But with thy brawls thou hast disturb’d our 


sport. 
Therstore the winds, piping to us in vain, 
‘As in revenge, have suck’d up from the sea 
Contagious fogs; which falling in the land go 
Have every pelting river made so proud 
That they have overborne their continents: 
The ox hath therefore stretch’d his yoke in 


50 


vain, ‘ 
The plotghman lost his sweat, and the green 


corn ft ii 
Hath rotted ere his youth attain’d a beard; 
The fold stands empty in the drowned field 
‘And crows are fatted with the murrion flock ; 
The nine men’s morris is fill’d up with mud, 
‘And the quaint mazes in the wanton green 
For lack of tread are undistinguishable : 
The human mortals want their winter here ; 
No night is now with hymn or carol blest : 
Therefore the moon the governess of floods, 
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Pale in her anger, washes all the air, 
‘That rheumatic diseases do abound: 
And thorough this distemperature we see 
‘The seasons alter: hoary-headed frosts 
Fall in the fresh lap of the crimson rose, 
And on old Hiems' thin and icy crown 
An odorous chaplet of sweet summer buds_ 110 
Ts, as in mockery, set: the spring, the summer, 
The childing autunm, angry winter, change 
Their wonted liveries, and the mazed world, | 
By their increase, now knows not which is 
which: E 

And this same progeny of evils comes 
From our debate, from our dissension ; 
Weare their parents and original. 

Obe. Do you amend it then ; it lies in you: 
Why should Titania cross her Oberon? 
I do but beg a little changeling boy, 
To he my henchman, 

Tita, Set your heart at rest: 
The fairy land buys not the child of me. 
His mother was a yotaress of my order : 
And, in the spiced Indian air, by night, 
Full often hath she gossip'd by my side, 
‘And sat with me on Neptune's yellow sands, 
Marking the embarked traders on the flood, | 
When we have laugli'd to see the sails conceive 
And grow big-bellied with the wanton wind ; 
Which, she, with pretty and with swimming 
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Following,—her womb then rich with my young 


squire,— 
Would imitate, and sail upon the land, 
To fetch me trifles, and return again, 
As from a voyage, rich with merchandise. 
But she, being mortal, of that boy did die ; 
And for her sake do I rear up her boy, . 
And for her sake I will not part with him. 
Ole How long within this wood intend you 
stay ? 
Tita. Perchance till after Theseus’ wedding- 
ays. A 
Té you will patiently dance in our round 
‘And see our moonlight revels, go with us ; 
If not, shun me, and I will spare your haunts. 


140 


Os Give me that boy, and I will go with 

thee. - 

Tita. Not for thy fairy kingdom. Fairies, 
away! 


We shall chide downright, if I longer stay. 
Exit Titania with her train. 
Ove. Well, go thy way: thou shalt not from 
this grove ie 
Till I torment thee for this injury. 
My penue Puck, coe hither. ‘Thou remem- 
Tes 


8 
Since once I sat upon a promontory, 
And heard a mermaid on a dolphin’s back .150 
Uttering such dulcet and harmonious breath 
‘That the rude sea grew civil at her song 
‘And certain stars shot madly from their spheres, 
‘To hear the sea-maid’s music. 

uck. I remember. 
Obe. That very time I saw, but thou couldst 


not, 

Flyin, between the cold moon and the earth, 
Cupid all arm’d : a certain aim he took 

At a fair yestal throned by the west, 
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And loosed his love-shaft smartly from his bow, 
As it should pierce a hundred thousand hearts; 
But I might see young Cupid’s fiery shaft 16x 
Quench’d in the chaste beams of the watery 
moon, 
And the imperial votaress passed on, 
In maiden meditation, fancy-free. | 
Yet mark’d I where the bolt of Cupid fell: 
It fell upon a little western flower, | : 
Before milk-white, now purple with love's 
wound, * ik 
And maidens call it love-in-idleness. 
Fetch me that flower; the herb I shew’d thee 
once: 
The juice of it on sleeping eye-lids laid 170 
ill make or man or woman madly dote 
Upon the next live creature that it sees. _ 
Fetch me this herb; and be thou here again 
Ere the leviathan can swim a league. 
Puck. 11 put a girdle round about the earth 
In forty minutes. Naa exis: 
eC. Having once this juice, 
I'll watch Titania when she is asleep, 
And drop the liquor of it in her eyes. 
The next thing then she waking looks upon, 
Be it on lion, bear, or wolf, or bull, 180 
On meddling monkey, or on busy ape, 
She shall pursue it with the soul of love: 
And ere I take this charm from off her sight, 
As I can take it with another herb, 
I’ll make her render up her page to me. 
But who comes here? I am invisible; 
And I will overhear their conference. 


Enter DEMETRIUS, HELENA following him. 
Dem. I love thee not, therefore pursue me 


not. 
Where is Hees and fair Hermia ? 


The one I'll slay, the other slayeth me. 1 
Thou Bons: me they were stolen unto this 
wood; 


And here am J, and wode within this wood, 
Because I cannot meet my Hermia. 
Hence, get thee gone, and follow me no more. 
Hel. oe draw me, you hard-hearted ada- 
mant; 
But yet you draw not iron, for my heart 
Is true as steel: leave you your pore: to draw, 
And I shall have no power to follow you. | 
Dem. DoTentice you? do I speak you fair? 
Or, rather, do I not in plainest truth 200 
Tell you, I do not, nor I cannot love you? 
Hel. And even for that do I love you the 
more. 
Jam your spaniel; and, Demetrius, 
The more you beat me, I will fawn on you: 
Use me but as your spaniel, spurn me, strike me, 
Neglect me, lose me; only give me leave, 
Unworthy as Iam, to follow you. 
at worser place can I beg in your love,— 
And yet a place of high respect with me,— 
Than to be used as you use your dog? 210 
Dem. Tempt not too much the hatred of my 


spirit, 
For ite sick when I do look on thee. 
Hel. And I am sick when I look not on 
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Dem. You do impeach your modesty too 
much 
To leave the city and commit yourself 
Into the hands of one that loves you not; 
To trust the opportunity of night 
And the ill counsel of a desert place 
With the rich worth of your virginity, 

Hel. Your virtue is my privilege: for that 
It is not night, when I do see your face, 
Therefore I think I am not in the night; 
Nor doth this wood lack worlds of company, 
For you in my respect are all the world: 

Then how can it be said I am alone, 
When all the world is here to look on me? 
Dem. Vl run from thee and hide me in the 
brakes, 
And leave thee to the mercy of wild beasts, 
Hel. The wildest hath not such a heart as 
you. 
Run when you will, the story shall be changed: 
Apollo flies, and Daphne holds the chase; "231 
The dove pursues the griffin; the mild hind 
Makes speed to catch the tiger; bootless speed, 
When cowardice pursues and valour flies. 
Dem. Iwill not stay thy questions; let me 


221 


0: 
Or, ff thou follow me, do not believe 
But I shall do thee mischief in the wood. 
Hel. Ay, in the temple, in the town, the 


cid, 
You do me mischief. Fie, Demetrius! 
Your wrongs do set a scandal on my sex: 
We cannot fight for love, as men may do; 
We should be woo'd and were not made to woo. 
[zit Dem. 
I'll follow thee and make a heaven of hell, 
To die upon the hand I love so well. [Exit. 
Obe.. Fare thee well, nymph: ere he do leave 
this grove. 
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90 | Thou shalt fly him and he shall seek thy love. 


Re-enter Puck. 


Hast thou the flower there? Welcome, wanderer. 
Puck, Ay, there it is, 
Ob thee, give it me. 


e. I pray 
I know a bank where the wild, thyme blows, 
Where oxlips and the nodding violet grows, 250 
t Quite over-canopied with luscious woodbine, 
With sweet musk-roses and with eglantine: 
There sleeps Titania sometime of the night, 
Lull’d in these flowers with dances and delight; 
And there the snake throws her enamell'd skin, 
Weed wide enough to wrap a fairy in: 
And with the juice of this I’ll streak her eyes, 
And make her full of hateful fantasies. 7 
Take thou some of it, and seek through this 


grove: 

A sweet Athenian lady is in love 

With a disdainful youth: anoint his eyes ; 

But do it when the next thing he espies 

May be the lady: thou shalt know the man 

By the Athenian garments he hath on. 

Etfect it with some care that he may pve 

More fond on her than she upon her love: 

And look thou meet me ere the first cock crow. 
Puck, Fear not, my lord, your servant shal 
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Scene 11] 


ScENE II. Another part of the wood. 


Enter TITANIA, with her train. 


Tita. Come, now aroundel and a fairy song ; 
Then, for the third part of a ininute, hence; 
Some to kill cankers in the musk-rose buds, 
Some, war with rere-mice for their leathern 

wings, 
To make my small elves coats, and some keep 
ack 
The clamorous owl that nightly hoots and 
wonders e : 
At our quaint spirits, Sing me now asleep; 
Then to your oftices and let me rest. 
The Fairies sing. 
You spotted snakes with double tongue, 
Thorny hedgehogs, be not seen ; 
Newts and blind-worms, do no wrong, 
Come not near our fairy queen. 
Philomel, with melody 
Sing in our sweet lullaby ; 
Lulla, lulla, lullaby, lulla, lula, lullaby’ : 
Y, 
Never harm, 
Nor spell nor charm, _ 
Come our lovely lady ni hs 
So, good night, with lullaby. 
Weaving spiders, come not here; 


Hence, you long-lege'd spinners, hence! 
Beetles black, approach not near; 
Worm nor snail, do no offence. 
Philomel, with melody, &c. 


A Fairy. Hence, away! now all is well: 
One aloof stand sentinel. 
[Exeunt Fairies. Titania sleeps. 


Enter OBERON, and squeezes the flower on 
Titaniu’s eyelids. 

Obe. What thou seest when thou dost wake, 
Do it for thy true-love take, 
Love and languish for his sake: 
Be it ounce, or cat, or bear, | 30 
Pard, or boar with bristled hair, 
In thy eye that shall appear 
When thou wakest, it is thy dear: 
Wake when some vile thing is new 


10 


it. 
Enter LYSANDER and HERMIA. 


Lys. Fair love, you faint with wandering in 
the wood; 
And to speak troth, I have forgot our LEY 2 
We'll rest us, Hermia, if you think it good, 
And tarry for the comfort of the day. 
Her. Beitso, Lysander: find you out a bed ; 
For I upon this bank will rest my head. 40 
Lys. : One turf shall serve as pillow for us 
oth ; 


One heart, one bed, two bosoms and one troth. 
Her. Nay, good Lysander; for my sake, my 


lear, . 
Lie further off yet, do not lie so near, 3 
Lys. O, take the sense, sweet, of my inno- 
cence! Ae . 
Love takes the meaning in love's conference. 


I mean, that ny unto yours is knit 
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So that but one heart we can make of it; 
Two bosoms interchained with an oath ; 
So then two bosoms and a single troth. 5° 


Then by your side no bed-room me deny ; 

For lying so, Hermia, I do not lie. | 
Her. Lysander riddles very prettily : i 

Now much beshrew my manners and my pride, 

Té Hermia meant to say Lysander lied. 

But, gentle friend, for love and courtesy 

Lie further otf; in human modesty, 

Such separation as may well be said, 

Becomes a virtuous bachelor and a maid, | 

So far be distant ; and, Bood night, sweet friend : 

Thy love ne’er alter til hy sweet lifeend! 6x 
Lys. Amen, amen, to that fair prayer, say [; 

And then end life when I end loyalty! 

Here is ny bed: sleep give thee all his rest ! 
Her. With half that wish the wisher's eyes 

be press’d! [Lhey sleep. 


Enter Puck. 


Puck. Through the forest have I gone, 
But Athenian found I none, 
On whose eves I might approve 
This flower’s force in snug love. 
Night and silence—Who is here? 70 
Weeds of Athens he doth wear. 
This is he, my master said, 
Despizedl the Athenian maid ; 
‘And here the maiden, sleeping sound, 
On the dank and dirty ground. 
Pretty soul! she durst not lie 
Near this lack-love, this kill-courtesy. 
Churl, upon thy eyes I throw. 
All the power this charm doth owe. 
When thou wakest, let love forbid 80 
Sleep his seat on thy eyelid: 
So awake when I am gone; . 
For I must now to Oberon. [Exit 


Enter DEMETRIUS and HELENA, running. 
Hel, Stay, though thou kill me, sweet Deme- 





trius. 

Dem. Icharge thee, hence, and do not haunt 
me thus. 

Hel. O, wilt thou darkling leave me? do 


not so. f : 
Dem. Stay, on thy peril: I alone will 0. ‘ 


cit. 
Hel. O, Lam out of breathin this fond chase! 
The more my prayer, the lesser is my grace. 
Happy is Hermia, wheresoe’er she lies ; 
For she hath blessed and attractive eyes. 
How came her eyes so bright? Not with salt 


tears: 
If so, my eyes are oftener wash’d than hers. 
No, no, Iam as ugly as a bear; 
¥or beasts that meet me run away for fear: 
Therefore no marvel though Demetrius 
Do, as a monster, fly my presets thus. | 
What wicked and dissembling glass of mine 98 
Made me compare with Hermia's sphery eyne? 
But who ishere? Lysander! on the ground! 
Dead? or asleep? I see no blood, no wound. * 
Lysander, if you live, good sir, awake. 3 
Lys. {4 waking] And run through fire I will 
for thy sweet sake. 
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plot shall be our stage, this hawthorn-brake our 
tiring-house ; and we will do it in action ag we 
will do it before the duke. 

Bot. Peter Quince,— 

Quin. What sayest thou, bully Bottom ? 

Sot. There are things in this comedy of 
Pyramus and Thisby that will never lease, 
First, ESE must draw a sword to Teil him- 
self; which the ladies cannot abide. How 
answer you that? — 

Snout. By’r lakin, a parlous fear. 

Star. I believe we must leave the killing out, 
when all is done. : 

Bot. Nota whit : Ihave a device to make all 
well. Write mea prologue; and let the prologue 
scem to say, we will do no harm with our swords 
and that Pyramus is not killed indeed; and, 
for the more better assurance, tell them that I 
Pyramus am not Pyramus, but Bottom the 
weaver ; this will put them out of fear, 

qtr ‘Well, we will have such a prologue; 
and it shall be written in eight and six. 

, Bot. No, make it two more; let it be written 
in eight and eight. E f 

A Ess Will not the ladies be afeard of the 
ion 

Star. I fear it, I promise you. 29 

Bot. Masters, you ought to consider with 
yourselves: to bring in—God shield us !—a lion 
among ladies, is a most dreadful thing ; for there 
is not a more fearful wiid-fow! than your lion 
living ; and we ought to look to’é. 

Snout. Therefore another prologue must tell 
he is not a lion. 

Bot. Ney, you must name his name, and 
half his face must-be seen through the lion’s 
neck: and he himself must speak through, 
saying thus, or to the same defect,—‘ Ladies, — 
or‘ air ladies,—I would wish you,’—or ‘I would 
request you,’—or ‘I would entreat you,—not to 
fear, not to tremble: my life for yours. Ifyou 
think Icome hither as a lion, it were pity of my 
life: no, I am no such thing; I am a man as 
other men are ;’ and there indeed let him name 
his name, and tell them plainly he is Snug the 
joiner. 

Quin, Well, it shall be so. But there is two 
hard things ; that is, to bring the moonlight into 
a chamber ; for, you know, Pyramus and Thisby 
meet by moonlight. i st 

Snowt. Doth the moon shine that night we 
play our play? 

Bot. A calendar, a calendar! look in the al- 
eee find out moonshine, find out moon- 
shine. 

Quin. Yes, it doth shine that night. 

‘ot. Why, then may you leave a casement of 
the great chamber window, where we play, open, 
and the moon may shine in at the casement. 

Quin. Ay ; or else one must come in witha 
bush of thorns anda lanthorn, and say he comes 
to disfigure, or to present, the person of Moon- 
shine. Then, there is another thing : we must 
have a wall in the great chamber; for Pyramus 
and Thisby, says the story, did talk through the 
chink of a wall, 

Snout. Youcan never bringina wall. What 
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Transparent Helena! Nature shows art, 
‘That through thy bosom makes me see th heart. 
Where is Demetrius? O, how fit a word 
Is'that vile name to perish on my sword ! 
Hel. Do not say so, Lysander; say not so. 
What though he love your Hermia? Lord, 
what though? 109 
Yet Hermia still loves you ; then be content. 
Lys. Content with Hermia ! No; Idorepent 
The tedious minutes I with her have spent. 
Not Hermia but Helena I love: 
Who will not change a raven for a doye? 
The will of man is by his reason sway’d; _ 
And reason says you are the worthier maid. 
Things growing are not ripe until their season : 
So I, being young, till now ripe not to reason ; 
And touching now the point of human skill, 
Reason becomes the marshal to my will _ 120 
-And leads me to your eyes, where I o’erlook 
Love's stories written in love's richest book. 
Hel. Wherefore was I to this keen mockery 


orn 
‘When at your hands did 1 deserve this scorn ? 
Is’t not enough, is’t not enough, young man, 
That I did never, no, nor never can, 
Deserve a sweet look from Demetrius’ eye, 
But you must flout my insufficiency ? 
poor troth, you do me wrong, good sooth, you 
0, 


Tn such disdainful manner me to woo. 130 

But fare you well: perforce I must confess 

I thought you lord of more true gentleness. 

O, that a lady, of one man refused, 

Should of another therefore be abused! [Ezit. 

Zys. She sees not Hermia. Hermia, sleep 

thou there : 

And never mayst thou come Lysander near! 

or as a surfeit of the sweetest things _ 

‘The deepest loathing to the stomach brings, 

Or as the heresies that men do leave 

Are hated most of those they did deceive, 140 

So thou, my surfeit and my heresy, 

Of all be hated, but the most of me! ri 

And, all my powers, address your love and might 

To honour Helen and to be her knight! [Zit 

Her. [Awaking] Help me, Lysander, help 

me! do thy best 

To pluck this crawling serpent from my breast! 

Ay me, for pity! what a dream was here! 

Lysander, look how I do quake with fear : 

Methought a serpent eat my heart away, 

And you sat smiling at his cruel prey. 150 

Lysander! what, removed? Lysander! lord! 

What, ae of hearing? gone? no sound, no 
wo 

Alack, where are you? speak, an if you hear; 

Speak, of all loves! I swoon almost with fear. 

No? then I well perceive you are not nigh: 

Hither death or you L’ll find immediately. [Zait. 


= ACT OT. 

SomnzL The wood. Titania lying asleep. 
Enicr QUINCE, SNuG, Bottom, FLUTE, SNOUT, 
and STARVELING. 

Bot. Are we all met? 
Quin. Pat, pat; and here’s a marvellous 


onvenient place f r rehearsal, | ‘Thi 
sree PONCCD Rashinit Researeh Th 





' ScuNE I] 


Bot. Some man or other must present Wall: 
and let him have some plaster, or some loam, or 
some rough-cast about him, to signify wall; and 
Jet him hold his fingers thus, and through that 
cranny shall Pyramus and Thisby whisper. 

Quin. lif that may be, then all is well. Come, 
sit down, every mother’s son, and rehearse your 
parts. Pyramus, you begin: when you have 
spoken your speech, enter into that brake: and 
so every one according to his cue. 


Enter Puck behind. 


Puck. What hempen home-spuns have we 
swagyering here, 
So near the cradle of the fairy queen? Bo 
What, a play toward! I'll be an auditor; 
An actor too perhaps, if I see cause. 
Quin. Speak, Pyramus. Thisby, stand forth. 
Bot. a ey the flowers of odious savyours 
sieet,— 
Quin. Odours, odours. 
Bot. —— odours savours sweet : 
So hath thy breath, my dearest Thisby dear. 
But hark, a voice! stay thou but here awhile, 
And by and by I will to thee appear. [Zxit. 
Puck. A stranger Pyramus than e’er payed 


here. Exit. 

Flu. Must I speak now? gr 

Quin. Ay, marry, must you; for you must 

understand he goes but to see a noise that he 
heard, and is to come again. 

Flu. BS radiant Pyramus, most lily-white 

of hue, 
Of colour like the red rose on triumphant 


rier, 
Most brisky juvenal and eke most lovely Jew, 
As true as truest horse that yet would never 


ire. 
I'll meet thee, Pyramus, at Ninny’stomb. 99 
Quin. ‘Ninus’ tomb,’ man: why, you must 
not speak that yet; that you answer to Pyra- 
mus: you speak all your part at once, cues and 
all, Pyramus enter: your cue is past; it is, 

“never tire.” 
Flu. ©,—As true as truest horse, that yet 

would never tire. 


Re-enter Puck, and Borrom with an ass’s head. 


Bot. If I were fair, Thisby, I were only thine. 
Quin, O monstrous! O strange! we are 
haunted. ‘Pray, masters! fly, masters! Help! 
[Bxeunt Quince, Snug, Flute, Snout, and 


Starveling. 

Puck, Vl folloy you, I’ll lead you about a 
round, 

Through bog, through bush, through brake, 

10 


through brier : : I 
Sometime a horse I’ll be, sometime a hound, 
Av hog, a headless bear, sometime a fire; 
And neigh, and bark, and grunt, and roar, and 


urn. 
Like horse, hound, hog, bear, fire, at it ee 
cul. 


Bot. Why 
knavery of th 


do they run away? this is a 
em to make me af 


A MIDSUMMER-NIGHTS DREAM 177 


Re-enter SNOUT. 


Snout. O Bottom, thou art changed! what 
do I see on thee? 

Bot. What do you see? you see an ass-head 
of your own, do you? [Exit Snout. 


Re-enter QUINCE. 


Quin. Bless thee, Bottom! bless thee ! thou 
art translated. | ire [Eicit. 
Bot. sce their knavery: this is to make an 
ass of me; to fright me, if they could. But I 
will not stir from this place, do what they can: 
J will walk up and down here, and I will sing, 
that they shall hear I am not afraid. [Stnge. 
The ousel cock so black of hue, 
With orange-tawny bill, 
The throstle with his note so true, 
The wren with little quill,— 
Tita. {4 waking] What angel wakes me from 
my flowery bed? 
Bot. [Sings] 
The finch, the sparrow and the lark, 
The plain-song cuckoo gray, 
Whose note full many a man doth mark, 
_And dares not answer nay ;— 
for, indeed, who would set, his wit to so foolish 
abird? who would give a bird the lie, though he 
ery ‘cuckoo’ never so? 2 
Tita. I pray thee, gentle mortal, sing again: 
Mine ear is much enamour'd of thy note; 42 
So is mine eye enthralled to thy shape; 
And thy fairvirtue’s force perforce doth move me 
On the first view to say, to swear, I love thee. 
Bot. Methinks, mistress, you should have 
littlereason for that: and yet, to say the truth, 
reason and love keep little company together 
now-a-days; the more the pity that. some honest 
neighbours will not make them friends, .Nay, 
I can gleek upon occasion. 
ita. i 


130 


150 

Thou art as wise as thou art beautiful. 

Bot. Notso, neither: but if I had wit enough 
to get out of this wood, I have enough to serve 
mineownturn, . z 

Tita, Out of this wood do not desire to go: 
Thou shalt remain here, whether thou wilt or no. 
Tama spirit of no common rate : 
The summer still doth tend upon my state ; 
And I do love thee: therefore, go with inc ; 
T’ll give thee fairics to attend on thee, 160 
And they shall fetch thee jewels from the deep, 
‘And sing while thou on pressed flowers dost 


sleep: 

And I wil purge thy mortal grossness so 

That thou shalt like an airy spirit go. 
Peaseblossom! Cobweb! Moth! and Mustard- 


seed! 
Enter PEASEBLOSSOM, CoBWEB, Motu, and 
MUSTARDSEED. 

Peas. Ready. 

Cob. And I. 

Moth. Andi. 

Mus. Andi. 

All. Where shall we go? 

Tita. Bekind and courteous to this gentle- 
man; 
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As wild geese that the creeping fowler eye, 
Or russet-pated choughs, many in sort, 
Rising and cawing at the gun's report, 
Sever themselves and madly sweep the sky, 
So, at his sight, away his fellows tly 5 
And, at our stamp, here o'er and o'er one falls; 
He murder cries and help from Athens calls,” 
Their sense thus weak, lost with their fears thus 
strong, z 
Made senseless things begin to do them wrong; 
For briers and thorns at their apparel snatch ; H 
Some (esi some hats, from yielders all things 
catcher 2 0 
I led them on in this distracted fear, 8 
And left sweet Pyramus translated there ; 
When in that moment, so it came to pass, 
Titania waked and straightway loved an ass. 
Obe. This falls out better than I could devise. 
But hast thou yet latch’d the Athenian’s eyes 
With the love-juice, as I did bid thee do? 
Puck. I took him sleeping,—that is finish’d 



















Hop in his walks and gambol in his eyes ; 

Feed him with apricocks and dewberries, _169 
With purple grapes, green figs, and mulberries ; 
The honey-bags steal from the humble-bees, 
And-for night-tapers crop their waxen thighs 
And light them at the fiery glow-worm’s eyes, 
To have my love to bed and to arise ; i 
And pluck the wings from painted butterflies 
To fan the moonbeamis from his sleeping eyes : 
Nod to him, elves, and do him courtesies, 

Peas. _ Hail, mortal! 

Cob. Hail! 

Moth. Hail! 180 

Aus. Hail! P e 

Bot. I cry your worships mercy, heartily : I 
beseech your worship’s name. 

Cob. Cobweb. | : 

Bot. Ishall desire you of more acquaintance, 
good Master Cobweb; if I cut my finger, I shall 
make bold withyou. Yourname, honest gentle- 
man 

Peas. _Peaseblossom, __, 189 

Bot, I pray you, commend me to Mistress 
Squash, your mother, and to Master Peascod, 
your father. Good Master Peaseblossom, I 
shall desire_you of more acquaintance too. 
Your name, I beseech you, sir? 

Aus. Mustardseed: 

Bot. Good Master Mustardseed, I know your 
patience well: that same cowardly, giant-like 
ox-beef hath devoured many a gentleman of your 
house : I promise you your kindred hath made 
my eyes water ere now. I desire your more ac- 
quaintance, good Master Mustardseed, 201 

‘ita. Come, wait upon him; lead him to my 
bower. 

The moon methinks looks with a watery eye; 
And when she weeps, weeps every little Fie 

Lamenting some enforced chastity. 

Tié up my love’s tongue, bring him silently. 

[E£ceunt. 


Scene II. Another part of the wood. 


Enter OBERON. 


Obe. I wonder if Titania be awaked ; 
Then, what it was that next came in her eye, 
Which she must dote on in extremity. 


20 
a 


too,— 

And the Athenian woman by his side; 

That, when he waked, of force she must be 
eyed. 40 


Enter Herta and Demetrius, 


Obe. Stand close: this is the same Athenian. 
Puck. This is the woman, but not this the 


man. ‘A 
Dem. O, why rebuke you him that loyes 
you so? 
Lay breath so bitter on your bitter foe. 
Her, NowI but chide; but I should use thee 
worse, 
For thou, I fear, hast given me cause to curse. 
If thou hast slain Lysander in his sleep, 
Being o’er shoes in blood, plunge in the deep, 
And kill me too. 
The sun was not so true unto the day 50 
As he to me: would he have stolen away 
From sleeping Hermia? I'll believe as soon 
This whole earth may be bored and that the 


moon 
May through the centre crecp and so displease 
Her brother's noontide with the Antipodes. 
Jt cannot be but thou hast murder’d him ; 
So should a murderer look, so dead, so grim. 
Dem. So should the murder’d look, and so 
_ should I, é 
Pierced through the heart with your stern 
cruelty g 
Yet you, the murderer, look as bright, as clear, 
As yonder Venus in her glimmering sphere. 6r 
EGR What’s this to my Lysander? where is 
he 
Ah, good Demetrius, wilt thou give him me? 
emt. I had rather give his carcass to my 
hounds. 4 
Her. Out, dog! out, cur! thou drivest me 
past the bounds Roe 
Of palit patience. Hast thou slain him, 
en 
Henceforth be never number’d among men! 
O, once tell true, tell true, even for my sake! 
Durst thou have look’d upon him being awake, 
And hast thou kill’'d him sleeping? O brave 
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Enter Puck. 


Here comes my messenger. 
: How now, mad spirit! 

‘What night-rule now about this haunted grove? 

Puck. My mistress with a monster is in love. 
Near to her close and consecrated bower, 
While she was in her dull and sleeping hour, 
A. crew of patches, rude mechanicals, 
That work for bread upon Athenian stal!s, 10 
Were met together to rehearse a play 
Intended for great Theseus’ nuptial-day. 
The shallowest thick-skin of that barren sort, 
Who Pyramus presented, in their sport 
Forsook his scene and enter'd in a brake: 
When I did him at this advantage take, 
An ass’s nole I fixed on his head : 

Anon his Thisbe must be answered, 
And forth my mimic comes. When they him 
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Could not a worm, an adder, do so much? 

An adder did it ; for with doubler tongue 

Than thine, thou serpent, never adder stung. 
Dem. Youspend your passion on a misprised 


mood ; 
Tam not guilty of Lysander's blood; 
Nor is he dead, for aught that I can tell. 
Her. Upray thee, tell me then that he is well. 
Dem. Anif I could, what should I get there- 


fore? Tee 
Her. A privilege never to see me more. 
And from thy hated presence part I so: 
See me no more, whether he be dead or nei 
Exit. 
Dem. There is no following her in this fierce 


80 


yein : 
Here therefore for a while I will remain. 
So sorrow’s heaviness doth heavier grow 
For debt that bankrupt sleep doth sorrow owe ; 
Which now in some slight measure it will pay, 
1f for his tender here I make some stay. 
[Lies down and sleeps. 
Obe. What hast thou done? thou hast mis- 
taken quite 5 
And laid the loye-juiceon some true-love's sight : 
Of thy misprision must perforce ensue 9° 
Some true love turn’d and not a false turn’d true. 
Puck. Vhen fate o’er-rules, that, one man 
Batis troth, 
A million fail, confounding oath on oath. 
Obe. abou the wood go swifter than the 
wind, 
And Helena of Athens look thou find: 
All fancy-sick she is and pale of cheer, 
With sighs of love, that costs the fresh blood 


lear: 
By some illusion see thou bring her here: 
T'll charm his eyes against she do appear. 
Puck. I go, I go; look how I go, 100 
Swifter than arrow from the Tartar's bow. [Zit. 
Ove. Flower of this purple dye, 
Hit with Cupid's archery, 
Sink in apple of his eye. 
When his love he doth espy, 
Let her shine as gloriously 
As the Venus of the sky. 
When thou wakest, if she be by, 
Beg of her for remedy. 


Re-enter Puck. 


Captain of our fairy band, 

Helena is here at hand; 

‘And the youth, mistook by me, 
Pleading fora lover's fee. 

Shall we their fond pageant see? 
Lord, what fools these mortals be! 
Stand aside: the noise they make 
Will cause Demetrius to awake. 
Then will two at once woo one; 
That must needs be sport alone; 
‘And those things do best please me 
‘Nhat befal preposterously. 121 


Enter LYSANDER and HELENA. 


Lys, Why should you think that I should woo 


inscorn? |. n f 
Scorn and derision neyer come in tears: 


Puck, 


110 


Obe. 
Puck. 
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Look, when I vow, I weep; and vows so born, 
In their nativity all truth appears. ; 
How can these things in me seem scorn to you, 
Bearing the badge of faith, to prove them true? 
Hel. You do advance your cunning more and 


more. 
When truth kills truth, O devilish-holy fray ! 
These vows are Hermi’s: will you give her o'er? 
Weigh oath with oath, and you will nothing 
weigh: 131 
Your vows to her and me, put in two scales, 
Will even weigh, and both as light as tales. 
Lys. I had no judgement when to her TI 
swore. i : 
Hel. Nor none, in my mind, now you give 
hero’er. 
Lys. Demetrius loves her, and he loves not 


you. 
Dem. [Awaking]O Helen, goddess, nymph, 
perfect, divine! 
To what, my love, shall I compare thine eyne? 
Crystal is muddy. _O, how ripe in show 139 
Thy lips, those kissing cherries, tempting grow ! 
That pure congealed white, high Taurus’ snow, 
Fann’d with the eastern wind, turns to a crow 
When thou hold’st up thy hand : O, let me kis3 
This princess of pure white, this seal of bliss! 
Hel. O spite! O hell! Isee you all are bent 
To set against me for your merriment : 
If you were civil and knew courtesy, 
You would not do me thus much injury. 
Can you not hate me, as I know you do, 
But you must join in souls to mock me too? rs0 
Jf you were men, as men you are in show, 
You would not use a gentle lady so; 
To vow, and swear, and superpraise my parts, 
When I am sure you hate me with your hearts. — 
You both are rivals, and love Hermia ; 3 
And now both rivals, to mock Helena’: 
A trim exploit, a manly enterprise 
To conjure tears up in a poor maid’s eyes 
With your derision! none of noble sort 
Would so offend a virgin and extort 160 
A poor soul's patience, all to make you sport. 
ys. Youare unkind, Demetrius ; be not so; 
For you love Hermia; this you know I-know: 
And here, with all good will, with all my heart, 
In Hermia's love I yield you up my part ; 
And yours of Helena to me bequeath, 
Whom I do Jove and will do till my death. | 
Hel. Never did mockers waste more idle 
breath. . ase 
Dem. Lysander, keep thy Hermia; I will 


none: 
If e’er I loved her, all that love is gone. 
My heart to her but as guest-wise sojourn’d, 
And now to Helen is it home return’d, 
‘here to remain. x 

Lys. _. Helen, it is not so. 

Dem. Disparage not the faith thou dost not 


know, 
Lest, to thy peril, thou aby it dear. 2 
Look, where thy love comes; yonder is thy 
lear. 


170 


Re-enter HERMIA. 


Her. Dark night, that from the eye his 
function takes, 
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The ear more quick ofa pprehension makes; 
Wherein it doth impair the seeing sense, 
It pays the hearing double recompense. 180 
Thou art not by mine eye, Lysander, found ; 
Mine ear, I thank it, brought me to thy sound. 
But why unkindly didst thou leave me so? 
Lys. Why should he stay, whom love doth 
press to go? 
er. What love could press Lysander from 
my side? 

Lys. Lysander’s love, that would not let 

him bide, : : 

Fair Helena, who more engilds the night 

Than all yon fiery oes and eyes of light, 

Why. seek’st thou me? could not this make 
thee know, 

The hate I bear thee made me leave thee so? x90 

ED, avou speak not as you think: it can- 

not be. 

Hel. Lo, she is one of this confederacy ! 
Now I perceive they have conjoin’d all three 
To fashion this false sport, in spite of me. 
Injurious Hermia! most ungrateful maid! 

aye you conspired, have you with these con- 

rived 

To bait me with this foul derision ? 
Is all the counsel that we two have shared, 
The sisters’ vows, the hours that we have spent, 
When we have chid the hasty-footed time 200 
For parting us,—O, is it all forgot? 
All school-days’ friendship, childhood inno- 

cence 
‘We, Hermia, like two artificial gods, 
Have with our needles created both one flower, 
Both on one sampler, sitting on one cushion, 
Both warbling of one song, ‘both in one key, 
As if our hands, our sides, voices and minds, 
Had been incorporate. So we grew together, 
Like to a double cherry, seeming parted, 
But yet an union in partition ; 
Two lovely berries moulded on one stem ; 
So, with two seeming bodies, but one heart ; 
‘Two of the first, like coats in heraldry, 
Due but to one and crowned with one crest. 
And will you rent our ancient love asunder, 
Lo join with men in scorning your poor friend? 
It is not friendly, ’tis not maidenly : : 
Our sex, as well as I, may chide you for it, 
Though I alone do feel the injury. 219 

Her, Lam amazed at your passionate words. 
Iscorn you not: it seems that you scorn me. 

Hel. Haye you not set Lysander, as in scorn, 
To follow me and praise my eyes and face? 
And made your other love, Demetrius, _ 
Who even but now did spurn me with his foot, 
To call me goddess, nymph, divine and rare, 
Precious, celestial? Wherefore speals he this 
To her he hates? and wherefore doth Lysander 
Deny your love, so rich within his soul, 
And tender me, forsooth, affection, 230 
But by your setting on, by your consent? 
What though I be not so in grace as you, 
So hung upon with love, so fortunate, 
But miserable most, to love unloved ? 
This you should pity rather than despise. 

Her, I understand not what you mean by 


210 


t 
Hel. Ay, a0, persevet, counterfeit sad Joo! 
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Make mouths upon me when I turn iy back: 
Wink each at other; hold the sweet jest up: ’ 
This sport, well carried, shall be chronicle 
If you have any pity, grace, or manners, 
You would not make me such an argument, 
But fare ye well: “tis partly my own fault; 
Which death or absence soon shall remedy, 
Lys. Stay, gentle Helena; hear my excuse: 
My love, my life, my soul, fair Helena! 
Hel. O excellent! 
Her. Sweet, do not scorn her go, 
Dem. If she cannot entreat, | can compel, 
Lys. Thou canst compel no more than she 
entreat : 
Thy threats have no more strength than her 
weak prayers. 250 
Helen, I love thee; by my life, I do: 
I swear by that which I will lose for thee, 
To prove him false that says I love thee not. 
em. Lsay I love thee more than he can do, 
Le If thou say so, withdraw, and prove 
it too. 
Dem. Quick, come! 
Her. Lysander, whereto tends all this? 
Lys. Away, you Ethiope! 
em. tNo, no; hell... 
Seem to break loose; take on as you would 
follow, 
But yet come not: you are a tame man, go! 
Lys. Hang off, thou cat, thou burr! vile 
thing, let loose, 260 
Or I will Shake thee from me like a serpent! 
Her. Why are you grown so rude? what 
change is this? 
Sweet love,— 
Lys. Thy love! out, tawny Tartar, out! 
Out, loathed medicine! hated potion, hence! 
seep Do you not jest? 


+ 240 


Hel. : es, sooth ; and so do you. 
Lys. Demetrius, I will keep my word with 
hee. 


Dem. IvwouldI had your bond, for I perceive 
A feel bond holds you: 1°ll not trust your 
word. 
Lys, What, should I hurt her, ‘strike her, 
sill her dead ? 
Although I hate her, I’ll not harm her so. 270 
Her. hat, can you do me greater harm 
than hate? 
ae me ! wherefore? O me! what news, my 
love 
Am not I Hermia? are not you Lysander? 
Tam as fair now as I was crewhile. 
Since night you loved me; yet since night you 


left me: 
Why, then you left me—O, the gods forbid !— 
In earnest, shall I say ? 
Lys. : ___ Ay, by my life; 
And never did desire to see thee more. 
Therefore be out of hope, of question, of doubt; 
Be certain, nothing truer; ’tis no jest 280 
That I do hate thee and love Helena. 
Her. O me! you juggler! you canker- 
blossom ! 
You thief of love! what, have you come by 
night 
And stolen my love’s heart fromhim? 
Vine, ? faith! 


— 
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Have you no modesty, no maiden shame, 
No touch of bashfulness?. What, will you tear 
Tmpatient answers from my gentle tongue? 
Fie, fie! you counterfeit, you puppet, you! 
Her. Puppet? why so? ay, that way goes 
the game. 
Now I perceive that she hath made compare 
Between our statures; she hath urged her 
height; 291 
‘And with her personage her tall personage, 
Her height, forsooth, she hath prevail’ with 
him. 
‘And are you grown so high in his esteem, 
Because < am so dwarfish and so low? 
How low am J, thou painted mesos speak ; 
How low am 17. Tam not yet so low 
But that my nails can reach unto thine eyes, 
‘Hel. 1 pray you, though you mock me, 
ventlemen, 
Let her not hurt me: I was never curst; 300 
Thave no gift at all in shrewishness ; 
Tam aright maid for my cowardice: 
Let her not strike me You perhaps may think, 
Because she is something Jower than myself, 
That I can match her, ‘ 
Her. _ Lower! hark, again. 
Hel. Good Hermia, do not be so bitter with 


Of thine or mine, is most in Helena. 
Dem, Yollow! nay, T’ll go with thee, cheek 
by jole. [Hxeunt Lysander and Demetrius. 
Her. You, mistress, all this coil is long of 






















you: 
Nay, gonot back. 
Hel. _ Twill not trust you, I, 340 
Nor longer stay in your curst company. 
Your hands than mine are quicker for a fray, 
My legs are longer though, to run away. peat 
Her. Tam amazed, and know not what to 


say. is . wit, 
re eit is thy negligence: still thou mis- 
akest, 
Or else committ’st thy knaveries wilfully. 
Puck. Believe me, king of shadows, I mis- 


took. 

Did not you tell me I should know the man 
By the Athenian garments he had on? 
And so far blameless proves my enterprise, 350 
That I have ’nointed an Athenian's eyes ; 
And so far am I glad it so did sort 
As this their jangling I esteem a sport. 

Obe. Thou see’st these lovers seek a place to 


ight: 
Hie therefore, Robin, overcast the night 
The starry welkin cover thou anon 
With drooping fog as black as Acheron, 
And Jead these testy rivals so astray 
As one come not within another's way. 
Like to Lysander sometime frame thy tongue, 
Then stir Demetrius up with bitter wrong; 36: 
‘And sometime rail thou like Demetrius ; 
‘And from each other look thou lead them thus, 
Till o'er their brows death-counterfeiting sleep 
With leaden legs and batty wings doth creep: 
‘Then crush this herb into ‘Lysander’s eye ; 
Whose liquor hath this virtuous property, 
To take from thence all error with his might, 
‘And make his eyeballs roll with wonted sight. 
When they next wake, all this derision 370 
Shall seem a dream and fruitless vision, 
‘And back to Athens shall the lovers wend, 
With league whose date till death shall never 


end. . 

Whiles Lin this affair do thee employ, 

T'll to my queen and beg her Indian boy; 
‘And then Twill her charmed eye release 

From monster's view, and all things shall be 


me. 4 
Tievermore did love you, Hermia, 3 
Did ever keep your counsels, never wrong’d 


you; é 
Save that, in love unto Demetrius, 
T told him of your stealth unto this wood. 310 
He follow’d you; for love I follow’d him; 
But he hath chid me hence and threaten’d me 
To strike me, spurn me, nay, to, kill me too: 
‘And now, so you will let me quiet fo 
To Athens will I bear my folly back 
‘And follow you no further: let me go: 
You see how simple and how fond I am. 
Her. Why, get you gone: who is’t that 
hinders you? 
Hel. A foolish heart, that I leave here behind. 
Her. What, with Lysander? : 
Hel. E With Demetrius. 320 
Lys. Be not afraid; she shall not harm thee, 
Telena. , 
Dem. No, sir, she shall not, though you take 
her part. 
Hel. ©, when she’s angry, she is keen and 
shrewd ! 
She was a vixen when she went to.school ; 
And though she be but little, she is fierce. 
er ae I fee again! nothing but ‘low’ and 
ittle 
Why will you suffer her to flout me thus? 
et me come to her. 
Lys. “Get you gone, you dwarf; 
You minimus, of hindering knot-grass made ; 
ou bead, you acorn. : 
en. You are too officious 330 
Tn her behalf that scorns your services. 
ct her alone : speak not of Helena; 
‘Yale not her part; for, if thou dost intend 
Never so little show of love to her, 
Thou shalt aby it. 
Lys. Now she holds me not; 
Now follow, if thew Gages to. tay whose right, _ 
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ence. a es, 
Puck. ‘My fairy lord, this must be done with 


haste, 
For night's swift dragons cut the clouds full fast, 
‘And yonder shines Aurora's harbinger; 380 
At whose approach, ghosts, wandering here and 


there, = 
Troop home to churchyards* damned spirits all, 
Phat in crossways an floods have burial, 
Already to their wormy beds are gone; 
For fear lest da, should look their shames upon, 
They wilfully themselves exilefromlight 
‘And must for aye consort with black-brow'd 
night. a ae 
Obe. But we are spirits of another sort : 
Lith the morning’s love have oft made sport, 
nd, like « forester, the groves may tread, 390 
Ryen till the eastern gate, all fiery-red, 
Opening on Neptune with fair blessed beams, 
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Turns into yellow gold his salt green streams, 
But, notwithstanding, haste; make no delay: 
We may eflect this business yet ere day. [Ezit. 
Puck. Up and down, up and down, 
_ Twill lead them Wp and down: 
Iam fear'd in field and town: 
Goblin, lead them up and down. 


Here comes one. 400 


Re-enter LYSANDER. 


Lys. ‘Where art thou, proud Demetrius? 
speak thou now. | 
Puck. Here, villain; 


drawn and ready. 
Where art thou? 


Lys. I-will be with thee siraichits 
Puck. Follow me, then, 
To plainer ground. 


[bxut Lysander, as following the voice. 


Re-enter DEMETRIUS. 


Den. Lysander! speak again: 
Thou runaway, thou coward, art thou fled? _ 
Speak! In some bush? Where dost thou hide 

thy head? . 
Puck. Thou coward, art thou bragging to 
the stars, 
Telling the bushes that thou look’st for wars, 
And wilt not come? Come, recreant; come, 
thou child, 2 
I'll whip thee with a rod: he is defiled 
That draws a sword on thee. 
em. Yea, art thou there? 

Puck. Follow my voice: we’ll try no man- 

hood here. [Ezeunt. 


410 


Re-enter LYSANDER. 


Lys._He goes before meand still dares me on: 
When I come where he calls, then he is gone. 
The villain is much lighter-heel’d than I: 

T follow’d fast, but faster he did fly ; 
That fallen am I in dark uneven way, 
And here will rest me. [Zies down.] Come, 
thou gentle day! . 
For if but once thou show me thy grey light, 
1’ll find Demetrius and revenge this Boe 420 
eeps. 


Re-enter Puck and DEMETRIUS. 


Puck, Ho, ho, ho! Coward, why comest 
thou not? 
Dem. Abide me, if thou darest; for well 


wot 
Thou runn’st before me, shifting every place, 
And darest not stand, nor look me in the face. 
Where art thou now? 
Puck, 


. Come hither: I am here. 
Dem. Nay, then, 


thou mock’st me. Thou 
shalt buy this dear, 
Ifever I thy face by daylight sec:) 
Now, go thy way. Faintness constraineth me 
To measure out my length on this cold bed. 
By day’s approach 10k to be visited. 430 
y [Lies down and sleeps. 
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Re-enter HELENA. 


Hel, Oweary night, O long and tedious night, 
Abate thy hours! Shine comforts from thé 


east, 
That I may back to Athens by daylight, 

From these that my poor company detest : 
Andsleep, that sometimes shuts up sorrow’s eye, 
Steal me awhile from mine own company, 

Lies down and sleeps, 
Puck, Yet but three? Come one more; 
Two of both kinds makes up four. 
Here she comes, curst and sad ; 
Cupid is a knavish Jad, 440 
Thus to make poor females mad. 


Re-enter HERMIA, 


Her. Never so weary, never so in woe 

Bedabbled with the dew and torn with briers, 
T can no further crawl, no further go; 

My legs can keep no pace with my desires, 
Here will I rest me till the break of day, 
Heavens shield Lysander, if they mean a fray! 

Lies down and sleeps. 
Puck, On the ground 
Sleep sound: 
I'll apply 
To your eye, 
Gentle lover, remedy. 
[Squeezing the juice on Lysander's eyes. 
When thou wakest, 
Thou takest 
True delight 
In the sight 
Of thy former lady’s eye: 
And the country proverb known, 
That every man should take his own, 
n your waking shall be shown: 460 
Jack shall have Jill; 
Nought shall go ill; 
The man shall have his mare again, and all 
shall be well. [Exit. 


ACT Ty. 


Scene I. The sume. Lysanper, DEMETRIUS, 
HELENA, and HERMIA lying asleep. 


Enter TiTaANtA and Bortom; PEASEBLOSSOM, 
Copwes, Motu, Musrarpskep, and other 
Fairies attending ; OBERON behind unseen. 


Tita. Come, sit thee down upon this flowery 


ed, 
While I thy amiable cheeks do coy, 
And stick musk-roses in thy sleek smooth head, 
And kiss thy fair large cars, my gentle joy. 
Bot. Where's Peaseblossom? 
Peas. Ready. A 
Bot. Scratch my head, Peaseblossom. Where’s 
Mounsieur Cobweb? 
‘ob. Ready. 9 
Bot. Mounsieur Cobweb, good mounsieur, 
get you four weapons in your hand, and Kill 
me a red-hipped humble-bee on the top of a 
thistle; and, good mounsicur, bring me. the 
honey-bag. Do not fret yourself too much in 
the action, mounsieur, and, good mounsieur, 
angotri 
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have a care the honey-bag break not; I would 
be loath to have you overflown with a honey- 
bog si gnior. Where’s Mounsieur Mustardseed ? 

ALUS. ¥ 

Bot. 
seed. Pray you, leave your courtesy, good moun- 
sieur. 

Mus. What's your will? 

Bot. Nothing, good mounsieur, but to help 
Cavalery Cobweb to scratch. I must to the bar-' 
ber's, mounsieur; for methinks I am marvellous 
hairy about the face; and I am such a tender 
ass, if my hair do but tickle me, I must scratch. 

Tita. What, wilt thou hear some music, my 

sweet love? i 

Bot. Ihave a reasonable good ear in music. 
Lets have the tongs and the bones. 31 

Pita. Orsay, sweet love, what thou desirest 

to cat. 

Bot. Truly, a peck of provender: I could 
munch your good dry oats. Methinks I havea 

reat desire to a bottle of hay: good hay, sweet 
hay, hath no fellow. 

Tita. Lave a venturous fairy that shall seek 
The squirrel’s hoard, and fetch thee new nuts. 

Bot. lhad rather have a handful or two of 
dried peas. But, I pray you, let none of your 
people stir me: I have an exposition of sleep 
come upon me. . e773 

Lita. Sleep thou, and I will wind thee in my 

arms. 

Fairies, be gone, and be all waysaway. 
Exeunt fairies. 

So doth the woodbine the sweet honeysuckle 

Gentle entwist ; the female ivy so 

Enrings the barky fingers of the elm. 

O, how I Jove thee! how I dote on thee! 

[Lhey sleep. 


Enter Puck. 


Obe. [Advancing] Welcome, good Robin. 
Sce’st thou this sweet sight? 

Her dotage now I do begin to pity: 
For, meeting her of late behind the wood, 
Seeking sweet favours for this hateful fool, 
T did upbraid her and fall out with her; 
For she his hairy temples then had rounded 
With coronet of fresh and fragrant flowers ; 
And that same dew, which sometime on the 


5° 


buds 3 5 
Was wont to swell like round and orient pearls, 
Stood now within the pretty flowerets’ eyes | 
Like tears that did their own disgrace bewail. 
When I had at my pleasure taunted her 60 
And she in mild terms begg’d my patience, 
T then did ask of her her changeling child ; 
Which straight she gave me, and her fairy sent 
To bear him to my bower in fairy land. 
‘And now I have the boy, I will undo 
This hateful imperfection of her eyes: 
And, gentle Puck, take this transformed scalp 
From off the head of this Athenian swain ; 
That, he awaking when the other do, 
May all to Athens back again repair | 7! 
And think no more of this night's accidents 
But as the fierce yexation of a dream. 
But first I will release the fairy queen. 
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Give me your neaf, Mounsieur Mustard- Now, 
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Be as thou wast wont to be; 
See as thou wast wont to sec: 
Dian’s bud o'er Cupid’s flower 
Hath such force and blessed power. 
my Titania; wake you, my sweet queen. 
Tita, My Oberon! what visions have I seen! 
Methought I was enamour'd of an ass. 80 
‘There lies your love. ; 
3 How came these things to pass? 
O, how mine eyes do loathe his visage now! _ 
be. Silence awhile. Robin, take off this 
. head. | 
Titania, music call; and strike more dead 
Than common sleep of all these tive the sense. 
Tita, Music, ho! music, such as charmeth 
sleep! [ALusic, stil. 
Puck. Now, when thou wakest, with thine 
own fool’s eyes peep. 
be. Sound, music! Come, my queen, take 
hands with me, 
And rock the ground whereon these sleepers be. 
Now thou and I are new in usta or 
And will to-morrow midnight so! ay 
Dance in Duke Theseus’ house triumphantly 
And bless it to all fair prosperity : 
There shall the pairs oft faithful lovers be 
Wedded, with Theseus, all in jollity. 
Puck. Fairy king, attend, and mark : 
I do hear the morning lark. 


Obe. Then, my queen, in silence sad, 
Trip we after night’s shade: 100 
We the flobe can compass soon, 
Swifter than the wandering moon. 
Tita. Come, my lord, and in our flight 


Tell me how it came this night 
That I sleeping here was found 
With these mortals on the ground. 
[Exeunt. 
[Horns winded within. 


Enter THESEUS, Hippotyta, EGEus, and 
train. 


The. Go, one of you, find out the forester; 
For now our observation is perform’d ; 
And since we have the vaward of the day, 

My love shall hear the music of my hounds. 110 
Uncouple in the western valley ; let them go: 
Dispatch, I say, and find the forester. 

: [Exit an Attendant. 
We will, fair queen, up to the mountain’s top 
And mark the musical confusion 
Of hounds and echo in conjunction, 

Hip. Iwas with Hercules and Cadmus once, 
When in a wood of Crete they bay’d the bear 
With hounds of Sparta: never did I hear 
uch gallant chiding ; for, besides the groves, 
The skies, the fountains, every region near 120 
Seem’d all one mutual cry: I never heard 
Boma! a discord, such swect thunder. 

he. 


kind, 
So. flew'd, so sanded, and their heads are hung 
With ears that sweep away the morning dew; 


My hounds are bred out of the Spartan 


| Crook-knee’d, and dew-lapp’d like Thessalian 


bulls 
Slow in pursuit, but match’d in mouth like bells, 
Each under each. A cry more tuneable 
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Was never holla’d to, nor cheer'd with horn, 

In Crete, in Sparta, nor in Thessaly : 130 

Judge when you hear. But, soft! what nymphs 
are these ? 

Ege. My lord, this is my daughter here 

asleep 5 : aie 
And this, Lysander; this Demetrius is ; 
This Helena, old Nedar’s Helena: 
-I wonder of their being here together. 

The. No doubt they rose up early to observe 
The rite of May, and, hearing our intent, 
Came here in grace of our solemnity. 

But speak, Egeus; is not this the day 
That Hermia pnouldl give answer of her choice? 
Ege. It is, my lord. I4t 
The. Go, bid the huntsmen wake them with 
theirhorns.[Hornsand shout within. Lys., 
Dem., Hel., and Her., wake and start up. 
Good morrow, friends. Saint Valentine is past: 
Begin these wood-birds but to couple now? 
8. Pardon, my lord. 

The. _ I pray you all, stand up. 
I know you two are rival enemies : 

How comes this gentle concord in the world, 
That hatred is so far from jealousy, 
To sleep Dy hate, and fear no enmity ? 

Lys, My lord, I shall reply amazedly, 
Half sleep, half waking : but as yet, I 
J cannot truly say how I came here ; 
But, as I think,—for truly would I speak, 

‘And now J do bethink me, so it is,— 
I came with Hermia hither: our intent 
Was to be gone from Athens, where we might, 
Without the peril of the Athenian law. 
Zige. TEnough, enough, my lord; you have 


enough: 

T beg the law, the law, upon his head. 

they. would have stolen away; they would, 

iemictrius, 160 

Thereby to have defeated you and me, 

You of your wife and me of my consent, 

Of my consent that she should be your wife. 
Dem. My lord, fair Helen told me of their 

stealth, : x 

Of this their purpose hither to this wood ; 

And Jin fury hither follow’d them, 

Fair Helena in fancy dol onang me. 


13 
swear, 


But, my good lord, I wot not by what power,— 
But by some power it is,—my love to Hermia, 
Melted as the snow, seems to me now 170 


As the remembrance of an idle gawd 

Which in my childhood I did dote upon; 

And all the faith, the virtue of my heart, 

The object and the pleasure of mine eye, 

Is only Helena. To her, my lord, 

Was id hetroth’d ere I saw Hermia: | 

But, like in sickness, did I loathe this food ; 

But, as in health, come to my natural taste, 

Now I do wish it, love it, long for it, 

And will for evermore be true to it. 180 
The. Fair lovers, you are fortunately met: 

Of this discourse we more will hear anon. 

Egeus, I will overbear your will ; 

For in the temple, by and by, with us 

These couples shall eternally be knit : 

And, for the morning now 1s something worn, 

Our pu d hunting shall be set aside. 


Tpose : 
B iT rl 
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We'll hold a feast in great solemnity. 
Come, Hippolyta. fl 190 
[Laccunt The., Htp., Ege., and train, 
Dem. ‘These things seem small and undis- 
tinguishable, | 
Like far-off mountains turned into clouds, 
Her. Methinks I see these things with parted 


eye, 
, When every thing seems double. 


el. .... So methinks ; 
And I have found Demetrius like a jewel, 
Mine own, and not mine own. 

Den. Are you sure 
That we are awake? It seems to me 
‘Phat yet we sleep, we dream. Do not you think 
The duke was here, and bid us follow him? 199 

Fier. Yea; and my father. 

Hel. te And Hippolyta. 

Lys. And he did bid us follow to the temple. 

oe Why, then, we are awake : let’s follow 

him ; 
And by the way let us recount our dreams. 
: [Excunt, 

Bot. [Awaking] When my cue comes, call 
me, and I will answer: my next is, ‘Most fair 
Pyramus.’ Heigh-ho! Peter Quince! Flute, 
the bellows-mender! Snout, thetinker! Starve- 
ling! God’s my life, stolen hence, and left me 
asleep! I have had a most rate vision, I 
have had a dream, past the wit of mun to say 
what dream it was: man is but an ass, if he go 
about to expound this dream. Methonght I 
was—there is no man can tell what. Methought 
I was,—and methought I had,—but man is but 
a patched fool, ig he will offer to say what me- 
thought [had. The eye of man hath not heard, 
the ear of man hath not seen, man’s hand is not 
able to taste, his tongue to conceive, nor his 
heart to report, what my dream was. I will 
get Peter Quince to write a ballad of this dream; 
it shall be called Bottom’s Dream, because it 
hath no bottom; and I will sing it in the latter 
end of a play, before the duke : peradventure, to 
make it the more gracious,t I shall sing it at 
her death. Exit. 


Scene I. Athens. Quince’s house. 
Enter Quince, Fiutr, SNout, and 


STARVELING. 


Quin. Have you sent to Bottom’s house? is 
he come home yet? 

Star. He cannot be heard of. Out of doubt 
he is transported. 

_, Flu. Iéhe come not, then the play is marred: 
it goes not forward, doth it? 
Quin. It is not possible: you haye not a 
pate in all Athens able to discharge Pyramus 
ut he. 

Flu. No, he hath simply the best wit of any 
handicraft man in Athens. HS) 
_ Quin. Yea, and the best person too; and he 
is & very paramour for a sweet voice. 

Yu. You must say gbaregon :? a paramour 
yeh. 


Scrnz 11] 
Enter Snuc. 


Snug. Masters, the duke is coming from the 
temple, and there is two or three “lords and 
Jadies more married: if our sport had gone for- 
ward, we had all been made men. 

Flu. O sweet bully Bottom! Thus hath he 
lost sixpence a day during his life; he could not 
haye ‘scaped sixpence a days an the duke had 
not given him sixpence a day for playing Pyra- 
mus, L’ll be hanged; he would have deserved 
it: sixpence a day in Pyramus, or nothing. 


Enter Bortom. 


Bot. Where are these lads? where are these 
hearts? 

Quin. Bottom! Omost courageous day! O 
most happy hour! r 

Bot.’ Masters, I am to discourse wonders : 
but ask me not what; for if I tell you, Iam no 
true Athenian, I will tell you every thing, right 
as it fell out. 

giie Let us hear, sweet Bottom. 

‘ot. Nota word of me. All that I will tell 
you is, that the duke hath dined. Get your 
apparel together, good strings to your beards, 
new ribbons to your pumps ; meet presently at 
the palace; every man look o’er his part; for 
the short and the long is, our play is preferred. 
In any case, let Thisby haye clean linen; and let 
not him that plays the lion pare his nails, for 
they shall hang out for the lion’s claws. And, 
most dear actors, eat no onions nor garlic, for 
we are to utter sweet breath; and I do not doubt 
but to hear them say, it is a sweet comedy. No 
more words: away! go, away ! [Exeunt. 


ACT Y. 


ScmneEI. Athens. The palace of THESEUS. 


Enter THESEUS, HiPpPoLyTA, PHILOSTRATE, 
‘ Lords, and Attendants. 


Hip. °*Tis strange, my Theseus, that these 
lovers speak of. ~ 
The. More strange than true: I never may 

believe iS : 

These antique fables, nor these fairy toys. _ 

Lovers and madmen have such seething brains, 

Such shaping fantasies, that apprehen 

More than cool reason ever comprehends. 

‘The lunatic, the lover and the poet 

Are of imagination all compact : 

One sees more devils than vast hell can hold, 

That is, the madman : the lover, all as frantic, 

Sces Helen’s beauty in a brow of Egypt: xx 

The poet’s eye, in a fine frenzy rollin: 

Doth glance from heayen to earth, 
toheaven; | a 

And as imagination bodies forth 4 

The forms of things unknown, the poet’s pen 

Turns them to shapes and gives to airy nothing 

A local habitation anda name. 

e iiat tricks hath strong imagination, 

. 


fom earth 


That, if it would but apprehend some joy, 
¢ comprehends some bringer of on joy; 
rin the night, imagining some fear, 
How easy is a bush Buprovel a bear! 
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Hip. But all the story of the night told over, 
And all their minds transfigured so together, 
More witnesseth than fancy's images 
And grows to something of great constancy ; 
But, howsoever, strange and admirable. 

The. ae come the lovers, full of joy and 

mirth, 


Enter LYSANDER, DEMETRIUS, HerMra, and 
HELENA. 


Joy, gentle friends! joy and fresh days of love} 
Accompany your hearts! 
Lys. More than tous 30 
Wait in your royal walks, your board, your bed ! 
The. Come now; what masques, what dances 
shall we have, 
To wear away this long age of three hours 
Between our after-supper and bed-time? 
Where is our usual manager of mirth? 
What revels are in hand? Is there no play, 
To ease the anguish of a torturing hour? 
Call Philostrate. " 
Phil. Here, mighty Thescus. 
Phe. Say, what abridgement haye you for 
this evening? 3 
What masque? what music? How shall we be- 


Buile oglu £ ; 40 
The lazy time, if not with some delight ? 
Phil. There is a brief how many sports are 


ripe: 
Make choice of which your highness will see 
first. [Giving a paper. 
The. (Reads] ‘The battle with the Centaurs, 
to be sung 


By an Athenian eunuch to the har 


? 
We'll none of that : that have I told my love, 
In glory of my kinsman Hercules. 
[Reads] ‘The riot of the tipsy Bacchanals, 
‘Tearing the Thracian singer in their rage” 
That is an old device; and it was play’d 
When I from Thebes came last a conqueror. 
[Reads] ‘The thrice three Muses mourning for 
the death S 
Of Learning, late deceased in beggary.’ 
That is some satire, keen and critical, 
Not sorting with a nuptial ceremony. 
[Reads] ‘A tedious brief scene of young Py- 
ramus 
And his love Thisbe ; very tragical mirth.” 
Merry and tragical! tedious and brief ! 
‘That is, hot ice and wondrous strange snow. 
How shall we find the concord of this discord ? 
Phil. A play there is, my lord, some ten 
words long, 6x 
Which is as brief as I have known a play; 
But by ten words, my lord, it is too long 
Which makes it tedious; for in all the play 
There is not one word apt, one player fitted : 
And tragical, my noble lord, it 1s ; 
For Pyramus therein doth kill himself. 
Which, when I saw rehearsed, I must confess, 
Made mine eyes water; but more merry tears 
The passion of loud laughter never she: 79 
The. What are they that do play it? 
Phil. Hard-handed men that work in Athens 


ere, 
Which never labour’d in their minds till now. 


so 
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And now have toil’d their unbreathed memories 
With this same play, against your nuptial. 
The. And we wil hear it. 
Phil, No, my noble lord.; 
It is not for you: I have heard it over, 
And it is nothing, nothing in the world ; 
Unless you can find sport in their intents, 
Extremely stretch’d and conn’d with cruel pain, 
To do you service. 
The. _ I will hear that play ; 8x 
For never anything can be amiss, | 
When simpleness and duty tender it. c 
Go, bring them in: and take your places, ladies. 
[Lxit Philostrate. 
ae I love not to see wretchedness o'er- 
charged f row 
And duty in his service perishing. 
The. Why, gentle sweet, you shall see no 
such thing. ° feo Ti me? 
Hip. He says they can <lo nothing in this 


kind. 

The. The kinder we, to give them thanks for 

nothing. F 89 

Our sport shall be to take what they mistake : 
And what poor duty cannot do, noble respect 
+Takes it in might, not merit. 
Where I have come, great clerks have purposed 
To greet me with premeditated welcomes ; 
Where I have seen them shiver and look pale, 
Make periods in the midst of sentences, 
Throttle their practised accent in their fears 
And in conclusion dumbly have broke off, 
Not paying mea welcome. Trust me, sweet, 
Out of this silence yet I pick’d a welcome; 100 
And in the modesty of fearful duty 
Tread as much as from the rattling tongue 
Of saucy and audacious eloquence. 
Love, therefore, and tongue-tied simplicity 
In least speak most, to my capacity. 


Re-enter PHILOSTRATE. 


Phil. So please your grace, the Prologue is 
address'd. | 
The. Let him approach. 
[flourish of trumpets. 


Enter Quince for the Prologue. 


Pro. If we offend, it is with our good will. 
That you should think, we come not to offend, 
But with good will. ‘To show our simple skill, 
‘That is the true beginning of our en rir 
Consider then we come but in despite. 
‘We do not come as minding to content you, 
Our true intent is. All for your delight 
We are not here. hat you should here re- 
pent you, ji 
The actors are at hand and by their show 
You shall know all that you are like to know. 
Lhe. This fellow doth not stand upon points. 
Lys. He hath rid his prologue like a rovgh 
colt; he knows not the stop. A good moral, 
my lord: itis not enough to speak, but to speak 
rue, 


like a child on a recorder; a sound, but not in 
government, 


Hip. Ineed he hath played on his rae 
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The. His speech was like a tangled chain ; 


nothing impaired, but all disordered. Who jg 
next? 


Enter Pyramvus and THIsBE, WALL, 
MOooNSHINE, and Lion. 


Pro. Gentles, perchance you wonder at this 
show; 4 
Bae wonder on, till truth make all things 
plain. 
This man is Pyramus, if you would know; 130 
This beauteous lady Thisby is certain, 
This man, with lime and rough-cast, doth 
present | 
Wall, that vile Wall which did these lovers 
sunder ; 
And through Wall's chink, poor souls, they are 
content ‘ 
Towhisper. At the which let no man wonder, 
AUIS yet with lanthorn, dug, and bush of 
thorn, 


Presenteth Moonshine ; for, if you will know, * 


By moonshine did these lovers think no scorn 

To meet at Ninus’ tomb, there, there to woo. 
This grisly beast, which Lion hight by name, 
The trusty Thisby, coming first by night, — z4x 
Did scare away, or rather did affright; 
And, as she fied, her mantle she did fall, 

Which Lion vile with bloody mouth did stain. 
Anon comes Pyramus, swect youth and tall, 

And finds his trusty Thisby’s mantle slain : 
Sierents with blade, with bloody blameful 

lade, 

He bravely broach’d his boiling bloody breast ; 
And Thisby, tarrying in mulberry shade, x49 

His dagger drew, and died. For all the rest, 
Let Lion, Moonshine, Wall, and lovers twain 
At large disvourse, while here they do remain. 
[Excunt Prologue, Pyramus, Thisbe, Lion, 

and Moonshine. 

The. Twonder if the lion be to speak. 

Dem. No wonder, my lord: one lion may, 
when many asses do. _ 

Wall. In this same interlude it doth befall 
That I, one Snout by name, pesene a wall; 
And such a wall, as I would haye you think, 
That haz in ita crannied hole or chink, 
ehrough which the lovers, Pyramus and Thisby, 
Did whisper often very secretly. 161 
This flee this rough-cast and this stone doth 

show 
That 1 am that same wall; the truth is so: 
And this the cranny is, right and sinister, 
Through which the fearful lovers are to whisper. 

The. Would you desire lime and hair to 
speak better? 

Dem, It is the wittiest partition that ever I 
heard discourse, my lord. 


Re-enter Pyrasrus. 


The. Pyramus draws near the wall: silence! 
Pyr. O grim-look’d night! O night with hue 
60 black! 17 
O night, which ever art when day is not! 
O night, O night! alack, alack, alack, 
I fear my Thisby’s promise is forgot! 


etn’ Beat Raw Geese? lovely wall, 





Scene I] 


That stand’st between her father’s ground and 
inine! 
Thou wall, O salle O sweet and lovely wall, 


Show me thy chink, to blink through with | T 


mine eyne! [Wall halds up his fingers. 
Thanks, coueaus wall; Jove shield thee well 
for this 

But what see 1? No Thisby do I sce. 189 
0 wicked wall, through whom I see no bliss! 

Cursed be thy stones for thus deceiving ine! 

The. The wall, methinks, being sensible, 
should curse again. 

Pyr. No, in truth, sir, he should not. ‘De- 
ceiving me’ is Thisby’s cue: she is to enter now, 
and 1 am to spy her through the wall. You 
shall see, it will fall patas I told you. Yonder 
she comes. 


Re-enter THISBE. 


This. O wall, full often hast thou heard my 
moans, 190 
For parting my fair Pyramus and me! 
My cherry lips have often kiss’d thy stones, 
‘Thy stones with Jime and hair knit up in thee. 
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Py. Isee a voice: now will I to the chink, 
To spy an L can hear my Thisby’s face. 
Thisby { 7 
This. My love thou art, my love I think. 
Pyr. Think what thou wilt, Iam thy lover’s 
grace ; be 
And, like ‘Limander, am I trusty still. 
This, And I like Helen, till the Fates me 
ld. 199 
Pyr. Not Shafalus to Procrus was so true. 
his. As Shafalus to Procrus, I to you. 
Pyr._O, kiss me through the hole of this vile 


wall! 
This. I kiss the wall's hole, not your lips at 


all. 

Pyr. Wilt thou at Ninny’s tomb meet me 
straightway ? 

This. "Lide life, *tide death, I come without 
delay. [exeunt Pyramus and Thisbe. 

Wall. Thushave I, Wall, my part discharged 


SO; 

And, being done, thus Wall away doth go. [Zvit. 

The. Now is the mural down between the 
two neighbours. 

‘em. No remedy, my lord, when walls are 

so wilful to hear without warning. arr 


Hip. This is the silliest stuff that ever I 
heard. 


The. The best in this kind are but shadows; 
and the worst are no worse, if imagination 
amend them. 


Hip. It must be yourimagination then, and 
Not theirs. 


he. If we imagine no worse of them than 


they of themselves, they may pass for excellent 
men. Here come two noble beasts in, a man 


andalion. - 228 


Re-enter Lion and Moonsuine. 


picts You, ladies, you, whose gentle hearts do 
ar 


ae: smallest monstrous mouse that creeps on 
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May now perchance both quake and tremble 


here, 
When lion rough in wildest rage doth roar. 
hen know that I, one Snug the joiner, am 
A lion-fell, nor else no lion’s dam ; 
lor, if I should as lion come in strife 
Into this place, *twere pity on iny life. 
The. Avery gentle beast, and of a good con- 
science. 231 
Den. The very best at a beast, my lord, that 
eerIsaw, 
Lys. This lion is a very fox for his valour. 
Lhe. ‘True; and a goose for his diseretion. 
Dem. Not s0, my lord ; for his valour cannot 
carry his diseretion; and the fox carries the 


goose, 2 \ 
he. His discretion, Iam sure, cannot carry 


his valour; for the goose carries not the fox. It 
is well: leave it to his discretion, and let us 
listen to the moon. 

Afoon. This lanthorn doth the horned moon 


present ;— 
; ere He should have worn the horns on his 
head. 

The. He is no crescent, and his horns are in- 
visible within the circumference, 

Afoon. a lanthorn doth the horned moon 
present ; 
Myself the man 7?’ the moon do seem to be. 

Lhe. This is the greatest error of all the rest : 
the man should be put into the lanthorn. How 
is it else the mani’ the moon? 

Dem. Ye dares not come there for the 
candle; for, you see, it is elready in snuff. 

Hip. Yam aweary of this moon: would he 
would change! ‘ P 

The. It appears, by his small light of discre- 
tion, that he is in the wane; but yet, in courtesy, 
in all reason, we must stay the time. 

Jys. Proceed, Moon. 260 

Doon. All that I have to say, is, to tell you 
that the lanthorn is the moon; I, the man in the 
moon; this thorn-bush, my thorn-bush; and 
this dog, my dog. ; 

Dem. Why, all these should be in the lan- 
thorn; for ail these are in the moon. But, 
silence! here comes Thisbe. 





Re-enter THISBE. 


This. This is old Ninny’s tomb. Where is 
my love? . 

Lion. (Poaring] Oh— [Lhisbe runs of. 
Dem. Well roared, Lion. 270 
Lhe. Wellrun, Thisbe. . 

Hip. Well shone, Moon. Truly, the moon 

shines with a good grace, 3 
[Lhe Lion shakes Lhisbe’s mantle, and exit. 
The. Well moused, Lion. 

Lys. And so the lion vanished. 
Dem. And then came Pyramus. 


Re-enter PYRAMUS. 

Pyr, Sweet Moon, I thank thee for thy sunny 
penne int yso bright; 
Ithank thee, Moon, forshining now so rig 0", 
For, by thy gracious, golden, glittering gleams, 


tithe GREP OS tgyest Dhisby sight. 280 
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But stay, O spite! 
But mark, poor knight, 
What dreadful dole is here! 
Byes, do you see? 
How can it be? 
O dainty duck! O dear! 
Thy mantle good, 
What, stain'd with blood! 
Approach, ye Furies fell! 
O Fates, come, come, 20 
Cut thread and thrum ; 
Quail, crush, conclude, and quell! 
The. ‘This passion, and the death of a dear 
friend, would go near to make a man look sad. 
Hip. Beshrew my heart, but I pity the man. 
Pyr. O wherefore, Nature, didst thou lions 
frame? 
Since lion vile hath here deflower’d my dear: 
Which is—no, no—which was the fairest dame 
That lived, that loved, that liked, that look’d 
with cheer. 
Come, tears, confound ; 300 
Out, sword, and wound 
The pap of Pyramus; 
‘Ay, that leit pap, : 
Where heart doth hop: [Stabs himself. 
Thus die J, thus, thus, thus. 
Now am I dead, 
Now am I fled; 
My soul is in the sky: 
‘Tongue, lose thy light; 309 
Moon, take thy flight: [Exit Moonshine. 
Now die, die, die, die, die. [Dies. 
Dem. No die, but an ace, for him; for he is 
but one. 
Lys. Less than an ace, man; for he is dead; 
he is nothing. 
The. With the help of a surgeon he might 
yet recover, and prove an ass. | 
Hip. How chance Moonshine is gone before 
Thisbe comes back and finds her lover? 
The. She will find him by starlight. Here 
she comes; and her passion ends the play. 321 


Re-enter THISBE. 


Hip. Methinks she should not use a long one 
for such a Pyramus: I hope she will be brief. 

‘Dem. A mote will turn the balance, which 
Pyramus, which Thisbe, is the better; he for a 
man, God warrant us; she for a woman, God 
bless us. i . 

Lys. She hath spied him already with those 
sweet eyes. 

Dem. And thus she means, videlicet :-— 

This. Asleep, my love? 33 

What, dead, my dove? 
O Pyramus, arise! 

Speak, speak. Quite dumb? 

Dead, dead? A tomb 
Must cover thy sweet eyes. 

These lily lips, 

This cherry nose, 
These yellow cowslip cheeks, 


Are gone, are gone: 349 
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The iron tongue of midnight hath to! 
Lovers, to bed ; ’tis almost fairy time. 371 
T fear we shall out-sleep the coming morn 

As much as we this night have overwatch’d. 
This palpable-gross play hath well beguiled. 
The heavy gait. of night. Sweet friends, to bed. 
A fortnight hold we this solemnity, 
In nightly revels and new jollity. 





e. Digaég at SagoiR trom brier; 


[Act v 


O Sisters Three, 
Come, come to me, 

With hands as pale as milk; 
Lay them in gore, 
Since you have shore 

With shears his thread of sill. 
Tongue, not a word: 


Come, trusty sword; | 350 
Come, blade, my breast imbrue: 
£ [Stabs herself. 
And, farewell, friends; 
Thus Thisby ends: 


Adieu, adieu, adieu. [Dies. 
The. Moonshine and Lion are left to bury 


the dead. 


Dem. Ay, and Wall too. 
Bot. [Starting wp] No, I assure you; the 


wall is down that parted their fathers. Will it 
nlease you to see the epilogue, or to hear a 
3ergomask dance between two of our company? 


The. No epilogue, I pray you; for your play 


fs 
needs no excuse. Never excuse ; for when the 
paves are all dead, there need 


c ced none to be 
amed. Marry, if he that writ it had played 


Pyramus and hanged himself in Thisbe’s garter, 
it would have been a fine tragedy : and so it is, 
truly ; and very notably discharged. But, come, 
your Bergomask : let your epilogue alone. 


{¢ dance. 
id twelve: 


[Exeunt. 


Enter Puok. 


Puck. Now the hungry lion roars, 
‘And the wolf behowls the moon; 
Whilst the heavy ploughman snores, 380 
All with weary task fordone. 
Now the wasted brands do glow, , 
Whilst the sereech-owl, screeching loud, 
Puts the wretch that lies in woe 
In remembrance of a shroud. 
Nowitisthetimeofnight . 
That the graves all gaping wide, 
Every one lets forth his sprite, |. 
In the church-way paths to glide: 
And we fairies, that do run 39° 
By the triple Hecate’s team, 
From the presence of the sun, 
Following darkness like a dream, 
Now are frolic: not a mouse 
Shall disturb this hallow’d house : 
Tam sent with broom before, 
To sweep the dust behind the door. 


Enter OBERON and T1TantAa with their train. 


Obe. Through the house give glimmering 
light, ; 


By the dead and drowsy fire: 
re) 409 





ScunzE 1]- 


And this ditty, after me, 
Sing, and dance it trippingly. 
Tita. Yirst, rehearse your song by rote, 
To each word a warbling note: 
Hand in hand, with fairy grace, 
Will we sing, and bless this place. 
i (Song and dance. 
Obe, Now, until the break of day, 
Through this house each fairy stray. 
‘I'o the best bride-bed will we, 410 
Which by us shall blessed be; 
And the issue there create 
Tver shall be fortunate. 
So shall all the couples three 
‘Ever true in loving be; 
‘And the blots of Nature's hand 
Shall not in their issue stand 5 
Never mole, hare lip, nor scar, 
‘Nor mark prodigious, such as are 
Deapised in nativity, 
Shall upon their children be. 
With this field-dew consecrate, 
Every fairy take his gait; 


420 
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And each several chamber bless, 

Through this palace, with sweet peace; 

‘And the owner of it blest 

Ever shall in safety rest. 

‘Trip away ; make no stay ; 

Meet me all by break of day. , ; 

[Exeunt Oberon, Titania, and train, 

Puck. Séwe shadows have offended, 43° 

Think but this, and all is mended, 

‘That you have but slumber'd here 

While these visions did appear. 

And this weak and idle theme, 

No more yielding but a dream, 

Gentles, do not reprehend : 

If you pardon, we will mend: 

‘And, as Lam an honest Puck, 

Tf we have unearned luck 

Now to ‘scape the serpent’s tongue, 440 

We will make amends ere long; 

Else the Puck a har call: 

So, good night unto youall, 

Give me your hands, if we be friends, __., 

‘And Robin shall restore amends. Exit. 
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THE MERCHANT OF VENICE 


DRAMATIS PERSONAE 


Phe Princk or Mo » |b oni Portia: 
The Prince or APRON euileat Oa 
ANTONIO, a merchant of Venice. | 3 
Bassanro, his friend, suitor likewise to Portia. 
RUAN, 

SALARINO, [43 ; anid 

GRATIANO, {rem to Antonio and Bassani 

SALERIO, fe ; 

Lorenzo, in love with Jessica. 

SHYLOCK, a rich Jew. 

TUBAL, a Jew, his friend. 

TEND Oe Gozo, the clown, servant to 
Shylock. 


AcT I. 
Scene I. Venice. A street. 
Enter ANTONIO, SALARINO, and SALANIO. 


Ant. In sooth, I know not why I am so sad: 
It wearies me; you say it wearies you; 
But how I caught it, found it, or came by it, 
What stuff'tis made of, whereof it is born, 

am to learn; 

And such a want-wit sadness makes of me, 
That I have much ado to know myself. 

Salar. Your mind is tossing on the ocean ; 
There, where your argosies with portly sail, 
Like signiors and rich burghers on the flood, 10 
Or, as it were, the pageants of the sea, 

Do overpeer the petty tratliclers, 
That curtsy to them, do them reverence, 
As they fly by them with their woven wings. 

Sis Believe me, sir, had 1 such venture 

orth, 
The hetter part of my affections would 
Be with my hopes abroad. I should be still 
Plucking the grass, to know where sits the wind, 
Peering in maps for ports and piers and roads; 
And every object that might make me fear 20 
Misfortune to my ventures, out of doubt 
Would make me sad. i 

Salar. My wind cooling my broth 
Would blow me to an ague, when I thought 
What harm a wind too great at sea might do. 
Ishould not see the sandy hour-glass Tun, 

But I should think of shallows and of flats, 
And see my wealthy Andrew dock’d in sand, 
V ailing her high-top lower than her ribs 

'o kiss her burial. Should I go to church 
And see the holy edifice of stone, 30 
And not bethinkme Straight of dangerous rocks, 





Op Gospo, father to Launcelot. 
LxEoNARDO, servant to Bassanio. 
BALTHASAR } - oEaiae 
STEPHANO, ’s Servants to P 
PortIA, a rich heiress. 
VERISSA, her waiting-maid. 
A, daughter to Shylock. 
Magnificoes of Venice, Officers of the Court of 
Justice, Gaoler, Servants to Portia, and 
other Attendants. 





ScENE: Partly at Venice, and partly a Bel- 
mont, the seat of Portia, on the Continent. 


Which touching but my gentle vessel's side, 

Would scatter all her spices on the stream, 

Enrobe the roaring waters with my silks, 

And, in a word, but even now worth this, 

And now worth nothing? Shall I have the 
thought 

To think on this, and shall I Jack the thought 

That such a thing bechanced would make me 


sad? 
But tell not me; I know, Antonio 
1s sad to think upon his merchandise. 40 
te pose me, no: I thank my fortune 
or it, 


My ventures are not in one bottom trusted, 
Nor to one place; nor is my whole estate 
Upon the fortune of this present year: 
Therefore my merchandise makes me not sad. 
Salar. Why, then you are in love. ; 
Ant, = x Tie, fie! 
Salar, Not in lovencither? Then let us say 
you are sad, 
Because you are not merry : 
For you to laugh and leap 
merry, 
Because you are not sad. Now, by two-headed 
_ Janus, 50 
Nature hath framed strange fellows in her time: 
Some that will evermore peep through their eyes 
And laugh like parrots ata Taga per, 
And other of such vinegar aspect 
That they ‘Il not show their teeth in way of 
smile 
Though Nestor swear the jest be laughable. 


and "twere as easy 
and say you ure 


Enter Bassanto, Lorenzo, and GRATIANO. 
Salan. Here comes Bassanio, your most 


ble Aki A 
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Gratiano and Lorenzo. Tare ye well: 
We leave you now with better company. 
Salar. “I would have stay’d till I had made 
you merry, SS 
Té worthier friends had not prevented me. 

Ant, Your worth is very dear in my regard. 
I take it, your own business calls on you 
‘And you embrace the occasion to depart. 

Salar. Good morrow, my good lords. 

Bass. Good eieaiore both, when shall we 

laugh? say, when? 
You grew excceding strange: must it be so? 

Salar, Well make our leisures to attend on 

yours. [Exeunt Salarino and Salanio. 

Lov. My Lord Bassanio, since you have 

. found Antonio, 

We two will leave you: but at dinner-time, 70 
I pray you, haye in mind where we must mect. 

Bass. Iwill not fail you. 

Gra. You look not well, Signior Antonio; 
You have too much respect upon the world: 
They lose it that do buy it with much care: 
Believe me, you are marvellously changed. 

‘Ant. I hold the world but as the world, 

Gratiano ; 
A stage where every man must play a part, 
And mine a sad one, 

771. Let me play the fool: 
With mirth and laughter let old wrinkles come, 
And let my liver rather heat with wine 8r 
Than my heart cool with mortifying groans. 
Why showid a man, whose blood is warm 

within, 
Sit like his grandsire cut in alabaster? | = 
Sleep when he wakesand creep into the jaundice 
By being peevish? _ I tell thee what, Antonio— 
T love thee, and it is my love that speaks— 
There are a sort of men whose visages 
Do cream and mantle like a standing pond, 
‘And do a wilful stillness entertain, 
With purpose to be dress’d in an opinion 
Of wisdom, gravity, profound conceit, 
‘As who should say ‘ Lam Sir Oracle, 
‘And when I ope my lips let no dog bark! 
O my Antonio, I do know of these 
That therefore only are reputed wise 
For saying nothing, when, Tam yery sure, 
Tf they should speak, would almost damn those 


go 


> 


ears 
Which, hearing them, would call their brothers 


cools, 

Tl tell thee more of this another time : 

But fish not, with this melancholy bait, 

Yor this fool gudgeon, this opinion. : 

Come, good Lorenzo, Fare ye well awhile: 

T'll end my exhortation after dinner. | 
Lor. Well, we will leave you then till dinner- 


time: . 
I must be one of these same dumb wise men, 
For Gratiano never lets me speak. 
Gra. Well, keep me company but two years 


100 


moe, ; 
Thou shalé not know the sound of thine own 
tongue. 
Ant. Farewell: Ill grow a talker for this 
gear. , 2 < 110 
Gra. Thanks, 7 faith, for silence is only 
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In aneat's tongue dried anda maid not vendible, 
- [Exeunt Gratiano and Lorenzo. 
Ant. Is thatany thing now? | 
Bass. Gratiano speaks an infinite deal of no- 
thing, more than any man in all Venice. His 
Teasons are as two grains of wheat hid in two 
bushels of chaff: you shall seck all day ere you 
find them, and when you haye them, they are 
not worth the search. Z 
‘Ant. Well, tell me now what lady is the same 
To whom you swore a sccret pilgrimage, 120 
That you to-day promised to tell me of? | 
Bass, “Lis not unknown to you, Antonio, 
How much I have disabled mine estate, 
by something showing a more swelling port 
Than my faint means would grant continuance + 
Nor do I now make moan to be abridged 
From such a noble rate; but my chief care 
Is to come fairly off from the great debts 
Wherein my time something too prodigal 
Hath left me gaged. To you, Antonio, 
I owe the most, in money and in love, 
And from your love have a warranty 
To unburden all my plots and purposes 
How to get clear of all the debts 1 owe. 
Ant. I pray you, good Bassanio, let me 
know it; 
And if it stand, as you yourself still do, 
Within the eye of honour, be assured, 
My purse, my person, my extremest means, 
Lie all unlock’d to your occasions. 
Bass. In my school-days, when I had lost 
one shaft, 140 
I shot his fellow of the self-same flight 
The self-same way with more advised watch, 
To find the other forth, and by adventuring both 
LT oft found both: I urge this childhood proof, ; 
Because what follows 18 pure innocence. 
Towe you much, and, like a wilful youth, 
That which I owe is lost; but if you please 
To shoot another arrow that seif way 
Which you did shoot the first, I do not doubt, 
As I will watch the aim, or to find both 150 
Or bring your latter hazard back again 
And thankfully rest debtor for the first. 
‘Ant. You know me well, and herein spend 
but time 2 
To wind about my love with cireumstance ; 
And out of doubt you do me now more wrong 
In making question of my uttermost, 
‘Than if you had made waste of all Thave: 
Then do but say to me what I should do 
‘That in your knowledge may by me be done, 
And J am prest unto it: therefore, speak. 160 
Bass. In Belmont is a lady richly left; 
And she is fair and, fairer than that word, 
Of wondrous virtues: sometimes from her eyes 
I did receive fair speechless messages : 
Her name is Portia, nothing undervalued 
‘Po Cato's daughter, Brutus’ Portia : 
Nor is.the wide world ignorant of her worth, 
Yor the four winds blow in from every coust 
Zenowned suitors, and her sunny locks 
Hang on her temples like a golden fleece; 170 
Which makes her sea of Belrnont Colchos’ 
strand, : 
And many Jasons come in quest of her. 
O my Antonio, had I but the means 


130 


dy ‘ 
ors eg Kashmir Research Institute. Digitzed by eGangotri 


192 THE MERCHANT OF VENICE [Act 1 


Por. He doth nothing but frown, as who 
should say ‘If you will not have me, choose ;’ 
he hears merry tales and smiles not: I fear he 
will prove the weeping pailosephen when he 
grows old, being so full of unmannerly sadness 
in his youth. had rather be married to a 
death’s-head with a bone in his mouth than to 
either of these. God defend me from these two! 

Ner, How say you by the French lord, Mon- 
sieur Le Bon? 59 

Por. God made him, and therefore let him 

ass foraman. In truth, I know it is asin to 

a mocker: but, he! why, he hath a horse 
better than the Neapolitan’s, a better bad habit 
of frowning than the Count Palatine; he is every 
man in noman; if a throstle sing, he falls 
straight a capering: he will fence with his own 
shadow: if I should marry him, I should marry 
twenty husbands, If he would despise me, 
would forgive him, for if he love me to madness, 
I shall never requite him. ., 70 

er. What say. you, then, to Falconbridge, 
the young baron of ngland? : 

Por. You know Isay nothing to him, for he 
understands not me, nor I him: he hath neither 
Latin, French, nor Italian, and you will come 
into the court and swear that, I have a poor 
pennyworth in the English. He is a proper 
man’s picture, but, alas, who can _ conyerse 
with a Mamibectioant How oddly he is suited! 
I think he bought his doublet in Italy, his 
round hose in France, his bonnet in Germany 
and his behaviour every where. : 

Wer. What think you of the Scottish lord, 
his neighbour? abe 

Por, That he hath a neighbourly charity in 
him, for he borrowed a box of the ear of the 
Englishman and swore’he would pay him again 
when he was able: I think the Frenchman be- 
came his surety and sealed under for another, 

Wer. How like you the young German, the 
Duke of Saxony’s nephew ? gt 

Por. Very vilely in the morning, when he is 
sober, and most vilely in the afternoon, when he 
is drunk: when he is best, he is a little worse 
than a man, and when he is worst, lie is little 
better than a beast: an the worst fall that ever 
fell I hope I shall make shift to go without 
him, 

Wer. If he should offer to choose, and choose 
the right casket, you should refuse to perform 
jour father’s will; if you should refuse to accept 

Por. Therefore, for fear of the worst, I pray 
thee ack a deep lass et anecaety ying on ite 

‘ . ry casket, for if the de’ yithi 
of these Rrincely Suitors that are already come? | that torn tation without, I itr ite Millleneose 

Por. I pray thee, over-name them ; and as] it. I will do any thing, Nerissa, ere I’ll be 
thou namest them, I will describe them; and, | married to a sponge, : oa 
pecording, to my description, level at my’atiec: pier. You need not fear, lady, the having any 

? . ; ‘. = of these lords: they have acquai vith 
ian First, there is the Neapolitan prince. their determinations; winch een etn 

: i Ay, that’s a colt indeed, for he doth to their home and to trouble you with no more 
mot ung but talk of his horse ; and he makes it a | suit, unless you may be won by some other sort 
le Sppropriation to his own good parts, that | than your father’s imposition depending on the 
my ade mae am much afeard | caskets, 

5 er played false with a smith. Por. If I live to be as old as Sibylla, I will 
Wer.” Then there is the County Palatine, 49 | die as chaste as Diana, ugless I he obtained by 


CC-0 Kashmir Research Institute. Digitzed by eGangotri 


To hold a rival place with one of them, 
Thave a mind presages me such thrift, 
That I should guestionless be fortunate! 
Ant. Thou know’st that all my fortunes are 
at sea; < 
Neither have I money nor commodity. Ae 
To raise a present sum: therefore go forth; 
Try what my credit can in Venice do: 180 
That shall be rack’d, even to the uttermost, 
To furnish thee to Belmont, to fair Portia. 
Go, presently inquire, and so will I, < 
Where money is, and I no question make 
To have it of my trust orformy sake. [Ewcunt. 


















SoENE II. Belmont. A 1oom in Portia’s 
house. 


Enter Portia and Nerissa. 


Por. By my troth, Nerissa, my little body is 
aweary of this great world. 3 
er, You would be, sweet madam, if your 
miseries were in the same abundance as your 
good fortunes are: and yet, for aught I see, 
they are as sick that surfeit with too much as 
they that starve with nothing. Tt is no mean 
happiness therefore, to be seated in the mean : 
superfluity comes sooner by white hairs, but 
competency lives longer. 10 
Por, Good sentences and well pronounced. 
Ver. They would be better, if well followed. 
Por. If to do were as easy as to know what 
were good to do, chapels had been churches and 
oor men’s cottages princes’ palaces. It isa reoad 
vine that follows his own instructions: I can 
easier teach twenty what were good to be done, 
than be one of the twenty to follow mine own 
teaching. The brain may devise laws for the 
blood, but a hot temper leaps o’er a cold decree: 
such a hare is madness the youth, to skip o’er 
the meshes of good counsel the cripple. But 
this reasoning is not in the fashion to choose 
me a husband. O me, the word ‘choose!’ I 
may neither choose whom I would nor refuse 
whom I dislike; so is the will of a living 
daughter curbed by the will of a dead father. Is 
it not hard, Nerissa, that I cannot choose one 
nor refuse none? 2 
Wer. Your father was ever virtuous; and 
holy men at their death have good inspirations : 
therefore the lottery, that he hath levised in 
these three chests of gold, silver and lead, 
whereof who chooses his meaning chooses you, 
will, no doubt, never be chosen is any rightly 
but one who shall rightly love. But what 
warmth is there in your affection towards any 
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the manner of my father’s will. Iam glad this 
parcel of wooers are so reasonable, for there is 
not one among them but I dote on his yery 
absence, and I pray God grant them a fair de- 
parture. 

Ver. Do you not remember, lady, in your 
father’s time, a Venetian, a scholar and a soldier 
that came hither in company of the Marquis of 
Montferrat ? : 

Por, Yes, yes, it was Bassanio; as I think, 
he.was so called. 

Nev. True, madam: he, of all the men that 
ever my foolish eyes looked upon, was the best, 
deserving a fair lady. 131 

Por. Lremember him well, and I remember 
him worthy of thy praise. 


Enter a Serving-man. 


How now! what news? 

Serv. The four strangers seek for you, 
madam, to take their leave: and there is a 
forerunner come from a fifth, the Prince of 
Morocco, who brings word the prince his master 
will be here toniehts 139 

Por. It I could bid the fifth welcome with so 
good a heart as I can bid the other four farewell, 
vi should be glad of his approach: if he have the 
condition of a saint and the complexion of a 
devil, I had rather he should shrive me than 
wive me. _ 2 
Come, Nerissa. Sirrah, go before. 

Whiles we shut the gates upon one wooer, an- 
other knocks ai the door. [Exeunt. 


ScenE IIL Venice. 
Enter BASSANIO and SHYLOCK. 


A public place. 


Shy. Three thousand ducats; well. 

Bass. _Ay, sir, for three months. 

Shy. Yor three months; well. 

Bass. For the which, as I told you, Antonio 
shall be bound. 

Shy. Antonio shall become bound; well. 

Bass. May you stead me? will you pleasure 
me? shall I know your answer? 

Shy. Bhree thousand ducats for three months 
and Antonio bound. 10 

Bass. Your answer to that. 

Shy. Antonio is a good man. 

Bass. Have you heard any imputation to the 
contrary ? aie 

Shy. Oh, no, no, no, no: my ‘meaning in 
saying he is a good man is to have you under- 
stand me that he is sufficient. Yet his means 
are in supposition : he hath an argosy bound to 
Tripolis, another to the Indies; I understand, 
moreover, upon the Rialto, he hath a third at 
Mexico, a fourth for England, and other ven- 
tures he hath, squandered abroad. But shipsare 
but boards, sailors but men: there be land-rats 
and water-rats, water-thieves and land-thieves, 
I mean pirates, and then there is the peril of 
waters, winds and rocks. The man is, notwith- 
standing, sufficient. Three thousand ducats; I 
think I may take his bond. 

Bass. Be assured you may. 


Shy. I will be assured I may; and, that 1 
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may be assured, I will bethink me. May I speak 
with Antonio? = ‘ 

Bass. If it please you to dine with us. ; 

Shy. Yes, tc smell pork; to eat of the habi- 
tation which your prophet the Nazarite con jured 
the devil into. I will buy with you, sell with 
you, tall with you, walk with you, and so follow- 
ing, but I will not eat with you, drink with you, 
nor pray with you. What news on the Rialto? 
Who is he comes here? 40 


Enter ANTONIO. 


Bass._ This is Signior Antonio. | ; 
Shy. [Aside] How like a fawning publican 
he looks! a 
T hate him for he is a Christian, | 
But more for that in low simplicity 
He lends out money gratis and brings down 
The rate of usance here with us in Venice. 
IfIcan catch him once upon the hip, 
I will feed fat the ancient grudge I bear him. 
He hates our sacred nation, and he rails, 
Even there where merchants most do congre- 
gate, ., 5° 
On me, my bargains and my well-won thrift, 
Which he calls interest. Cursed be my tribe, 
Tf I forgive him! 
ass. Shylock, do you hear? 
Shy. Iam debating of my present store, 
And, by the near guess of my memory, 
I cannot instantly raise up the gross 
Of full three thousand ducats. What of that? 
Tubal, a wealthy Hebrew of my tribe, 
Will furnish me. But soft! how many months 
Do you desire? [Z'o Ant.] Rest you fair, good 
signior ; . 
Your worship was the last man in our mouths. 
Ant. Shylock, although I neither lend nor 
borrow 
By taking nor by giving of excess, 
Yet, to supply the ripe wants of my friend, 
I'll break a custom. Is he yet possess'd 
How much ye would? 
Shy. AY ay, three thousand ducats, 
Ant. And for three months. 
Shy. Thad forgot; three nonths; you told 


me so. 
Well then, your bond; and let me see; but 
hear yous , z 
Methought you said you neither lend nor borrow 
Upon advantage. z 
Ant. I do never use it. as 
Shy. When Jacob grazed his uncle Laban’s 


sheep— 

This Jacob from our holy Abram was 

As his wise mother wrought in his behalf, 

The third possessor ; ay, he was the third— 
Ant. And what of him? did he take interest? 
Shy. No, not take interest, not, as you would 

say, 

Directly interest : mark what Jacob did. 

When Laban and himself were compromised 

That all the eanlings which were streak’d and 


pied f 80 
Should fall as Jacob's hire, the ewes, being rank, 
In the end of autumn turned to the rams, 

And, when the work of generation was 
Between these woolly breeders in the act, 
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The skilful shepherd peel’d me certain wands 
And, in the aon of the decd of kind, 
He stuck them up before the fulsome ewes, 
Who then conceiving did in caning time i 
Fall parti-colour'd lambs, and those were Jacob's. 
This was a way to thrive, and he was blest: 90 
‘And thrift is blessing, if men steal it not. 
‘Ant. This was a venture, sir, that Jacob 
served for; . 5 
A thing not in his power to bring to pass, 
But sway’d and fashion’d by the hand of heaven. 
Nas this inserted ep He ancrest oor e 
ris your gold and silver ewes and ram 
Shp. I cannot tell; I make it breed as fast: 
But note me, signior. ‘ ; 
Ant. sae Mark you this, Bassanio, 
The devil can cite Scripture for his purpose. 
An evil soul producing holy witness 100 
Ts like a villam witha mal ng cheek, 
A goodly apple rotten, at the heart: 
O, what a goodly outside falsehood hath ! 
iy. Three thousand duecats; ‘tis a good 
round sum. 
Three months from twelye; then, let me sec; 
the rate— : 
Ant. Well, Shylock, shall we be beholding 
toyou? | 5 3 
Shy. Signior Antonio, many a time and oft 
Tn the Rialto you have rated me 
About my moneys and my usances: 
Still have I borne it with a patient shrug, x10 
For sutierance is the badge of all our tribe. 
You call me misbeliever, cut-throat dog, 
And Spit upon my Jewish gaberdine, 
And all for use of that which is mine own. 
‘Well then, it now appears you need my help: 
Go to, then; you come to me, and you say 
‘Shylock, we would have moneys :* you say so; 
You, that did void your rheum upon my beard 
And foot me as you spurn a stranger cur 
Over your threshold: moneys is your suit. 120 
What shouid I say to you? Should I not say 
‘Hath a dog money? is it possible 
A curcan lend three thousand ducats?’? Or 
Shall T bend low and in a bondman’s key, 
Nat ed breath and whispering humbleness, 
ay this ; 
‘air sir, you spit on me on Wednesday last ; 
You spurn’d me such a day; another time 
You call’d me dog; and for these courtesies 
I'll lend you thus much moneys’? 130 
Ant, Tamas like to call thee so again, 
To spit on thee again, to spurn thee too. 
Tf thou wilt lend this money, lend it not 


As to thy friends; for when did friendship take | TI 


A breed for barren metal of his friend? 

But lend it rather to thine enemy, 

Who, if he break, thou mayst with better face 
Exact the penalty. 

Shy. .._ Why, look you, how you storm! 
Twould be friends with you and have your love, 
poet the shaines that you have stain'd me 

Ny 140 
Supply your present wanis and take no doit : 


hesnice for my moneys, and. you ’ll not hear 


This is kind T offer, 
Bass. This were kindneas, 
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Shy. This kindness will I show. 
Go with me to a notary, seal me there 
Your single bond; and, in a merry sport, 
If you repay me not on such a day, 
In such a place, such sum or sums as are 
Express'd in the condition, let the forfeit 
Be nominated for an equal pound 150 
Of your fair flesh, to be cut off and taken 
Tn what part of your body pleaseth me. 
Ant. Content, i faith: I'll seal to sucha bond 
And say there is much kindness in the Jew. 
Bass. You shall not seal to such a bond 


for me: : . 
I'll rather dwell in my necessity, 
Ant. Why, fear not, man; I will not for- 
feit it: 
Within these two months, that’s a month before 
This bond expires, I do expect return 
Of thrice three times the value of this bond. 160 
Shy. O father Abram, what these Chris- 
tlans are, . 
Whose own hard dealings teaches them suspect 
The thoughts of others! Pray you, tell me this; 
Té he should break his day, what should I gain 
By the exaction of the forfeiture? 
A pound of man’s flesh taken from a man 
Is not so estimable, profitable neither, 


As flesh of muttons, beefs, or goats. I say, 
To buy his favour, 1 extend this friendship : 
If he will take it, so; if not, adieu ; 17o 


And, for my love, I pry you wrong me not. 
Ant. Yes, Shylock, [will seal unto this bond. 
Shy. Then meet me forthwith at the notary’s ;. 

Givehim direction for this merry bond, 

And I will go and purse the ducats straight, 

See to my house, left in the fearful guard 

Of an unthrifty inave, and presently 

I will be with you. 

Ant. Hie thee, gentle Jew. elt Shylock. 

The Hebrew will turn Christian : he grows kind. 
Bass. I like not fair terms and a villain’s 

mind, 5 181 
Ant. Come on: in this there can be no dis- 


may; 
My ships come home a month before the day. 
[Exeunt. 


ACT IL. 


Scene. Belmont. A room in Portta’s house. 


Flowrish of cornets. Enter the Prince o¥ 
Morocco and his train; Portia, Nerissa, 
aul others attending. 


Afor. _Mislike me not for my complexion 

the shadow’d livery of the Ayaratelit aa : 

To whom I ama neighbour and near bred. 

Bring me the fairest creature northward born, 
here Phoebus’ fire scarce thaws the icicles, 

And let us make incision for your love, 

To prove whose blood is reddest, his or mine. 

Liell thee, lady, this aspect of mine 

Hath fear'd the valiant: by my love, I swear. 

The best-regarded virgins of our clime 10 

Have loved it too: I would not change this hue, 

Except to steal your thoughts, my gentle queen. 
Por. In terms of choice I am not solely led. 

By nice direction of a maiden’s eyes; 


esides, the lottery 
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Bars me the right of voluntary choosing : 

But if my father had not scanted me 

‘And hedged me by his wit, to yield myself 

His wife who wins me by that means I told you, 
Yourself, renowned prince, then stood as fair zo 
As any comer I have look'd on yet 

Yor my attection. 

Mor. Even for that I thank you : 
Therefore, I pray you, lead me to the caskets 
To try my fortune. By this scimitar 
That slew the Sophy anda Persian prince 
That won three fields of Sultan Solyman, 

I would outstare the sternest eyes that look, 
Outbrave the heart most daring on the earth, 
Pluck the young sucking cubs from theshe-bear, 
Yea, mock the lion when he roars for prey, 30 
To win thee, lady. But, alas the while! 

If Hercules and Lichas play at dice 

Which is the better man, the greater throw 
May turn by fortune from the weaker hand: 

So is Alcides beaten by his page; 

And so may I, blind fortune leading me, 

Miss that which one unworthier may attain, 
And die with erieving. 

Por, ou must take your chance, 
And either not attempt to choose at all 
Or swear before you choose, if you choose wrong 
Never to speak to lady afterward 3 4t 
In way of marriage: therefore be advised. 

Aor. Nor will not. Come, bring me unto 

my chance. 

Por. First, forward to the temple; after 


dinner 
Your hazard shall be made. 
Mor. Good fortune then! 
To make me blest or cursed’st among men. 
[Cornets, and exceunt. 


Sornr II. Venice. A street. 
Enter LAUNCELOT. 


Laun. Certainly my conscience will serve 
me to run from this Jew my master. ‘The fiend 
is at mine elbow and tempts me saying to me 
“Gobbo, Launcelot Gobbo, good Launcelot,’ or 
‘goed Gobbo,’ or ‘good Launcelot Gobho, use 
your legs, take the staré, run away.’ My cou- 
Science says ‘No; take heed, honest Launcclot; 
take heed, honest Gobbo,’ or, as aforesaid, 
‘honest Launcelot Gobbo: do not run; sco 
running with thy heels.’ Well, the most cour- 
ageous fiend bids me pack: ‘Via!’ says the 
fiend ; ‘away !” says the fiend ; ‘for the heavens, 
rouse up a brave mind,’ says the fiend, ‘and run.’ 
‘Well, my conscience, hanging about the neck of 
my heart, says very wisely to me ‘My honest 
friend Launcelot, being an honest man’s son,’ 
or rather an honest woman's son ; for, indeed, 
my father did something smack, something 
grow to, he hada kind of taste ; well, my con- 
science says ‘Launcclot, budge not.’ ‘Budge, 
says the fiend. ‘Budgenot,’says my conscience, 
“Conscience, say I, ‘you counsel well ;” * i iend,’ 
say I, ‘you counsel well:? to be ruled by my 
conscience, I should stay with the Jew my 
master, who, God bless the mark, is a kind of 
devil: and, to rm away from the Jew, I should 


be ruled by the Hien wher saving your reverence, 
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is the devil himself. Certainly the Jew is the 
very devil incarnal; and, in my conscience, my 
conscience is but a kind of hard conscience, to 
offer to counsel me to stay with the Jew, The 
fiend gives the more friendly counsel : I will run 
fiend; my heels are at your command; IL will 
run, 


Enter Old Gosno, with a basket. 


Gob, Master young man, you, I pray you, 
which is the way to master Jew’s? 

Laun. [Aside] O heavens, this is my true- 
begotten father! who, being more than sand. 
blind, high-gravel blind, knows me not: I will 
try confusions with him. 

Gob. Master young gentleman, I 
which is the way to master Jew's? 

Lawn. Turn up on your right, hand at the 
next turning, but, at the next turning of all, on 
your left; marry, at the very next turning, tun 
of no hand, but turn down indirectly to the 
Jew’s house. 

Gob. By God's sonties ‘twill be a hard way 
to hit. Can you tell me whether one Launcelot, 
that dwells with him, dwell with him or no? 49 

Laun. Talk you of young Master Launcelot? 
[Aside] Mark me now; now will I raise the 
waters. ‘Talk you of young Master Launcelot? 

Gob. No master, sir, but a poor man’s son: 
his father, though Tsay it, is an honest exceeding 
poor man and, God be thanked, well to live. 

Laun. Well, let his father be what a’ will, 
we talk of young Master Launcelot. 

_ Gob. Your worship’s friend and Launcelot, 


pray you, 
AT 


sir. 

Laun. But I pray you, ergo, old man, ergo, 
I beseech you, talk you of young Master 
Launcelot? y 60 

5 Gob, OF Launcelot, an’t please your master- 
ship. 

Laun, Ergo, Master Launcelot. Talk not of 
Master Launcelot, father; for the young gentle- 
man, according to Iates and Destinies and such 
odd sayings, the Sie Three and such branches 
of learning, is indeed deceased, or, as you would 
say in plain terms, gone to heaven. ‘ 

Gob. Marry, God forbid! the boy was the 
very staff of my age, my very prop. 79 

Laun. Do f look like a cudgel or a hovel- 
post, a staffor a Drop? Do pou know me, father? 

Gob, Alack the day, I know you not, young 
gentleman: but, I pray you, tell me, is my boy, 
God rest his soul, alive or dead? 

Laun. Do you not know me, father? 

Gob. Alack, sir, 1 am sand-blind; [ know 
you not. 2 3 

Laun. Nay, indeed, if you had your eyes, 
you might fail of the knowing me: it is a wise 
father that knows his own child. Well, old 
man, I will tell you news of your son: give me 
your blessing: truth will come to light; murder 
cannot be hid long; a man’s son may, but at 
the length truth will out. 

Gob. Pray you, sir, stand up: I am sure you 
are not Launcelot, my boy. x 

Laun. Pray you, let’s have no more fooling 
about it, but give me your blessing: I am 
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Launcelot, your boy that was, your son that is, 
your child that shall be. gr 
Gob. I cannot think you are. my son. ; 
Lawn. Tknow not what Ishall hink of that : 
but Tam Launcelot, the Jew’s man, and I am 
sure Margery your wife ismy mother. _ 

Gob. Her name is Margery, indeed : I'll be 
sworn, if thou be Launcelot, thou art mine own 
flesh and blood. Lord worshipped might he be! 
what a beard hast thou got! thou hast got more 
hair on thy chin than Dobbin my fill-horse has 
on his tail. gor 

Laun. It should seem, then, that Dobbin’s 
tail grows backward: I am sure he had more 
hair of his tail than I have of my face when I 
last saw him. 

Gob. Lord, how art thou changed! How 
dost thou and thy master agree? I have brought 
him a present. How ’gree you now? 

Laun, Well, well: but, for mine own part, 
as I have set wD my rest to run away, so will 
not rest till I have run some ground. My 
master’s a very Jew: give him a present! give 
him a halter: Iam famished in his service ; you 
may tell every finger I have with my ribs. 
Father, I am glad you are come: give me your 
present to one Master Bassanio, who, indeed, 
gives rare new liveries: if I serve not him, I 
will run as far as God has any ground. O rare 
fortune! here comes the man: to him, father; 
for Iam a Jew, if I serve the Jew any longer. 


Enter Bassanio, with LEONARDO and other 
Sollowers. 


Bass. You may do so; but let it be so hasted 
that supper be ready at the farthest by five of 
the clock. See these letters delivered ; put the 
liveries to making, and desire Gratiano to come 
anon to my lodging. [Exit a Servant. 

Laun. To hin, father, 

Gob. God bless your worship! 
ae Gramercy! wouldst thou aught with 

e 

Gob. Here’s my son, sir, a poor boy,— 129 

Laun. Not a poor boy, ae but the rich 
vows man; that would, sir, as my father shall 

pecify— 

Gob. He hath a great infection, sir, as one 
would say, to serve,— ‘ 

Laun. Indeed, the short and the long is, I 
serve the Jew, and have a desire, as my father 
shall specify— 


Gob. His master and he, saving your wor- | 
sis reverence, are scarce cater-cousins— 139 | T} 


un. To be brief, the very ti is tha 
ee , the very truth is that the 


m: father, ing, I hope, - 
a ty ua Foun pe, an old man, shall fru 
00. 1 have here a dish of doves that I would 

bestow upon your worship, and my suit to 

og In very brief, the suit is impertinent 

te myself, as your worship shall know by this 
neat old man; and, though I say it, though 

c) gana, yt poor man, my father. 

Base pe speak ak for bot . What would you? 

0 r , Sir, 

Gob. Thatisthe very defect of the matter, ae 
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done me wrong, doth cause me. as| Ib 


[Act ur 


Bass. I know thee well; thou hast obtain’d 
thy suit: : “ 
Shylock thy master spoke with me this day, 
And hath preferr’d thee, if it be preferment 
To leave a rich Jew’s service, to become 
The follower of so poor a gentleman. 

Laun. The old proverb is very well parted 
between my master Shylock and you, sir: you 
have the grace of God, sir, and he hath enough. 

Bass, Thou speak’st 1t well. Go, father, 

with thy son. ee 16: 
Take leave of thy old master and inquire 
My lodging out. Give him a livery _ 
More guarded than his fellows’: see it done, 

Lawn, Father, in. I cannot get a service, 
no; Lhave ne'er a tongue in my head. Well, 
if any man in Italy have a fairer table which 
doth offer to swear upon a book, I shall have 
food fortune. Go to, here’s a simple line of 

ife: here’s a small trifle of wives: alas, fifteen 
wives is nothing! eleven widows and nine maids 
is a simple coming-in for one man: and then to 
*scape drowning thrice, and to be in peril of my 
life with the edge of a feather-bed; here are 
simple scapes. Well, if Fortune be a woman, 
she’s a good wench for this gear. Father, come; 
I'll take my leave of the Jew in the twinkling 
of an eye. [Hxeunt Launcelot and Old Gobbo. 

Base: I pray thee, good Leonardo, think on 

this ; 
These things being bought and orden bestow’d, 
Return in haste, for I do feast to-night 180 
My best-esteem’d acquaintance: hie thee, go. 

Tots . Sly best endeavours shall be done 

herein. 


Enter GRATIANO. 


Gira. Where is your master? f 
Leon, Yonder, sir, he walks. [Evit. 
Gra. Signior Bassanio! 


Bass. Gratiano! 
Gra. Ihave a suit to you. . 
Bass. You have obtain’d it. 


Gra. You must not deny me: I must go 
with you to Belmont. 

Bass. Why, then you must. But hear thee, 

Tatiano ; 

Thou art too wild, too rude and bold of voice: 
Parts that become thee happily enough 19x 
And in such eyes as ours appear not faults; 
But pi here thou art not known, why, there they 
Something too liberal. Pray thee, take pain 
ro allay with some cold drops of modesty 
hy, skipping spirit, lest through thy wild be- 


misconstrued in the pl: 
anit lose my hopes Be ee 
rd, ignior Bassanio, hear me : 
Tf I do not put ona alias habit, : 199 


ro F 
Hale with respect and swear but now and then, 
¥ ear prayer-books in my pocket, look demurely, 
Nay more, while grace is sa: ying, hood mine eyes 
Thus with my hat, and sigh and say ‘amen, 
Use all the observance of civility, 
Like one well studied in a sad ostent 
ay pease a (fendan, never trust me more. 

5 e Wi 3) ayy ing. 

Sy SER SHH baaine 
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Gra. Nay, but I bar to-night: youshall not | Jew to sup to-night with my new master the 
gauge me . Christian. he 
By what we do to-night. = Lor. Hold here, take this: tell gentle Jessica 
‘Bass. No, that were pity: T will not fail her; speak it privately. at 
T would entreat you rather to put on 210 | Go, gentlemen, [Exit Launcelot. 
Your boldest suit of mirth, for we have friends | Will you prepare you for this masque to-night? 
That purpose merriment. But fare you well: | I am provided of a torch-bearer. ss 
I have some business, Salar, Ay, marry, I'll be gone about it 
Gra. And I must to Lorenzo and the rest : straight. 
But we will visit you at supper-time. [Zzeunt.| Salan. And so will I. ZA 
Lov. Meet me and Gratiano 
At Gratiano’s lodging some hour hence. 
Salar. Tis good we do so. 
Exeunt Salar. and Salan. 
Gra. Was not that letter from fair Jessica? 
Lor. I must needs tell thee all. She hath 
_ directed 30 
How I shall take her from her father’s house, 
What gold and jewels she is furnish’d with, 
What page’s suit she hath in readiness. 
If e’er the Jew her father come to heaven, 
It will be for his gentle daughter's sake : 
‘And never dare misfortune cross her foot, 
Unless she do it under this excuse, 
That she is issue to a faithless Jew. 
Come, go with me; peruse this as thou goest: 
Fair Jessica shall be my torch-bearer. [Hzeunt. 



















Scenr UI. Zhe same. A room in SHYLOCK'S 
house. 


Enter SEsstoA and LAUNCELOT. 


Jes. Tam sorry thou wilt leave my father so: 
Our house is hell, and thou, a merry devil, 
Didst rob it of some taste of tediousness. 

But fare thee well, there is a ducat for thee: 
And, Launcelot, soon at supper shalt thou see 
Lorenzo, who is thy new master’s guest: 

Give him this letter; do it secretly 5 

And so farewell: I would not have my father 
See me in talk with thee. 9 

Laun. Adieu! tears exhibit my tongue. 
Most beautiful pagan, most sweet Jew! ifa 
Christian did not play the knave and get thee, 
Iam much deceived. But, adieu: these foolish 
aie do something drown my manly spirit: 
adieu. 

Jes. Tarewell, good Launcelot. 

a [Exit Launcelot. 
Alack, what heinous sin is it in me. 
To be ashamed to be my father's child! 
But though I am a daughter to his blood, 
Iam not to his manners. O Lorenzo, | 
Tf thou keep promise, I shall end this strife, 2° 
Become a Christian and thy loving wife. [Zxit. 


Scene V. Zhesame. Before SuyLocn’s house. 
Enter Suyiock and LAUNOELOT. 


Shy. Well, thou shalt see, thy eyes shall be 
thy judge, 
The difference of old Shylock and Bassanio :— 
What, Jessica !—thou shalt not rormandise, 
As thou hast done with me :—What, Jessica!— - 
‘And sleep and snore, and rend apparel out ;— 
Why, Jessica, I say! 
Laun. A Why, Jessica! 
Shay evo bids thee call? I do not bid thee 
ca 
Laun. Your worship was wont to tell me 
that I-could do nothing without bidding. 


Enter JESSICA. 


Jes. Call you? what is your will? _ 10 
Shy. Iam bid forth to supper, Jessica : 
There are my keys. But wherefore should I go? 


Scene IV. The same. A street. 


Enter GRATIANO, LORENZO, SALARINO, and 
SALANIO. > 


Lor. Nay, we will slink away in supper-time, 
Disguise us at my lodging and return, 
AlLin an_hour. 3 
Gra. We have not made good preparation. 
Salar. We have not spoke us yet of torch- 


bearers. A Lam not bid for love; is flatter me: 
Salan. ’Tis vile, unless it may be quaintly | But yet I'll £0 in hate, tofeed upon | 
order'd, The prodigal Christian. Jessica, my girl, 


‘And better in my mind not undertook. 
Lor. “Lis now but four o'clock: we have two 
hours 
To furnish us. 


Enter LAUNOELOT, with a letter. 


Friend Launcelot, what’s the news? 
Laun. An it shall please you to break up 
this, it shall seem to signify. , un 
gots MH know the hand: in faith, ’tis a fair 
. hand; Paciek 
And whiter than the paper it writ on 
Is the fair hand that writ. 2 
he Love-news, in faith. 
Lawn. By your leave, sir. Lock up my doors; and when you hear the drum 
Lor. Whither goest thou? ‘And the vile squealing of the wry-neck’'d fife.20 
Laun. Marry sir, to bid my old master the Clamber not you up to the casements thers, 
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Look to my house. I am right loath to go: 
There is some ill a-brewing towards my rest, 
For I did dream of money-bags to-night. 

Laun. I beseech you, sir, go: my young 
master doth eanect your reproach. 20 

Shy. So do Lhis. : 

Laun. And they have conspired together, I 
will not say you shall see a masque; but if you 
do, then it was not for nothing that my nose fell 
a-bleeding on Black-Monday last at six o’clock i’ 
the morning, falling out that year on Ash-Wed- 
nesday was four year, in the afternoon. 

Shy. What, are there masques? Hear you 

me, Jessica : 
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st your head into the public street 
neo rihrat Christian fools with varnish’d faces, 
But stop my house’s ears, J mean my casements : 
Let not the sound of shallow foppe enter 
My sober house. By Jacob’s statt, I swear, 
Thave no mind of feasting forth to-night : 
But I will go. Go you before me, sirrah ; 
Say I will come. 4 i 
aun. I will go before, sir. Mistress, look 
out at window, forall this; 41 
There will come a Christian by, : 
Will be worth a Jewess’ cye, — [Zwvit. 
sh y. What says that fool of Hagar's offspring, 
ha? 
Jes. His words were ‘Tarewell, mistress ;’ 
nothing else, 
Shy. The patch is kind enough, but a huge 


ecder ; 
Snail-slow in profit, and he sleeps by day 
More than the wild-cat: drones hive not with 


me; © Bes 
Therefore I part with him, and part with him 
To one that I would haye him help to waste 50 
His borrow’d purse. Well, Jessica, go in: 
Perhaps I will return immediately : 
Do as I bid you; shut doors after you: 
Fast bind, fast find ; F 
A proverb never stale in thrifty mind. _[Zwit. 
63. earenell; and if my fortune be not 
cros| 
Ihavea father, you a daughter, lost. [Zzit. 


Scene VI. Zhe same. 
Enter GRATIANO and SALARINO, masqued. 
Gra. This is the pent-house under which 


Lorenzo 
Desired us to make stand, 
Salar. His hour is almost past. 


ERE Aud it is marvel he out-dwells his 
hour, 
For lovers ever mun before the clock. 

Salar, O, ten times faster Venus’ pigeons fly 
To seal love's bonds new-made, than they are 


won 
To keep obliged faith unforfeited ! 
Gra. That ever holds: who riseth from a 


‘eas! 
With that keen appetite that he sits down? 
Where is the horse that doth untread again 20 
His tedious measures with the unbated fire 
That he did pace them first? All things that are, 
Are with more spirit chased than enjoy’d. 
How like a younker or a prodigal 
The scarfed bark puts from her native bay, 
Mugg’d and embraced by the strumpet wind | 
How like the prodigal doth she return, 
‘With oyer-weather'd ribs and ragged sails, 

an, rent and beggar'd by the strumpet wind! 


Salar. Here comes Lorenzo: i 
hereafter, as 


5 Enter Lorenzo. 

or. Sweet friends, yozr pati y 
licsavne: » y patience for my 
Not I, but my affairs, have made you wait: 


. When you 1 pl i 
iver please to play the thieves for 
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I'll watch as long for you then. Approach ;, 
Here dwells my father Jew. Ho! who’s within? 


Enter Jussica, above, in boy's clothes. 


Jes. Who are you? Tell me, for more cer- 
tainty, 

Albeit I'll swear that I do know your tongue. 

Lov. Lorenzo, and thy love. ij 
Jes. Lorenzo, certain, and my love indeed, 
For who love I so much? And now who knows 
But you, Lorenzo, whetherTam yours? = 31 
Lor, Heaven and thy thoughts are witness 
that thou art, M =e 
Jes. Here, catch this casket; it is worth 
the pains, | 

Tam glad ’tis night, you do not look on me, 

Por Tam much ashamed of my exchange : 

Bui love is blind and lovers cannot see _ 

‘The pretty follies that themselves commit ; 

For if they could, cupid himself would blush 

To see me thus transformed to a boy. 

Lor, Descend, ior you must be my torch- 
bearer. 40 

Jes. What, must I hold a candle to my 
shames? 

They an themselves, good sooth, are too too 
ight. 

Why, ’tis an office of discovery, love ; 

And L should be obscured. 

Lor, So are you, sweet, 

Even in the lovely garnish of a boy. 

But come at once; 

For the close night doth play the Tunaway, 

And we are stay'd for at Bassanio’s feast. a 

Jes. eel make fast the doors, and gild 
__ Mnyse ; 

With some more ducats, and_be with you 
straight. [Fit above. 50 
pe Now, by my hood, a Gentile and no 

ew. 
Lor. Beshrew me but I love her heartily ; 

For she is wise, if I can judge of her, 

And fair she is, if that mine eyes be true, 

And true she is, as she hath proved herself, 

And therefore, like herself, wise, fair and true, 

Shall she be placed in my constant soul. 


Enler Jessica, below. 


What, art thou come? On, gentlemen ; away ! 
Our masquing mates by this time for us stay. 
[Exit with Jessica and Salarino. 


Enter ANTONIO. 


Ant, Who’s there? 
Gra. Signior Antonio! eg 
Se, Hie, fie, Gratiano! where are all the 
‘Tis nine o'clock: our friends all stay for you. 
© masque to-night: the wind is come about ; 
Bassanio present) ly will go aboard; 
Ihave sent went yout to seek for you. 


Gra. I am glad on’t: I desire no more 
delight 


Than to be under sail and gone to-night. 
(Eeeunt. 





ScunE vir] 


Scene VIL. Belmont. A room in 
PorTIiA’s house. 
Flourish of cornets. Enter Portia, with the 
Prince or Morocco, and their trains. 


Por, Go draw aside the curtains and discover 
The several caskets to this noble prince. 
Now make your choice. 

Mor. The first, of gold, who this inscription 


bears, 

abo, chooseth me shall gain what many men 
desire ; 

The second, silver, which this promise carries, 

“Who chooseth me shall get as much as he 

_ deserves 5’ : 

This third, dull Jead, with warning all as blunt, 

§ Nie aie ime must give and hazard all he 
hath. 

How shall I know if I do choose the right? 10 

Por, The one of them contains my picture, 


prince ; 
If you choose that, then I am yours withal. 
Mor. Some god direct my judgement! Let 

me see; Lane i 

I will survey the inscriptions back again. 

What says this leaden casket? P 

LP Nie choose me must give and hazard all he 
hath. 

Must give: for what? for lead? hazard for lead? 

This casket threatens. Men that hazard all 

Do it in hope of fair advantages : 

‘A golden mind stoops not to shows of dross ; 20 

T'll then nor give nor hazard aught for lead. 

What says the silver with her virgin hue? 

‘Who chooseth me shall get as much as he 
deserves.’ 

‘As much as he deserves! Pause there, Morocco, 

‘And weigh thy value with an even hand: 

Tf thou be’st rated by thy estimation, 

Thou dost deserve enough ; and yet enough 

May not extend so far as to the lady: 

‘And yet to be afeard of my deservin, 

Were but a weak disabling of myself. 30 

As much as I deserve! Wh: y, that’s the lady : 

T do in birth deserve her, and in fortunes, 

In graces and in qualities of breeding ; 

But more than these, in love I do deserve. 

What if I stray’d no further, but chose here? 

Let’s see once more this saying graved in gold; 

“Who chooseth me shall gain what many men 


desire. 
Why, that’s the lady; all the world desires her; 
From the four corners of the earth they come, 
To kiss this shrine, this mortal-breathing saint: 
The Hyrcanian deserts and the vasty w! ds 4 
Of wide Arabia are as through fares now 
For princes to come view fair Portia: 
The watery kingdom, whose ambitious head 
Spite in the face of heaven, is no bar 
‘o stop the foreign spirits, but they come, 
‘As o'er a brook, to see fair Portia. < 
One of these three contains her heavenly picture. 
Ts't like that lead contains her? “Lwere dam- 
nation “ 
To think so base a thought: it were too gross 
To rib her cerecloth in the obscure grave. 51 
Or shall I think in silver she’s immured, 
Being ten times paaneneelns to tried gold? 
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O sinful thought! Never so rich a gem 
Was set in worse than gold. They have in 
England 
A coin that bears the figure of an anyel 
Stamped in gold, but that’s insculp'd upon ; 
But here an angel in a golden bed 
Lies all within. Deliver me the key 
Here do I choose, and thrive Las L may! 60 
Por. There, take it, prince; and if my form 
lie there, 
Then Lam yours. [He unlocks the golden casket. 
Mor. © hell! what have we here? 
A carrion Death, within whose erp eye. 
There is a written scroll! Il reac the writing. 
[Meads] All that glisters is not gold ; 
Often have you heard that told: 
Many a man his life hath sold 
But my outside to behold: 
Gilded tombs do worms infold. 
Had you been as wise as bold, 
Young in limbs, in judgement old, 
Your answer had not been inscroll'd: 
Fare you well; your suit is cold. 
Cold, indeed; and labour lost : 
Then, farewell, heat, and welcome, frost! 
Portia, adieu. I have too grieved a heart 
To take a tedious leave: thus losers part. 
(Exit with his train. Flourish of cornets. 
- Por, A gentle riddance. Draw the cur- 
tains, go. 
Let all of his complexion choose me so. 
[Zxeunt. 


Scene VIII. Venice. A street. 
Enter SAvLantno and SALANIG- 
Salar. Why, man, I saw Bassanio under 


jo 


sail: 
With him is Gratiano gone along; 
And in their ship 1 am sure Lorenzo is not. 
Salan, The villain Jew with outcries raiset 
the duke, 
Who went with him to search Bassanio’s snt 
Salar. He came too ate, the ship was under 


sail: 

But there the duke was given to understand 

That in a gondola were seen together 

Lorenzo and his amorous Jessica : 

Besides, Antonio certified the duke 

‘They were not with Bassanio in his ship. 
Salan. I never heard a passion so confused, 

So strange, outrageous, and so variable, 

Ag the dog Jew did utter in the streets : 

*My daughter! O my ducats! O my daughter! 

Tled with a Christian! O my Christian ducats! 

Justice! thelaw! my ducats, and my daughter! 

‘A sealed bag, two sealed bags of ducats, 

Of double ducats, stolen from me by my 

daughter | 2 r 
And jewels, two stones, two rich and precious 


stones, 7 20 
Stolen by my daughter! Justice! find the girl; 
She hath the stones upon her, and the ducats.’ 

Salt Why, all the boys in Venice follow 
him, 

Crying, his stones, his daughter, and his ducats. 

Salon: Let good Antonio look he keep his 
ay, 


10 
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hall pay for this. 3 
gk jes Le ‘Marry, well remember'd. 
Treason’d with a Frenchman yesterday, 

Who told me, in the narrow seas that part 
The French and English, there miscarried 
A vessel of our country richly fraught: _ 3 
I thourat upon Asti Hen he wae ; 
And wish’d in silence that it were not his. 
Salan. You were best to tell Antonio what 
you hear; : 5 P 
Yet do not suddenly, for it may grieve him. 
Salar. A kinder gentleman treads not the 
earth. L 
I saw Bassanio and Antonio part: 
Bassanio told him he would make some speed 
Of his return : he answer'd, ‘Do not so; __ 
Slubber not business for my sake, Bassanio, 
But stay the very riping of the time; 4 
‘And for the Jew's bond which he hath of me, 
Let it not enter in your mind of love: 
Be merry, and employ yout chiefest thoughts 
To courtship and such fair ostents of love 
As shall conveniently become you there :’ 
And even there, his eye being big with tears, 
Turning his face, he put his hand behind him, 
And with affection wondrous sensible 
He wrung Bassanio’s hand ; and so they parted. 
Salat I think he only loves the world for 
him. 50 
I pray thee, let us go and find him out 
And quicken his embraced heaviness 
With some delight or other. 
Salar. Do we so. [Exeunt. 


Scene IX. Belmont. A room in Portia’s 
house. 


Enter NERissa with a Servitor. 


Ner. nick tanicls I pray thee; draw the 
curtain straight : 

The Prince of Arragon hath ta’en his oath, 

And comes to his election presently. 


Flourish of cornets. Enter the Prixor or 
ARRAGON, Portia, and their trains. 


Por, Behold, there stand the caskets, noble 


prince: 
Hf you choose that wherein I am contain’d, 
Straight shall our nuptial rites be solemnized : 
But if you fail, without more speech, my lord, 
You must be gone from hence Immediately. 
ae Tam enjoin’d by oath to observe three 
__ things: 
First, never to unfold to any one 
Which casket ’twas I chose; next, if I fail 
Of the right casket, never in my life 
‘© Woo a maid in way of marriage: 


actly, ao 
Jf I do fail in fortune of my choice, 
Immediately to leave you and be gone. 


‘or. To these injunctions every o: 
aes J ‘y one doth 


at comes to hazard for my worthless self. 
Ay, ood so haye I address'd me, Fortune 


No’ 
To Tay jheart’s hope! Gold; silver; and base 
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‘Who chooseth me must give and hazard all he 
hath.’ e 5 

You shall Jook fairer, ere I give or hazard, 

What says the golden chest? ha! let me see: 

“Who chooseth me shall gain what many men 
desire.’ z P 4 

What many men desire! that ‘many’ may be 


meant. f 
By the fool multitude, that choose by show, 
Not learning more than the fond eye doth teach; 
Which pries not to the interior, but, like the 
martlet, 
Builds in the weather on the outward wall, 
Eyen in the force and road of casualty. 30 
I will not choose what many men desire, __ 
Because I will not jump with common spirits 
And rank me with the barbarous multitudes. 


| Why, then to thee, thou silver treasure-house ; 


Tell me once more what title thou dost bear: 
‘Who chooseth me shall get as much as he de- 


Serves : 
And well said too; for who shall go about 
To cozen fortune and be honourable 
Without the stamp of merit? Let none presume 
To wear an undeserved gion: 40 
O, that estates, degrees and offices 
Were not derived corruptly, and that clear 
honour 
Were purchased by the merit of the wearer! 
How many then should cover that stand bare! 
How many be commanded that command! 
How much low peasantry would then be glean’d 
From the true seed of honour! and how much 


onour 
Pick’d from the chaff and ruin of the times 
To be new-varnish'd! Well, but to my choice: 
“Who chooseth me shall get as much as he de- 


Se 5 5° 
I will assume desert, Give mea key for this, 
And instantly unlock my fortunes here. 
He opens the silver casket. 
Por. Too long a pause for that which you 
find there. 
ae 4 Nuliatis here? the portrait of a blinking 
idiot, 
Presenting mea schedule! J will read it. 
How much unlike art thou to Portia! 
How much unlike Ln hopes and my deservings! 
Who chooseth me shall have as much as he de- 
_ , Serves.’ 
Did I deserve no more than a fool's head? 
Is that my prize? are my deserts no better? 60 
Por. To offend, and judge, are distinct offices 
And of opposed natures. 
Ar. What is here? 


[Reads] The fire seven times tried this: 

Seven times tried that judgement is, 
hat did never choose amiss, 

Some there be that shadows kiss; 
uch have but a shadow’s bliss : 

There be fools alive, I wis 

Silver'd o’er 3,and so was this, 

Take what wife you will to bed, 70 
will ever be your head : 
10 be gone: you are sped. 


Still more fool I shall appear 
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With one fool's head I came to woo, 
But I go away with two. 
Sweet, adieu. I’ll-keep my oath, 
Patiently to bear my wroth. 
Le reunt Arragon and train. 
Por. Thus hath the candle singed the moth. 
0, these deliberate fools! when they do choose, 
They have the wisdom by their wit to lose. 81 
‘er. The ancient saying is no heresy, 
Hanging and wiving goes by destiny. 
Por. Come, draw the curtain, Nerissa. 





















Salar. That’s certain: I, for my part, knew 
the tailor that made the wings she flew withal. 

Salan. And Shylock, for his own part, knew 
the bird was fledged ; and then it is the com- 
plexion of them all to leave the dam. 

Shy. She is damned for it. 

. Se ‘ar. That’s certain, if the devil may be her 
judge. : 

Shy. My own flesh and blood to rebel! | 

Salan. Out upon it, old carrion! rebels it at 

thee years. j, my daughter is my flesh and 
hy. I say, my daughter is my flesh an 
Enter a Servant. ited 

Serv. Where is my lady? 

Por, Here: what would my lord? 

Serv. Madam, there is alighted at your gate 
A young Venetian, one that comes before 
To signity the approaching of his lord ; 

From whom he bringeth sensible regreets, 

To wit, besides commends and courteous breath, 
Gifts of rich value. Yet Ihave notseen 9 
So likely an ambassador of love: 

A day in April never came so sweet, 

To show how costly summer was at hand, 

As this fore-spurrer comes before his lord. 

Por. Nomore,I pry thee: Lam half afeard 
Thou wilt say anon he is some kin to thee, 
Thou spend’st such high-day wit in praising him. 
Come, come, Nerissa; for long to see 
Quick Cupid’s post that comes so mannerly, 100 

Wer. Bassanio, lord Love, if thy will it be! 

[Bxeunt. 


49 

Salar, There is more difference between thy 
flesh and hers than between ict ani ivory ; more 
between your bloods than there is between r 
wine and rhenish. But tell us, do you hear 
whether Antonio have had any loss at sea or no? 

Shy. ‘There L have another bad match: a 
bankrupt, a prodigal, who dare scarce show his 
head on the Rialto; a beggar, that was used to 
come so smug upon the mart; let him look to 
his bond: he was wont to call me usurer; Iet 
him look to his bond: he was wont to lend 
money for a Christian courtesy ; let him look to 
his bond. . 

Salar. Why, I am sure, if he forfeit, thou 
wilt not take his flesh: what’s that good for? 

Shy. To bait fish withal: if it will feed no- 
thing else, it will feed my revenge. He hath 
disgraced me, and hindered me half a million ; 
laughed at my losses, mocked at my gains, 
scorned my nation, thwarted my bargains, 
cooled my friends, heated mine enemies; and 
what’s his reason? Lama Jew. Hath not a 
Jew eyes? hath not a Jew hands, organs, dimen- 
sions, senses, affections, passions? ed with the 
same food, hurt with the same weapons, subject 
to the same diseases, healed by the same means, 
warmed and cooled by the same winter and 
summer, as a Christian is? If you prick us, do 
we not bleed? if you tickle us, do we not laugh? 
if you poison us, do we not die? and if you 
wrong us, shall we not revenge? If we are like 
you in the rest, we will resemble you in that. 
Ifa Jew wrong a Christian, whatis his humility? 
Revenge. If a Christian wrong a Jew, what 
should his sufferance be by Christian example? 
Why, revenge. The villany you teach me, I 
will’ execute, and it shall go hard but I will 
better the instruction. 


ACT It. 
Sornel. Venice. A street. 
Enter SALANIO and SALARINO. 


Salan. Now, what news on the Rialto? 

Salar. Why, yet it lives there unchecked 
that Antonio hath a ship of rich ea wrecked 
on the narrow seas; the Goodwins, I think they 
call the place; a very dangerous flat and fatal, 
where the carcases of many a tall ship lie buried, 
as they say, if my gossip Report be an honest 
woman of her word. x bis 

Salan. I would she were as lying a gossip in 
that as ever knapped ginger or made her neigh- 
bours believe she wept for the death of a third 
husband. But it is true, without any slips of 
prolixity or crossing the plain highway of talk, 
that the good Antonio, the honest Antonio,—\ 
O that I had a title good enough to keep his 
name company !— 

Salar. Come, the full stop. 

Sulan. Hal what sayest thou? Why, the 
end is, he hath lost a ship. : 

Salar. I would it might prove the end of his 
losses, ‘ 21 

Salan. Let me say ‘amen’ betimes, lest the 
devil cross my prayer, for here he comes in the 
likeness of a Jew. 


Enter SHYLOOK. 


How now, Shylock! what news among the 
merchants? 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv. Gentlemen, my master Antonio is at 
his house and desires to speak with you both. 
x alar. We have been up and down to seek 

im. 79 


Enter TUBAL. 


Salan. Here comes another of the tribe: a 
third cannot be matched, unless the devil him- 
self turn Jew. 

Exeunt Salan., Salar., and Servant. 

Shy. How now, Tubal! what news from 
Genoa? hast thou found my daughter? 

‘hy. You knew, none so well, none so well Tub. I often came where I did hear of her, 
as you, of my daughter's flight. but cannot find her. 
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, Why, there, there, there, there! a dia- 
ao ponencost me two thousand ducats in 
Frankfort! The curse never fell upon ournation 
till now; I never felt it till now: two thousand 
ducats in that; and other precious, precious 
‘ewels, I would my daughter were dead at my 
‘oot, and the jewels in her ear! would she were 
hearsed at my foot, and the ducats in her coffin! 
No news of them? Why, so: and I know not 
what’s spent in the search: why, thou loss upon 
loss! the thief gone with so much, and so much 
to find the thief: and no satisfaction, no revenge: 
nor no ill luck stirring but what lights on my 
shoulders; no sighs but of my breathing; no 
tears but of my shedding. % 101 

Q Yes ronney pen have ill luck too: 
Antonio, as I heard in Genoa,— : 

Shy. What, what, what? ill luck, ill luck? 

Tub. eee an argosy cast away, coming 
from Tripolis. 

Shy. I thank God, I thank God. Is’t true, 
is’t true? t 

Tub, I spoke with some of the sailors that 
escaped the wreck. 110 

Shy. I thank thee, good Tubal: good news, 
good news! ha, ha! where? in Genoa? 

Tub.. Your daughter spent in Genoa, as I 
heard, in one night fourscore ducats. 

Shy. Thou stickest a dagger in me: I shall 
never see my gold again: fourscore ducats at a 
sitting! fourscore ducats! 

Tub, There came divers of Antonio’s creditors 
in my company to Venice, that swear he cannot 
choose he reak. maieeeTTe eae 

ty. Lam very glad of it: I'll plague him ; 
T’ll torture him y am glad of it. % 
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But if you do, you’ll make me wish a sin, 
That Thad been forsworn. Beshrew your eyes, 
They have o’erlogk’d me and divided me; 
One half of me is yours, the other half yours, 
Mine own, I would say; butif mine, then yours, 
And soall yours. 0, these naughty times 
Put bars between the owners and their rights! 
And 50, though yours, not yours. Prove it so, 
Let fortune go to hell for it, not I. OL 
T speak too long; but ’tis to peize the time, 
To cke it and to draw it out in length, 
To stay you from election. 
ass. Let me choose ; 
For as Lam, I live upon the rack. 
Por. Upon the rack, Bassanio! then confess 
What treason there is mingled with your love. 
Bass. None but that ugly treason of mistrust, 
Which makes me fear the enjoying of my love: 
There may as well be amity and life go 
"Tween snow and fire, as treason and my love, 
Por. Ay, but I fear you speak upon the rack, 
Where men enforced do speak anything. 
eee Promise me life, and 1’ll confess the 
truth. 
Por. Well then, confess and live. 
38. ‘Confess’ and ‘love’ 
Had been the very sum of my confession : 
O happy torment, when my torturer 
Doth teach me answers for deliverance! 
But let me to my fortune and the caskets. 
Por. Away, then! I am lock'd in one of 
them: 5 40 
Tf you do love me, you will find me out. 
Nerissa and the rest, stand all aloof. 
Let music sound while he doth make his choice; 
Then, if he lose, he makes a swan-like end, 


Lub. One of them showed me a ring that he | Fad! 


had of your daughter for a monkey. 

ae .Out upon her! Thou torturest me, 
Tubal: it was my turquoise; I had it of Leah 
when I was a bachelor: I would not have given 
it for a wilderness of monkeys. 

Zi. But Antonio is certainly undone. 3129 

Shy. Nay, that’s true, that’s very true. Go, 
Tubal, fee me an officer; bespeak hima fortnight 
before. I will have the heart of him, if he for- 
feit; for, were he out of Venice, I can make 
what merchandise I will. Go, go, Tubal, and 


meet me at our synagogue; go, good Tubal; at} Th 


our synagogue, ‘Tubal. [Lxeunt. 
Scene I. Belmont. A room in Poxtia’s 


house. 


Enter BASSANIO, Porta, GRATIANO, 
NERISSA, and Attendants. 


Por. I pray you, tarry: pause a day or tivo 
Before you hazard ; forties choosin ane 
i lose your company: therefore forbear awhile. 
There's something tells me, but if is not love, 
Lwould not lose you; and you know yourself, 
counsels not in such a quality. 
But lest you should not understand me well,— 
f dycta maiden hath no tongue but thought,— 
ould detain you here some month or two 9 
ore you venture forme. I could teach you 
Ow to choose right, but 1am then forsworn ; 
So will I never be: g0 may you miss me; < 
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Fading in music; that the comparison 
May stand more proper, my eye shall be the 
stream 

And watery death-bed for him. He may win; 
And what is music then? Then music is 
Even as the flourish when true subjects bow 
To a new-crowned monarch: such it is 50 
As are those dulect sounds in break of day 

That creep into the dreaming bridegroom's ear 
And summon him to marriage, Now he goes, 
‘With no less presence, but with much more love, 
Than young Alcides, when he did redeem. 
¢ virgin tribute paid by howling Troy 
To the sea-monster : I stand for sacrifice; 

The rest aloof are the Dardanian wives, 

With bleared visages, come forth to view 

The issue of the exploit. Go, Hercules! 60 
Live thou, I live: with much much more dismay 
I view the fight than thou that makest the fray. 


Music, whilst Bassanto comments on the 
caskets to himself. 


Sone. 


Tell me where is fancy bred, 
Orin the heart or in the head? 

ow begot, how nourished? 

_ Reply, reply. 
It is engender'd in the eyes, 
With gazing fed; and fancy dies 
Tn the cradle where it lies. 

Tet us all ring fancy’s knell: 70 
GanGarw dong, bell. 


See 





Scenz u] 


All. Ding, dong, bell. 
Bass. So may the outward shows be least 
themselves : 
The world is still deceived with ornament. 
In law, what plea so tainted and corrupt 
But, being season’d with a gracious voice, 
Obscures the show of evil? In religion, 
What damned error, but some sober brow 
Will bless it and approve it with a text, 
Hiding the grossness with fair ornament? 
There is no vice so simple but assumes 
Some mark of virtue on his outward parts: 
How many cowards, whose hearts are all as false 
‘As stairs of sand, wear yet upon their chins 
The beards of Hercules and frowning Mars, 
Who, inward searel’d, have livers white as milk; 
And these assume but valour’s excrement 
To render them redoubted! Look on beauty, 
‘And you shall see ’tis purchased by the weight ; 
Which therein works a miracle innature, go 
Making them lightest that wear most of it: 
So are those crisped snaky golden locks | 
Which auc such wanton gambols with the 
wind, 

Upon supposed fairness, often known 
To be the dowry of a second head, 
The skull that bred them in the sepulchre. 
Thus ornament is but the guiled shore 
To a most dangerous sea; the beauteous scarf 
tVeiling an Indian beauty ; ina word, 
The seeming truth which cunning times put on 
To entrap the wisest. ‘Therefo.e, thou gaudy 


gal ; - : 101 
Hard food for Midas, I will none of thee ; 

Nor none of thee, thou pale and common drudge 
“Tween man and man: but thou, thou meagre 





80 


lea 
Which father threatenest than dost promise 
aught, : 
Thy. aleness moves me more than eloquence ; 
‘And here choose L: joy be the consequence! 
Por. [Aside] How all the other passions fleet 


to air, 
As doubtful thoughts, and rash-embraced de- 


spair, i 
‘And shuddering fear, and green-eyed jealousy ! 
O love, Ir 
Be moderate; allay thy ecstasy; 

In measure rein thy HOY ;,scant this excess, 

T feel too much thy blessing: make it less, 

For fear I surfeit. 
Bass. What find I here? 

[Opening the leaden casket. 
Fair Portia’s counterfeit! ‘What demi-god 
Hath come so near creation? Move these eyes? 
Or whether, riding on the balls of mine, | 
Seem they in motion? Here are sever d lips, 
Parted with sugar breath: so sweet a bar 120 
Should sunder such sweet friends. Here in her 

hairs é 
The painter plays the spider and hath woven 
A golden mesh to entrap the hearts of men 

Faster than gnats in cobwebs: but her eyes,— 
How could he see to do them? having made one, 
Methinks it should have power to steal both his 
‘And leave itself unfurnish’d. Yet look, how far 
The substance of my praise doth wrong this 

shadow 
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In underprizing it, so far this shadow 
Doth limp behind the substance. Here’s the 
scroll, 130 
The continent and summary of my fortune. 
{ Reads] You that choose not by the view, 
Chance as fair and choose as true! 
Since this fortune falls to you, 
Be content and seek no new. 
If you be well pleased with this __ 
‘And hold your fortune for your bliss, 
Turn you where your lady is. 
And claim her with a loving kiss. 
A gentle scroll, Fair lady, by your leave; 140 
T come by note, to give and to receive. 
Like one of two contending in a prize, 
That thinks he hath done well in people's eyes, 
Hearing applause and universal shout, 
Giddy in spirit, still gazing in a doubt 
Whether those peals of praise be his or no ; 
So, thrice-fair lady, stand I, even so ; 
As doubtful whether what sce be true, 
Until confirm’d, sign’d, ratified by you. 
Tae you see me, Lord Bassanio, where I 
stand, 
Such as Lam: though for myself alone 
T would not be ambitious in my wish, 
To wish myself much better; yet, for you 
I would be trebled twenty times myself; 
A. thousand times more fair, ten thousand times 
More rich ; 
That only to stand high in your account, 
T might in virtues, beauties, livings, friends, 
Exceed account ; but the fullsum of me — 159 
+Is sum of something, which, to term in gross, 
Is an unlesson’d girl, unschool’d, unpractised ; 
Happy in this, she is not yet so old 
+But she may learn ; happier than this, 
She is not bred so dull but she can learn ; 
Happiest of all is that her gentle spirit 
Commits itself to yours to be directed, 
As from her lord, her governor, her king. 
Myself and what is mine to you and yours 
Is now converted: but now I was the lord 
Of this fair mansion, master of my servants, 170 
Queen o'er myself; and even now, but now, 
This house, these servants and this same myself 
Are yours, my lord: I give them with this ring ; 
Which when you part from, lose, or give away, 
Let it presage the ruin of your love 
‘And be my vantage to exclaim on you. 
Bass. Madam, you have bereft me of all 
words, 
Galy my blood speaks to you in my veins ; 
And there is such confusion in my powers, 
As, after some oration nay spoke 
By a beloved prince, there doth appear 
Among the buzzing pleased multitude; 
Where every something, being blent together, 
Turns to a wild of nothing, save of joy, 
Express'd and notexpress'd. But when thisring 
Baris from this finger, then parts life from 
hence : 
O, then be bold to say Bassanio’s dead! 

‘Ner. My lord and lady, it is now our time, 
‘That have stood by and seen our wishes prosper, 
To cry, good poy : good joy, my lord and Tady | 

Gra. My lord Bassanio and my gentle lady, 
I wish you all the joy that you can wish; 


180 
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Tam sure you can wish none from me: 
ee when aoe honours mean to solemnize 
The bargain of your faith, I do beseech you, 
Even at that time I may be married too. 

Bass. With all my heart, so thou canst get a 


fe, 
Gra. Si thank your lordship, you have got me 


one. . 

Ny eyes, my lord, can look as swift as yours : 

You saw the mistress, I beheld the maid; 200 

You loved, I loved for intermission. 

No more pertains to me, my lord, than you. 

Your fortune stood upon the casket there, 

And so did mine too, as the matter falls ; 

For wooing here until I sweat again, 

And swearing till my very roof was dr 

With oaths of love, at last, if promise last, 

I got a promise of this fair one here 

To have her love, provided that your fortune 

Achieved her mistress, E . 
Por. Ts this true, Nerissa? 210 
Aa esi, it is, so you stand pleased 
withal. 

eae And do you, Gratiano, mean good 
aith? 


Gra. Yes, faith, my lord. cy 

Bass, Our feast shall be much honour'd in 
your marriage. 

Gra. We'll play with them the first boy for 
a thousand ducats. = 

Wer. What, and stake down? 

Gra. No; we shall ne’er win at that sport, 
and stake down, ipzc0. 
But who comes here? Lorenzo and his infidel ? 
What, and my old Venetian friend Salerio? 


Enter Lorenzo, Jessica, and SALERIO, 
@ Messenger from Venice. 
Bass. Lorenzo and Salerio, welcome hither; 
Tf that the youth of my new interest here 
eve power to bid you welcome. By your 
leave, 
Ibid m: Very friends and countrymen, 
Sweet Portia, welcome. 
Por. i So do I, my lord: 
They are entirely welcome. 
Lor. I thank your honour. For my part, 
my lord, 
My purpose was not to have seen you here ; 230 
But meeting with Salerio by the way, 
He did intreat me, past all saying nay, 
po come with him sone dia 
Saler. id, my lord; 
And I have reason for it. Signor Antonio 
Commends him to you. 
[Gives Bassanio a letter, 
Bass, Ere I ope his letter, 
I Pray you, tell me how my good friend doth. 
Sa ai Not sick, my lord, unless it be in 
Nor well, unless in mind: his letter there 
wat show you his estates 
7d. Nerissa, cheer yon st 3 bi 
aN, yon stranger; bid Dep 
Your band, Salerio: what's the news from 
How doth that royal merchant, good i 
Ilmow he will be glad of our aHoeess ageee 
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We are the Jasons, we have won the fleece. 
Saler. IT would you had won the fleece that 
he hath lost. N 
Por. There are some shrewd contents in you 

same paper, ag 

That steals the colour from Bassanio’s check: 

Some dear friend dead; else nothing in the 
world ive | 

Could turn so much the constitution 

Of any constant man. What, worse and worse! 

With leave, Bassanio; I am half yourself, 251 

And I must freely have the half of anything 

‘That this same paper brings you. - 
ass. O sweet Portia, 

Here are a few of the unpleasant’st words 

That ever blotted paper! Gentle lady, 

When I did first impart my love to you, 

I freely told you, all the wealth I had 

Ran in my veins, I was a gentleman ; 

And then I told you true: and yet, dear lady, 

Rating myself at nothing, you shall see 260 

How rare Iwasa braggart. When I told you 

My state was nothing, 1 should then have told 


you a . 
That I was worse than nothing; for, indeed, 
Thave engaged myself to a dear friend, 
Engaged my friend to his mere enemy, 
To feed my means. Here is a letter, lady ; 
The paper as the body of my friend, 

id every word in it a gaping wound, > 
Issuing life-blood. But is it true, Salerio? 
Have all his ventures fail’d? What, not one 

hi 7 
From Luipolis, from Mexico and England, 
From Lisbon, Barbary and India? 

And not one vessel ’scape the dreadful touch 
Of merchant-marring rocks? 

aller. Not one, my lord. 
Besides, it should appear, that if he had 
The present money to discharge the Jew, 

He would not take it. Neyer did I know 
A creature, that did bear the shape of man, 
So keen and greedy to confound a man: 
He Plies the duke at morning and at night, 280 
And doth ainrpeactt the freedom of the state, 
If they deny him justice: twenty merchants, 
The duke himself, and the magnificoes 
Of greatest port, have all persuaded with him; 
But none can drive him from the envious plea 
Of forfeiture, of justice and his bond. 

oe When Iwas with him I have heard him 

wear 
To Tubal and to Chus, his countrymen, 
That he would rather have Antonio's flesh 
Than twenty times the value of the sum 290 
That he did owe him: and I know, my lord, 
If law, authority and power deny not, 
It will go hard with poor Antonio. 
or. Is it your dear friend that is thus in 
trouble? 


as The dearest friend to me, the kindest 


man, 
The best-condition’d and unwearied spirit 
n doing courtesies, and one in whom 
The ancient Roman honour more appears 
Than ao that draws breath in Italy. 
Por. “What sum owes he the Jew? 


Bass._T 
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Scene 11] 


Po. , What, no more? 
Pay him six thousand, and deface the bond; 
Double six thousand, and then treble that, 
Before a friend of this description 
Shall lose a hair through Bassanio’s fault. 

First go with me to church and call me wife, 
‘And then eNay to Venice to your friend ; 

For never shall you lie by Portia’s side 

With an unquict soul. You shall have gold 
To pay the petty debt twenty times over; — 310 
When it is paid, bring your true friend along. 
My maid Nerissa and myself meantime 

Will live as maids and widows. Come, away ! 
For you shall hence upon your wedding-day : 
Bid your friends welcome, show a merry cheer: 
Since you are dear bought, I will love you dear. 
But let me hear the letter of your friend. 

Bass. [Reads] Sweet Bassanio, my ships have 
all miscarried, my creditors grow cruel, my es- 
tate is very low, my bond to the Jew is forfeit ; 
and since in paying it, it is impossible I should 
live, all debts are cleared between ow and I, if 
I might but see you at my death. Notwith- 
standing, use your pleasure: if your love do not 
persuade you to come, let not my letter. 

Por. O love, dispatch all business, and be 

1 

Bass. Since I have your good leave to go 

away, 

I will make haste: but, till I come again, 

No bed shall e’er be guilty of my stay, 
No rest be interposer ‘twixt us twain. 330 
Exeunt. 


Scene III. Venice. A street. 


Enter SHYLOCK, SALARINO, ANTONIO, and 
Gaoler. 


Shy. Gaoler, look to him: tell not me of 


mercy ; 2 
This is the fool that lent out money gratis: 
Gaoler, look to him. 
Ant, Hear me yet, good Shylock. 
Shy. Tl have my bond; speak not against 
my bond: 2 
T have sworn an oath that I will have my bond. 
Thou call’dst me dog before thou hadst a cause ; 
But, since 1 am a dog, beware my fangs: 
The duke shall grant me justice. Ido wonder, 
Thou naughty gaoler, that thou art so fond 
To come abroad with him at his request. 
‘Ant. I pray thee, hear me speak. 
Shy. Ili haye my bond ; I will not hear thee 


10 


“speak ; 
I'll have my bond; and therefore speak no 


more. 
Till ee made a soft and dull-eyed fool, 
To shake the head, relent, and sigh, and yield 
To Christian intercessors. Follow not; 
Tl have no speaking: I will have my bond. 3 
racit. 
Salar. It is the most impenetrable cur 


That ever kept with men. ‘ 
nt. Let him alone: 

Tl follow him no more with bootless prayers, 

He secks my life; his reason well I know: 2r 

T oft deliver'd from his forfeitures 

Many that have atin 
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Therefore he hates me. 
Salar. Iam sure the duke 
Will never grant this forfeiture to hold. 
Ant. The duke cannot deny the course of 


Ww : 

For the commodity that strangers have 

With us in Venice, if it be denied, 

Will much impeach the justice of his state; 

Since that the trade and profit of the city 

Consisteth of all nations. Therefore, go: 

These griefs and losses have so bated me, 

That I shall hardly spare a pound of flesh 

To-morrow to my bloody creditor. 

Well, gaoler, on. Pray God, Bassanio come 

To see me pay his debt, and then I care not! 
[Exeunt. 


go 


SorNE IV. Belmont. A voom in Portia’s 
house. 


Enter Portia, Nertssa, LORENZO, JESSICA, 
and BALTHASAR. 


Lor. Madam, although I speak it in your 


presence, 
You have a noble and a true conceit 
Of podke amity; which appears most strongly 
In bearing thus the absence of your lord. 
But if you knew to whom you show this honour, 
How truea Gentleman you send relief, 
How dear a lover of my lord your husband, 
L know you would be prouder of the work 
Than customary bounty can enforce you. 
Por. Inever did repent for doing good, 
Nor shall not now: for in companions 
That do converse and waste the time together, 
Whose souls do bear an equal yoke of love, 
There must be needs a like proportion. 
Of lineaments, of manners and of spirit ; 
Which makes me think that this Antonio, 
Being the bosom lover of my lord, 
Must needs be like my lord. If it be so, 
How little is the cost I have bestow'd 
In purchasing the semblance of my soul 
From out the state of hellish misery! 
This comes too near the praising of myself ; 
Therefore no more of it: hear other things. 
Lorenzo, I commit into your hands 
The husbandry and manage of my house 
Until my lord's return: for mine own part, 
T haye toward heaven breathed a secret vow 
To live in prayer and contemplation, 
Only attended by Nerissa here, 
Until her husband and my lord’s return: 
There is a monastery two miles off; 
And there will we abide. I do desire you 
Not to deny this imposition ; x 
The which my love and some necessity 
Now lays upon you. 4 
1". Madam, with all my heart; 
I shall obey you in all fair commands. i 
Por. My people do already know my mind, 
| acknowledge you and Jessica 
In place of Lord Bassanio and myself. 
And so farewell, till we shall mect again. 49 
Lor. Fair thoughts aud happy hours attend 


10 


20 


30 


on you! 
: i i rts tent. 
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Por. I thank you for your wish, and am well 
pleased ° ee 
ish i kon you: fare you well, Jessica. 
Toe PEeccunt J hep and Lorenzo. 
Now, Balthasar, 
‘As I have ever found thee honest-true, 
So jet me find thee still. ‘Take this same letter, 
And use thou all the endeavour of a man 
In speed to Padua: see thou render this 
Into my cousin’s hand, Doctor Bellario ; 50 
And, look, what notes and garments he doth 
ive thee, ovipamers 
Bring them, I pray thee, with imagined speed 
Unto the tranect, to the common ferry 3 
Which wuts to Venice. Waste no time in 
words, 
But get thee gone: I shall be there before thee. 
Balth. Madam, I go with all convenient 


speed, nee (Exit. 

Poi. Come on, Nerissa; I have work in 
hand 

That you yet know not of: we'll see our hus- 
bands 


Before they think of us. 
Nev. Shall they see us? 
Por, They shall, Nerissa; but in such a 


habit, 
That they shall think we are accomplished 
With that we lack. I’ll hold thee any wager, 
When we are both accoutred like young men, 
I'll prove the prettier fellow of the two, 
And wear my dagger with the braver grace, 
And speak between the change of man and boy 
With a reed voice, and turn two mincing steps 
Into a manly stride, and speak of frays z 
Like a fine bragging youth, and tell quaint lies, 
How honourable ladies sought my love, 7o 
Which I denying, they fell sick and died ; 
J could not do withal; then Ill repent, 
aud) posh, for all that, that I had not kill'd 
hem ; 
And twenty of these puny lies I'll tell, 
That men shall swear I have discontinued school 
bove a twelvemonth. I have within my mind 
A thousand raw tricks of these bragging Jacks, 
Which I will practise. 
Ner. Why, shall we turn to men? 
Por. Fie, what a question's that, 
If thou wert near a lewd interpreter! 
But come, I'll tell thee all my whole device 
When I am in my coach, which stays for us 
At the park gate; and therefore haste away, 
For we must measure twenty miles to-day, 


[Exeunt. 
Scene V. The same. A garden. 


Enter Launcetor and Jessica. 


Laun. Yes, truly; for, look you, the sins of 
the father are to be laid anon. the children : 
therefore, J promise ye, I fear you. I was 
always plain with you, and so now I speak my 

itation of the matter: therefore be of good 
cheer, for truly I think you are damned. 

ere is but one hope in it that can do you 


any good; and that i i 
hope neither. at js but a kind of bastard 


es. And what hope j 
COO Raghin RBG th 
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Laun. Marry, you may partly hope that 
your father got you not, that you are not the 
Jew’s daughter. i 

Jes. That were a kind of bastard hope, 
indeed: so the sins of my mother should be 
visited upon me. 

Laun. Truly then I fear you are damned 
both by father and mother: thus when I shun 
Scylla, your father, I fall into Charybdis, your 
mother: well, you are gone both ways. 2c 

Jes. I shall be saved by my husband; he 
hath made me a Christian. 

Laun. Truly, the more to blame he: we were 

hristians enow before; e’en as many as could 
e, one by another. This making of Chris- 
tians will raise the price of hogs: if we grow all 
to be pork-eaters, we shall not shortly haye a 
rasher on the coals for money. 


Enter LORENZO. 


Jes, I'll tell my husband, Launcelot, what 
you say: here he comes. 30 
yy 





Lor. I shall grow jealous of you shortl 
Launcelot, if you thus get my wife into corners. 

Jes. Nay, you need not fear us, Lorenzo: 
Launcelot and I are out. He tells me flatly, 


60 | there is no mercy for me in heaven, because I 


ama Jew’s daughter: and he says, you are no 
good member of the commonwealth, for in con- 
verting Jews to Christians, you raise the price 
of pork. 39 
or. Ishall answer that better to the com- 
monwealth than you can the getting up of the 
negro’s belly: the Moor is with child by you, 
Launcelot. 
Laun. It is much that the Moor should be 
more than reason: but if she be Jess than an 
honest woman, she is indeed more than I took 
her for. 
Lor. How every fool can play upon the word! 
I think the best grace of wit vill shortly turn 
into silence, and discourse grow commendable 
in none only but parrots. Go in, sirrah; bid 
them prepare for dinner. 
aun. That is done, sir; they have all 
stomachs. 
Lor. Goodly Lord, what a wit-snapper are 
you! then bid them prepare dinner. 
Laun. That is done too, sir; only ‘ cover’ is 
the word. 
Lor. Will you cover then, sir? 
ae Not ‘so, sir, neither; I know my 
‘ 59 
Lor. Yet more quarrelling with occasion! 
Wilt thou show the whole wealth of thy wit in 
an instant? I pray thee, understand ‘a plain 
man in his plain meaning: go to thy fellows: 
id them cover the table, serve in the meat, and 
we will come in to dinner. 
. Lawn. Hor the table, sir, it shall be served 
in; for the meat, sir, it shall be covered; for 
i coming in to dinner, sir, why, let it he as 
humours and conccits shall 





: cits § ‘overn, [ vcit. 
ae lear discretion, how his words are 
zo . . 7° 

The fool hath planted in his memory 


An army of good words ; and I do know 
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Scrnz V] 


Garnish’d 
Defy the n 
And 


natter. 


now, good sweet, say 
How dost thou like the Lor 

Jes. Past all expressing. 
The Lord Bass: 
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like him, that for a tricksy word 


How cheer’st 


thou, Jessica? 


thy opinion, 
d Bassanio’s wife? 
XPM It is very meet 
anio live an upright life ; 
Jor, having such a blessing in his lady, 


He finds the joys of heaven here on earth 5 
+And if on earth he do not mean it, then 
Jn reason he should never come to heaven. 


Why, if two god 


match 
And on th 


And Portia one, 
Pawn'd with the other, for 


1s should play some heavenly 


e wager lay two earthly women, 


Hath not her fellow. 


ON. 


Jes. Nay, 
Lov. IJ will anon: 


stomach. 


Lor. No, pray thee, let it serve for table- 


te 7 . 
Then, howsoc’er thou speak’st, 
i 


talk; 
thir gS 
I shall digest it. 
Jes. Well, 
\ 
SCENE 


Enter the DUKE, the ) 
BASSANIO, GRATIANO, 


there must be something else 
the poor rude world 


Even such a husband 
Hast thou of me as she is for a wife. 


but ask my opinion 


, L'Il set you forth. [Zxeunt. 


ACT IV. 


} too of that. 90 
J first, let us go to dinner. 
Jes. Nay, let me praise you while I have a 


*mong other 


I. Venice. A court of justice. 


Tagnificoes, ANTONIO, 
SALERIO, and otha's. 


Duke. ‘What, is Antonio here? 


“Ant. Ready, so please your 


to answer 
A stony adversary, 
Unceapahile of pity, 
From any dram of mercy. 


grace. 


ce. 
Duke. Ian sorry for thee: thou art come 


an inhuman wretch 
yoid and empty 


Thave heard 


Ant. 
Your grace hath ta’en great pains to qualify 


His rigorous course; but since 


durate 


‘And that no Jawful means can carry me 
Out of his envy’s reach, 


My patience to his 


To suffer, wi 
The very tyranny 


Duke. 
cour 


Go one, 


and call the 


do oppose 10 
fury, and am arny’d 

th a quictness of spirit, 

and rage of his 


he stands ob- 


“Jew into the 


t. 
Saler. He is ready at the door: he comes, 
my lord. 


Duke. Make room, and let him stand before 


Enter SUYLOCK. 


our face. 


Shylock, the world thinks, 
hat th hat lead’st this fash 


That thou 
To the las 


Thou'lt show thy 
strang 
Than is th 


t hour o! 


And where thou n 
Which is a pope 


ec 
y strange appar 


and I think so too, 
ion of thy malice 
fact; and then ’tis thought 
mercy and remorse more 
20 
ent cruelty ; 


‘ow exact’st the penalty, 


asnimir 
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Thou wilt not only loose the forfeiture, 
But, touch’d with human gentleness and love, 
Forgive a moiety of the principal ; 
Glancing an eye of pity on his losses, 
That have of late so huddled on his back, 
Enov to press a royal merchant down 
‘And pluck commiseration of his state 30 
From brassy bosoms and rough hearts of flint, 
From stubborn Turks and Tartars, never train’d 
To offices of tender courtesy. 
We all expect a gentle answer, Jew. 
Shy. 1 have possess'd your grace of what I 
purpose ; 
And by our holy Sabbath have I sworn 
'o have the due ani forfeit of my bond : 
Ié you deny it, let the danger light 
Upon your charter and your city’s freedom. 
You'll ask me, why I rather choose to have 40 
A weight of carrion flesh than to receive 
Three thousand ducats : I'll not answer that: 
But, say, it is my humour: is it answer'd? 
What if my house be troubled with a rat 
And I be pleased to ive ten thousand ducats 
To have it baned? What, are you answer'd yet? 
Some men there are love not a gaping pig; 
Some, that are mad if they behold a cat; 
And others, when the bagpipe sings i’ the nose, 
Cannot contain their urine: for affection, 50 
Mistress of passion, sways it to the mood 
Of what it likes or loathes. Now, for your 
answer: 
As there is no firm reason to be render’d, 
Why he cannot abide a gaping pig; 
Why he, a harmless necessary cat; 
+ Why he, a woollen ba, xe; but of force 
Must yield to such inevitable shame 
As to offend, himself being offended ; 
So can I give no reason, nor I will not, 
More than a lodged hate and a certain loathing 
T bear Antonio, that I follow thus 6r 
‘A losing suit against him. Are you answer’? 
Bass. This is noanswer, thou unfeeling man, 
To excuse the current of thy cruelty. sc 
Shy. Lam not bound to please thee with my 
answers. 3 
Bass. Do all men kill the things they do not 






love? , 
Shy ' Hates any man the thing he would not 
ill? 
Bass. Every offence is not a hate at first. 
Shy. What, wouldst thou have a serpent 
sting thee twice? ; S 
Ant. 1 pray you, think you question with 
the Jew: 7o 
You may as well go stand upon the beach 
‘And bid the main flood bate his usual height ; 
You may as well use question with the wolf 
Why he hath made the ewe bleat for the lamb; 
You may as Well forbid the mountain pines 
To wag their high tops and to make no noise, 
When they are fretten with the gusts of heaven; 
Jou may as well do any thing most hard, 
As seek to soften that—than which what’s 
harder ?— 
His Jewish heart: therefore, I do beseech you, 
Make no more offers, use no farther means, 81 
But with all brief and plain conveniency 
Let me have judgement and the Jew his will. 


208 
Bass. For thy three thousand ducats here 


is six. rt 
Shy. If every ducat in six thousand ducats 
Were in six parts and every part a ducat, 
I would not draw them; I would have my 


bond. 
Duke. How shalt thou hope for mercy, 
rendering none? . 
Shy. What judgement shall I dread, doing 
no wrong? 
You have among you many a purchased slave, 
ucla like your asses and your dogs aul 
mules, i" = I 
You use in abject and in slavish parts, 
Because you bought them : shall I say to you, 
Let them be free, marry them to your heirs? 
‘Why sweat they under burthens? let their beds 
Be made as soft as yours and Iet their palates 
Be scason'd with such viands? You will answer 
‘The slaves are ours :” so do I answer you: 
The pound of flesh, which I demand of him, 
Is dearly bought; ’tis mine and I will have it. 
Tf you deny me, fie upon your law! . or 
There is no force in the decrees of Venice. _ 
Istand for judgement: answer; shall Ihave it? 
Duke. Ubon my power I may dismiss this 
court, 
Unless Bellario, a learned doctor, 3 
Whom I have sent for to determine this, 
Come here to-day. * 
Saler. __ My lord, here stays without 
A messenger with letters from the doctor, 
New come from Padua, 
Duke. Bring us the letters ; call the mes- 
senger. 


110 
Bass. Good cheer, Antonio! What, man, | | 


courage yet! 
The Jew shall have my flesh, blood, bones and 


aul, 
Ere thou shalt loose for me one drop of blood. 
Ant. Tama tainted wether of the flock, 
Meetest for death: the weakest kind of fruit 
Drops earliest to the ground; and so let me: 
You cannot better be employ’d, Bassanio, 
Than to live still and write mine epitaph. 


Enter Nenissa, dressed like a lawyer's clerk. 


Duke. Came you from Padua, from Bellario? 
e. From both, my lord. ! i 
your grace. resenting a letter, 

Bass. Why dost thou whet thy knife s0 
earnestly ? 


Sipe Tocut the forfeiture from that bankrupt 
re. 
Cie Not on thy sole, but on thy soul, harsh 


v 
Thou makest thy knife keen; but no metal can, 
0, noe the hangman's axe, bear half the keen- 


ne: 
Ofthy sharpenvy. Can no Prayers pierce thee? | C; 


Shy. No, none that thou 
Onn) be thou d: 
7. O, be thou danin’d, inexecrable dog ! 
faa Ge thy life He justice be accused. ee 
ost makest me waver i i 
Zo hold opinion with Pythagoras, 2 33° 
at souls of animals infuse themselves 


the trunks of men: thy currish spirit 


hast wit enough to 
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Govern’d a wolf, who, hang’d for human 
ter, 5 
Even tn the gallows did his fell soul fleet, 
And, whilst thou lay’st in thy unhallow’d dam, 
Infused itself in thee; for thy desires 
Are wolvish, bloody, starved and rayenous, 
Shy. Till thou canst rail the seal from off my 


ond 
Thow but offend’st thy lungs to speak so loud: 
Repair thy wit, good youth, or it will fall a41 
To curelessruin. I stand here for law. 
Duke. This letter from Bellario doth com- 
mend 
A young and learned doctor to our court. 
Where is he? 
Ner. He attendeth here hard by, ; 
To know your answer, whether you'll admit 


him. 
Duke. With all my heart. Some three or 
four of you i 
Go give him courteous conduct to this place. 
Meantime the court shall hear Bellarios letter, 
Clerk. [Reads] Your grace shall understand 
that at the receipt of your letter I am very sick: 
but in the instant that your messenger came, in 
loving visitation was with me a young doctor of 
Rome; his name is Balthasar. Tacquainted him 
with the cause in controversy between the Jew 
and Antonio the merchant: we turned o’ermany 
books together: heis furnished with my opinion; 
which, bettered with‘his own learning, the great: 
ness whereof I cannot enough commend, comes 
with him, at my importunity, to fill up your 
grace’s request in my stead. Tt bescech you, let 
his lack of years be no impediment to Jet him 
lack a reverend estimation; for I never knew 
so young a body with so old a head. I leave 
him to your gracious acceptance, whose trial 
shall better pu lish his commendation. 
Dike. You hear the learn’d Bellario, what 
he writes; 
And here, I take it, is the doctor come. 


Enter Portia, dressed like a doctor of laws. 
Give me yourhand. Come you from old Bel- 


lario? 
Por. I did, my lord. 
Duke. You are welcome : take your place. 
€ you acquainted with the diflerence w7t 
That holds this present question in the court ? 
Por. Iam informed throughly of the cause. 
Which is the merchant here, and which the Jew? 
ue Antonio and old Shylock, both stand 
orth. 
Por. Is your name Shylock? 
Shy. Shylock is my name. 
Por. Of a strange nature is the suit you 


follow ; 

Yet in such rule that the Venetian law 

‘annot impugn you as you do proceed. 

You stand within his danger, do you not? 180 
nt. Ay, so he says, 


or. ldo, © you confess the bond? 

or. “Then must the Jew be merciful. 

Shy. On what compulsion must 17 tell me 
at. 


"Bb pawely Sansigbéa not strain’d, 
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It droppeth as the gentle rain from heaven Ant. Most heartily I do beseech the court 
Upon the place beneath; it is twice blest; To give the judgement. 
It blesseth him that gives and him that takes: | Por. Why then, thus it is: 
Tis mightiest in the mightiest : it becomes You must prepare your bosom for his knife. 
The throned monarch better than his crown ; Shy. O noble judge! O excellent young 
His sceptre shows the force of temporal power, man! 
‘The attribute to awe and majesty, _19t| Por, For the intent and purpose of the law 
Wherein doth sit the dread and fear of kings; | Hath full relation to the penalty, 

Which here appeareth due upon the bond. 


But mercy is above this sceptred sway ; 
It is enthroned in the hearts of kings, ss "Tis very true: O wise and upright 
judge! 


It is an attribute to God himself; _ 250 
And earthly power doth then show likest God’s | How much more elder art thou than thy looks! 
When mercy seasons justice. Therefore, Jew, Por. Therefore lay bare your poe b 

his breast: 


Though justice be thy plea, consider this, hy. Ay, 

‘That, in the course of justice, none of us _199 | So says the bond: doth it not, monte judge? 
Should see salvation: we do pray for mercy ; ‘Nearest his heart :’ those are the very words. 
And that same prayer doth teach usalltorender} Por. It is so. Are there balance here to 
The deeds of mercy. I have spoke thus much weigh 

To mitigate the justice of thy plea; The flesh ? 

Which if thou follow, this strict courtof Venice} Shy. _I have them ready. 

Must needs give sentence ’gainst the merchant| Por. Have by some surgeon, Shylock, on 
your charge, 


To stop his wounds, lest he do bleed to death. 
Shy. Isitso nominated in the bond? 
Por. Itisnotso express'd : but what of that? 
*Twere good you do so much for charity. —_26r 
Shy. Icannot find it; ’tis not in the bond. 
Por. You, merchant, have you any thing to 


















there. 
Shy. My deeds upon my head! I crave the 


la, 
The penalty and forfeit of my bond. 
Por. Is he not able to discharge the money ? 
BOS oe here I tender it for him in the 
court ; 
Yea, twice the sum: if that will not suffice, 210 
I will be bound to pay it ten times o’er, 
On forfeit of my hands, my head, my heart: 
Té this will not suffice, it must appear 
That malice bears down truth. And I beseech 


you, 
‘Wrest once the law to your authority : 
To doa ere tight, do a little wrong, 
And curb this cruel devil of his will. ; 
Por. It must not be; there is no power in 
Venice . 
Can alter a decree established : 
*Twill be recorded for a precedent, 220 
And many an error by the same example 
Will rush into the state : it cannot be. 
Sty. A. Daniel come to judgement! yea, a 
aniell 
O wise young judge, how I do honour thee! 
Por. I pray you, let me look upon the bond. 
Shy. Here ‘tis, most reverend doctor, here 


it is. 
Por. Shylock, there’s thrice thy money 
offer'd thee. ; 
Shy. An oath, an oath, I have an oath in 
heaven: , 
Shall I lay perjury upon my soul? 
No, not for Venice. ; ? 3 
or". Why, this bond is forfeit ; 
And lawfully by this the Jew may claim — 231 
‘A pound of flesh, to be by him cut off _ 
Nearest the merchant's heart. Be merciful: 
Take thrice thy money; bid me tear the bond. 
Shy. When it is paid according to the tenour. 
Tt doth appear you are a worthy judge; 
You know the Jaw, your exposition 
Hath been most sound: I charge you by the law, 
‘Whereof you are a well-deserving pillar, have a daughter; 
Proceed to judgement: by my soul I swear 240 | Would any of the stock of Barrabas ote 
‘There is no power in the tongue of man Had been her husband rather than a Christian! 
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say? 
Ant. pout little: I am arm’d and well pre- 

pared. 
Give me your hand, Bassanio: fare you well! 
Grieve not that I am fallen to this for you ; 
For herein Fortune shows herself more kind 
Than is her custom: it is still her use 
‘To let the wretched man outlive his wealth, 
To view with hollow eye and wrinkled brow 270 
An age of poverty; from which lingering pen- 


ance 
Of such misery doth she cut me off. 
Commend me to your honourable wife : 
Tell her the process of Antonio’s end ; 
Say how I loved you, speak me fair in death ; 
And, when the tale is told, bid her be judge 
Whether Bassanio had not once a love. 
Repent but you that you shall lose your friend, 
And he repents not that he pays your debt; 
For if the Jew do cut but deep enough, 280 
Ill pay it presently with all my heart. _ 
Bass. Antonio, I am married to a wife 
Which is as dear to me as life itself ; 
But life itself, my wife, and all the world, 
Are not with me esteem’d above thy life : 
I would lose all, ay, sacrifice them all 
Here to thie devil, to deliver you. __ 
Por. Your wife would give you little thanks 
for abe 
If she were by, to hear you make the offer, 
Gra, Ihave a wife, whom, I Proce Llove: 
I would she were in heaven, so she could “291 
Entreat some power to change this currish Jew. 
Ner, "Tis well you offer it behind her back ; 
The wish would make else an unquiet house. 
Shy. These be the Christian husbands. 





210 


ifle time: I pray thee, pursue sentence. 
Wouter Saad i that same merchant's flesh 
is thine : es 
The cour vais it, aie the EN doth give a 
i ost rightiul judge! | 5 
ie And you must cut this flesh from off 
his breast : 7 
The law allows it, and the court awards it, 
Shy. Most learned judge! A sentence! Come, 
prepare! ? a 
Por, Tarry a little; there is Se else. 
This bond doth give thee here no jot of b ood ; 
The words expressly are ‘a pound of flesh: 
Take then thy bond, take thou thy pound of 


lesh ; 2 
But, in the cutting it, if thou dost shed 
One drop of Christian blood, thy lands and 
goods A 310 
aay by the ds OF Venice, confiscate 
nto the state of Venice, 
Gra, Ovupright judge! Mark, Jew: O learned 


Judge 

Shy. Is that the law? 

Por, Thyself shalt see the act: 
For, as thou urgest justice, be assured 
Thou shalt have justice, more than thou desirest. 

Gia learned judge! Mark, Jew: alearned 

judge 

Shy. I take this offer, then; pay the bond 

thrice 
And let the Christian go. 

Bass. 

Por. Soft! 320 
The Jew shall have all justice; soft! no haste: 
He shall have nothing bué the penalty. 

Os @ Jew! an upright judge, a learned 

judge 

ier ; Therefore prepare thee to cut off’ the 

lesh. 

Shed thou no blood, nor cut thou less nor more 
But just a pound of flesh: if thou cut’st more 
Or less than a just pound, be it but so much 
As makes it light or heavy in the substance, 
Or the division of the twentieth part 
Of one poor scruple, nay, if the scale do tum 
But in the estimation of'a hair, 33 
Thou diest and all thy goods are confiscate. 

fra, A second Daniel, a Daniel, Jew! 
Now, infidel, I have you on the hip. 

Por. Why doth the Jew pause? take thy 

oe i 

ty. Give me my principal, and let me go, 

Bass. 1 have it ready for thee; here it ne 

Por. He hath refused it in the open court: 
He shall have merely justice and his bond. 3; 

va, A Daniel, still say I, a second Daniel! 
I ine mee el iat ete hing me that word. 
fy if not have barely my principal? 

Por, Thou shalt haye nothing But the for- 


citure, 
To be so taken at th peril, Jew. 
Shy. Why, then the devil give hi i 
Tilstay naiioneee question, ae penser 
on", Tarry, 2 
Ms law hath yet another hold on ae 
If ithe proved ainat soe 
c gains i 
That by direct or indirect attemp 
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[Act ty 


He seek the life of any citizen, , 

The party ’gainst the which he doth contrive 

Shall seize one half his goods; the other half 

Comes to the privy coffer of the state; 

And the offender’s life lies in the mercy 

Of the duke only, ’gainst all other voice. 

In which predicament, I say, thou stand’st ; 

For it appears, by manifest proceeding, 

That indirectly and directly too 

Thou hast contrived against the very life 360 

Of the defendant; and thou hast incurr’d 

The danger formerly by me rehearsed. 

Down therefore and beg mercy of the duke. 
Cis Beg that thou mayst have leave to hang 

thyself: “ u 

And yet, thy wealth being forfeit to the state, 

‘Thou hast not left the value of a cord ; 

Therefore thou must be hang’d at the state’s 


charge. Pt 
Duke. That thou shal see the difference of 
our spirits, . 
I pardon thee thy life before thou ask it: 
For half thy wealth, it is Antonio’s ; é 
The other half comes to the general state, 
Which humbleness may drive unto 2 fine. 
Por. <Ay, for the state, not for Antonio. 
Shy. Na take my life and all: pardon not 
that: 
You take my house when you do take the prop 
That doth sustain my house; you take niy life 
When you do take the means whereby I live. 
Por. What mercy can you render him, 
Antonio? 2 
oe A halter gratis; nothing else, for God’s 
sake. 
«int. So please my lord the duke and all the 
court 380 
To quit the fine for one half of his goods, 
Tam content; so he will let me have 
The other half in use, to render it, 
pon his death, unto the gentleman 
That lately stole his daughter : ‘ 
Two things provided more, that, for this favour, 
He presently become a Christian A 
The other, that he do record a gift, 
Here in the court, of all he dies possess'd, 
Unto his son Lorenzo and his daughter. 39° 
Duke. He shall do this, or else 1 do recanit 
The pardon that I late pronounced here. 
Por. Art thou contented, Jew? what dost 
thou say? 
Shy. Iam content, 
Por. Clerk, draw a deed of gift. 
set Pray you, give me leave to go from 
ence 
Tam not well: send the deed afi 
And I will sign it, pier 
Duke. _ Get thee gone, but do it. 
Gra. In christening shalt thou have two 
godfathers : 


L been judge, thou shouldst have had ten 


more, 
To bring thee to the gallows, not the font. 400 
me i [Bit Shylock. 
uke. Sir, I entreat you home with me to 
dinner. 


Por. I humbly do desire your grace of 
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Scenu 1] 


I must away this night toward Padua, 
‘And it is meet I presently set forth. 
Duke. J am sorry that your leisure serves 
you not. — 4 
Antonio, gratify this gentleman, 
Yor, in my mind, you are much bound to him. 
_ [Bxeunt Duke and his train. 
Bass. Most worthy gentleman, I and my 
friend ‘ 
Wave by your wisdom been this day acquitted 
Of grievous penalties ; in lieu whereof, 410 
Three thousand ducats, due unto the Jew, 
We freely cope your courteous pains withal. 

Ant. “And stand indebted, over and above, 
In Jove and service to you evermore. 

Por. Fle is well paid that is well satisfied ; 
And I, delivering you, am satisfied 
‘And therein do account myself well paid: 

My mind was never yet more mercenary, 
I pray you, know me when we meet again: 
I wish you well, and so I take my leave. 420 

Bass. Dear sir, of force I must attempt you 

further: k 
Take some remembrance of us, as a tribute, 
Not as a fee: grant me two things, I pray you, 
Not to deny me, and to pardon me. 
or ae press me far, and therefore I will 
yield. 
[To Axnt.] Give me your gloves, I'll wear them 
for your sake; " 
[Zo Bass.] And, for your love, I'll take this 
ring from you: 
Do not draw back your hand; I'll takeno more; 
‘And you in Jove shall not deny me this. 

Bass. This ring, good sir, alas, it is a trifle! 
I will not shame myself to give you this. 431 

Por. Iwill have nothing else but only this ; 
And now methinks I have a mind to it. 

Bass. There’s more depends on this than on 

the value. eae . 
The dearest ring in Venice will I give you, 
And find it out by proclamation : 
Only for this, I pray you, pardon me. 

Por. see, sir, you are liberal in offers: 
You taught me first to beg; and now methinks 
You teach me how a beggar should be answer'd. 

Bass. Good sir, this ring was given me by 

my wife; 441 
And when she put it on, she made me vow | 
hat I should neither sell nor give nor lose it. 

Por, That ‘scuse serves many men to save 

their gifts, 
An if your wife be nota mad-woman, | 
‘And know how well I have deserved the ring, 
She would not hold out enemy for ever, 
Yor giving itto me. Well, peace be with you! 
[Exeunt Portia and Nerissa. 
Ant. My Lord Bassanio, let him have the 
ring: . a‘ 
Let his deservings and my love withal 450 
Be valued ‘gainst your wife’s commandment. 

Bass. Go, Gratiano, run and oyertake him; 
Give him the ring, and bring him, if thou canst, 
Unto Antonio's house: away! make haste. 

[Exit Gratiano. 
Come, you and I will thither presently ; 
And in the morning early will we both 
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Scene IL Zhe same. A street. 
Enter Portia and NEnissa. 


Por. Inquire the Jew’s house out, give him 
this deed i 
And let him sign it: we'll away to-night 
And be a day before our husbands home: 
This deed will be well welcome to Lorenzo. 


Enter GRATIANO. 


Gra. Fair sir, you are well o’erta’en : 
My Lord Bassanio upon more advice 
Hath sent you here this ring, and doth entreat 
Your company at dinner. 
Por. hat cannot be: 
His ring I do accept most, thankfully : 
And so, I pray you, tell him: furthermore, 10 
I pray you, show my youth old Shylock’s house. 
Gra. That will I do. 
Ner. Sir, I would speak with you. 
[Aside to Por.] I'll see if I can get my hus- 
band’sring, 
Which I did make him swear to keep for ever. 
Por, [Aside to Ner.] Thou mayst, I warrant. 
We shall have old swearing 
That they did give the rings away to men; 
But we'll outface them, and outswear them too. 
[Aloud] Away! make haste: thou know’st 
where I will tarry. 
Nev. Come, good sir, will you SL ONs me to 


this house? ceunt. 
ACT V. 
Scene Il Belmont. Avenue to PorTia’s 
house, 


Enter Lorenzo and JESSICA. 


Lor. The moon shines bright: in such a 
night as this, _ ' . 

When the sweet wind did gently kiss the trees 
And they did make no noise, in such a night 
Troilus methinks mounted the Troyan walls 
And sigh’d his soul toward the Grecian tents, 
Where Cressid lay that night. i 

Jes. _ I sucha night 
Did Thisbe fearfully o’ertrip the dew 
And saw the lion’s shadow ere himself 
And ran dismay'd away, 4 

or. . . Imsuch a night 

Stood Dido with a willow in her han¢ 10 
Upon the wild sea banks and waft her love 
To come again to Carthage. 

Jes. k In such a night 
Medea gather'd the enchanted herbs 
‘That did renew old A&son. 

Lor. In such a night 
Did Jessica steal from the wealthy Jew 
‘And with an unthrift love did run from Venice 
As far as Belmont. y 

Jes. In such a night 
Did young Lorenzo swear he loved her well, 
Stealing her soul with many yows of faith 
And ne'er a true one. x 

Lor. ; In such a night 20 
Did pretty Jessica, He eve Oath 
ler her lov gave it her. 
igitzec By’ Bangor” ee 
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Jes. I would out-night you, did no body 


come; : 
But, hark, I hear the footing of a man. 


Enter STEPHANO. 
Lov. Who comes so fast in silence of the 


night? 
Steph. A friend. > 
Lor. A friend! what friend? your name, I 
pray you, friend? ‘ 
Steph.” Stephano is my name; and I bring 


word 
My mistress will before the break of day 
Be here at Belmont: she doth stray about — 30 
By holy crosses, where she kneels and prays 
For happy wedlock hours. - 
07", Who comes with her? 
Steph. None buta holy hermit and her maid. 
I pray you, is my master yet return’d? 
He He is not, nor we have not heard from 
him, 
But go we in, I pray thee, Jessica, 
And ceremoniously let us prepare 
Some welcome for the mistress of the house. 


Enter LAvNcELOT. 


Lawn. Sola, sola! wo ha, ho! sola, sola! 

Lor. Who calls? 40 

Laun. Sola! did you see Master Lorenzo? 
Master Lorenzo, sola, sola! 

Lor. Leave hollaing, man: here. 

Laun. Sola! where? where? 


or. Here. 

Lan. Tell him there’s a post come from 
my master, with his horn full of good news: 
my master will be here ere morning. [£zit. 

Lor. Sweet soul, let’s in, and there expect 

their coming. 

And yet no matter: why should we goin? so 
My friend Stephano, signify, I pray you, 
Within the house, your mistress js at hand; 
And bring your music forth inte the ae 3 

ecit Stephano. 
How sweet themoonlight sleeps upon this bank! 
Here will we sit and let the sounds of music 
Creep in our ears: soft stillness and the night 
Become the touches of sweet harmony. 


* Sit, Jessica. Look how the floor of heaven, 


Is thick inlaid with patines of bright gold: 
wee is nok the smallest orb which thou be- 
hold’st 

ut in his motion like an angel sings = 
Still quiring to the young-eyed cherubins g 
Such harmony is in immortal souls ; 
But whilst this muddy yesture of decay 
Doth grossly close it in, we cannot hear it. 


Enter Musicians. 


Come, ho and wake Diana with a hymn: 
With sweetest touches Pierce your mistress’ ear 
And draw her home with music. [Mausic. 


es. I am never merry when I hear sw. 
sheen lear sweet 


ree The Teason is, your spirits are atten- 


For do but note a wild and wanton herd iB 


r race of youthful and unhandled colts, hI We 
esearch Insti 
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[Acr Vv 
Fetching mad bounds, bellowing and neighing 


loud, es : 
Which is the hot condition of their blood ; 

If they but hear perchance a trumpet sound, 
Or any air of music touch their ears, 

You shall perceive them make a mutual stand, 
Their savage eyes turn’d to a modest gaze 

By the sweet power of music: therefore the 


joet 
Did Teien that Orpheus drew trees, stones and 
loods ; 80 
Since nought so stockish, hard and full of rage, 


But music for the time doth change his nature. 
The man that hath no music in himself, 


Nor is not moved with concord of sweet sounds, 


Ts fit for treasons, stratagems and spoils ; 

The motions of his spirit are dull as night 

And his affections dark as Erebus : é 
Let no such man be trusted. Mark the music. 


Enter Portia and NERIssa. 


Por. That light we see is burning in my hall. 
How far that little candle throws his beams! 90 
So shines a good deed in a naughty world. 

Wer. Whien the moon shone, we did not see 

the candle. u 

Por. So doth the greater glory dim the less : 
A substitute shines brightly as a king 
Until.a king be by, and then his state 
Empties itself, as doth an inland brook 
Into the main of waters. Music! hark! 

Wer, Jt is your music, madam, of the house. 

Por. Nothing is good, I see, without respect: 
Methinks it sounds much sweeter than by day. 

Wer. Silence bestows that virtue on it, 

madam. 101 

Bor The crow doth sing as sweetly as the 


jar 
When neither is attended, and I think 
The nightingale, ifshe should sing by day, 
hen every goose is cackling, would be thought 
No better a musician than the wren. 
How many things by season season’d are 
To their right praise and true perfection! 
Peace, ho! the moon Blerhs with Endymion 
And would not be awaked. [ALusic ceases. 
Lor. . at is the voice, 110 
Or Lam much deceived, of Portia, 
Por. He knows me as the blind man knows 
the cuckoo, 
By the bad voice. 
Lor. Dear lady, welcome home. 
Por. Tickers been praying for our husbands’ 


heal 
Which speed, we hope, the bet q 
Arena we pe, ter for our words. 
Lor. Madam, they are not yet; 

But there is come a messenger before, 
To signify their coming, 
G Por. Go in, Nerissa; 

ive order to my, servants that they take 
No note at all of our being absent hence; 120 
Nor you, Lorenzo; J essica, nor you. 

A tucket sounds. 


chin aon husband is at ae I hear his 


rumpet : 
URES BR Geel syre@laniyofear you not. 





ScENE I] 
Por. This night methinks is but the daylight 


sick ; 
It looks 4 little paler: “tis a day, 
Such as the day is when the sun is hid. 


Enter BASSANIO, ANTONIO, GRATIANO, and 
their followers. 


Bass. We should hold day with the Anti- 


poies, Fe 
If you would walk in absence of the sun. 
Por. Let me give light, but let me not 
be light; 
For alight wife doth make a heavy husband, 130 
And never be Bassanio so for me: 
But God sort all! You are welcome home, my 


ord. 

Bass. I thank you, madam. Give welcome 
_ to my friend. 

This is the man, this is Antonio, 

‘Yo whom I am so infinitely bound. 
ce You should in all sense be much bound 

o him, 

For, as I hear, he was much bound for you. 
Ant. No more than Iam well acquitted of. 
Por, Sir, you are very welcome to our house : 

Tt must Supeay in other ways than words, 140 

Therefore 1 scant this breathing courtesy. 

Gra. [Z'o Nev.] By yonder moon I swear 
you dome wrong; | 

In faith, I gave it to the judges clerk: 

Would he were gelt that had it, for my part, 

Since you do tale it, love, so much at heart. 
Por. A quarrel, ho, already! what’s the 

matter? 
Gra. About a hoop of gold, a paliry ring 

That she did give me, whose posy was 

For all the world like cutler’s poetry 

pon a knife, ‘Love me, and leave me not.’ 150 

er. What talk you of the posy or the value? 

You swore to me, when I did give it you, 

That you would wear it till your hour of death 

And that it should lie with pow in your grave: 

howe not for me, yet for your vehement 

oaths, 

Vout should have been respective and have 

kept it. 

Gave it a judge’s clerk! no, God’s my judge, 

ws will ne'er wear hair on’s face that 

had it. 
Gra. He will, an if he live to be a man. 
Wer. Ay, if a woman live to be aman. 160 
Gra. Now, by this hand, I gaye it toa youth, 

A kind of boy, a little scrubbed boy, 

No higher than thyself, the judge's clerk, 

A prating boy, that bege'd it as a fee: 

I could not for my heart deny it him. 

Por. You were to blame, I must be plain 
with you, ; z 
To part so slightly with your wife's first gift; 
A thing stuck on with oaths upon your finger 
d so riveted with faith unto your flesh. 

I gave my love a ring and made him swear 170 
ever to part with it; and here he stands; 

I dare be sworn for him he would not leave it 

Nor pluck it from his finger, for the wealth 

That the world masters. Now, in faith, Gratiano, 
ou give your wife too unkind a cause of grief: 

An ’twere to me, T should be mad at it. 
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Bass._ [Aside] Why, I were best to cut my 
left hand off Eats 
And swear I Jost the ring defending it. 

Gra. My Lord Bassanio gave his ring away 
Unto the judge that begg’ditandindeed 18 
Deserved it too; and then the boy, his clerk, : 
That took some pains in writing, he begg’d 

mine; 
And neither man nor master would take aught 
But the two rings. ¢ 

Por. What ring gave you, my lord? 
Not that, I hope, which you received of me. 

‘ass. Jf I could add a lie unto a fault, 
I would deny it; but you see my finger 
Hath not the ring upon it; it is gone. 

Por.. Even so void is your false heart of 


truth. 
By heaven, I will ne'er come in your bed —_ x90 
ntil I see the ring. y 
Ner. Nor Tin yours 
Till I again see mine. : 
ass. Sweet Portia, 
If you did know to whom I seats the ring, 
If you did know for whom I gave the ring 
And would conceive for what I gave the ring 
And how unyellingly T left the ring, 
When nought would be accepted but the ring, 
You would abate the strength of your dis- 
pleasure. 
Por. li you had Imown the virtue of the 


ring, 

Or half her worthiness that gave the ring, 200 

Or your own honour to contain the ring, | 

You would not then have parted with the ring. 

What man is there so much unreasonable, 

If you had pleased to have defended it 

With any terms of zeal, wanted the modesty 

To urge the thing held as a ceremony? 

Nerissa teaches me what to believe: 

I'll die fort but some woman had the ring. 
Bass No, by my honour, madam, by my 

soul, fad 

No woman had it, but a civil doctor, 210 

Which did refuse three thousand ducats of me 

And begg'd the ring; the which I did deny him 

‘And sutier'd him to go alisnlesset away ; 

Even he that did uphold the yery life 

Of my dear friend. What should I say, sweet 


lady? 5 . 
I was enforced to send it after him; 
T was beset with shame and courtesy ; 
My honour would not let ingratitude 
So much besmear it. Pardon me, good lady ; 
For, by these blessed candles of the night, 220 
Had you fee there, I think you would have 
begg’d i 

The Tine of me to give the worthy doctor. 

Lor. Let not that doctor e’er come near my 


house : 
Since he hath got the jewel that I loved, 
‘And that which you did swear to keep for me, 
T will become as liberal as you; 
[ll not deny him any thing I have, 
No, not my_body nor my husband's bed : 
Know him I shall, I am well sure of it: " 
Lie not a night from home; watch me like 


Argus : 230 
If you do not, if I be left alone, 
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Now, by mine honour, which is yet mine own, 
I'll have that doctor for my bedfellow. 

Wer. And I his clerk; therefore be well 
advised 4 i 
How you do leave me to mine own protection. 

Gra. Well, do you so: let not me take him, 


then; ; 
For if I do, I’ll mar the young clerk’s pen. 
‘Ant. I'am the unhappy subject of these 
quarrels, 
‘or. Sir, grieve not you; you are welcome 
notwithstanding. 4 
Bass. Portia, forgive me this enforced 
wrong; 3 240 
And, in the hearing of these many friends, 
PsWent ie thee, even Ly thine own fair eyes, 
herein I see myself— 
Por, : Mark you but that! 
In both my eyes he doubly sees himself ; 
In each eye, one: swear by your double self, 
And there's an oath of credit. 
Bass. Nay, but hear me: 
Pardon this fault, and by my soul I swear 
I never more will break an oath with thee. 
Ant. Lonce did lend my body for his wealth; 
Which, but for him that had your husband's 
ring, 250 
Had quite miscarried ; I dare be bound again, 
My soul upon the forfeit, that your lord 
Will never more break faith advisedly. 
Por. Then you shall be his surety. Give 
him this 
And bid him keep it better than the other. 


Ant, Here, Lord Bassanio; swear to keep 
this ring. sie 
‘ass. By heaven, it is the same I gave the 
doctor! . 


Por, I had it of him: pardon me, Bassanio ; 
For, Ly this ring, the doctor lay with me. 259 

er. And pardon me, my gentle Gratiano ; 
For that same scrubbed boy, the doctor's clerk, 
In Jiew of this last night did lie with me. 

Gra. Why, this is like the mending of high- 

. ways 

An summer, where the ways are fair enough : 
What, are we cuckolds ere we haye-deserved it? 


Por. Speak not so grossly. You are all} Th 


amazed : 
‘Here is a letter; read it at your leisure; 
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[Act y 


Té comes from Padua, from Bellario: 
There you shall find that Portia was the doctor, 
Nerissa there her clerk: Lorenzo here 270 
Shall witness I set forth as soon as you 
And even but now return’d ; I have not yet 
Enter'd my house. Antonio, you are welcome; 
And I have better news in store for you 
Than you expect: unseal this letter soon ; 
There you shall find three of your argosies 
Are richly come to harbour suddenly: 
You shall not know by what strange accident 
I chanced on this letter, 
Ant. Iam dumb. 
Bass. Were you the doctor and I knew you 
not? 4 280 
Gra, Were you the clerk that is to make me 
cuckold ? 
Ner. Ay, but the clerk that never means to 


0 it, 
Unless he live until he be a man. 
Bass, Sweet doctor, you shall be my bed- 
fellow: ae, 
When I am absent, then lie with my wife. 
A i, Sweet lady, you have given me life and 
iving ; 
For here I read for certain that my ships 
Are safely come to road. 
or. How now, Lorenzo! 
My clerk hath some food comforts too for you. 
Ner. Ay, and I'll give them him without a 
ee. 290 
There do I give to you and Jessica, 
From the rich Jew, a special deed of gift, 
After his death, of all he dies possess‘(l of. 
Lor. Fair ladies, you drop manna in the way 
Of starved people. 
Por. It is almost morning, 
And yet Iam sure you are not satisfie 
Of these events at full. Let us go in; 
And charge us there upon inter gatories, 
And we will answer all things faithfully. 
Gra. Let it be so: the first inter'gatory 300 
That my Nerissa shall be sworn on is, 
Whether till the next night she had rather stay 
Or go to bed now, being two hours to day: 
But were the day come, I should wish it dark, 
hat I were couching with the doctor's clerk. 
Well, while I live I'll fear no other thing 
So sore as keeping safe Nerissa’s ring. [Evcewnt. 
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DRAMATIS 


Dokg, living in banishment. 
FREDERICK, his brother, and usurper of his 


dominions. 
AMIENS, lords attending on the banished 
JAQUES, duke. 
Le regent a courtier attending upon Frede- 
Tick. 
CHARLES, wrestler to Frederick. 
OLIVER, 
JAQUES, sons of Sir Rowland de Boys. 
ORLANDO, 
ADAM, 


Da servanis to Oliver. 
TOUCHSTONE, a clown. 


ACT I. 
Scene I. Orchard of OLIVER'S house. 
Enter ORLANDO and ADAM. 


Orl. As I remember, Adam, it was upon 
this fashion ; bequeathed me by will but poor a 
thousand crowns, and, as thou sayest, charged 
my brother, on his blessing, to breed me well : 
and there begins my sadness. My brother 
Jaques he keeps at school, and report speaks 
goldenly of his profit: for my Part, he keeps me 
rustically at home, or, to speak more pro} rly, 
stays me here at home unkept; for call you 
that keeping for a entleman of my birth, that 
difiers not from the stalling of an ox? His 
horses are bred better; for, besides that they 
are fair with their feeding, they are taught their 
manage, and to that end riders dearly hired : 
but I, his brother, gain nothing under him but 
erowth ; for the which his animals on his dung- 
hills are as much bound to him as I. Besides 
this nothing that he so plentifully gives me, the 
something that nature gave me his countenance 
seems to take from me: he lets me feed with 
his hinds, bars me the place of a brother, and, 
as much ag in him lies, mines my gentility with 
my education. his is it, Adam, that grieves 
me; and the spirit of my father, which I think 
is within me, begins to mutiny against this 
servitude: I will no longer endure it, though yet 
T know no wise remedy how to avoid it. 

Adam. Yonder comes my master, your 
brother. 

Orl. Go apart, Adam, and thou shalt hear 


LIKE IT 


PERSON Al 


Sir OLIVER MARTEXT, a vicar. 

eonale shepherds. 

WILLIAM, a country fellow, in love with 
Audrey. " 

A person representing Hymen. 

Rosa. inp, daughter to the banished duke. 

Cetra, daughter to Frederick. 

Puesr, a shepherdess. 

AUDREY, a country wench. 


Lords, pages, and attendants, &e. 
ScENE: Oliver's house; Duke Frederick's 
court; and the Forest of Arden. 


Enter OLIVER. 

Oli. Now, sir! what make you here? 

Orl. Nothing: Iam not taught to make any 
thing. 2 
t. What mar you then, sir? 

Orl.. Marry, sir, I am helping you to mar 
that which God made, a poor unworthy brother 
of yours, with idleness. 

Oli. Marry, sir, be better employed, and be 
naught awhile. 39 

Orl. Shall I keep your hogs and eat husks 
with them? What prodigal portion have I spent, 
that I should come to such penury?, 

Oli. Know you where you are, sir? 

Ort. O, sir, very well: here in your orchard. 

Oli. Know you before whom, sir? 

Orl. ‘Ay, better than him I am before knows 
me. I know you are my eldest brother; and, 
in the gentle condition of blood, you should so 
know me. ‘The courtesy of nations allows you 
my better, in that you are the first-born; but 
the same tradition takes not away my blood, 
were there twenty brothers betwixt us: I have 
as much of my father in me as you; albeit, I 
confess, your coming before me is nearer to his 
reverence. 

Oli. What, boy! 

Orl. Come, come, elder brother, you are too 
young in this. * A 
Ol. Wilt thou lay hands on me, villain? 

Orl. Tam no villain; I am the youngest son 
of Sir Rowland de Boys; he was my father, and 
heis thrice a villain that says such a father begot 
villains. Wert thou not my brother, I would not 
take this hand from thy throat till this other had 
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pulled out. hy tongue for saying so: thou hast 
railed on thyself. i 

Adam. Mwvect masters, be patient: for your 
father’s remembrance, be at accord. 

Oli, Let me go, I ie 

Orl. I will not, till I please: ron shall hear 
me. ey father charged you in his will to give 
me good education: you have trained me like a 
peasant, obscuring and hiding from me all gen- 
tleman-like qualities. The spirit of my father 
grows strong in me, and J will no longer endure 
it: therefore allow me such exercises as may be- 
come a gentleman, or give me the poor allottery 
ae wie left aes by testament; with that 
will go buy my fortunes. 

Olt ‘And what wilt thou do? beg, when 
that is spent? Well, sir, get you in: I will not 
long be troubled with you; you shall have some 
part of your will: I pray you, leave me. 

Ori, I will no further offend you than be- 
comes me for my good. 

Oli. Get you with him, you old dog. 

Adam. Is ‘old dog’ my reward? Most true, 
I have lost my teeth in your service. God be 
with my old master! he would not have spoke 
suchaword. [Hxeunt Orlando and Adam. 

Oli. Is it even so? begin you to grow upon 
me? I will physic your rankness, and yet give 
no thousand crowns neither. Holla, Dennis! 


Enter DENNIS. 


Den. Calls your worship? 
tz. Was not Charles, the duke’s wrestler, 
here to speak with me? 
Den. So please you, he is here at the door 
and importunes access to you. 
Oli. Callhimin. [Ertt Dennis.] “Twill be 
a good way ; and to-morrow the wrestling is, 


Enter CHARLES. 


Cha, Good morrow to your worship. 100 

Oli. Good Monsieur Charles, what’s the new 
news at the new court? 

Cha, There’s no news at the court, sir, but 
the old news: that is, the old duke is banished 
by his pouuges-orother the new duke; and 
three or four loving lords have put themselves 
into voluntary exile with him, whose lands and 
revenues enrich the new duke; therefore he 
gives them good leave to wander. 

Ol. Can you tell if Rosalind, the duke's 
daughter, be banished with her father? IIE 

Cha. O, no; for the duke’s daughter, her 
cousin, so loves her, being ever from their cradles 
bred together, that she would have followed her 
exile, or have died to stay behind her. She is at 
the court, and no less beloved of her uncle than 
his own daughter; and never two ladies loved 
as they do. 

Oli. Where will the old duke live? 119 

@ hey say he is already in the forest of 

I len, and a many merry men with him; and 

pers they live like the old Robin Hood of 
ft Kf nd: they say many young gentlemen 
ees to him every day, and fleet the time 
carelessly, as they did in the golden world. 


hi . 
theme nab, you wrestle to-morrow before 
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Cha. Marry, do I, sir; and_I came to 
acquaint you with a matter. I am_ given, 
sir, secretly to understand that your younger 
brother Orlando hath a disposition to come in 
disguised against me to try a fall. To-morrow, 
sina wrestle for my credit; and he that escapes 
me without some broken limb shall acquit him 
well. Your brother is but young and tender; 
and, for your love, I would be loath to foil him, 
as I must, for my own honour, if he come in: 
therefore, out of my love to you, I came hither 
to acquaint you withal, that either you might 
stay him from his intendment or brook such 
disgrace well as he shall run into, in that it is a 
Eine his own search and altogether against 
my will. 

‘Oli. Charles, I thank thee for thy loye to 
me, which thou shalt find I will most kindly 
requite. I had myself notice of my brother's 

urpose herein and haye by underhand means 
fated to dissuade him from it, but he is 
resolute. I'll tell thee, Charles: it is the 
stubbornest young fellow of France, full of 
ambition, an envious emulator of every man’s 
good parts, a secret and villanous contriver 
against me his natural brother: therefore use 
thy discretion; 1 had as lief thou didst break 
his neck as his finger. And thou wert best 
look to’t; for if thou dost him any slight dis- 
grace or it he do not mightily grace himself on 
thee, he will practise against thee by poison. 
entrap thee by some treacherous device an 
never leave thee till he hath ta’en thy life by 
some indirect means or other; for, I assure 
thee, and almost with tears I speak it, there is 
not one so young and so villanous this day 
living I speak ‘but brotherly of him; but 
should I anatomize him to thee as he is, I 
must blush and weep and thou must look pale 
and wonder. : 

Cha. I am heartily glad I came hither to 
you. If he come to-morrow, I’ll give him his 
payment: if eyer he go alone again, I'll never 
wrestle for prize more: and so God keep your 
worship | 

Ol. Farewell, good Charles. [Zzit Chanter 
Now will I stir this gamester: I hope I shal 
see an end of him; for my soul, yct I know 
not why, hates nothing more than he. Yet 
he’s gentle, never schooled and yet learncd, 
full of noble device, of all sorts enchantingly: 
beloved, and indeed so much in the heart of 
the world, and especially of my own people, 
who best know him, that I am altogether 
misprised: but it shall not be so long; this 
wrestler shall clear all: nothing remains but 
that I kindle the boy thither; which now L’ll 
go about. (Exit. 





Scene II. Lawn before the Dux's palace. 
Enter CeLta and Rosauinp. 
C2 I pray thee, Rosalind, sweet my coz, be 


Ros. Dear Celia, I show more mirth than I 
am mistress of; and would you yet I were 


fqach me to forget 


mi 





Scene 11] 


a banished father, you must not learn me how 
to remember any extraordinary pleasure. 

Cel. Herein [ see thou lovest me not with 
the full weight that I love thee. If my uncle, 
thy banished father, had banished thy uncle, 
the duke my father, so thou hadst been still 
with me, I could have taught my love to take 
thy father for mine: so wouldst thou, it the 
truth of thy love to me were so righteously 
tempered as mine is to thee, 

Ros, Well, I will forget the condition of my 
estate, to rejoice in yours, 

Cel. You know my father hath no child but 
I, nor none is like to have: and, truly, when 
he dies, thou shalt be his heir, for what he hath 
taken away from thy father perforce, I will 
render thee again in aifection; by mine honour, 
Twill; and when I break that oath, let me turn 


monster: therefore, my sweet Rose, my dear} 1 


Rose, be merry. 

Ros. From henceforth I will, coz, and devise 
sports. ‘Let me see; what think you of falling 
in love? 

Cel. Marry, I prithee, do, to make sport 
withal: but Jove no man in good earnest; nor 
no further in sport neither than with safety of 
a pure blush thou mayst in honour come off 
again. 

Ros. "What shall be our sport, then ? 

Cel. Let us sit and mock the good housewife 
Fortune from her wheel, that her gifts may 
henceforth be bestowed equally. 

Ros. I would we could do:so, for her benefits 
are mightily misplaced, and the bountiful blind 
woman doth most mistake in her gifts to women. 

Cel, Tis true; for those that she makes fair 
she scarce makes honest, and those that she 
makes honest she makes very ill-favouredly. 

Ros. Nay, now thou goest from, Fortune’s 
office to Nature’s: Fortune reigns in gifts of 
the world, not in the lineaments of Nature. 


Enter TOUCHSTONE. 


Cel. No? when Nature hath made a fair 
creature, may she not by Fortune fall into the 
fire? Though Nature hath given us wit to flout 
at Fortune, hath not Fortune sent in this fool 
to cut off the argument? 5° 

Tos. Indeed, there is Fortune too hard for 
Nature, when Fortune makes Nature’s natural 
the cutter-olf of Nature's wit. 

Cel. Peradventure this is not Fortune’s work 
neither, but Nature’s; who perceiveth our 
natural wits too dull to reason of such god- 
desses and hath sent this natural for our whet- 
stone: for always the dulness of the fool is the 
whetstone of the wits. How now, wit! whither 
wander you? 

Touch. Mistress, you must come away 
your father. 

Cel, Were you made the messenger? : 

Touch, No, by mine honour, but I was bid 
to come for you. 

Ros, Where learned you that oath, fool? 

Touch. Of a certain knight that swore by 
his honour they were good pancakes and swore 
by his honour the mustard was naught: now 


T'lstand to it, thangs nrg cass and 
P 


to 
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the mustard was good, and yet was not the 
knight forsworn. 71 

Cd. How prove you that, in the great heap 
of your knowledge? 

‘os. Ay, marry, now unmuzzle your wisdom, 

Touch. Stand you both forth now: stroke 
your chins, and swear by your beards that I 
am_a knave. 7 

Gu By our beards, if we had them, thou 
art. 79 
Touch. By my knavery, if I had it, then f 
were; but if you swear by that that is not, you 
are not forsworn: no more was this knight, 
swearing by his honour, for he never had any ; 
or if he had, he had sworn it away before ever 
he saw those pancakes or that mustard, 

Cel. Prithee, who is’t that thou meanest? 

Touch. One that old Frederick, your father, 


loves. 
Cel, My father’s love is enough to honour 
him: enough! speak no more o him; you'll 
be whipped for taxation one of these days. _9t 

Touch. The more pity, that fools may not 
speak wisely what wise men do foolishly 

Cel. By my troth, thou sayest true; for since 
the little wit that fools have was silenced, the 
little foolery that wise men have makes a great 
show. Here comes Monsieur Le Beau. 

Ros. With his mouth full of news. 

Cel. Which he will put on us, as pigeons 
feed their young. 100 

Ros. Then shall we be news-crammed. 

Cel. All the better; we shall be the more 
marketable. 


Enter Le BEAU. 


Bon jour, Monsieur Le Beau: what’s the news? 

‘Le Beau. Fair princess, you have lost much 
good sport. 

Gel. Sport! of what colour? 

Le Beau. What colour, madam! how shall 
I answer you? i 

Ros. _As wit and fortune will. 

Touch. Oras the Destinies decree. 

Cel. Well said: that was laid on with a 
trowel. 4 

Touch. Nay, if I keep not my rank,— 

Ros. Thou losest thy old smell, 

Beau. You amaze me, ladies: I would 
have told you of good wrestling, which you 
have lost the sight of. 

Ros. Yet tell us the manner of the wrestling. 
Le Beau. I will tell_you the beginning; 
and, if. it please your ladyships, you may see 
the end; for the best is yet to do; and here, 
where you are, they are coming to perform it. 

Cel. Well, the beginning, that is dead and 
buried. ’ 

‘Le Beau. There comes an old man and his 
three sons,— ; cae , 

Gel. I could match this beginning with an 
old tale. 

Le Beau. Three proper young men, of ex- 
cellent groan and presence. 2 230 

‘Ros. With bills on their necks, ‘Be it known 
unto all men by these presents.’ 

Le Beau. The eldest of the three wrestled 
with Charles, the duke’s wrestler; which Charles 
itute. Digitzed by eGangotri 
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in amoment threw him and broke three of his 
ribs, that there is little hope of life in him: so 
he served the second, and so the third. Yonder 
they lie; the poor old man, their father, making 
such pitiful dole over them that all the beholders 
take his part with weeping. 140 

Ros, Alas! J : 

Touch. But what is the sport, monsiecur, 
that the ladies have lost? 

Le Beau. Why, this that I speak of. 

Touch. Thus men may grow wiser every 
day: it is the first time that ever I heard 
breaking of ribs was sport for ladies. 

Cel. Or I, I promise thee. 

Ros, But is there any else longs to see this 
broken music in his sides? is there yet another 
dotes upon rib-breaking? Shall we see this 
wrestling, cousin ? 4 

Le Beau. You must, if you stay here: for 
here is{the place appointed for the wrestling, 
and they are ready to performit. | 

Cel. Yonder, sure, they are coming: let us 
now stay and see it. 


Flourish. Enter Duke Freperick, Lords, 
ORLANDO, CHARLES, and Attendants. 


Duke F._ Come on: since the youth will not 
be entreated, his own peril on his forwardness. 

Ros. Is yonder the man? 160 
Le Beau, Even he, madam. 

Yel. Alas, he is too young! yet he looks 
successfully. 

Duke F. How now, daughter and cousin! 
are you crept hither to sce the wrestling? 

i fos. Ay, my liege, so please you give us 
leave. 

Duke F, You will take little delight in it, I 
can tell you; there is such odds in the man. 
In pity of the challenger’s youth I would fain 
dissuade him, but he will not be entreated. 
Speak to him, ladies; see if ae can move him. 

Cel. Callhim hither, good Monsieur Le Beau. 

Duke F. Doso: I'll not be by. 

Le Beau, Monsieur the challenger, the prin- 
cesses call for you. 

Orl. Lattend them with all respect and duty. 

Ros. Young man, have you challenged 
Charles the wrestler? 17 

Orl. No, fair princess; he is the genera 
challenger : I come but in, as others do, to try 
with him the strength of my youth. 

Cel, Young gentleman, your spirits are too 
bold for your years. You have seen cruel proof 
of this man’s strength: if you saw yourself with 

your eyes or knew yourself with your judge- 

ment, the fear of your adventure would counsel 
you toa more equal enterprise. We pray you, 
for your own sake, to embrace your own safety: 

and give over this attempt. 190 

Ros. Do, young sir; oun reputation shall 
mot thereforsibe mu Spnee : we will make it our 
he duke that tl i ig) 

go forward, the wrestling might not 

vl. I beseech you, punish me not with your 

hard thoughts; wherein I confess me maaan 
2 guilty, to deny so fair and excellent ladies any 
ing. But let your fair eyes and gentle wishes 

go with me to my trial: wherein if I be foiled, 
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there is but one shamed that was never gracious; 
if killed, but one dead that is willing to be so; 
shall do my friends no wrong, for L have none 
to lament me, the world no injury, for in it I 
have nothing; only in the world I fill up a 
lace, wich Ny be better supplied when I 
have made it empty. 

Ros. The tittle strength that I have, I would 
it were with you. 

Cel. And mine, to eke out hers. 

Ros. Fare you well: pray heaven I be de- 
ceived in you! és K 210 

Cel. Your heart’s desires be with you! 

Cha. Come, where is this young gallant that 
is so desirous to lie with nis mother earth? | 

Orl. Ready, sir; but his will hath in it a 
more modest, SOs 

Duke F. You shall try but one fall. 

Cha. No,I warrant your grace, you shall not 
entreat him to a second, that have so mightily 
persuaded him from a first. 219 

Orl. An you mean to mock me after, you 
should not have mocked me before: but come 
your ways. 

Ros. Now Hercules be thy speed, young 
man! 

Cel. I would J were invisible, to catch the 
strong fellow by the leg. [Zhey wrestle. 

fos. O excellent young man! ; 

Gel. If I had a thunderbolt in mine eye, I 
can tell who should down. : 

[Skout. Charles is thrown. 

Duke F. No more, no more. 

Orl. Yes, I beseech your grace: I am not 
yet well breathed. 230 

Duke F. How dost thou, Charles? 

Le Beau. He cannot speak, my lord. 

Duke F. Bearhimaway. What is thy name, 

young man? 
Orl. Orlando, my liege; the youngest son of 
Sir Rowland de Boys. 
Duke F. I would thou hadst been son to 
some man else: 
The world esteem’d thy father honourable, 
But I did find him still mine enemy : ; 
Thou shouldst have better pleased me with this 


eed, 

Hadst thou descended from another house. 240 

But fare thee well; thou art a gallant youth: 

I would thou hadst told me of another father, 
Exeunt Duke Fred., train, and Le Beau. 
cl. Were I my father, coz, would I do this? 

OR Iam more proud to be Sir Rowland's 
mn, 

His youngest son; and would not change that 

alling, 

To be adopted heir to Frederick. 

Ros, ie Yy father loved Sir Rowland as his 


soul, 
And all the world was of my father’s mind: 
Had I before known this want man his son, 
T should have given him tears unto entreaties, 
Ere he should thus have ventured. 

Cel. se Gentle cousin, 
Let us go thank him and encourage him: 
My father’s rough and envious disposition 
Sticks me at heart. Sir, you have well deserved : 
If you do ech pour romises in love 
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But justly, as you have exceeded all promise, 
Your mistress shall be happy. 
Los. Sean Gentleman, 
2 [Giving him a chain from her neck. 
Wear this for me, one out of suits with fortune, 
That could give more, but that her hand lacks 
means. 
Shall we go, coz? : 
Jel. y. Fare you well, fair gentleman. 
Orl. Can 


T not say, [thank you? My better 
parts 261 
‘Ave all thrown down, and that which here 
stands up , 
Ts but a quintain, a mere lifeless block. 
Ros. He calls us back: my pride fell with 
my fortunes; 2 
Task him what he would. Did you call, sir? 
Sir, you have wrestled well and overthrown 
More than your enemies, F 
Cel. ; Will you go, coz? 
Ros. Have with you. Fare you well. 
[Ecewnt Rosalind and Celia. 
Orl. What passion hangs these weights upon 
my tongue? 
I cannot seat to her, yet she urged conference. 


0 poor Orlando, thou art overthrown ! 271 
Or Charles or something weaker masters thee. 


Re-enter LE BEAU. 
Le Beau. Good sir, I doin friendship counsel 


you 
To leave this place. Albeit you have deserved 
High commendation, true applause and love, 
Yet such is now the duke’s condition 
‘That he misconstrues all that you have done. 
The duke is humorous: what he is indeed, 
More suits you to conceive than I to speak of. 
Orl. I thank you, sir: and, pray you, tell 
me this ; 280 
Which of the two was daughter of the duke 
That here was atthe wrestling? 
Le Beaw. Neither his daughter, if we judge 
by manners ; pe 0 
But yet indeed the lesser is his daughter : 
The other is daughter to the banish 'd duke, 
And here detain l by her usurping uncle, 
To keep his daughter company ; whose loves 
‘Are dearer than the natural bond of sisters. 
But I can tell you that of late this duke | 
Hath ta’en displeasure ’gainst his gentle niece, 
Grounded upon no otherargument =| 291 
But that the people praise her for her virtues 
‘And pity her for her good father’s sake ; 
‘And, on my life, his malice "gainst the lady 
Will suddenly break forth. Sir, fare you well: 
Hereafter, in'a better world than this, 
T shall desire more love and knowledge of you. 
Orl, I rest much bounden to yous fare you 
well. _ Lbwit Le Bea. 
Thus must I from the smoke into the smother ; 
rom tyrant duke unto a tyrant brother: 300 
But heavenly Rosalind! [Exit. 


Sorne I. A room in the palace. 


Enter CELIA and ROSALIND. 


Cel. Why, cousin! why, Rosalind! Cupid 
have mercy! not a wo 
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Ros. Not one to throw at a dog. 

Cel. No, thy words are too precious to be 
cast away upon curs; throw some of them at 
me; come, lame me with reasons. 

Ros. Then there were two cousins laid up ; 
when the one should be lamed with reasons ant 
the other mad without any. 

Cel. But isall this for your father? 10 

Ros. No, some of it is for my child's father. 
O, how full of briers is this worl ing-day world! 

Cel, ‘They are but burs, cousin, thrown upon 
thee in holiday foolery : if we walk not in the 
(redder paths, our very petticoats will catch 

hem. 

Ros. I could shake them off my coat: these 
burs are in my heart. 

Cel. Hem them away. 

Ros. I would try, if I could cry 
have him. 20 

Cel. Come, come, wrestle with thy affections. 

Ros. O, they take the part of a better wrestler 
than myself ! 

_ Cel. O, a good wish ppon you! you will try 
in time, in despite of a fall. But, turning these 
jests out of service, let us talk in good carnest : 
is it possible, on such a sudden, you should fall 
into so strong a liking with old Sir Rowland’s 


‘hem’ and 


youngest son ? 
‘Ros. The duke my father loved his father 
dear] 31 


Cel. Doth it therefore ensue that you should 
love his son Geet By this kind of chase, 1 
should hate him, for my father hated his father 
dearly ; yet Lhate not Orlando. 

‘Ros. "No, faith, hate him not, for my sake. 

Cel. Why'should I not? doth he not deserve 
well? 

Ros. 
love him because I do. 


duke. 
Cel. With his eyes full of anger. 
Enter DOKE FREDERICK, with Lords. 


Duke F. Mistress, dispatch you with your 
safest haste 
And get you from our court. 
08. Me, uncle? 

Duke F. ; You, cousin: 
Within these ten days if that thou be'st found 
So near our public court as twenty miles, 

Thou diest for it. 

Ros. T do beseech your grace, 

Let me the knowledge of my fault bear with me: 
Tf with myself I hold intelligence 

Or have acquaintance with mine own desires, 50 
Tf that I do not dream or be not frantic,— 

‘As I do trust I am not—then, dear uncle, 
Never so much as in a thought unborn 

Did I offend your highness. 

Duke Ff... Thus do all traitors: 
If their purgation did consist in words, 

They are as innocent as grace itself : 
Let it suffice thee that I trust thee not. 

Ros. Yet your mistrust cannot make me a 

traitor: 
Tell me whereon the likelihood depends. 
Duke F. Thou art thy father's daughter; 
there’s enough. 60 


Let me love him for that, and do you 
Look, here comes the 
4X 


CC-0 Kashmir Research Institute. Digitzed by eGangotri 


220 


Ros. So was I when your highness took his 
dukedom ; : Ppa tcwe 

So was I when your highness banish’d him: 
‘Treason is not inherited, my lord; 
Or, if we did derive it from our friends, | 
What's that to me? my father was no traitor: 
Then, good my liege, mistake me not so much 
To think my poverty is treacherous. 

Cel. Dear sovereign, hear me speak. 

Duke F. Ay, Celia; we stay’d her for ‘your 


sake, Z 
Else had she with her father ranged along. 7° 
Cel. I did not then entreat to have her stay ; 
It was your pleasure and your own remorse : 
I was too young that time to value her; 
But now I know her: if she be a traitor, 
Why so am I; we still have slept together, 
Rose at an instant, learn’d, play’d, eat together, 
And wheresoe'er we went, hi ke Juno’s swans, 
Still we went coupled and inseparable. 
Duke F, She is too subtle for thee ; and her 
smoothness, x 
er very silence and her patience 80 
Speak to the people, and they pity her. 
Thou art a fool: she robs thee of thy name; 
And thou wilt show more bright and seem more 
virtuous ¥ 
When she is gone. Then open not thy lips: 
Firm and irrevocable is my doom _ : 
Which I have pass’d upon her; she is banish’d. 
Cel. Pronounce that sentence then on me, 
my liege: 
Icannot live out of her company. : 
Duke F. Youarea fool. You, niece, provide 
yourself: : 5 
If you outstay the time, upon mine honour, go 
nd in the greatness of my word, you die. 
[Exeunt Duke Frederick and Lords. 


Cel. my poor Rosalind, whither wilt 
_ thou go? 
Wilt thou change fathers? I will give thee 
mine. 
I charge thee, be not thou more grieved than 
am. 


Ros. Ihave more cause. 
Cel, Thou hast not, cousin ; 


el. 
Prithee, be cheerful : know’st thou not, the duke | V 


Hath banish’d me, his daughter? 


1S. That he hath not, 
ce No, hath not? Rosalind lacks then the 


ove 
Which teacheth thee that thou and I am one: 


Shall we be sunder’d? shall we part, sweet girl? | W. 


No: let my father seek another heir. 

Therefore devise with me how we may fly, 

Whither to go and what to bear with us; 

d do not seek to take your change upon you, 

Zo bear your griefs yourself and leave me out S 

For, by this heaven, now at our sorrows pale, 

Say what thou canst, I’ll go along with thee. 

tos. Why, whither shall we fot 

Gel. Toseck my uncle in the forest of Arden. 
?os. Alas, what danger will it be to us, 110 

Maids as we are, to travel forth so far! 

Beauty provoketh thieves sooner than gold. 


TOL 


Cel. Ll put myself in poor and mean attire | § 


And with a kind of umber smirch my face; 
he like do you: so shall we pass along 
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[Act 


stir assailants. A 

Eanes Were it not better, 
Because that I am more than common tall, 
That I did suit me all points like a man ? 
A gallant curtle-axe upon my thigh, 119 
A boar-spear in my hand; and—in my heart 
Lie there,what hidden woman’s fear there will— 
We'll have a swashing and a martial outside, 
As many other mannish cowards have 
That do outface it with their semblances, 

Cel. What shall I call thee when thou art 


aman? . 
Ros. I'll haye no worse a name than Joye's 
own page ; 
And theretora'look you call me Ganymede, 
But what will yeu be call'd? 
Cel. Something that hath a reference to my 


state; 4 
No longer Celia, but Aliena. e 130 
Ros. But, cousin, what if we assay'd to steal 
The clownish fool out of your father’s court? 
Would he not be a comfort to our trayel ? 
Cel. He'll go along o’er the wide world 
with me; A 
Leave me alone to woo him. Let’s away, 
And get our jewels and our wealth together, 
Devise the fittest time and safest way 
To hide us from pursuit that will be made 
After my flight. Now go we in content 139 
To liberty and not to banishment. [Exeunt, 


ACT IL. 
Scrnel. The Forest of Arden. 


Enter DvxE senior, AMIENS, and two or 
three Lords, like foresters. 


Duke S. Now, my co-mates and brothers in 


exile, 
Hath not old custom made this life more sweet 
Than that of painted pomp? Are not these 
woods : 

More free from peril than the envious court? 
Here feel we but the penalty of Adam, 
The seasons’ difference, as the icy fang 
And churlish chiding of the winter's wind, 
Which, when it bites and blows upon my body, 
sven till I shrink with cold, I smile and say 
‘This is no flattery: these are counsellors 10 
hat feelingly persuade me what I am.’ 
Sweet are the uses of adversity, 
Which, like the toad, ugly and venomous, 

ears yet & precious jewel in his head ; 
And this our life exempt from public haunt 
Finds tongues in trees, books in the running 

rooks, 

Sermons in stones and good in every thing. 


I would not change os 
mi. appy is your grace, 
That can translate the stubbornivess of fortune 
Into so quiet and so sweet a style. 20 

Duke S. Come, shall we go and kill us 
venison? 
And yet it irks me the poor dappled fools, 
Being native burghers of this desert city, 
hould in their own confines with forked heads 
Have their round haunches gored, 
First Lord, Andeed, my Jord, 
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The melancholy Jaques grieves at that, 

And, in that kind, swears you do more usurp 
Than doth your brother that hath banish’d you. 
To-day my Lord of Amiens and myself 
Did steal behind him as he lay along 
Under an oak whose antique root peeps out 
Upon the brook that brawls along this wood: 
‘To the which place a poor sequester'd stag, 
hat from the hunter's aim had ta’en a hurt, 
Did come to languish, and indeed, my lord, 
The wretched animal heaved forth such groans 
That their discharge did stretch his leathern 


30 


coal 

Almost to bursting, and the big round tears 
Coursed one another down his innocent nose 
In piteous chase; and thus the hairy fool, 
Much marked of the melancholy Jaques, 
Stood on the extremest verge of the swift brook, 
Augmenting it with tears. 3 

Duke S, 2 _ But what said Jaques? 
Did he not moralize this spectacle ? ee 

First Lord. O, yes, into a thousand similes. 
First, for his weeping into the needless stream ; 
‘Poor deer,’ quoth he, ‘thou makest a testament 
As worldlings do, giving thy sum of more 
To that which had too much :’ then, being there 


alone, : Z 
Left and abandon’d of his velvet friends, 50 
“Tis right,’ quoth he ; ‘thus misery doth part 
The flux of company :’ anon a careless herd, 
Full of the pasture, jumps along by him 
And_never stays to greet him; ‘Ay,’ quoth 

Jaques, re 
‘Sweep on, you fat and greasy citizens; 

*Tis just the fashion : wherefore do you look 
Upon that poor and broken bankrupt there?’ 
Thus most invectively he pierceth through 
The body of the country, city, court, 
Yea, and of this our life, swearing that we 60 
Are mere usurpers, tyrants and what’s worse, 
‘To fright tle animals and to kill them up 
In their assign’d and native dwelling-place. 
Duke S. And did you leave him in this con- 
templation? __ - 
Sec. Lord. We did, my lord, weeping and 
commenting 
Upon the sobbing deer. 
Duke S. _ Show me the place: 
L love to cope him in these sullen fits, 
For then he’s full of matter. , , 
First Lord. I'll bring you to him straight. 
Exeunt. 


40 


ScENEII, A room in the palace. 


Enter DUKE FREDERICK, with Lords. 


Be ue Can it be possible that no man saw 

them 

It cannot be: some villains of my court 

Are of consent and sufferance in this. z 
First Lord. I cannot hear of any that did 


see her. 
The ladies, her attendants of her chamber, 
Saw her a-bed, and in the morning carly 
They found the bed untreasured of their mis- 


tress. 
Sec. Lord. My lord, the roynish clown, at 
whom s0 of C-0 Kashmir Research Ins 
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Your grace was wont to laugh, is also missing. 
Hisperia, the princess’ gentlewoman, 10 
Confesses that she secretly o’erheard 
Your daughter and her cousin much commend 
The parts and graces of the wrestler 
That did but lately foil the sinewy Charles; 
And she believes, wherever they are gone, 
‘Lhat youth is surely in their company. 

Duke F. Send to his brother; fetch that 

gallant hither; | 

if he be absent, bning his brother to me; 
I'll make him find him ; do this suddenly, 
And let not search and inquisition quail 20 
To bring again these foolish runaways. [Mxeunt. 


Scene UI. Before Outver's house. 


Enter ORLANDO and ADAM, meeting. 


Orl. Who's there? 
Adam. What, my young master? O my 
gentle master! 
Om sweet master! O you memory 
Of old Sir Rowland! why, what make you here? 
Wi are you virtuous? w! W do people love you? 
Andwherefore are you gentle, strong and valiant? 
Why would you be so iond to overcome 
The bonny priser of the humorous duke? 
Your praise is come too swiftly home before you. 
Know you not, master, to some kind of men 10 
Their graces serve them but as enemies? 
No more do yours: your virtues, gentle master, 
Are sanctified and holy traitors to you. 
O, what a world is this, when what is comely 
Enyenoms him that bears it! 
Orl. Why, what’s the matter? 
dam. O unhappy youth! 
Come not within these doors; within this roof 
The enemy, of all your graces lives: 
Your brother—no, no brother ; fet the son— 
Yet not the son, T will not call him son 
Of him I was about to call his father— 
Hath heard your praises, and this night he 
means a . 
To burn the lodging where you use to lie 
And you within it: if he fail of that, 
He will have other means to cut you off. 
I overheard him and his practices, 
This is no place; this house is but a butchery : 
Abhor it, fear it, do not enter it. 
Orl. Why, whither, Adam, wouldst thou 
have me go? ; 
Adam. No matter whither, so you come not 


here. 39 

Orl. What, wouldst thou have me go and 

beg my food? 

Or with a base and boisterous sword enforce 

A thievish living on the common road? 

This I must do, or know not what to do: 

Yet this I will not do, do how I can; 

Lrather will subject me to the malice 

Of a diverted blood and bloody brother, 
Adam. Butdonotso. Ihave five hundred 


crowns, — 
‘The thrifty hire I saved under your father, 
Which I did store to be my foster-nurse 4o 
When service should in my old limbs lie lame 


And unregarded age in corners thrown: 


nase aslessen the ravens feed, 


20 
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Yea, providently caters for the sparrow, Sil. No, Corin, being old, thou canst not 
Be comfort tomy age! Here is the gold; 
All this I give you. Let me be your servant: 
Though I look old, yet I am strong and lusty ; 
Tor in my youth il never did apply 
Hot and rebellious liquors in my blood, 
Nor did not with unbashful forehead woo 50 
The means of weakness and debility ; 
Therefore my age is as a lusty winter, 
Frosty, but kindly: Jet me go with you ; 
£11 do the service of a younger man 
In all your business and necessities. | 

Orl. O good old man, how well in thee ap- 

pears i F 

The constant service of the antique world, 
When service sweat for duty, not for meed! 
Thou art not for the fashion of these times, 
Where none will sweat but for promotion, 60 
And haying that, do choke their service up 
Even with the having: it is not so with thee. 
But, poor old man, thon prunest a rotten tree, 
That cannot so much as a blossom yield 
In lieu of all thy pains and husbandry. 

ut come thy ways; we’ll go along together, 
And ere we have thy youthful wages spent, 
We'll light wien some settled low content. 

Adan. Master, go on, and I will follow thee, 
To the last gasp, with truth and loyalty. jo 
From seventeen years till now almost fourscore 
Here lived I, but now live here no more. 
At seventeen years many their fortunes seek; 
But at fourscore it is too late a week : 
Yet fortune cannot recompense me better 
Than to die well and not my master’s debtor. 

[Exeunt. 


Sorne IV. The Forest of Arden. 


Enter Rosainn for GANYMEDE, CELIA for 
ALIENA, and TOUCHSTONE, 


Ros. _O Jupiter, how weary are my spirits! 
Touch. I care not for my spirits, if my legs 
were not weary. : 
os. I could find in my heart to disgrace my 
man’s apparel and to cry like a woman; but I 
must comfort the weaker vessel, as doublet and 
hose ought to show itself courageous to petti- 




















ess, 
Though in thy youth thou wast as true a lover 
As eyer sigh'd upon a midnight pillow : 
But if thy love were ever like to mine— 
As sure I think did never man love so— 
How many actions most ridiculous 
Hast thou been drawn to by thy fantasy ? 
Cor. Into a thousand that I have forgotten. 
Sil. O, thou didst then ne'er love so heartily ! 
If thou remember'st not the slightest folly 
That ever love did make thee run into, 
Thou hast not loved: 
Or if thou hast not sat as I do now, , 
Wearying thy hearer in thy mistress’ praise, 
Thou hast not loved: 
Or if thou hast not broke from company 40 
Abruptly, as my passion now makes me, 
Thou hast not loved. i 
O Phebe, Phebe, Phebe! _ [kwvit. 
Ros. Alas, poor shepherd ! searching of thy 
wound, ; 
Ihave by hard adventure found mine own. 
Touch. And I mine. I remember, when I 
was in love I broke my sword upon a stone and 
bid him take that for coming a-night to Jane 
Smile ; and I remember the kissing of her batlet 
and the cow’s dugs that her pretty chopt hands 
had milked; and I remember the wooing of a 
peascod instead of her, from whom I took tio 
cods and, giving her them again, said with 
weeping tears ‘Wear these for my sake.’ We 
that are true lovers run into strange capers; but 
as all is mortal in nature, so is all nature in love 
mortal in folly. % 
sees Thou speakest wiser than thou art ware 


of. 
Touch. Nay, I shall ne'er be ware of mine 
own wit till I break my shins against it. 60 
Ros. Jove, Jove! this shepherd’s passion 
Is much upon my fashion. 
Touch. And mine; but it grows something 
stale with me. 
Cel. I pray you, one of you question yond 


man 
If he for gold will give us any food: 
I faint almost to death. 


coat: therefore courage, good Aliena! + Louch. Holla, you clown! 
Gel. I pray you, bear with me; I cannot go| Ros, Peace, fool: he’s not thy kinsman. 

no further. 0 ‘or. Who calls? 
Touch, For my part, I had rather bear with | Zouch. Your betters, sir. 

you than bear you; yet I should bear no cross| Cor. Else are they very wretched. 


if I did bear you, for I think you have no money 
in your purse. 

os. Well, this is the forest of Arden. 

Touch. Ay, now am I in Arden; the more 
fool I; when I was at home, I was in a better 
place: but travellers must be content. 

Ros. Ay, be so, good Touchstone. And faints for succour. 

Cor. Fair sir, I pity her 


Enter Corin and Stnyius. And wish, for her sake more than 


; or mine own 
Look you, who comes here; a young man and | My fortunes were more able to relieve her: 
an old in solemn talk. 1 : 


1 2x | But Tam shepherd to another ma 
Cor, That is the way to make her scorn you s that L 


oe ent do moe nae the feces that I graze : 
still, My master is b i 

Se @ Cay that thou knew'st how I do nd little reeks fo find the voy fir s 
love her 


And little reels to find the way to heaven 
6, ", . v 
or Tpartly Buses 5692 Sara RSA 


Ros. Peace, Isay. Good eyen to you, friend. 

Cor. And to you, gentle sir, and to you all, 

Ros. 1 prithee, shepherd, if that love or gold 
Can in this desert place buy entertainment, 
Bring us where we may rest ourselves and feed: 
Here’s a young maid with travel much oppress‘d. 


By doing deeds of hospitality : 
Reskdeschanse, inysdloelegeta bounds of feed 


| 
| 
| 
| 
{ 
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Are now on sale, and at our sheepcote now, 
By reason of his absence, there is nothing 
That you will feed on; but what is, come see, 
And in my voice most welcome shall you be. 
Ros. What is he that shall buy his flock and 
pasture? y i 
Cor, That young swain that you saw here 
but erewhile, 
That little cares for buying any thing. go 
Ros. Ipray thee, if it stand with honesty, 
Buy thou the cottage, pasture and the flock, 
And thou shalt have to pay for it of us. 
Cel,. And we will mend thy wages. I like 
this place, 
And willingly could waste my time in it, 
Cor, Assuredly the thing is to be sold: 
Go with me: if you like upon report. 
The soil, the profit and this kind of life, 
I will your very faithful feeder be 
And buy it with your gold right suddenly. 100 
[Lceunt. 


Scene Y. The forest. 


Enter AMIENS, JAQUES, and others. 


Sone. 


Under the greenwood tree 

Who loves to lie with me, 

And turn his merry note 

Unto the sweet bird's throat, 

Come hither, come hither, come hither : 
Here shall he see 
No enemy 

But winter and rough weather. 


Jaq. More, more, I prithee, more. 

Ami. It will make you melancholy, Mon- 
sieur Jaques. . f at 

Jaq. .I thank it. More, I prithee, more. I 
can suck Sin SOK? out ofa song, as a weasel 
sucks eggs. More, J prithee, more. 

Ami. My voice is ragged: I know I cannot 
please you. 

Jaq. Ido not desire you to please me; I do 
desire youtosing. Come, more; another stanzo: 
call you ’em stanzos? | 

Ami. What you will, Monsieur Jaques. 20 

Jaq. Nay, I care not for their names; they 
owe ne nothing. Will you sing? 

celts More at your request than to please 
myself. : 

Jaq. Well then, if ever I thank any man, 
T'll thank you; but that they call compliment 
is like the encounter of two dog-apes, and when 
a man. thanks me heartily, methinks I have 

siven him a penny and he renders me the 
beggarly thanks. Come, sing; and you that 
will not, hold ia, tongues. - 3r 

Ami. Well, T'll end the song. Sirs, cover 
the while; the duke will drink under this tree. 
He hath been all this day to look you. : 

Jaq.__And I have been all this day to avoid 
him. He is too disputable for my company: I 
think of as many matters as he, but I give 


Ami, 
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Sone. 


Who doth ambition shun [All together here. 
And loves to live 7 the sun; 4t 
Seeking the food he eats 
And pleased with what he gets, 
Come hither, come hither, come hither: 
Here shall he see 
No enemy 
But winter and rough weather. 


Jaq. Vl give you averse to this note that I 
made yesterday in despite of my invention. 

Amit, And I'll sing it. 

Jaq. Thus it goes :— 


Tf it do come to pass 
That any man turn ass, 
Leaving his wealth and ease, 
‘A stubborn will to please, 
Ducdame, ducdame, ducdame : 
Here shall he see 
_, Gross fools as he, 
An if he will come to me. 


Ami. What's that ‘ducdame’? 60 
_ Jaq._ "Tis a Greek invocation, to call fools 
intoacircle, I'll go sleep, if Ican; if I cannot, 
L'il rail against all the first-born o! Egypt. 
_ Ami. AndI’llgo seek the duke: his banquet 
is prepared. [Ezeunt severally. 


Scene VI. Zhe forest. 
Enter ORLANDO and ADAM. 


Adam. Dearmaster, I can go no further: O, 
I die for food! Here he I down, and measure 
out my grave. Tarewell, kind master. 

Orl. Why, how now, Adam! no greater 
heart in thee? Live a little; comfort a little; 
cheer thyself a little. If this uncouth forest 
yield any thing savage, I will either be food for 
it or bring it for food to thee. Thy conceit is 
nearer death than thy powers. For my sake be 
comfortable; hold death awhile at the arm’s 
end; I will here be with thee presently ; and if 
I bring thee not something to eat, I will give 
thee leave to die: but if thou diest before I 
come, thou art a mocker of my labour. Well 
said! thou lookest cheerly, and I'll be with 
thee quickly, Yet thou liest in the bleak air: 
come, I will bear thee to some shelter; and 
thou shalt not die for lack of a dinner, if there 
live any thing in this desert. Cheerly, good 
Adam! [Ezeunt. 


50 


Scene VII. The forest. 


A table set out. Enter DUKE senior, AMIENS, 
and Lords like outlaws. 


Duke ‘S. I think he be transform'd into a 


beast ; 
For I can. no where find him like a man. 
First Lord. My lord, he is but even now 
gone hence: 
Here was he merry, hearing of a song. 


Duke. Ifhe, compact of jars, grow musical, 


heaven thanks and make no boast of them. | We shall have shortly discord in the spheres. 


y Go, 
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Jaq. What, for a counter, would I do but 


to 
to 
neg 


Enter JAQUES. 














001 . . * . 
puke S. Most mischievous foul sin, in chid- 
First Lord. He saves my labour by his own 
approach. < 
Due S. Why, how now, monsieur! what a 
life is this, ‘ 
That your poor friends must woo your company? 
What, you look merrily! * 1 
Jaq. A fool, a fool! I met a fool i’ the forest, 
A motley fool; a miserable world! 
AsIdo live by food, I meta fool; 
Who laid him down and bask’d him in the sun, 
And rail'd on Lady Fortune in popd terms, 
In good set terms and yet a motley fool. 
“Good morrow, fool,’ quoth I. ‘No, sir, quoth 


ing sin: Lys 
For thou thyself hast been a libertine, 
sensual as the brutish sting itself ; 
And all the embossed sores and headed evils 
That thou with license of free foot hast caught, 
Wouldst thou disgorge into the general world. 
Jaq. Why, who cries out on pride, 7o 
That can therein tax any private party ? 
Doth it not flow as hugely as the sea, 
i Till that the weary very means do ebb? 
What woman in the city do I name, 
When that I say the city-woman bears 
‘fhe cost of princes on unworthy shoulders? 
Who can come in and say that mean. her, 
When such a one as she such is her neighbour? 
Or what is he of basest function 
That says his bravery is not on my cost, | 80 
Thinking that I mean him, but therein suits 
His folly to the mettle of my speech ? 
There then; how then? what then? Let me 
see wherein Sane ‘ 
My tongue hath wrong’d him: if it do him 
right, 
Then he hath wrong'd himself; if he be free, 
Why then m taxing like a wild-goose flies,” 
Unelaim’d of any man, But who comes here? 


Enter ORLANDO, with has sword drawn. 

Orl. Forbear, and eat no more, 
tee: Wh , 1 have eat none yet. 
Orl. Nor shalt not, ti L necessity be served. 
Jaq. Of what kind should this cock come of? 
Duke §. Art thou thus bolden’d, man, by 

thy distress, gx 

Or else a rude despiser of good manners, 


he, 
‘Call me not fool till heaven hath sent me 
fortune ;’ A 
And then he drew a dial from his poke, 20 
And, looking on it with lack-lustre eye, 
Says very wisely, ‘It is ten o'clock : 
Thus we may see,’ quoth he, ‘how the world 


wags: 3 5 
"Tis but an hour ago since it was nine, 
And after one hour more ’twill be eleven ; 
And 50, from hour to hour, we ripe and ripe, 
and then, from hour to hour, we rot and rot; 
And thereby hangs a tale.” When I did hear 
the motley fool thus moral on the time, 

Ly lungs began to crow like chanticleer, 30 
That fools should be so deep-contemplative, 
And T did laugh sans intermission 
An hour by his dial. ‘O noble fool! 

A worthy fool! Motley ’s the only wear, 

Duke S. What fool is this? 

Jaq. O worthy fool! One that hath been a 

courtier, 

And says, if ladies be but young and fair, 
they have the gift to know it: and in his brain, 
Which is as dry as the remainder biscuit 
After a voyage, he hath pang places cramm’d 
With observation, the which he vents 41 
In mangled forms. © that I werea fool! 

am ambitious for a motley coat, 

Duke S. Thou shalt have one. , 

aq. t is my only suit; 
Provided that you weed your better Judgements 
OF all opinion that grows rank in them 
That Lam wise, I must have liberty 

Withal, as large a charter as the wind, 

‘0 blow on whom I please: for so fools have; 
And they that are most galled with my folly, 50 
They most must laugh. And why, sir, must 


That in civility thou seem ‘st So empty ? 
Ort. ou touch’d my vein at first: the thomy 
poin - 
Of bare distress hath ta’en from me the show 
O£ smooth civility: yet am I inland bred 
And know some nurture. But forbear, I say; 
He dies that touches any of this fruit 
Till T and my affairs aré answered. 
Jaq. An you will not be answered with 
reason, I must die. 101 
Duke S. What would you have? Your 
gentleness shall force 
More than your force move us to gentleness, 
Ort. Lalmost die for food and let me have it, 


Duke S. Sit down and feed, and welcome to 
our table, 


they so? Orl. Speak you so gently 
The ‘why’ is plain ag way to parish church: pra; soil fs eA Se oe ton iana 
He that a fool doth very wisely hit I thought that all things had been savage here; 


Doth very Aooliehiy although ’he smart, 
ot to seem senseless of the bob: if not, 
the wise man’s dolly is anatomized 
Eyen by the squan ering glances of the fool. 
Invest me in my motley ; give me leave 
To speak my mind, an will through and 
through 
Cleanse the foul body of the infected world, 60 
If ey will patiently receive my medicine. 
Duke S. Bie on thee! I can tell what thou 
wouldst do. 


And therefore put I on the countenance 
Ofstern commandment. But whate'er you are 
That in this desert inaccessible, 
Under the shade of melancholy boughs, 
Lose and neglect the creeping hours of time i 
If ever you have look’d on better days, 
If ever been where bells have knoll'd to church, 
If ever sat at any good man’s feast, 

f ever from your eyelids wiped a tear 
And know what ’tis to pity and be Ditied, 


Sy Let gentleness my strons eme! an 
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In the which hope I blush, and hide my sword, | As yet, to question you about your fortunes. 


Duke S. 


days, . 120 
And haye with holy bell been knoll’d to church 
And sat at good men’s feasts and wiped our eyes 
Of drops that sacred pity hath engender'd: 
And therefore sit you down in gentleness 
And take upon command what help we have 
That to your wanting may be minister’d. 

Ou. : ‘hen but forbear your food a little 

while, 

Whiles, like a doe, I go to find my fawn 
And give it food. There is an old poor man, 
Who after me hath many a weary step 130 
Limp’d in pure love ;: till he be first sufficed, 
Oppress’d with two weak evils, age and hunger, 
I will not touch a bit. 

Duke S., _ Go find him out, 
And we will nothing waste till you return, 
Orl, I thank ye; and be blest for your good 


comfort! exit. 
Duke S. Thou scest we are not all alone 
unhappy : 


This wide and universal theatre 
Presents more woeful pageants than the scene 
Wherein we play in. 
aq. All the world’s a stage, 
And all the men and women merely players : 
They have their exits and their entrances; 141 
And one man in his time plays many parts, 
His acts being seven ages. At first the infant, 
Mewling and puking in the nurse’sarms. 
And then the whining school-boy, with his 
satchel fs ee . 
And shining morning face, creeping like snail 
Unwillingly to school. And then the lover, 
Sighing like furnace, with a woeful ballad___ 
Made to his mistress’ eyebrow. Then a soldier, 
Full of strange oaths and bearded like the pard, 
Jealous in honour, sudden and quick in quarrel, 
Seeking the bubble reputation; 
Even in the cannon’s mouth, And then the 
justice, : i 
In fair round belly with good capon lined, 
With eyes severe and beard of formal cut, 
Full of wise saws and modern instances; _ 
And so he plays his part, The sixth age shifts 
Tnto the lean and slipper’d pantaloon, 
With spectacles on nose and pouch on side, 1 2 
His youthful hose, well saved, a world too wide 
For his shrunk shank; and his big manly voice, 
Turning again toward childish treble, pipes 
And whistles in his sound. Last scene of all, 
That ends this strange eventful history, 
Ts second childishness and mere oblivion, 
Gansiterths sans eyes, sans taste, sans every 
thing. 


Re-enter ORLANDO, with ADAM. 
DukeS. Welcome. Set down your venerable 


burden 
And let him feed. F 
Orl. I thank you most for him. 
Adam. So had you need: 


I sca ‘an ‘speak to thank you for myself. 170 
‘Dukes. Welcome; fall to; I will not trouble 


you 


True is it that we have scen better | G 
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‘ive us some music; and, good cousin, sing. 


Sona. 


Ami. Blow, blow, thou winter wind, 
Thou art not so unkind 
As man’s ingratitude ; 
Thy tooth is not so keen, 
Because thou art not seen, 

: Although thy breath be rude. 179 
Heigh-ho! sing, heigh-ho! unto the green holly: 
wish tendstip is feigning, most loving mere 

Olly ¢ 
Then, heigh-ho, the holly! 
This life is most jolly. 


Freeze, freeze, thou bitter sky, 
That dost not bite so nigh 
As benefits forgot : 
Though thou the waters warp, 
Thy sting is not so shar 
s As friend remember’ 
Heigh-ho! sing, &c. 190 


Duke S. Tf that you were the good Sir Row- 
land’s son, | 
As you have whisper’d faithfully you were, 
And as mine eye doth his effigies witness 
Most truly limn’d and living in your face, 
Be truly welcome hither: I am the duke 
That loved your father: the residue of your 
fortune, 
Go to my cave and tell me. Good old man, 
Thou art right welcome as thy master is. 
Support him by the arm. Give me your hand, 
And let me all your fortunes understand. 200 
[Exeunt. 


not. 


ACT III. 


Scene I. A 200m in the palace. 


Enter DUKE FREDERIOK, Lords, and OLIVER. 


Duke F. Not sce him since? Sir, sir, that 
cannot be: 
But were I not the better part made mercy, 
I should not seek an absent argument 
Of my revenge, thou present. But look to it: 
Find out thy brother, wheresoe’er he is; 
Seck him with candle; bring him .dead or 


_ living , 
Within this twelvemonth, or turn thou no 
more 
To seek a living in our territory. 
Thy; lands and all things that thou dosé call 
hine 
Worth seizure do we seize into our hands, 10 
Till thou canst quit thee by thy brother's mouth 
Of what we think against thee. 
Oli. 0 aS your higluess knew my heart 
in this 
Inever loyed my brother in my life, 
Duke F._ More villain thou. Well, push him 
out of doors; 
And Jet my officers of such a nature 
Make an extent upon his house and lands: 
Do this expediently and turn him going. 
[Ecewnt. 


226 AS YOU LIKE IT [Acr arr 
Scene Il. he forest. 
Enter ORLANDO, with a paper. 
Ot, Hang there, my verse, in witness of my 


wholesome as the sweat of a man? Shallow, 
shallow. A better instance, I say ; come. 
Cor. Besides, our hands are hard. 60 
Touch. Your lips will feel them the sooner. 
Shallow again. A more sounder instance, come. 
Cor, And they are often tarred over with 
the surgery of our sheep; and would you haye 
us kiss tar? The courtier’s hands are perfumed 























love: ; 
And thou, thrice-crowned queen of night, 


survey 
With thy chaste eye, from thy pale sphere 


ane full life doth “iN aan Most shallow man! thou worms 
y ¥ my fu e doth ouch, Most shallow m J S- 
eats Bie poner ba meat, in respect. of a good piece of flesh indeed ! 


O Rosalind! these trees shall be my books 
And in their barks my thoughts I’ll character ; 
hat evory eye which in, this forest looks 
Shall see thy virtue witness’d every where. 
Run, run, Orlando; carve on every tree 9 
The fair, the chaste and unexpressive she. LEcié. 


Enter Corin and Tououstone. 


Cor. And how like you this shepherd’s life, 
Master Touchstone? : S 
Louch. ‘Truly, shepherd, in respect of itself, 
it isa good life; but in respect that it isa shep- 
herd’s life, it is naught. In respect that it is 
solitary, Like it yery well; but in respect that 
it is private, it is a very vile life. Now, in 
respect it is in the fields, it pleaseth me well; 
but in respect it is not in the court, it is tedious. 
As it is a spare life, look you, it fits my humour 
well; but as there is no more plenty in it, it 
goes much against my stomach. Hast any 
philosophy in thee, shepherd ? 
or. No more but that I know the more 
one sickens the worse at ease he is; and that he 
that wants money, means and content is with- 
out three good friends; that the property of 
rain 1s to wet and fire to burn; that good 
pasture makes fat sheep, and that 2 great cause 
of the night is lack of the sun; that he that hath 
Teamed no wit by Jature nor art may com- 
pee of good breeding or comes of a very dull 
indred, 
Touch, Such aone isa natural philosopher, 
Wast ever in court, shepherd ? 
(Mei Ai aly Pa 
‘ouch. ‘Then thou art damned. 
Cor. Nay, I hope. 


Learn of the wise, and perpend : ciyet is of a, 
baser birth than tar, the very uncleanly flux of 
acat. Mend the instance, shepherd. 7 

Fee You have too courtly a wit for me: 
I'll rest. 

Louch, Wilt thou rest damned 2 God help 
thee, shallow man! God make incision in thee! 
thou art raw, 

Cor. Sir, Lam a true labourer: I carn that 
T eat, get that I wear, owe no man hate, envy 
no man’s happiness, glad of other men’s good, 
content with my harm, and the greatest of my 
muda is to see my ewes graze and my lambs 
suck, 

Touch. That is another simple sin in you, 
to bring the ewes and the rams together and 
to offer to get your living by the copulation of 
cattle; to be bawd to a bell-wether, and to be- 
tray a she-lamb of a twelvemonth to a crooked- 
pated, old, cuckoldly ram, out of all reasonahle 
match. If thou beest not damned for this, the 
devil himself will have no shepherds; I cannot 
see else how thou shouldst *scape. 90 

Cor. Here comes young Master Ganymede, 
my new mistress’s brother. 


Enter Rosauind, with a paper, reading. 
Ros. From the east to western Ind, 
No jewel is like Rosalind. 
er worth, being mounted on the wind, 
Through all the world bears Rosalind. 
All the pictures fairest lined 
Are but black to Rosalind. 
Let no fair be kept in mind 
fr Put ie ai of Rosalind. , 100 
= j ‘ouch. Ill rhyme you so eight years to- 
Touch, Truly, thou art damned, like an ill- gether, dinners and suppers and Besa 


roasted egg all on one side, 39} excepted: it is the righ ~ y 
Cor. Tor not being at court? Your reason. | to mane ie ‘ meee oepere Fal 
ni 


Touch. Why, if thou never wast at court,| Ros. Out, fool! 
thou never sawest good manners ; if thou never Touch, Fora taste: 
sawest good manners, then thy manners must Ifa hart do lack a hina 
be wicked; and Wickeduess is sin, and sin is t him seek out Rosalind. 
damnation. Thou art in a parlous state, shep- the cat will after kind, 


So be sure will Rosalind. 110 

Winter garments must be lined, 

So must slender Rosalind. 
hey that reap must sheaf and bind g 
hen to cart with Rosalind. 

Sweetest nut hath sourest rind, 

Such a nut is Rosalind, 

He that sweetest rose will find 

._ .. Must find love's prick and Rosalind. 
This is the very false ga’ lop of verses ; why do 


Cor. Not a whit, Touchstone: those that 
are poor manners at the court are as ridiculous 
in the country as the behaviour of the country 
1s most mockable at the court. You told me 
you salute not at the court, but you kiss your 
hands: that courtesy would be uncleanly, if 
courtiers were shepherds, 

Touch, Instance, briefly - come, instance. 

Cor. Why, we are still handiive our ewes, 
a Hts re, on tase greasy, hand you aece yourself with them? 120 

Vhy, your Courtier’s hands e y 
sweat? and is not the grease of & mutton as ei oOEoaad emon 
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Touch. Truly, the tree yields bad fruit. 

Ros. Ul grat’ it with you, and then I shall 
graffit with a medlar: then it will be the earliest 
fruit i’ the country ; for you’ll be rotten ere you 
be half ripe, and that’s the right virtue of the 
medlar. 

Louch. You have said; but whether wisely 
or no, let the forest judge. 130 


Enter CELIA, with a writing. 
mee Peace! , f = 5 
Here comes my sister, reading; stand aside. 
Cel. [Reads] “4 
hy should this a desert be? 
For it is unpeopled? No; 
Tongues I'll hang on every tree, 
That shall civil sayings show : 
Some, how brief the life of man 
Runs his erring pilgrimage, 
That the stretching of a span 
Buckles in his sum of age; 
Some, of violated vows Z 
"Twixt the souls of friend and friend: 
But upon the fairest boughs, 
Or at every sentence end, 
Will I Rosalinda write, 

Teaching all that read to know 
The quintessence of every sprite 
Heayen would in little show. 

Therefore Heayen Nature charged 
That one body should be fill'd 
With all graces wide enlarged: 
Nature presently distill’d 
Helen’s cheek, but not her heart, 
Cleopatra's majesty, 
Atalanta’s better part, 
Sad Lucretia’s modesty. 
Thus Rosalind of many parts _ 
By heavenly synod was devised, 
Of many faces, eyes and hearts, 
To have the touches dearest prized. 160 
meaven would that she these gifts should 
have, 
And I to live and die her slaye. 4 

Ros. O most gentle pulpiter! what tedious 
homily of love have you wearied your parish- 
ioners withal, and never cried ‘Have patience, 
good people’! 

Cel. How now! back, friends! Shepherd, 
go off alittle. Go with him, sirrah. 

Touch. Come, shepherd, let us make an 
honourable irertese foough not with bag and 

sage, yet with scrip and scrippage. 170 

be 1a [Exeunt Corin and Touchstone. 

Cel. Didst thou hear these verses? 

Ros. O, yes, I heard them all, and more too; 
for some of them had in them more feet than 
the verses would bear. . 

Cel, That’s no matter: the feet might bear 
the verses. 

Ros. Ay, but the feet were lame and could 
not bear themselves without the verse and there- 
fore stood lamely in the verse. 380 

Cel, But didst thou hear without wondering 
how thy name should be hanged and carved 
upon these trees? “4 

‘Ros. I was seven of the nine days out 


140 


150 


of the wonder leforg yeRseHE RISA; 
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what I found on_a palm-tree. 
berhymed since Pythagoras’ time, that I was 
an Irish rat, which I can hardly remember. 
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I was never so 


Cel. row you who hath done this? 

Ros. Isitaman? 199 

Cel. Anda chain, that you once wore, about 
his neck. Change you colour? 

Iprithee, who? . 

Cel, O Lord, Lord! it is a hard matter for 
friends to meet ; but mountains may beremoved 
with earthquakes and so encounter. 

Ros. Nay, but who is it? 

Cel. Ts it possible? 

Ros. Nay, I prithee now with most petitio- 
nary veliemence, tell me who it is. 200 

Gel. O wonderful, wonderful, and most won- 
derful wonderful! and yet again wonderful, and 
after that, out of all hooping! - 

Ros. Good my complexion! dost thou think, 
though Iam. caparisoned like a man, T have a 
doublet and hose in my disposition? One inch 
of delay more is a South-sea_ of discovery; I 
prithee, tell me who is it fe and speak 
apace. I would thou couldst stammer, that 
thou mightst pour this concealed man out of 
thy mouth, as wine comes out of a narrow- 
mouthed bottle, either too much at once, or 
none atall. I prithee, take the cork out of thy 
mouth that I may drink thy tidings. 

Cel, So you may put a man in your belly. 

Ros. Ishe of God's making? What manner 
of man? Ishis head worth a hat, or his chin 
worth a beard? 2 

Cel. Nay, he hath but a little beard. 219 

Ros. Why, God will send more, if the man 
will be thankful: Iet me stay the growth of his 
bead, if thou delay me not the knowledge of 
hischin. | 

Cel. It is young Orlando, that tripped up 
the wrestler’s heels and your heart both in an 
instant. 

Ros. Nay, but the devil take mocking : speak, 
sad brow and true maid. 

el. I’ faith, coz, ’tis he. 
. Orlando? 

Cel. Orlando. 230 

Ros. Alas the day! what shall I do with my 
doublet and hose? What did_he when thou 
sawest him? What_said he? How looked he? 
Wherein went he? What makes he here? _Did 
he ask for me? Where remains he? How 

arted he with thee? and when shalt thou sec 
him again? Answer me in one word. 

Cel. You must borrow me Gargantua’s 
mouth first: "tis a word too great for any 
mouth of this age’s size. To say ay and no 
to these particulars is more than to answer ina 
catechism. 241 

Jos. But doth he know that I am in this 
forest and in man’s apparel? Looks he as 
freshly as he did the day he wrestled ? 

Cel. It is as easy to count atomics as to re- 
solve the propositions of a lover; but take a 
taste of my finding him, and relish it with good 
observance. I found him under a tree, like a 
dropped acorn. 


Ros. It may well be called Jove's tree, when 
250 








228 


Cel. Give me audience, good madam. 

Ros. Proceed. é 

Cel. There lay he, stretched along, like 9 
wounded knight. ‘ Reus 

Ros. Though it be pity to see such a sight, it 
well becomes the ground. - P 

Cel. Cry ‘holla’ to thy tongue, I prithee; it 


curvets unseasonably. He was furnished like a | as 


hunter, x 859 
Ros. O, ominous! he comes to kill my heart, 
Cel. I would sing my song without a burden: 

thou bringest me out of tune. 

Ros. Doyounot know [ama woman? when 

I think, I must speak. Sweet, say on. 

Cel. You bring me out. Soft! comes he not 
here? 


Enter ORLANDO and JaQuks. 


Ros. *Tishe: slink by, and note him. 

Jaq. I thank you for your company ; but, 
good faith, 1 had as lief have been myself 
alone, z hed 

Ort. And so had I; but yet, for fashion sake, 
T thank you too for your society. a 

Jaq. God be wi’ you: let’s meet as little as 
we.can. ; 

Ovl. I do desire we may be better strangers. 

Jag. I pray you, mar no more trees with 
writing love-songs in their barks. 

Ort. I pray you, mar no moe of my verses 
with reading them ill-favouredly. 

tive Rosalind is your loye’s name? 
Orl. Yes, just. 

dag. I do not like her name. & 

Orl. There was no thought of pleasing you 
when she was christened. 

Jag. What stature is she of? 

Orl. Just as high as my heart. 

Jaq. You are ull of pretty answers. Have 
you not been acquainted with goldsmiths’ wives, 
and conned them out of rings? 289 

Orl. Not so; but I answer you right painted 
eloth, from whence you have studied your ques- 

ions, 

Jaq. You have a nimble wit: I think "twas 
made of Atalanta’s heels, Will frou sit down 
with me? and we two will rai against our 
mistress the world and all our misery. 

Ort. I will chide no breather in the world but 
myself, against whom I know most faults, 

Jaq. Th 
love. 5 - 300 

Ort, ‘Tis a fault I will not change for your 
best virtue. Iam Wweaty of you. 

Jaq. By my troth, I was seeking for a fool 
when I found you. 

, Orl. He is drowned in the brook : look but 
cial you anal Ree Huns 
aq. there I shall see mine own figure. 

Ort. Which I take to be cither a fool or a 

oe T'll t l i 

aq., + il tarry no longer with you: farewell, 
good gi ior Love. u 310 

I am glad of your departure: adieu, 
good Monsieur Melancholy. [Fait Jaques. 
(08. [Aside to Celia] i will speak to him 
like a saucy lackey and under that habit play 
the knave with him. Do you hear, forester ? 


280 
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he worst fault you haye is to be in | fell 


[Act ur 


Orl. Very well; what would you? 

Ros. Ipray you, whatis’t o'clock? 

Orl. You should ask me what time o’ day: 
there’s no clock in the forest. - 319 

Ros. Then there is no true lover in the forést; 
else sighing every minute and groaning every 
hour would detect the lazy foot of ‘Time as well 
a clock, b 3 
Orl. And why not the swift foot of Time? 
had not that been as proper? ho - 

Ros. By no means, sir: Time travels in 
divers paces with divers persons. ll tell you 
who Time ambles withal, who Time trots withal, 
who aime gallops withal and who he stands 
still withal. 

Orl. I prithee, who doth he trot withal? 330 

Ros. Marry, he trots hard with a young maid 
between the contract of her marriage and the 
day it is solemnized: if the interim be but a 
se’nnight, Time's pace is so hard that it seems 
the length of seven Year oP 

Ort. Who ambles Time withal? ; 

Ros, With a priest that lacks Latin and a 
rich man that hath not the gout, for the one 
sleeps easily because he cannot study and the 
other lives merrily because he feels no pain, the 
one lacking the burden of lean and wasteful 
learning, the other knowing no burden of heavy 
tedious penury ; these Time ambles withal. 

Onl. Who doth he gallop withal? 

tos. With a thief to the gallows, for though 
he go as softly as foot can fall, he thinks himself 
too soon there. b 

Orl. Who stays it still withal? 

Ros. With lawyers in the vacation; for they 
sleep between term and term and then they per- 
ceive not how Time moves. 

Orl. Where dwell you, pretty youth ? 

Ros. With this shepherd less, my sister; here 
in the skirts of the forest, like fringe upon a 
petticoat, :. 

Orl. Are you native of this place? 

Ztos. As the cony that you 'see dwell where 
she is kindled. 3 

Orl. Your accent is something finer than 
you could purchiags in so removed a dwelling. 

tos. I have been told so of many: but in- 
deed an old religious uncle of mine taught me 
to speak, who was in his youth an inland man; 
one that knew courtship too well, for there he 
cll in love, I have heard him read many 
lectures against it, and I thank God I am not 
4 woman, to be touched with so many giddy 
offences as he hath generally taxed their whole 
Bo yer z 

4/(, Gan you remember any of the principal 
evils that he laid to the charge of women! a7 

Ros. There were none principal; they were 
all like one another as half-pence are, every one 
fault seeming monstrous till his fellow-fault 
came to match it. 

Ort. I prithec, recount some of them. 

Los. No, Twill hot cast away my physic but 
on those that are sick. There isa man haunts 
the forest, that abuses our young lants with 
carving * Rosalind’ on their arks ; a $s odes 
upon hawthoms end elegies on_bramblcs, all 
orsooth, dcifying alind : i 

p a ng he Beane fartosalind : if 
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could meet that fancy-monger, I would give 
him some good counsel, for he scems to haye 
the quotidian of love upon him. 

Orl. I am he that is so love-shaked: I pray 
you, tell me your remedy. 

Ros. There is none of my uncle’s marks up- 
on you: he taught me how to know a man m 
Jove; in which cage of rushes I am sure you are 
not prisoner. E 390 

Orl. What were his marks? 

Ros. A lean cheek, which you have not, a 
blue eye and sunken, which you have not, an un- 
questionable spirit, which you haye not, a beard 
neglected, which you have not; but t pardon 
you for that, for simply your having in beard is 
a younger brother’s revenue: then your hose 
should be ungartered, Hon bonnet unbanded, 
your sleeve unbuttoned, your shoe untied and 
every thing about you demonstrating a careless 
desolation ; but you are no such man; you are 
rather point-device in your accoutrements as 
loving yourself than seeming the lover of any 
other, 

Orl. Fair youth, I would I could make thee 
believe I love. 

Ros. Me believe it! you may.as soon make 
her that you love believe it; w ich, I warrant, 
she is apter to do than to confess she does : that 
ig one of the points in the which women still 
give the lie to their consciences. But, in good 
sooth, are you he tlrat hangs the verses on the 
trees, wherein Rosalind is so admired ? | 

Ort. Iswear to thee, youth, by the white hand 
of Rosalind, I am that he, that unfortunate he. 

Ros. But are you so much in love as your 
rhymes speak ? 

Orl, Neither rhyme nor reason can express 
how much. | 5 "419 

Ros. Love is merely a madness, and, I tell 
you, deserves as well a dark house and a whip 
as madmen do : and the reason why they are not 
so ypunished and cured is, that the lunacy is so 
ordinary that the whippers are in love too. Yet 
T profess curing it by counsel. 

Orl. Did you ever cure any so? 

Ros. Yes, one, and in this manner. He was 
to imagine me his love, his mistress; and I set 
him every day to woo me: at which time would 
T, being but a moonish youth, grieve, be effemi- 
nate, Changeable, longing and liking, proud, 
fantastical, apish, shall inconstant, full o: 
tears, full of smiles, for every passion something 
and for no passion truly any thing, as boys and 
women. are for the most part cattle of this 
colour; would now like him, now loathe him ; 
then entertain him, then forswear him; now 
weep for him, then spit at him ; that I drave my 
suitor from his mad humour of Jove to a living 
humour of madness; which was, to forswear 
the full stream of the world and to live in a 
nook merely monastic. And thus I cured him’; 
and this way will I take upon me to wash your 
liver as clean as a sound sheep’s heart, that 
there ghall not be one spot of love in ’t. 

Orl. T would not be cured, youth. 

Ros. Twould cure you, if you would but call 
me Rosalind and come every day to my cote 
and woo me. 


low, 
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Orl. Now, by the faith of my love, I will: 
tell me where it is. s 450 
Ros. Go with me to it and Ill show it you: 
and by the way you shall tell me where in the 
forest you live. Will you go? 
Orl. With all my heart, good youth. 
_Ros. Nay, you must callme Rosalind. Come, 
sister, will you go? [Eweunt. 


Scene II. The forest. 


Enter Toucustone and AUDREY ; JAQUES 
behind. 


Touch. Come apace, good Audrey: I will 
fetch up your goats, Audrey. And how, Audrey? 
am I the man yet? doth my simple feature con- 
tent you? 

Aud. Your features! Lord warrantus! what 
features? 

Touch. Lam here with thee and thy goats, 
as the most eapucicns poet, honest Ovid, was 
among the Goths. ae: s 

Jaq, [Aside] O knowledge ill-inhabited, worse 
than Jove in a thatched house! ar 

Touch. When a man’s verses cannot be un- 
derstood, nor a man’s good wit seconded with 
the forward child Understanding, it strikes a 
man more dead than a great reckoning in a little 
room. ‘Truly, I would the gods had made thee 
poetical. se 

‘Aud. I donot know what ‘poetical’ is: is it 
honest in deed and word? is it a true thing? 

Touch. No, truly; for the truest poetry is 
the most feigning; and lovers are given to 
poetry, and what they swear in poetry may be 
said as lovers they do feign. 

‘Aud. Do you wish then that the gods had 
made me poetical ? 

Touch. 1 do, truly; for thou swearest to me 
thou art honest: now, if thou wert a poet, I 
might have some hope thou didst feign. 

ud. Would you not have me honest? 

Touch. No, truly, unless thou wert hard- 
favoured ; for ‘honesty coupled to beauty is to 
have honey a sauce to sugar. 31 

Jaq. [Aside] A material fool! 

Aud. Well, I am not fair; and therefore I 
pray the gods make me honest, : 

Jouch. Truly, and to cast away honesty up- 
on a foul slut were to put good meat into an 


f | unclean dish. 


‘Aud. Tam not aslut, though I thank the 
godsIamfoul. 39 

Pouch. Well, praised be the gods for thy foul- 
ness! sluttishness may come hereafter. But be 
it as it may be, I will marry thee, and to that 
end I have been with Sir Oliver Martext, the 
vicar of the next village, who hath promised to 
meet me in this place of the forest and to 


couple us. | E . 
‘aq. [Aside] I would fain see this meeting. 
Aud, Well, the gods give us joy! 

Touch. Amen. A man may, if he were of a 
fearful hi stagger in this attempt; for here 
we have no temple but the wood, no assembly 
but horn-beasts. But what though? Courage! 
As horns are odious, they are necessary. It is 
said, ‘many 2 man Jmows no end of his goods:’ 
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Cel. Do, I prithee; but yet have the grace 
to consider that tears do not become a man, 

Ros. But have I not cause to weep ? - 

Cel, As good cause as one would desire; 
therefore weep. We ; ; 

Ros. His very hair is of the dissembling 
colour. 4 : 

Cel, Something brownerthan Judas's: marry, 
his kisses are Judas’s own children, 10 

Ros. J faith, his hair is of a good colour. 

Cel. An excellent colour : your chestnut was 
ever the only colour, | ¥ 

Ros. And his Kissing is as full of sanctity as 
the touch of holy bread. f 2 

Cel. He hath bought a pair of cast lips of 
Diana: a nun of winter's sisterhood kisses not 
Hee: religiously ; the very ice of chastity is in 
them. 

Ztos. But why did he swear he would come 
this morning, and comes not? : at 
; Cel. Nay, certainly, there is no truth in 
him. 

Ros. Do you think so? : : 

Cel. Yes; I think he is not a pick-purse nor 
a horse-stealer, but for his verity in love, I do 
think him as concave as a covered goblet or 
a worm-eaten nut. 

Ros. Not true in loye? 


right; many a man has good horns, and knows 
noend of them. Well, that is the dowry of his 
wife; ‘tis none of his own getting. Horns? 
Evenso. Poormenalone? No, no; the noblest 
deer hath them as huge as the rascal. Is the 
single man therefore blessed ? No: as a walled 
town is more worthier than a village, so is the 
forehead of a faarried man more honourable 
than the bangbrow of a bachelor; and by how 
much defengeé is better than no skill, by so much 
is a horrivynore precious than to want. Here 
comes Sir Oliver. 


‘ Enter Smr OLIVER Martext. 


Sir Oliver Martext, you are well met: will you 
dispatch us here under this tree, or shall we go 
with Jou to your chapel? 5 

Sir Oli. Isthere none here to give the woman? 

Louch. I will not take her on gift of any 
man. Y 

Sir Oli. Truly, she must be given, or the 
marriage is not lawful. 7 

Jaq. [Advancing] Proceed, proceed: I'll 
give her. ' 2 

Louch. Good even, good Master What-ye- 
eall’t: how do you, sir? You are very well met : 
God"ild you for your last company: I am very 
glad to see you: even a toy in hand here, sir: 
nay, pray be covered. a 

Jaq. Will you be married, motley ? 79 

Touch. As the ox hath his bow, sir, the horse 
pis curb and the falcon her bells, so man hath 

is desires; and as pigeons bill, so wedlock 
would be nibbling. 

Jaq. And will you, being a man of your 
breeding, be married undera bush likea beggar? 
Get you to church, and have a good priest that 
can tell you what marriage is: this fellow will 
but join you together as they join wainscot ; 
then one of you will prove a shrunk panel and, 
like green timber, warp, warp. 90 

Louch. [Aside] Tam not in the mind but I 
were better to be married of him than of an- 
other: for he is not like to marry me well; and 
not being well married, it will be a good excuse 
for me hereafter to leave my wife. 


Jaq. Go thou with me, and let me counsel 


ee, 
Zouch. Come, sweet Audrey : 
We must be married, or we ust livein bawdry. 
Farewell, good Master Oliver: not,— 100 
O sweet Oliver, 
O brave Oliyer, 
Leave me not behind thee: 




























not in. fe 
; Ztos. You have heard him swear downright 
he was. 
Cel. ‘Was’ is not ‘is:’ besides, the oath of 
a lover is no stronger than the word of a tapster ; 
they are both the confirmer of false reckonings, 
ae attends here in the forest on the duke your 
father. 
Jos. _Imet the duke yesterday and had much 
“question with him : he asked me of what parent- 
age I was; I told him, of as good as he; so he 
laughed and let me go. But what talk we of 
fathers, when there is such a man as Orlando? 
‘el. O, that’s a brave man! he writes brave 
verses, speaks brave words, swears brave oaths 
and breaks them bravely, quite traverse. athwart 
the heart of his lover; as a puisny tilter, that 
spurs his horse but on one si e, breaks his stafi 
like a noble goose: but all’s brave that youth 
mounts and folly guides. Who comes here? 


Enter Corry. : 
Cor. Mistress and master, you have oft in- 


quired 

After the shepherd that complain’d of love, 
ho you saw sittin, by me on the turf, 

Praising the ya disdainful shepherdess 

res 


hat was his mistress, 
Cel. - Well, and what of him? 
Cor. Ifyou will seen pageant truly play’d, 
Between the pale complexion of true love 
And the red glow of scorn and proud disdain, 
Go hence a little and I shall conduct you, 
‘ou will mark it, 


out,— y z 
‘Wind away, 
.,, Begone, I say, 
L will not to wedding with thee. 

[Excunt J aques, Touchstone and Audrey. 
Sir Ovi. ’Tis no matter: ne'er a fantastical 
knave 0, them all shall flout me out of my 
calling. [Exit. 


ScENEIV. Zhe forest. 
Enter Rosautnp and CEtta. 
tos, Never talk to me 3 I will weep, 


08. O, come, let us remove: 
The sight of lovers feedeth those in love, 60 
Bring us to this sight, and you shall say 
I'll provea busy actor in their play, (Exewnt, 
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Cel. Yes, when he is in; but I think he js “ 


De 





Sorne v] 


ScenE V. Another part of the forest. 
Enter Sinvius and PHERE. 


Sil. Sweet Phebe, do not scorn me; do not, 

Phebe; 

Say that you love me not, but say not so 

In bitterness.” The common executioner, 

Whose heart the accustom’d sight of death 
makes hard, 

Falls not the axe upon the humbled neck 

But first begs pardon : ‘will you sterner be 

+Than he that dies and lives by bloody drops? 


Enter ROSALIND, CELTA, and Corin, behind. 


Phe. I would not be thy executioner: 
I fly thee, for I would not buts thee. 
Thou tell’st me there is murder in mine eye: 10 
"Tis pretty, sure, and very probable, 
That eyes, that are the frail'st and softest things, 
Who shut their coward gates on atomics, 
Should be call’d tyrants, butchers, murderers! 
Now I do frown on thee with all my heart; 
And if mine eyes can wound, now let them kill 


lee: 

Now counterfeit to swoon; why now fall down; 
Or if thou canst not, O, for shame, for shame, 
Lie not, to say mine eyes are murderers ! 

Now show the wound mine eye hath made in 


5 thee: 20 
Scratch thee but with a pin, and there remains 
Some scar of it; lean but upon a rush, 

The cicatrice and capable impressure - : 
Thy palm some moment keeps; but now mine 


eyes, 
Which I have darted at thee, hurt thee not, 
Nor, I am sure, there is no force in eyes 
That can do hurt. 

il. O dear Phebe, 


lb, 
Tf ever,—as that ever may be near,— 
. wou’ meet in some fresh cheek the power of 
: ‘ANCY, 28643 
Then shall you know the wounds invisible 
That love’s keen arrows make, S 
he. But till that time 

Come not thou near me: and when that time 
comes, . : 

Afflict me with thy mocks, pity me not; 

‘As till that time I'shall not pity thee. 

‘Ros. Andwhy, 1 pray you? Who might be 

your mother, - 

That you insult, exult, and all at once, 

Over the wretched? What though you have no 
beauty,— f 

As, by a faith, Iseenomoreinyou _- 

* Than without candle may go dark to bed— 
Must you be therefore proud and pitiless? 40 
Why, what means this? Why do you look on 

me? 
Isee no more in you than in the ordinary 
Of nature’s sale-work. ’Od's my little life, 
I think she means to tangle my eyes too! 
No, faith, proud mistress, hope not after it: 
*Tis not your inky brows, your black silk hair, 
Your bugle eyeballs, nor your cheek of cream, 
That can entame my spirits to your worship. 
You foolish shepherd, wherefore do you follow 

er, : 


30 
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Like foggy south puffing with wind and rain? 

You-are a thousand times a properer man 56 

Than she a woman: ’tis such fools as you 

That makes the world full of ilf-favour'd 
_ childrens, 

"Tis not her glass, but you, that flatters her ; 

And out of you she sees herself more proper 

Than any of her lineaments can show her. 


But, mistress, know yourself; down on your * 


KNnCeS, a iy 
And thank heaven, fasting, for a good man's 


love: 
For I must tell you friendly in your ear, 59 
Sell when you can; you are not forall markets; 
Cry the man mercy ; love him ; take his offer: 
Foul is most foul, being foul to be a scoffer, 
So take her to thee, sliephients fare you well. 
Phe. Sweet youth, 
together : i 
Thad rather hear you chide than this man woo. 
Ros. He’s fallen in love with your foulness 
and she’ll fall in love with my anger. If it. be 
so, ag fast as she answers thee with frowning 
looks, 1’Il sauce her with bitter words. Why 
look you so upon me? 4 7° 
Phe. For no ill will I bear oj s 
‘Ros. I pray you, do not fall:in love with me, 
For I am falser than vows made in wine: 
Besides, I like you not. If you will know my 


house, 

‘Tis at the tuft of olives here hard by. 

Will you go, sister? Shepherd, ply her hard: 
Come, sister: Shepherdess, look on him better, 


pray you, chide a year ° 


Sn 


<< 


And be not proud: though all the world could - 


see, 

None could be so abused in sight as he. 

Come, to our flock. 80 

[Eceunt Rosalind, Celia and Corin, 
Phe, jen shepherd, now I find thy saw of 
might, 

‘Who ever loved that loved not at first sight?” 
Sil. Sweet.Phebe,— : atk 
Phe. Ha, what say’st thou, Silvius? 
Sil. Sweet Phebe, pity me. 

Phe. Why, I am sorry for thee, gentle 
Silvius. ; : 
Sil, Wherever sorrow is, relief would be: 

Tf you do sorrow at my grief in love, _ 

By giving love your sorrow and my grief 

Were both extermined. é 
Eres hou hast my Jove: is not that neigh- 

jourly 


rly 90 
Sil. I would have you. 
Phe. Why, that were covetousness. 


Silvius, the time was that T hated thee, 

And yet it is not that I bear thee love ; 

‘But since that thou canst talk of love so well, 

Thy company, which erst was irksome to me, 

J will endure, and I'll employ thee too : 

But do not look for further recompense 

Than thine own gladness that thou art employ’d. 
Sil. So holy and so perfect is my love, 

And Lin such a poverty of grace, 

‘That I shall think it a most plenteous crop 

To glean the broken ears after the man 

That the main harvest reaps: loose now and 


100 


hen. 
Ascatter'd smile, and_that I'll live upon. 
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Phe. Know’st thou the youth that spoke to 

me erewhile? 

Sil, Not very well, but I have met him oft; 
And he hath bought the cottage and the bounds 
That the old carlot once was master of. 

ae Think not I love him, though I ask for 

him ; 
Tis but a peevish boy; yet he talks well; 110 
But what care I for words? yet words do well 
When he that speaks them pleases those that 


hear. 
It is a pretty youth : not very pretty : 
But, ue he’s proud, and yet his pride becomes 
im: 
: pte nae a proper man: the best thing in 


im 
Is his complexion ; and faster than his tongue 
Did make oflence his eye did heal it up. 
He is not very tall; yet for his years he’s tall : 
His leg is but so so; and yet ’tis well: 
There was a pretty redness in his lip, 
A little riper and more lusty red ' 
Than that mix’d in his cheek; "twas just the 

difference y 

Betwixt the constant red and ate ed damask. 
There be some women, Silvius, had they mark’d 


120 


im 
Tn parcels as I did, would have gone near 

Lo fall in love with him: but, for my part, 
Tove him not nor hate him not; and yet 

I NG more cause to hate him than to love 


im: 
For what had he to do to chide at me? 
He said mine eyes were black and my hair 


: 130 
And, now I am remember'd, scorn’d at me: 5 
I marvel why I answer'd not again: 
But that’s all one; omittance is no quittance, 
I’ll write to him a very taunting letter, 
And thou shalt bear if: wilt thou, Silvius? 

Sil. Phebe, with all my heart. 

Phe. 5 I'll write it straight ; 
The matter’s in my head and in my heart: 
I will be bitter with him and passing short, 


Go with me, Silvius. [Exeunt, 


ACT Iy. 
Sozne I. The forest. 
Enter Rosary, CELIA, and JAQues. 


Jaq, I prithee, pretty youth, let me be better 
acquainted with thee. 

3. They say you are a melancholy fellow. 

I am so; I do love it better than 


a 
laughing. 
foe “those that are in extremity of either | hath 


are abominuble fellows and betray themselves 
to every modern censure worse than drunkards. 
Bag Why, ’tis good to be sad and say 
ing. 

. Why then, ’tis good to be a post. 9 

Jaq. I haye neither the scholar's melan- 
choly, which is emulation, nor the musician's, 
which is fantastical, nor the courtier’s, which 
is proud, nor the soldier's, which is ambitious, 
nor the lawyer's, which is politic, nor the lady’s, 
which is nice, nor the lover's, which is all these : 


LIKE IT [Act tv 


butit is a melancholy of mine own, compounded 
of many simples, extracted from many Chjestsy 
and indeed the sundry contemplation of my 
travels, in which my often rumination wraps 
me in a most humorous sadness, , 20 

Ros. <A traveller! By my faith, you have 
great reason to be sad: I fear you have sold 
your own lands to see other men’s; then, to 
have seen much and to haye nothing, is to 
haye rich eyes and poor hands. 

Jaq. Yes, I have gained my experience, 

Ros. And your experience makes you sad: 
I had rather have a fool to make me merry 
than experience to make me sad; and to travel 
for it too! 


Enter ORLANDO. 


Orl. Good day and happiness, dear Rosalind! 

Jag. Nay, then, God be wi’ you, an you. 
talk in blank verse. [Exit 

Ros. Farewell, Monsieur Traveller: look you 
lisp and wear strange suits, disable all the bene- 
fits of your own country, be out of love with 
your nativity and almost chide God for making 
you that countenance you are, or I will scarce 
think you have swam in a gondola, Why, how 
now, Orlando! where have you been all this 
while? You a lover! An you serve me such 
another trick, never come in my sight more. 41 

Orl. My fair Rosalind, I come within an 
hour of my promise. nae 

Ros. Break an hour’s promise in love! He 
that will divide a minute into a thousand parts 
and break but a part of the thousandth part of 
a minute in the affairs of love, it may be said 
of him that Capid hath clapped him o’ the 
shoulder, but 171 warrant him heart-whole. 

Orl. Pardon me, dear Rosalind. 50 

Ros. Nay, an you be so tardy, come no 
more in my sight: I had as lief be wooed of 
a snail. a 

Orl. Ofasnail? _ 

Fos. Ay, of a snail; for though he comes 
slowly, he carries his house on his head; a 
better jointure, I think, than you make a 
syomant besides, he brings his ‘destiny with 
him. 

Orl. What’s that? 

fos. Why, horns, which such as you are 
fain to be beholding to your wives for: but he 
comes armed in his fortune and prevents the 
slander of his wife. 

. Orl. Virtue is no horn-maker; and my Rosa- 
lind is virtuous, 

Ros, And I am your Rosalind. 

Cel, It pleases him to call you so; but he 

a Rosalind of a better lecr than you. 

. fos. Come, woo me, woo me, for now Iam 
in a holiday humour and like enough to con- 
sent. What would yeu say to me now, an I 
were your very very Rosalind? 7x 

Ort. Twould kiss before I spoke. 

s. Nay, you were better speak first, and 
when you were gravelled for lack of matter, you 
might take occasion to kiss, Very good orators, 
when they are out, they will spit: and for lovers 
lacking—God warn us !—matter, the cleanliest 
shift is to kiss, 
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Orl. How if the kiss be denied? 

Ros. Then she puts you to entreaty, and 
there begins new matter. 81 

Orl. Who could be out, being before his be- 
loved mistress ? 

Jtos. Marry, that should you, if I were your 
mistress, or I should think my honesty ranker 
than my wit. 

Orl. What, of my suit? 

Los. 
of your suit. Am not I your Rosalind? 

vt, I take some joy to say you are, because 
I would he talking of her. 9x 

Ztos. Well, in her person: I say I will not 
haye'you. | 

Ort. ‘Then in mine own person T die. 

Ros, No, faith, die by attorney. The poor 
world is almost six thousand years old, and in 
all this time there Was not any man died in his 
own person, videlicet, in a love-cause. ‘Troilus 
had his brains dashed out with a Grecian club; 
yet he did what he could to die before, and he 
is one of the patterns of love. Leander, he 

-would have lived many a fair year, though 
Hero had turned nun, if it had not been for 
a hot midsummer night; for, good youth, he 
went but forth to wash him in the Hellespont 
and being taken with the cramp was drowned : 
and the foolish chroniclers of that age found it 
was ‘Hero of Sestos.’ But these are all lies: 
men have died from time to time and worms 
have eaten them, but not for love. 

Orl. I would not have my right Rosalind 
of this mind, for, I protest, her frown might 
kill me. ree a T10 

Ros. By this hand, it will not killa fly. But 
come, now I will be your Rosalind in a more 
coming-on disposition, and ask me what you 
will, I will grant it. . 

Orl. Then love me, Rosalind. 

ies Yes, faith, will I, Fridays and Saturdays 
and all. 

Ort. And wilt thou have me? 

Ros. Ay, and twenty such. 

Orl. What sayest thou? 

Ros. Are you not good? 

Orl. Lhope so. 

Ros. Why then, can one desire too much of 

_ a good thing? Come, sister, you shall be the 

priest and marry us. Give me your hand, 

Orlando. What do you say, sister? 

Orl. Pray thee, marry us. 

Cel. I cannot say the words. 

Ros. You must begin, “Will you, Orlando—’ 

Cel. Goto. Will you, Orlando, have to wife 
this Rosalind ? 131 

Orl. Iwill. 

Ztos. Ay, but when? 

Ort. Why now; as fast as she can marty us. 
_ fos, Then you must say ‘I take thee, Rosa- 

lind, for wife.’ 1 

Orl, I take thee, Rosalind, for wife. “Aes 
8s. I might ask you for your commission ; 
but I do take thee, Orlando, for amy husband: 
there’s a girl gocs before the priest; and cer- 
tainly a woman’s thought runs before her 

actions. 141 


Orl. So do all ti@ashtkadianieReseerth | 
Q 
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Not out of your apparel, and yet out 
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Ros. Now te}l me how lon¢ you would have 
her after you haye possessed her. 

Orl. Wor ever and a day. 

Ros. Say ‘a day,’ without the ‘ever.’ No, 
no, Orlando; men are April when they. woo, 
December when they wed: maids are May 
when they are maids, but the sky changes 
when they are wives. I will be more jealous 
of thee than a Barbary cock-pigeon over his 
hen, more clamorous than a parrot against 
rain, more new-fangled than an. ape, more 
giddy in my desires than a monkey; I will 
weep for nothing, like Diana in the fountain, 
and I will do that when you are disposed to be 
merry; [will laugh like a hyen, and that when 
thou art inclined to sleep. 

Orl. But will my Rosalind do so? 

Ros. By my life, she will do as I do. 

Orl. O, but she is wise. * a 160 

fos, Or else she could not have the wit to 
do this: the wiser, the waywarder: make the 
doors upon a woman’s wit and it will out at 








the casement; shut that and ’twill out at, tm 


key-hole; stop that, "twill fly with the sn! 
out at the chimney. z 4 now h 

Orl. A man that had a wife with“suen’ a 
wit, he might say ‘ Wit, whither wilt?’ 

Ros. Nay, you 'might keep that check for it 
till you met your wife's wit going to your neigh- 
hour's bed. a 171 
3 Out And what wit could wit have to excuse 
that 

Ros. Marry, to say she came to seek you 
there. You shall never take her without ‘her 
answer, unless you take her without her tongue. 
O, that woman that cannot make her fault her 
husband's occasion, let her never nurse her 
child herself, for she will breed it like a fool! 

Ort. For these two hours, Rosalind, I will 
leave thee. 181 
- tos. Alas! dear love, I cannot lack thee two 
hours. 

Orl, I must attend the duke at dinner: by 
two o'clock I will be with thee again, 

Ros. Ay, go your ways, go your ways; I 
knew what you would prove: my friends told 
meas much, and I thought no that flatter- 
ing tongue of yours won me: but one cast 
away, aud so, come, death! ‘lwo o'clock is 
your hour? . 

Orl. Ay, sweet Rosalind. 191 

Ros. By my troth, and in good earnest, and 
so God mend me, and by all pretty oaths that 
are not dangerous, if you break one jot of your 
promise or come one minute behind your hour, 
{ will think you the most pathetical break- 
promise and the most hollow lover and the 
most unworthy of her you call Rosalind that 
may be chosen out of the gross band of the 
unfaithful: therefore beware my censure and 
keep your promise. ; 200 

Ont, With no less religion than if thou wert 
indeed my Rosalind: so adieu. pes 

fos. Well, Time is the old justice that 
examines all such oflenders, and let Lime try: 
adieu. _ [Exit Orlando. 

Cel, You have simply misused our sex in 
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and hose plucked over your head, and show 
the world aie the bird hath done to her own 
nest. 3 

‘Ros. O coz, coz, coz, my pretty little coz, 
that thou didst know how many fathom deep 
am in love! But it cannot be sounded: my 
aflection hath an unknown bottom, like the 
bay of Portugal. 

Cel. Oe aes bolo ess ria as fast as 
you pour affection in, it runs out. 
y Res. No, that same wicked bastard of Venus 
that was begot of thought, conceived of spleen 
and born of madness, that blind rascally boy 
that abuses every one's eyes because his own 
are out, let him be judge how deep I am in 
love. I'll tell thee, Aliena, 1 cannot be out of 
the sight of Orlando: I'll go find a shadow and 
sigh till he come. 

Cel. And L’ll sleep. [Exeunt. 


Scene II. The forest. 


‘Ts — Enter TAQues, Lords, and Foresters. 


 Bethza . Which is he that killed the deer? 


~ 


é 


There, Lord. Sir, it was I. 

- Way.» Let’s present him to the duke, like a 
Roman conqueror; and it would do well to set 
the deer’s Horns upon his head, for a branch of 
victory. Have you no song, forester, for this 
purpose? % 

Hor. Yes, sir. . 
Jaq. Sing it: “tis no matter how it be in 
tune, so it make noise enough. 10 


Sone. 


For, What shall he have that kill'd the deer? 
His leather skin and horns to wear. 
Then sing him home; 
[the rest shall bear this burden. 
Take thou no scorn to wear the horn ; 
It was a crest ere thou wast born: 
Thy father’s father wore it, 
And thy father bore it: 
The horn, the horn, the lusty horn 
Is not a thing to laugh to scorn. 
[Ezeunt. 


Scene Ill. The forest. 
Enter Rosauind and Centra. 


Ros. How say you now? Is it not past two 
o'clock? and here much Orlando! 

Cel, J warrant you, with pure love and trou- 
bled brain, he hath ta’en his bow and arrows and 
is gone forth to sleep. Look, who comes here. 


Enter Sruvrivus. 


Sil. My errand is to you, fair youth; 
My gentle Phebe bid me give you this: 
I know not the contents; but, as I guess 
By the stern brow and waspish action 
Which she did use as she was writing of-it, 10 
It bears an angry tenour: pardon me; 
Lam but as a guiltless messenger. 
Ros. Patience herself would startle at this 


letter 
And play the swaggerer; bear this, bear all: 
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She calls me proud, and that she could not 

love me, pte a8 
Were man as rare as pheenix. 'Od's my will! 
Her love is not the hare that I do hunt: 


t] Why writes she so to me? Well, shepherd, 


well, 4 
This is a letter of your own device, 20 
Sil. No, I protest, I know not the contents: 

Phebe did write it. 

08. Come, come, you are a fool 

And turn’d into the extremity of love. 

I saw her hand; she has a Jeathern hand, 

‘A freestone-colour'd hand; I verily did think 

EY ney old gloves were on, but "twas her 
hands : 

She has a huswife’s hand; but that’s no matter: 

I say she never did invent this letter; 

This is a man’s inyention and his hand. 

Sil. Sure, it is hers. 30 
Ros. Why, ’tisa boisterous and a cruel style, 

A style for challengers; why, she defies me, 

Like Turk to Christian: women’s gentle brain 

Could not drop forth such giant-rude invention, 

Such Ethiope words, blacker in their effect 

Than in their countenance. Will you hear the 

letter? : 
Sil. So please you, for I never heard it yet; 

Yet heard too much of Phebe’s cruelty. 

Ros. She Phebes me: mark how the tyrant 

writes. [Reads. 
Art thou god to shepherd turn’d, 40 
That a maiden’s heart hath burn’d? 
Can a woman rail‘thus? 

Sil. Call you this railing? 

Ros. [Reads] 
Why, thy godhead laid apart, 
Warr'’st thou with a woman’s heart? 

Did you ever hear such railing? 

Whiles the eye of man did woo me, 
That could do no vengeance to ine. 

Meaning me a beast. 

If the scorn of your bright eyne 

Have power to raise such love in mine, 

Alack, in me what strange effect 

Would they work in. mild aspect ! 

Whiles you chid me, I did love; 

How then might your prayers move ! 

He that brings this love to thee 

Little knows this love in me: 

And by him seal up thy mind; 
Whether that thy youth and kind 
Will the faithful offer take 
Of me and all that I can make ; 
Or else by him my love deny, 

And then I'll stndy how to die, 
Sil. Call you this chiding? 
Cel. Alas, poor shepherd! 
fos. Do you pity him? no, he deserves no 
pity. Wilt thou love such a woman? What, 
to make thee an instrument and play false 
strains upon thee! not to be endured! Well, 
go your way to her, for I see love hath made 
thee a tame snake, and say this to her: that if 
she love me, I charge her to love thee: if she 
will not, I will never have her unless thou 
entreat for her. If you be a true lover, hence, 
and not a word; for here comes more company: 
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Scene m1] 


Enter OLIVER. 


Oli. Good morrow, fair ones: pray you, if 
youknow, — 
Where in the purlieus of this forest stands 
A sheep-cote fenced about with olive trees? 
Cel. West of this place, down in the neigh- 
bour bottom : 
The rank of osiers by the murmuring stream go 
Left on yous right hand brings you to the place. 
But at this hour the house doth keep itself ; 
There's none within. 
Olz. Té that. an eye may profit by a tongue, 
Then should I know you by description ; 
Such garments and such years: ‘The boy is 


air, 
Of female fayour, and bestows himself 
Like a ripe sister: the woman low : 
And browner than her brother.’ Are not you 
The owner of the house I did enquire for? 90 
Cel. . Itis no boast, being ask’d, to say we are. 
Oli. Orlando doth commend him to you 


oth, 
And to that youth he calls his Rosalind 
He sends this bloody napkin. Are you he? 
en - am: what must we understand by 
hs. 
ON Some of my shame; if you will know 
ofme _ 
What man I am, and how, and why, and 


_ where 
This handkercher was stain’d. i 
Vel. ~ I pray you, tell it. 
Oli. When last the young Orlando parted 
from yo! 


you ete 
He left a promise to return again < 100 
Within an hour, and pacing through the forest, 
Chewing the food of sweet and bitter fancy, 


Lo, what befel! he threw his eye aside, 


And mark what object did present itself: _ 
Under an oak, whose boughs were moss’d with 
age 

And high top bald with dry antiquity, 

A wretched ragged man, Ghsaene with hair, 

Lay sleeping on his back: about his neck 

A. green and gilded snake had wreathed itself, 

Who with her head nimble in threats approach’d 

The opening of his mouth; but suddenly, x11 

Seeing Orlando, it unlink’d itself, 

And with indented glides did slip away 

‘nto a bush: under which bush’s shade 
lioness, with udders all drawn dry, : 

Lay couching, head on ground, with catlike 


watch, ;; 
When that the sleeping man should stir; for’tis 
The royal disposition of that beast 
To prey on nothing that doth seem as dead : 
This seen, Orlando did approach the man 120 
And found it was his brother, his elder brother. 
Cel. O,Thave heard him speak of that same 
brother ; ‘ : 
And he did render him the most unnatural 
That lived amongst men. 
Li. And well he might so do, 
For well I know he was unnatural. 
Ros. But, to Orlando: did he leave him 


there 
Food to the suck’d and hungry lioness? 
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Oli, Twice did he turn his back and pur- 
osed S03 
But kindness, nobler ever than revenge, 
And nature, stronger than his just occasion, 130 
Made him give battle to the lioness, : 
Who quickly fell before him: in which hurtling 
From miserable slumber I awaked. 

Cel. Are you-his brother? 

Ros, ‘Was’t you he rescued ? 

Cel, Was’t you that did so oft contrive to 

kill him? 

Oli. "TwasT; but’tis not I: I do not shame 
To tell you what I was, since my conversion 
So sweetly tastes, being the einer am. 

Ros. But, for the bloody napkin? 

i. _. By and by. 
When from the first to Jast betwixt us two 140 
Tears ourrecountments had most kindly bathed, 
As how I came into that desert place :— 

In brief, he led me to the gentle duke, 

Who gave me fresh array and entertainment, 

Committing me unto my brother's love ; 

Who led me instantly unto his cave, 

There stripp’d himself, and here upon his arm 

The lioness had torn some flesh away, 

Which all this while had bled; and now he 
fainted ‘ 

And cried, in fainting, upon Rosalind. 150 

Brief, I recover'd him, bound up his wound ; 

And, after some small space, being strong at 


heart, 
He sent me hither, stranger as IT am, 
To tell this story, that you might excuse _ 
His broken promise, and to give this napkin 
Dyed in his blood unto the shepherd youth 
That he in sport doth call his Rosalind. 
[Rosalind swoons. 
Cel. Why, how now, Ganymede! sweet 
Gan ymede ! 
Oli, - Many will swoon when they do look on 
blood. = : 
Cel. There is moreinit. Cousin Ganymede! 


Oli. Look, he recovers. 161 
Ros. I would I were at home. 
Cel. We'll lead you thither. 


I pray you, will you take him by the arm? 

Olt. Be of good cheer, youth: you aman! 
you lack a man’s heart. : z 

Ros. I do so, I confess it. Ah, sirrah, a 
body would think this was well counterfeited ! 
I pray you, tell.vour brother how well I counter- 
feited. Heigh-ho! ie _ 169 

Oli. This was not counterfeit: there is too 
great testimony in your complexion that it was 
a passion of earnest. 

Ros. Counterfeit, I assure you. 

Oli. Well then, take a good heart and coun- 
terfeit to be a man. ABs 

Ros. So I do: but, i’ faith, I should have 
been a woman by met 

Cel. Come, you look paler and paler: pray 
you, draw homewards. (iood sir, go-with us. 

Oli. That will I, for I must answer 

back 180 

How you excuse my brother, Rosalind. 

Ros. I shall devise something: but, I pra 
you, commend my counterfeiting to him. Wilt 
you got [Eveunt. 
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deal in poison with thee, or in bastinado, or in 
meal vil bandy with thee in faction ; I will 
oer-run thee with policy; I will kill thee a 
hundred and fifty ways: therefore tremble,.and 
depart. 
eink Do, good William, : 
Will. God rest you merry, sir. [Exit 


Enter Corin. 


Cor, Our master and mistress seeks you; 
come, away, away ! : 

Touch. Trip, Audrey ! trip, Audre: ! Tat- 
tend, I attend. Teeunt, 


Scene II. Lhe forest. 
Enter ORLANDO and OxivER, 


Orl. Is’t possible that on so little acquaint- 
ance you should like her? that but seeing you 
should love her? and loving woo? and, wooing, 
she should grant? and will you persever to en: 
Joy her? Lee; 

_ Oli. Neither call the Riddihess of it in ques- 
tion, the poverty of her, the small acquaintance, 
my sudden wooing, nor her sudden consenting ; 
but say with me, I love Aliena; say with her 
that she loves me; consent with both that we 
may enjoy each other: it shall be to your food ; 
for my father’s house and all the revenue that 
was old Sir Rowland’s will I estate upon you, 
and here live and die a shepherd. 

.Orl. You have my consent. Let your wed- 
ding be to-morrow: thither will I invite the 
duke and all’s contented followers. Go you 
and Prepare Aliena; for look you, here comes 
my Rosalind. Si 

Enter Rosaump. 

Ros. God save you, brother. 20 

Qli. And you, fair sister, [Bvit. 

fos. O, my dear Orlando, how it grieves me 
to see thee wear thy heart in'a scarf! 

vt. Itis my arm. 


ACT V. 
Scene I. Lhe forest. 
Entcr TovcHsTone and AUDREY. 


Touch. We shall find a time, Audrey ; pa- 
tience, gentle Audrey. _ 

Aud. J te priest was good cnough, 
for all the old gentleman’s saying. 

Touch. A. A eeaE wicked Sir Oliver, Audrey, 
a most vile Martext. But, Audrey, there is a 
youth here in the forest Iay's claim to you. 

Aud. Ay, I know who. ’tis; he hath no 
interest in me in the world: here comes the 
man you mean. f 0 

Louch. It is meat and drink to me to see a 
clown: by my troth, we that have good wits 
have much to answer for; we shall be flouting ; 
we cannot hold. 


Enter Witt1aM. 


Will. Good even, Audrey. 
Aud, God ye good even, William. 
Will. And good even to you, sir, 
Louch. Good even, gentle friend. Cover thy 
head, cover thy head ; nay, prithee, be covered. 
ow old are you, friend? 20 
Will. Five and twenty, sir. Sey. 
Louch. A ripe age. Is thy name William? 
Wil. William, sir. is i 
; Touch. Afairname. Wast born?’ the forest 
here ? 
Will. Ay, sir, I thank God. 
ees “hhank God 37a good answer. Art 
ich? 


rich 

Wil. Faith, sir, SO So, 

Touch. ‘So so’ is good, very good, very ex- 
cellent good; and yet itis not; it is but so so. 
Art thou wise? 3r 

Will. Y, sir, I have a pretty wit. 

Touch. Why, thou sayest well. I do now 
remember a saying, ‘The fool doth think he is 
wise, but the wise man knows himself to be a| Ros. I thought thy heart had been wounded 
fool” The heathen pilloscpher} when he had a| with the claws of a lion, - 
desire to eat a grape, would open his lips when} Ort. Wounded it is, but with the eyes of a 
he put it into his mouth; meaning thereby that | lad 


A lady, 
stapes were made to eat and lips to open. You} 726s, Did your brother tell you how I coun- 
dor love this maid? 40 


( terfeited to swoon when he show your 
Vill. I do, sir. handkercher ? nce fe one 
Touch. Give me your hand. Art thou yl. Ay, and greater wonders than that. 
ee No, sir ya a oe Sete you are: pay, "tis true: 
aul. . R y iere was never any thing so sudden but the 
Touch. Then leam this of me: to have, is to | fight of two rams ¢ esa" i rage 
haye; for it is a figure in rhetoric that drink, of rand Ove aprasonical brag 


; ’ lrin “Icame, saw, and overcame ;’ for your brother 
being poured out of a cup into.a glass, by filling | and my sister no Sooner met but they looked, ho 
the one doth empty the other: for all your | sooner looked but they loved, no sooner loved 


writers do consent that ipse is he: now, you but they sighed, no sooner si hed but they ask 
are not ipse, for I am he. one another the reason, no Ronee Lter ins 
Will. Which he, sir? 5 50} reason but they sought the remedy; and in 
Touch. He, sir, that must marry this woman. | these degrees have they made a pair of stairs to 
herefore, you clown, abandon,—which is in the miarriage which they will climb incontinent, o 
vulgar leave,—the society,—which in the boorish | else be incontinent before marriage : they are in 
Js company,—of this female,—which in thecom- | the very wrath of love and they will together; 
mea ie woman ; nic worether is abandon the ela caro part them 3 
ciety of this female, or, clown, thou perishest ;] | rt, They shall be married to- ] 
or, to thy better understanding, diest; or, to will bid the duke to the nuptial, “But, Oo noe 
wit, I kill thee, mike thee aynys translate thy | bittera thing itis tolook into happiness through 
life into death, thy liberty into ondage: I will | another man's eyes! Best Much the more shall 
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Scene 11] 


I to-morrow be at the height of heart-heaviness, 
by how much I shall think my brother happy 
in haying what he wishes for. 

Ros. Why then, to-morrow I cannot serve 
your turn for Rosalind? 

Orl. Ican live no longer by thinking. 

_ Ros. I will weary you then no longer with 
idle talking. Know of me then, for now I speak 
to some purpose, that I know you are a gentle- 
man of good conceit : I speak not this that you 
should bear a good opinion of my knowledge, 
insomuch I say I know you are; neither do I 
labour for a greater esteem than may in some 
little measure draw a belief from you, to do 
yourself good and not_to grace ‘me. Believe 
then, if you please, that I can do strange things : 
Lhave, since I was three year old, conversed with 
amagician, most profound in his art and yet not 
damnable. If you do love Rosalind so near the 
heart as your gesture cries it out, when your 
brother marries Aliena, shall you marry her: T 
know into what straits of fortune she is driven ; 
and it is not impossible to me, if it appear not 
inconvenient to you, to set her before your eyes 
ele ssie human as she is aud without any 
anger, 

Orl. Speakest thou in sober meanings? 

Ros. By my life, ldo; which I tender dearly, 
though I say [am a magician. Therefore, put 
you in your best array; bid your friends ; for if 
you will be married to-morrow, you shall, and 
to Rosalind, if you will 81 


Enter Stnvius and PHEBE. 


Took, here comes a lover of mine and a lover 
of hers. 
Phe. Youth, you have done me much un- 
gentleness, 2 
To show the letter that T writ to you. 
Ros. I care not if I have: it is my study 
To seem despiteful and ungentle to you: 
You are there followed by a faithful shepherd ; 
Look upon him, love him; he worships you, 
Phe. Good shepherd, tell this youth what 
*tis to love. : 
Sil. It is to be all made of sighs and tears ; 
And so am I for Phebe. 9x 
Phe. And I for Ganymede. 
Ort, And I for Rosalind. 
Ros. And I for no woman. | ‘ 
Sil. It is to be all made of faith and service ; 
And so am I for Phebe. 
Phe. And I for Ganymede. 
Orl, And I for Rosalind. 
Ros, And I for no woman, 
Sil. It is to be all made of rene, i 
All made of passion and all made o wishes, 
All adoration, duty, and observance, 
‘All humbleness, all patience and impatience, 
TAIL purity, all trial, all observance ; 
And so am I for Phebe.’ 
Phe. And so am I for Ganymede. 
Orl. And so am I for Rosalind. 
Ros. And so am I for no woman. 
Phe. If this be so, why blame you me to 
love you? 110 
Sid If this be so, why blame you me to 
love you? 


100 
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Orl. I£ this be so, why blame you me to 
love you? 

Ros. Who do you speak to, ‘Why blame you 
me to love you?’ 2 ’ 

' Orl. Vo her that is not here, nor doth not 
hear, 

Ros. Pray you, no more of this; "tis like the 
howling of Irish wolves against the moon, To 
Si.J L will help you, if I can: [Zo Phe.J I 
would love you, if I could. ‘To-morrow mect 
me all together. [Z’o eel Iwill marry you, if 
ever I marry woman, and I?ll be married to- 
morrow: [Z'o Orl.] I will satisfy you, if ever I 
satisfied man, and you shall be married to-mor- 
row: [Zo Sil.] I will content you, if what 
pleases you contents you, and you shall be 
married’ to-morrow. [Zo O7rl.] As you love 
Rosalind, meet: [Zo Sil.] as you love Phebe, 
meet: and as I love no woman, I'll meet. So 
fare you well: Lhave left you commands. 131 

Sil. Tl not fail, if L live. 

Phe. Norl. 

Orl. Nort [Eaxcunt. 


Scene The forest. 
Enter ToucHSToNeE and AUDREY. 


Touch.- To-morrow is the joyful day, Audrey ; 
to-morrow will we be married. 

Aud. I do desire it with all my heart; and I 
hope it is no dishonest desire to desire to be a 
woman of the world. Here come two of the 
banished duke’s pages. 


Enter two Pages. 


First Page. Well met, honest gentleman. 
_ Zouch. By my troth, well met, Come, sit, 

sit, and a song. Sat Yt) 

Sec. Page. Weare for you; sit i’ the middle. 

First Page., Shall we clap into’t roundly, 
without hawking or spitting or saying we are 
hoarse, which are the only prologues to a bad 
voice 

Sec. Page. TV faith, ? faith; and both in a 
tune, like two gipsies on a horse, 

Sone. 

It awas a lover and his lass, ; 

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino, 
That o’er the green corn-fielddid pass 

In the spring time, the only pretty ring time, 
When birds do sing, hey ding a ding, ding: 21 
Sweet lovers love the spring. 
Between the acres of the rye, Z 

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino, 
These pretty country folks would lic, 

In spring time, &c, 
This carol they began that hour, = 

With a hey, anda ho, and a hey nonino, 
How that a life was but 2 flower 

Tn spring time, &e. 30 
And therefore take the present time, 

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino; 
For love is crowned with the prime 

In spring time, 


&e. 
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Touch. Truly, young gentlemen, though 
there was no great matter m the ditty, yet the 
note was very untuneable, 2 

First Page. You are deceived, sir: we kept 
time, we lost not our time. 39 

Touch. By my troth, yes; 1 count it but 
time lost to hear puch a foolish song. God be 
wi you; and God mend your yoices! Come, 
Audrey. [Exeunt. 





































Enter TOUCHSTONE and AUDREY. 


Jaq. There is, sure, another flood toward, 
and these couples are coming to the ark. Here 
comes a pair of very strange easts, Which in all 
tongues are. called fools. § 

Touch. Salutation and greeting to you all! 

Jaq. Good my, lord, bid him welcome : this 
js the motley-minded gentleman that I have so 
often met in the forest: he hath been a courtier, 
he swears. : 

‘Touch. If any man doubt that, let him put 
me to my purgation. Ihave trod a measure ; [ 
have flattered a lady ; I have been politic with 
my. friend, smooth with mine enemy ; I have 
undone three tailors; I have had four quarrels, 
and like to haye fought one. 

Jug. _And how was that ta’en up? 50 

Touch. Baith, we met, and found the quarrel 
was upon the seventh cause. 

ue How seventh cause? Good my lord, 
like this fellow. |. 

Duke S. Like him very well. 

Touch. God'ild you, sit; I desire you of the 
like. I press in here, sir, amongst the rest, of 
the country copulatives, to swear, and to for- 
swear; according as marriage binds and blood 
breaks: a poor virgin, sir, an ill-favoured thing, 
sir, but mine own; 4 poor humour of mine, sir, 
to take that that no man else will: rich honesty 
dwells like a miser, sir, in 2 poor house ; as your 
pearl in your foul oyster. 3 

Duke S. By my faith, he is very swift and 
sententious. = 

Touch. According to the fool's bolt, sir, and 
such dulcet diseases. 

Jaq. But, for the seventh cause ; how did 
you find the quarrel on the seventh cause? — 70 

Touch. Upon a lie seven times removed :— 
bear your body more seeming, Audrey :—as 
thus, sir. T did: dislike the cut of a certain 
courtier’s beard: he sent me word, if I said his 
beard was not cut well, he was in the mind it 
was : this is called the Retort Courteous. If J 
sent him word again ‘it was not well cut,’ he 


Scene IV. The forest. 


Enter Duke senior, AMIENS, JAQUES, 
ORLANDO, OLIVER, and CELIA. 


Duke 8. Dost thou believe, Orlando, that 
the boy. 
Can do all this that he hath promised? 
Ori. I sometimes do believe, and sometimes 
do not; 
irae those ihat fear they hope, and know they 
ear. 


Enter ROSALIND, SILVIUS, and PHEBE. 


Ros. Patience once more, whiles our compact 
is urged : z 
You say, if I bring in your Rosalind, 
You will bestow her on Orlando here? : 
Duke &., That would I, had L kingdoms to 
give with her. “ 
Ros.. And you say, you will have her, when I 
bring her? 
Orl, That would I, were I of all kingdoms 
king ‘ 10 
Ros. You say, you'll marry me} fL be willing? 
Phe. That will I, should I die the hour after. 
Ros. But if you do refuse to marry me, 
oui give yourself to this most faithful shep- 


her 
Phe. So is the bargain. 
Ros, You say, that you'll have Phebe, if she 


will? 
Sil, Though to have her and death were both 


one thing. ~ would send me word, he cut it to please himself : 
Ros. I have promised to make all this matter this is called the Quip Modest. If again “it 
even. was not well cut,’ he disabled my judgement : 


Keep you your word, O duke, to give your 
daughter ; 

You yours, Orlando, to receive his daughter: 20 

Keep your word, Phebe, that you’ll marry me, 

Or else refusing me, to wed this shepherd: 

Keep your word, Silvius, that you’ll marry her, 

Tf she refuse me: and from hence I go, 

To make these ee all prey Heme 

neeunt Rosalind and Celia. 

Duke S. Ido remember in this shepherd boy 

Some lively touches of my daughter’s favour. 
OW: My lord, the first time that I ever saw 


him 

pefought pecs eater 6 your ewe te R 
‘ood lord, this boy is forest-born, 

And hath been tutor'd in the rudiments a 


this is called the Reply Churlish. ‘If again ‘it 

was not well cut,’ he would answer, Ispake not 

true: this is called the Reproof Valiant. If 

again ‘it was not well cut,’ he would say, I lied: 

this is called the Countercheck Quarrelsome : 

cual ee to the Lie Circumstantial and the Lie 
irect. 

Jaq. And how oft did you say his beard was 
not well cut? 

Touch. I durst go no further than the Lic 
Circumstantial, nor he durst not give me the Lie 
Direct; and so we measured swords and parted. 

Jaq. Can you nominate in order now the 
degrees of the lie? 
ee 3f ats re pees) in print, by the 
I D' Ky tu have bOOK Or a Ss 
Gee een oesverate camels by, qisiuncle, ul iat you the deere the first, "the Retort 

f D cian, Courteous ; the second, the Quip Modest ; the 
Obscuted in heels biabhrbardsesearch Ins ithied DhsitRenly CoodRBothe Fourth, the Re: 
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proof Valiant ; the fifth, the Countercheck Quar- Phe. Iwill not eat my word, now thou art 
relsome; the sixth, the Lie with Circumstance ; mine; i 
the seventh, the Lie Direct. ‘All these you may | Thy faith my fancy to thee doth combine. 
avoid but the Lie Direct; and you may avoi 
that too, with an If. I knew when seven Justices 
could not take up a quarrel, but when the parties 
were met themselves, one of them thought but Jaq. de B, Let me have audience for a word 
of an If, as, ‘If you said so, then Lsaid so ;’ and or two: : 4 
they shook hands and swore brothers. _ Your Lt Lam the second son of old Sir Rowland, 
is the only peace-maker ; much virtue in If. That bring these tidings to this fair assembly. 
Jaq.. 1s not this a rare fellow, my lord? he’s | Duke Prederick, hearing how that every day 
as good at any thing and yet a fool. tre | Men of great worth resorted to this forest, , 164 
Duke S. He uses his folly like a stalking: | Address'd a mighty power; which were on foot, 
horse and under the presentation of that hie | In his own conduct, purposely to take 
shoots his wit. His brother here and put him to the sword : 
ae to the skirts oF this wild pon he came 5 
i aN, Ros: ‘5 iere meeting with an old religious man, 
Enter HyMEN, Rosatinp, and Ceuta. Aiter some question with him, was converte 
Still Music. Both from his enterprise and from. the world, 
‘ His crown pequeathing to his banish’d brother, 
ym. Then is there mirth in heaven, ‘And all their lands restored to them again 170 
When earthly things made even That were with him exiled. ‘This to be true, 
Atone together, I do engage my life, 
Good duke, receive thy daughter: Duke S. “ Welcome, young man; 
Hymen from heaven brought her, Thou offer’st fairly to thy brothers’ wedding : 
Yea, brought her hither, __ | To one his lands withheld, and to the other 
That thou mightst join her hand with his | A land itself at large, a potent dukedom. 
Whose heart within his bosom is, _ 12*| First, in this forest let us do those ends 
Ros. (To duke] To you I give myself, for I | That here were well begun and well begot : 
am yours. ‘ ‘And after, every of this happy number 
[Zo Orl.| To you I give myself, for I am yours. That haye endured shrew days and nights 
Duke S. If there be truth in sight, you are with us 
my daughter. : Shall share the good of our returned fortune, 
Ori. If there be truth in sight, you are my ‘According to the measure of their states. 18x 
Rosalind. Meantime, forget this new-fall’n dignity 
Phe. If sight and shape be true, And fall into our rustic revelry. : 
Why then, my love adieu ! Play, music! And you, brides and bridegrooms 
Ros. Wil have no father, if you be nob he: 
Tl have no husband, if you be not he: 
Nor ne'er wed woman, if you be not she. 130 
Hym. Peace, ho! I bar confusion: 
*Tis I must make conclusion 
Of these most strange events : 
Here’s eight that must take hands 
To join in Hymen’s bands, 
Tf truth holds true contents. 
You and you no cross shall part: 
You and you are heart in heart: 
You to his love must accord, 
Or have a woman to your lord: 140 
You and you are sure together, 
As the winter to. foul weather. 
Whiles a wedlock-hymn we sing, 
Feed yourselves with questioning ; 
‘That reason wonder may diminish, 4 
How thus we met, and_ these things finish. 





Enter JAQUES DE Boys. 





















a 
With measure heap’d in joy, to the measures 


all. 
He ee by your patience. If I heard you 
rightly, . a 
The duke hath put on a religious life 
‘And thrown into neglect the pompous court? 
Jaq. de B.. He hath. 189 
Jaq. To him will I: out of these convertitcs 
There is much matter to be heard and learn’d, 
[Zo duke] You to your former honour I be- 
queath 5 b ‘ 
Your patience and your virtue well deserves it: 
[Zo Orl.] Youtoa love that your true faith doth 


merit: 
[7o Oli.] You to your land and loye and great 


allies : : 
fe ‘Sil.] You to a long and well-deserved bed : 
To Touch.| And you to wrangling ; for thy 


loving voyage . 
Sone. Is put for two months yictuall’d. So, to your 
rent ., f pleasures : 
Weddings preat Sn rr hed | Tam for other than for dancing measures. 
“Tig Hymen peoples every town; Duke S. Stay, Jaques, stay. 200 
High wedlock then etionoured 1 150 J nee ate see no pastime I: what you would 


Flonour, high honour and renown, 
‘to Hymen, god of every town! 


Duke S. O my dear niece, welcome thou art 


[Il stay to know at your abandon’d cave. [ Exit. 
Duke S.. Proceed, proceed: we will begin 
these rites, 
‘As we do trust they “ll end, in true delights. 


to me! 
Even daughter, welcome, in no less degree. [A dunce. 
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EPILOGUE. 


Ros. tis not the fashion to see the lady the 
epilogue ; but itis no more unhandsome than to 
sce the lord the prologue, | f it be true that 
good wine needs no bush, ’tis true that a goo 
~play needs no epilogue; yet to good wine they 
do use good bushes, an good plays prove the 
better by the help of good epilogues. What a 
case am I in then, that am neither a good 
epilorue nor cannot insinuate with you in the 
behalf of a good play! Iam not furnished like 
a beggar, therefore to beg will not become me: 
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my way is to conjure you; and [ll begin with 
the women. 1 chars you, O women, for the 
love you bear to men, to like as much of this 
play as please you: and I charge you, O men, 
‘or the love you bear to women—as I perceive 
by your simpering, none of you hates them— 


d | that between you and the women the pay may 


I were a woman I would kiss as 
beards that pleased me, 
complexions that liked me and breaths that I 
defied not: and, I am sure, as many as have 
ood beards or good faces or sweet breaths will, 
or my kind offer, when I make curtsy, bid me 
farewell. [Bceunt. 


please. 
many of you_as had 
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THE TAMING OF THE SHREW 


DRAMATIS PERSON AG 


Persons in the 
Induction. 


A. Lord. 
CHRISTOPHER BLy, a tinker, 
Hostess, Page, Players, Hunts- 
men, and Servants, 
BAPTISTA, a rich Senuleruan of Padua. 
VINCENTIO, an old gentleman of Pisa. 
LucEN'T10,s0n to Vincentio, in love with Bianca. 
Prrrucuio, a gentleman of Verona, a suitor 
to Katharina. 





GREMIO, * " 
HonreNsto, suitors to Bianca. 
LRANTIO, * q * 
BIONDELLO, servants to Lucentio. 


INDUCTION. 
SoENE TL. Before an alehouse on a heath. 


Enter Hostess and Sty. 

Sly. Tl pheeze you, in faith. 

ost. A pair of stocks, you rogue! 
Sly. Ye are a baggage: the Slys are no 
rogues; look in the chronicles; we came in 
with Richard Conqueror. Therefore paucas 
pallabris ; let the world slide: sessal! 

Host. You will not pay for the glasses you 
have burst ? i ! 

Sly. No,notadenier. Goby, Jeronimy: go 
to thy cold bed, and warm thee. 10 

Host. I know my remedy; I must go fetch 
the third-borough, Exit. 

Sly. Third, or fourth, or fifth borough, I'll 


answer him by law: I'll not budge an inch, |, 


boy: let him come, and kindly. [Zalls asleep. 


Horns winded. Enter « Lord from hunting, 
with his train. 


Lord. Huntsman, I charge thee, tender well 
my hounds: E 
+Brach Merriman, the poor cur is emboss'd ; 
ont couple Clowder with the decp-mouth’d 
rach, 
Saw’st thou not, boy, how Silver made it good 
At the hedge-corner, in the coldest fault? 20 
J would not lose the dog for twenty pound. 
First Hun. Why, Belman is as good as he, 
my lord; . 
He cried upon it at the merest loss 
And twice to-day pick'd out the dullest scent : 
Trust me, I take him for the better dog. 
Lord. ‘Thou art a fool: if Echo were as fleet, 
I would esteem him worth a dozen such. 
But sup them, well and look unto them all : 
7o-morrow I intend to hunt again. 


GRUMIO.) coryant 4 E 
Gunes, f Servants to Petruchio. 


A Pedant. 


are oe the shrews) daughters to Baptista. 


Widow. 


Tailor, Haberdasher, and Servants attending on 


Baptista and Petruchio. 


Scene: Padua, and Petruchio's country 
house. 


First Hun. Twill, my lord. 0 

Lord. What’s here? one dead, or drunk? 
See, doth he breathe? 

Sec. Hun. He breathes, my lord. Were he 
not warm’d with ale, 

This were a bed but cold to sleep so soundly, 
TUR o monstrous beast! how like a swine 
e lies 


|. Grim death, how foul and loathsome is thine 


._ image! 5 P 

Sirs, I will practise on this drunken man. 

What think you, if he were convey’d to bed, 

Wrapp'd in sweet clothes, rings put upon his 

nge 

A most dalicious banquet by his bed, 

‘And brave attendants near him when he wakes, 

Would not the beggar then forget himself? 4x 

First Hun. Believe me, lord, I think he can- 
not choose. 

Sec. Hun. It would seem strange unto him 
when he waked, 3 

Lord. Even as a flattering dream or worth- 
less fancy. x 

Then take him up and manage well the jest: 

Carry him gently to my fairest chamber 

And hang it round with all my wanton pic- 


tures: 

Balm his foul head in warm distilled waters 
And bury sweet wood to make the lodging 
sweet: > 

Procure me music ready when he wakes, 

To make a dulect and a heavenly sound ; 

And if he chance to speak, be ready straight 

And with a low submissive reverence 

Say ‘ What is it your honour will command ?’ 

Let one attend him with a silver basin 

Full of rose-water and bestrew’d with flowers ; 

Another bear the ewer, the third a diaper, 

Bor Say ale please your lordship cool your 
han 


5° 
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Some one be ready with a costly suit 
And ask him what apparel he will wear ; 60 
Another tell him of his hounds and horse, 
And that his lady mourns at his disease : 
Persuade him that he hath been lunatic; 
tAnd when he says he is, say that he dreams, 
For he is nothing but a mighty lord. 
This do and do it kindly, gentle sirs : 
t will be pastime passing excellent, 
Af it be husbanded with modesty. A 
ivst Hun. My lord, I warrant you we will 
play our part, i, 
As he shall think by our true diligence 7° 
He is no less than what we say he is. 4 
ere Take him up gently and to bed with 
him 3 
And cach one to his office when he wakes. 
[Some bear out Sly. A trumpet sounds. 
Sirrah, go see what trumpet tis that sounds : 
[Eeit Servingman. 
Belike, some noble gentleman that means, 
Travelling some journey, to repose him here. 


Re-enter Servingman. 
How now! who is it? 
Serv. An’t please your honour, players 
That offer service to your lordship. 
Lord. Bid them come near. 
Enter Players. 
Now, fellows, you are welcome. 





Players._ We thank your honour. 80 

Lo Do you intend to stay with me to- 
night? 

A Player. So please your lordship to accept 
our duty. 

Lord. With all my heart. This fellow I re- 
member, 


Since once he play’d a farmer's eldest son : 

Twas eee you woo'd the gentlewoman so 
well: 

Thave forgot your name; but, sure, that part 

Was aptly fitted and naturally perform’d. 

A Player. I think °twas Soto that your 

honour means. 

Lord. Vis very true: thou didst it excellent. 
Well, you are come to me in happy time; — 90 
The rather for I have some sport in rand 
Wherein your cunning can assist me much. 
There is a Jord will hear you play to-night; 
But Lam doubtful of your modesties ; 

Lest over-eyeing of his odd behaviour—. 
For yet his honour never heard a, play— 
ou break into some merry passion 
And so offend him; for I tell you, sirs, 
If you should smile he grows impatient. 
A Player. Fear not, my lord: we can con- 
tain ourselves, 100 
Were he the veriest antic in the world. 

Lord. Go, sirrah, take them to the buttery, 
And five them friendly welcome every one: 
Let them want nothing that my house aflords. 

2 [Exit one with the Players, 
Sirrah, go you to Barthol’mew my page, 
And see him dress’d in all suits like a lady : 

hat done, conduct him to the drunkard’s 

chamber ; 
And call him ‘madam,’ do him obeisance, 





[Ixpuction 


Tell him from me, as he will win my love, 
He bear himself with honourable action, — 110 
Such as he hath observed in noble ladies 
Unto their lords, by them accomplished : 
Such duty to the drunkard let him do 
With soft low tongue and lowly courtesy, 
And ay ‘What is’t your honour will com- 
mand, ; . 
Wherein your lady and your humble wife 
May show her duty and make known her love?” 
Zul then with kind embracements, tempting 
kisses, 4 i 
And with declining head into his bosom, 
Bid him shed tears, as being overjoy’d 120 
‘Lo see her noble lord restored to health, 
Who for this seven years hath esteemed him 
No better than a poor and loathsome heggar : 
And if the boy have not a woman’s gift 
To rain a shower of commanded tears, 
An onion will do well for such a shift, 
Which in a napkin being close convey’d 
Shall in despite enforce a watery eye. 
See this dispatch’d with all the haste thou canst: 
Anon I'll give thee more instructions, 130 
[Exit a Servingman. 
I know the boy will well usurp the grace, 
Voice, gait and action of a gentlewoman : 
I long to hear him call the drunkard husband, 
And how my men will stay themselves from 
laughter ae 
When they do homage to this simple peasant. 
I'll in to counsel them ; haply my presence 
May well abate the over-merry spleen 
Which otherwise would grow into extremes. 
[Exeunt. 


Scene II. A bedchamber in the Lord’s house. 


Enter aloft Sty, with Attendants ; some with 
apparel, others with busin and ewer and 
other appurtenances ; and Lord. 


Sly. For God's sake, a pot of small ale. 
First Serv. Will’t please your lordship drink 
a cup of sack ? 
Sec. Serv. Will’t please your honour taste of 
these conserves? : 
Third Serv. What raiment will your honour 
wear to-day? 
Su. I am Christophero Sly; call not me 
honour’ nor ‘lordship :’ I ne'er drank sack in 
my life; and if you give me any conserves, give 
me conserves of beef: ne’erask me what raiment 
Z’ll wear; for I have no more doublets than 
backs, no more stockings than legs, nor no 
more shoes than feet; nay, sometime more 
fect than shoes, or such shoes as my toes look 
through the oyer-leather. 
Lord. Heaven cease this idle humour in 
your honour! 
O, that a mighty man of such descent, 
Of such possessions and so high esteem, 
Should be infused with so foul a spirit | 
ae What, would you make me mad? Am 
not I Christopher Sly, old Sly’s son of Burton- 
heath, by birth a pedlar, by education a card. 
maker, by transmutation a bear-herd, and now 
by Rresent Profession a tinker? Ask Marian 
Hacket, the fat ale-wife of Wincot, if she know 
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me not: if she say I am not fourteen pence on 
the score for sheer ale, score me up for the 
lyingest knave in Christendom, What! I am 
not hestraught ; here ’s— 

Third Serv. O, this it is that makes your 

lady mourn! 

See. Serv. O, this is it that makes your ser- 

vants droop | 

Lord. Hence comes it that your kindred 

shuns your house, 30 
As beaten hence by your strange lunacy. 
O noble lord. bethink thee of thy birth, 
Call noms thy ancient thoughts from banish- 
meni 
And banish hence these abject lowly dreams. 
Look how thy servants do attend on thee, 
Xach in his office ready at thy beck. 
Wilt thou have music? hark! Apollo plays 
pease _ [Alusic. 
And twenty caged nightingales do sing: 
Or wilt thou sleep? we’ll have thee to a couch 
Softer and sweeter than the lustful bed 40 
On purpose trimm’d up for Semiramis. 
Say thou wilt walk ; we will bestrew the ground: 
Or wilt thou ride? thy horses shall be trapp'd, 
Their harness studded all with gold and pearl, 
Dost thou love hawking? thou hast hawks will 
soar 
Above the morning lark: or wilt thou hunt? 
Thy hounds shall make the welkin answer them 
And fetch shrill echoes from the hollow earth. 
First Serv. Say thou wilt course; thy grey- 
hounds are as swift 
As breathed stags, ay, fleeter than the roe. 50 
Sec. Serv. Dost thou love pictures? we will 
fetch thee straight _ 
Adonis painted by a running brook, 
And Cytherea all in sedges hid, 
Which seem to move: and wanton with her 
breath, i 
Even as the waving sedges play with wind. 

Lord. We’'llshow thee Io as she was a maid, 
And how she was beguiled and surprised, 

As nivel, ppeinted as the deed was done. - 

Third Serv. Or Daphne roaming through a 

thorny wood, 
Scratching her legs that one shall swear she 
leeds, “ 
And at that sight shall sad Apollo weep, 
So workmanly the blood and tears are drawn. 

Lord. Thouartalord and nothing buta lord: 
Thou hast a lady far more beautifu 
Than any woman in this waning age. 

First Serv. And till the tears that she hath 

shed for thee 
Like envious floods o’er-run her lovely face, 
She was the fairest creature in the world; 
And yet she is inferior to none. 

Sly._ Am Ia lord? and have I such a lady ? 
Or do I dream ? or have I dream’d till now? 71 
Ido not sleep: I sce, I hear, speak ; _ 

I smell sweet savours and I feel soft things : 
Upon my life, I am a lord ‘indeed 

And not a tinker nor Christophero we 
Well, bring our lady hither to our sight ; 
And once again, a pot o’ the smallest ale. 

‘Sec. Serv. Will’t please your mightiness to 

wash your hands? 
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O, how we joy to see your wit restored ! 9 
O, that once more you knew but what you are! 
These fifteen years you have been in a dream ; 
Or when you waked, so waked as if you slept. 
Sly. These fifteen years! by my fay, a goodly 
nap. 
But did I never speak of all that time? ; 
First Serv. O, yes, my lord, but very idle 
* words: ; 
For though you lay here in this goodly chamber, 
Yet would you say ye were beaten out of door; 
And rail upon the hostess of the house; 
And say you would present her at the leet, 
Because she brought stone jugs and no seal’d 
quarts: 90 
Sometimes you woul call out for Cicely Hacket. 
Sly. Ay, the woman’s maid of the house. 
Third Serv. Why, sir, you know no house 
nor no such maid, 
Nor no such men as you have reckon'd up, 
As Stephen Sly and old John Naps of Greece 
And Peter Turph and Henry Pimpernel! 
And twenty more such names and men as these 
Which never were nor no man ever saw. 


Sly. Now Lord be thanked for my good 
pees 


Amen. 100 
Sly. I thank thee: thou shalt not lose by it. 


Enter the Page as a lady, with attendants. 


Page._ How fares my noble lord? 
Sly. Marry, I fare well; for here is cheer 


enough | 
wife? 


Where is m 
Puge. ere, noble lord: what is thy will 
with her? 5 
Sly. Are you my wife and will not call me 
husband? 


My men should call me ‘lord :’ Iam your good- 


man. 
* Page. My husband and my Jord, my lord 
and husband; 
Tam your wife in all obedience. 
Sly. I know it well. What must I call her? 
Lord. Madam. tL 
Sly. Al'ce madam, or Joan madam? 
Lord. ‘Madam, and nothing else: so lords 
callladies. 
Madam wife, they say that I have 
- dream'd 
And slept above some fifteen year or more. 
Page. iat and the time seems thirty unto me, 
hi 


Being all this time abandon‘d from your bed. 
Sly. ‘Tis much. Servants, leave me and her 
alone. 


Madam, undress you and come now to bed. 

Page. Thrice-noble lord, let me entreat of 

you " 120 
To pardon me yet for a night or two, 
Or, if not so, until the sun be set : 
For your physicians have expressly charged, 
Jn peril to incur your former malady, 
That I should yet absent me from your bed: 
T hope this reason stands for my excuse. 

Sly. AY, it stands so that I may hardly tarry 
solong. But I would be loath to fall into my 
dreams again: I will therefore tairy in despite 
of the flesh and the blood. 130 
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Enter a Messenger. 


fess. Your honour's players, hearing your 

amendment, 

Are come to play a pleteant comedy ; 

‘For so your doctors hold it very meet, ¢ 

aceite, too much sadness hath congeal’d your 
blood, ‘ 

And melancholy is the nurse of frenzy : 

Therefore they thought it good you hear.a play 

And frame your mind to mirth and merriment, 

Which bars a thousand harms and lengthens 


ife. 
Sly. Marry, I will, let them psy it. Is not 
a eorronty a Christmas gambold or a tumbling- 
trick 141 

Page. _ No, my good lord; it is more pleasing 


stuff. 
Sly. What, household stuff? 
Page. It isa kind of history. 3 
Sly. Well, we'll see’t. Come, madam wife, 
sit by my side and let the world slip: we shall 
ne'er be younger. 
Flowrish. 


ACT I. 


ScenEI, Padua. <A public place. 
Enter LUCENTIO and his man TRANIO. 


Lac, _Tranio, since for the great desire Thad 
To see fair Padua, nursery of arts, 
T am arrived for fruitful Lombardy, 
The pleasant garden of great Italy ; 
And by my father’s love and leave am arm’d 
With his good will and thy good gompany, 
My trusty servant, well approved in all, 
Here let us breathe and haply institute 
A. course of learning and ingenious studies. 
Pisa renown’d for grave citizens 
Gave me my being and my father first, 
A merchant of great traflic through the world, 
Vincentio, come of the Bentivolil. 
Vincentio’s son brought np in Florence 
It shall become to serve all hopes conceived, 
‘Yo deck his fortune with his virtuous deeds : 
And therefore, Tranio, for the time I study, 
Virtue and that part of philosophy 
Will I apply that treats of happiness 
. By virtue specially to be achieved. 
‘fell me thy mind; for I have Pisa left 
And am to Padua come, as he that leaves 
\ shallow plash to plunge him in the deep 
And with satiety seeks to quench his thirst. 
fra. Mi perdonato, gentle master mine, 
Tam in all affected as yourself ; 
Glad that you thus continue your resolye 
To suck the sweets of sweet philosophy, 
Only, good master, while we do admire 
This virtue and this moral discipline, 
Let’s be no stoics nor no stocks, I pray ; 
Or so devote to Aristotle’s checks 
8s Ovid be an outcast quite abjured : 
Balk logic with acquaintance that you have 
d_ practise rhetoric in your common. tall; 
Music and poesy use to quicken ‘Ou; 
The mathematics and the metap! ysics, 


10 


30 
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[Act x 
Fall to them as you find your stomach serves 


you; 5 
No profit grows where is no pleasure ta’en : 
In Drief, sir, study what you most aficct. 40 
Luc. Gramercies, Tranio, well dost thou ad- 


vise. 

If, Biondello, thou wert come ashore, 

We could at once put us in readiness, 
And take a lodging fit to entertain 

Such friends as time in Padua shall beget. 
But stay a while: what company is this? 


| 


| 
| 


Tra. Master, some show to welcome us to‘ | 


town. 


Enter Barrista, Katara, BIANCA, 
GREMIO, and Horrexsio. Lucentio and 
TRANIO stand by. : 


Bap. Gentlemen, importune me no farther, 
For how I firmly am resolved you know ; 
That is, not to bestow my youngest daughter 
Before I have a husband for the elder : 51 
If either of you both love Katharina, 
Because I know you well and love you well, 
Leaye shall you have to court her at your 
pleasure. 
Gre. [Aside] To cart her rather: she’s too 
rough for me. y ; 
There, there, Hortensio, will you any wife? 
Kath. Ipyray you, sir, is it your will 
To make a stale of me amongst these mates ? 
Hor. Mates, maid! how mean you that? no 
mates for you, 
Unless you were of gentler, milder mould. _ 60 
Kath. T faith, sir, you shall never need to 


fear: 
I wis it is not half way to her heart ; 
But if it were, doubt not her care should be 
To comb your noddle with a three-legg'd stool 
And paint your face and use you like a fool. 
Hor. From all such devils, good Lord de- 
liver us! 
Gre. And me too, good Lord ! 
Tra. Hush, master! here’ssome good pastime 
toward: 
That wench is stark mad or wonderful froward. 
Luc. Butin the other's silence dol see 70 
Maid’s mild behaviour and sobriety. 
Peace, Tranio! 
Tra. Well said, master; mum! and gaze 
your fill. 


Bap. eenlemen chat Imay soon make good : 


What I have said, Bianca, get you in: 

And let it not displease thee, good Bianca, 

For I will love thee ne’er the fess my girl. 
Kath. A pretty peat! it is best 

Put finger in the eye, an she knew why. 


Bian. Sister, content you in my discontent. © 


Sir, to your pleastire humbly I subscribe; 8x 
My booksand instruments shall bemy company, 
On them to look and practise by myself. 
Tae ark, Tranio! thou may’sthear Minerva 
or. Signior Baptista, will you beso strange? 
Sorry am I that our good will eflects 
Bianca’s grief. 
Gre. __ Why will you mew her up, 
Siemon ie tista, fonttig fiend of net 
make hi y j 
ke her is penance of her tonguot 


Dea i a pas 


~ 


Scune 1] 


Bap._Gentlemen, content ye ; Iam resolved : 
Goin, Bianca: [Exit Bianca. 91 
And for L know she taketh most delight 
In music, instruments and poetry, 
Schoolmasters will I keep within my house, 

Fit to instruct her youth. If you, Hortensio, 

Or Signior Gremio, you, know any such, 

Prefer them hither; forto cunning men 

I will be very kind, and liberal 

To mine own children in good bringing up: 

And so farewell. Katharina, you may stay ; z09 

Tor L have more to commune with faa i 
nacht, 

Kath. Why, and L trust I may go too, may 
I not? What, shall I he anpointed hours; as 
though, belike, I knew not what to taxe, end 
what to leave, hat : {ket 

Gre. You oy ‘0 to the devil’s dam ; your 
gifts are so good, here’s none wil! hold you. 
Their love is not so great, Hortensio, but we 
may blow our nails together, and fasi it fairly 
out: our cake’s dough on both sides, J'arewell: 
yet, for the love I hear my sweet Bianca, if I 
can by any means light on & fit man to teach 
her that wherein she delignts, I will wish him to 
herfather, =e 

Hor. So willt, SigniorGzemio: but a word, 
I pray. Though the nature of our quarrel yet 
never brooked parle, know now, upon advice, it 
touchcth us both, that we may yet again have 
access to our fair mistress and be happy rivals 
in Bianca’s love, to labour and effect one thing 
specially, 121 

Gre. What's that, I pray? 

e elie Marry, sir, to get a husband for her 
sister. 

Gre. A husband! a devil. 

Hor. Isay, a husband. 

Gre, I say, a devil. Thinkest thou, Hor- 
tensio, though her father be very rich, any man 
is so yery a fool to be married to hell? 129 

Hor, Tush, Gremio, though it Pace your 
patience and mine to endure her loud alarums, 
why, man, there be good fellows in the world, 
an aman could light on them, would take her 
with all faults, and money enough. 

Gre. I cannot tell; but I had as lief take her 

dowry with this condition, to be whipped at the 
high cross every morning. : 
_ Hor. Faith, as you say, there’s small choice 
in rotten apples. But come; since this bar in 
law makes us friends, it shall be so far forth 
friendly maintained till by helping Baptista’s 
eldest daughter to a husband we set his youngest 
free for a husband, and then have to't afresh. 
Sweet Bianca! Happy man be his dole! He 
that runs fastest gets the ring. How say you, 
Signior Gremio? A 

Gre. Iam agreed; and would I had given 
him the best horse in Padua to begin his wooing 
that would thoroughly woo her, wed her and he 
her and rid the house of her!; Comeon. 130 

[Exeunt Gremio and Hortensio. 

Tra, Tpray, sir, tell me, is it possible 
That love should of a sudden take such hold? 

Zaic. O Tranio, till I found it to be true, 

I never thought it possible or likely ; 
But see, while idly I stood looking on, 
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I found the effect of love in idleness ¢ 
And now in plainness do confess to thee, 
That art to me as secret and as dear 
As Annato the queen of Carthage was, 
Tranio, I burn, 1 pine, I perish, ‘Tranio, 
If L achieve not this young modest girl.” 
Counsel me, ‘Tranio, for 1 know thou canst ; 
Ass‘st me, Tranio, for I know thou wilt. 
“va, Master, it is no time to chide you now; 
Affection is not rated from the heart : 
t lovenave touch'd you, nought remains but so, 
* Redime te capi quam queas minimo,’ 
ie : Gramercies, lad, go forward ; this con- 
ents : 
The rest will comfort, for thy counsel’s sound. 
Tra. Master, you look’d so longly on the 
maid, 170 
Perhaps you mark’d not what’s the pith of all. 
Ine. O yes, I saw sweet beauty in her face, 
Such as the daughter of Agenor had, 
a wares great Jove to humble him to her 
nan ‘ 
When with his knees he kiss'd the Cretan 
strand. 
Tra. Saw you no more? mark’d you not 
how her sister 
Began to scold and raise up such a storm 
That mortal ears might hardly endure the din? 
Jac. Tranio, I saw her coral lips to move 
And with her breath she did perfume the air: 180 
Sacred and sweet was all J saw in her. 
Tra. Nay, then, ’tis time to stir him from 
his trance. | | k 
I pray, awake, sir: if you love the maid, 
Bend thoughts and wits to achieve her. Thus 
it stands: 
Her elder sister is so curst and shrewd 
That till the father rid his hands of her, 
Master, your love must live a maid at home; 
And therefore has he closely mew’d her up, 
Because she will not be annoy’d with suitors. 
Luc. Ah, Tranio, what a cruel father’s he! 
But art thou not advised, he took some care 19 
To get her cunning schoolmasters to instruct 
her? 
Tra. Ay, marry, am I, sir; and now ‘tis 
plotted. r 
Inc. Vhave it, Tranio. 
Tra. Master, for my hand, 
Both our inventions meet and jump in one. 
Ine. Tell me thine first. | 
Tra. You will be schoolmaster 
And undertake the teaching of the maid: 
That’s your device. ; 
Tne. It is: may it be done? 
Tyra. Not possible; for who shall bear your 


art, 
And be in Padua here Vincentio’s son, 200 
Keep house and ply his book, welcome his 
tiends, 
Visit his countrymen and [eee them? 
Luc. Basta; content thee, for I have it full. 
We have not yet been seen in any house, 
Nor can we be distinguish’d by our faces 
For man or master; then it follows thus; 
‘Thou shalt be master, Tranio, in my stead, 
Keep house and port and servants, as I should: 
I will some other be, some Florentine, 


160 
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Some Neapolitan, or meaner man of Pisa. 210 
*Tis hatch’d and shall be so: Tranio, at once 
nease thee; take my colour’ hat and cloak : 
When Biondello comes, he waits on thee ; 
But J will charm him first to keep his tongue. 
Tra. So had you need. fe 
In brief, sir, sith it your jyisece is, 
And Lam tied to be obedient ; s 
For so your father charged me at our parting, 
“Be serviceable to my son,’ quoth he, 
Although I think "twas in another sense; 220 
Jam content to be Lucentio, _ 
Because so well I love Lucentio, ¥ 
Lac. Tranio, be so, because Lucentio loves’ 
And let me be a slave, to achieve that maid 
Whose sudden sight hath thrall’d my wounded 
eye. 
Here comes the rogue. 
















Sceve Il. Padua. Refore Horrensio’s 
house. 


Enter Perrucnio and his man GRUMIO. 


Pet. Verona, for a while I take my leave, 
To sce my friends in Padua, but of all 
My best beloved and approved friend, 
Hortensio; and I trow this is his house. 
Here, sirrah Grumio ; knock, I say. : 
Gru, Knock, sir! whom should I knock? is 
there any man has rebused your worship? 
Pet. Villain, Isay, knock me here soundly, 
Gru. Knock you here, sir! why, sir, what 
am I, sir, that I should knock you here, sir? 10 
Pet. Villain, I say, knock me at this gate 
And rap me well, or I’ll knock your Knaye’s 
pate. 5 
Gru. My master is grown quarrelsome. I 
should knock you first, 

And then I know after who comes by the worst. 
Pet. Willit not be? ae 
Faith, sirrah, an you’ll not knock, I'll ring it; 

I'll try how you can sel, fa, and sing it. 
He wrings him by the cars. 
Gru. Help, masters, help! my master is 


Enter BionveELto. 


Sirrah, where have you been? 

Bion. Where have I been! Nay, how now! 
where are you? Master, has my fellow Tranio 
stolen your clothes? Or you stolen his? or both? 


pray, what's the news?” 4 S230 ‘ma 
ue Sirrah, come hither: ’tis no time to Pet. Now, knock when I bid you, sirrah 
est, . iy nf 

And therefore frame your manners to the time. villain! BY) 


Your fellow Tranio here, to save my life, 
Puts my apparel and my countenance on, 
And I for my escape have put on his; 
For in a quarrel since I came ashore 
1 kill’'d a man and fear I was descried : 
‘Wait you on him, 1 charge you, as becomes, 
H fe I make way from hence to save my 
ife: 
You understand me? 
Bion. _ I, sir! ne’er a whit. 240 
Lac. And not a jot of 'Tranio in yourmouth: 
Tranio is changed into Lucentio. 
Bion. The better for him: would I ‘were 
so too! 
Tra. So could I, faith, boy, to have the 
next wish after, 
wit Pacentio indeed had Baptista’s youngest 
daughter. 
But, sirrah, not for my sake, but your master’s, 
Taivise 
You use your manners discreetly in all kind of 
companies : 
When Lam alone, why, then Iam Tranio; 
But in all places else your master Lucentio. 249 
Lnic. Tranio, let’s Go: one thing more rests, 
that thyself execute, to make one among these 
wovers: if thou ask me why, a iny rea- 


Enter Hortensto. 


Hor. Hownow! what’sthe matter? My old 
friend Grumio! and my good friend Petruchio! 
ow do you all at Verona? 
Pet. Signior Hortensio, come you to part 
the fray ? 
Con tutto il cuore, ben trovato,’ may I say. 
Hor. ‘Alla nostra casa ben yenuto, molto 
honorato signor mio Petruchio.’ 
Rise, Grumio, rise: we will compound this 
quarrel. F 
. Gru, Nay, ’tis no matter, sir, what he *leges 
in Latin. If this be not a lawful cause for me 
to leave his service, look you, sir, he bid me 
knock him and rap him soundly, sir: well, 
was it fit for a servant to use his master 80, 
being perhaps, for aught I see, two and thirty, 
& pip out? 
W Hong would to God I had well knock'd at 


ITS! 

Then had not Grumio come by the worst. 

Pet. A senseless villain! Good Hortensio, 
I bade the rascal knock upon your gate 
And could not get him for it heart to do it, 

Gru, Knock at the gate! O heavens! Spake 
you not these words plain, ‘Sirrah, knock me 
here, rap me here, knock me well, and knock me 
soundly’? And come you now with, ‘knocking 
at the gate’? 

Pet. Sirrah, be gone, or talk not, I advise 


you. 
Hos Petruchio, patience; I am Grumio’s 
pledge: 
Why, this’s a heavy chance ‘twixt him and 
you, 
Your ancient, trusty, pleasant servant Grumio. 
d val me now, sweet friend, what happy 
le 


sons are both good and weighty. Exeunt. 


The presenters above speak. 
First Serv, My lord, you nod; you do not 
mind the play. 
y. Yes, by Saint Anne, do I. A good 
matter, surely : comes there any more of it? 

Page, My lord, ‘tis but begun. 
ly. Tis a ver excellent piece of work, 
im Jady : would ’twere done! 259 
[hey sit and anak 


CC-0 Kashmir Research Institute. Digitzed by eGangotri 











Scene 1] 


Blows you to Padua here from old Verona? 

Pet. Such wind as scatters young men 

through the world 50 
To seek their fortunes farther than at home 
Where small experience grows. But in a few, 
Signior Hortensio, thus it stands with me: 
Antonio, my father, is deceased ; 
And I have thrust myself into this maze, 
Haply to wive and thrive as best I may: 
Crowns in my purse I have and goods at home, 
And so am come abroad to see the world, 
aoe Petruchio, shall I then come roundly 
0 thee 
And wish thee to a shrewd ill-fayour'd wife? 60 
Thou ‘Idst thank me but a little for my counsel : 
And yet I'Jl promise thee she shall be rich 
‘And very rich: but thou rt too much iny friend, 
And I'll not wish thee to her. , ’ 
Pet. Signior Hortensio, ‘twixt such friends 
as we 
Yew words suffice ; and therefore, if thou know 
One rich enough to be Petruchio’s wife, 
As wealth is burden of my wooing dance, 
Be she as foul as was Florentius' love, 
‘As old as Sibyl and. as curst and shrewd 7o 
As Socrates’ Xanthippe, or a worse, 
She moves me not, or not removes, at least, 
Affection’s edge in me, were she as rough 
As are the swelling Adriatic seas: 
T come to wive it wealthily in Padua; 
If wealthily, then happily in Padua. 

Gru. Nay, look you, sir, he tells you flatly 
what his mind is: why,.give him gold enough 
and marry him to a puppet or an aglet-baby ; 
or an old trot with ne'er a tooth in her head 
though she have as many diseases as two and 
fifty horses: why, nothing comes amiss, so 
money comes withal. 

How. _ Petruchio, since we are stepp'd thus 


far in, a 
I will continue that I broach’d in jest. 
I can, Petruchio, help thee to a wife 
With wealth enough and young and beauteous, 
Brought up as best becomes a gentlewoman : 
Her only fault, and that is faults enough, 
Is that she is intolerable curst 
‘And shrewd and froward, so beyond all measure 
‘That, were my state far worser than it is, gu 
I would not wed her for a mine of gold. 
Pet. Hortensio, peace! thou know’st not 
gold’s effect: | . 
Tell me her father’s name and ‘tis enough ; 
For I will board her, though she chide as loud 
‘As thunder when the clouds in autumn crack. 
Hor. Her father is Baptista Minola, 
An affable and courteous gentleman : 
Her name is Katharina Minola, 
Renown’d in Padua for her scolding tongue. 
nee I know her father, though I know not 
ery Tor 
And he knew my deceased father well. 
I will not sleep, Hortensio, till I see her; 
‘And therefore let me be thus bold with you 
To give you oyer at this first encounter, 
Unless you will accompany me thither. 
Gru. I pray you, sir, Jet him go while the 
humour lasts. O° my word, an she knew him 
as well ag I do, she would think scolding would 
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do little good upon him: she may perhaps call 
him half a score knayes or so; why, that’s 
nothing; an_he begin once, he'll rail in his 
rope-tricks, T'll tell you what, sir, an she stand 
him but a little, he will throw a figure in her 
face and so disfigure her with it that she shall 
have no more eyes to see withal than a cat. 
You know him not, sir. * 
Hor. Tarry, Petruchio, I must go with thee, 
For in ne HLS keep my treasure is: 
He hath the jewel of my life in hold, 
His youngest daughter, beautiful Bianca, 120 
And her withholds from me and other more, 
Suitors to her and rivals in my love, 
Supposing ita thing, impossible, 
For those defects I have before rehearsed, 
‘That ever Katharina will be woo'd ; 
‘Therefore this order hath Baptista ta’en, 
‘That none shall have access unto Bianca 
Till Katharine the curst have got a husband. 
Gru. Katharine the curst! 
A title for a maid of all titles the worst. 130 
Hor. Now shall my friend Petruchio do me 


grace, 
And offer me disguised in sober robes 
To old Baptista as a schoolmaster 
Well seen in music, to instruct Bianca; 
That so I may, by this device, at least 
Have leave and leisure to make love to her 
‘And unsuspected court her by herself. 

Gru. Here's no knavery! See, to beguile 
the old folks, how the young folks Jay their 
heads together ! 140 


Enter GREMIO, and LUCENTIO disguised. 


Master, master, look about you: who goes 
there, ha? oe f 
Hor. Peace, Grumio! it is the rival of my 


love. 
Petruchio, stand by a while. 
Gru. A proper stripling and an amorous! 
7re. O, very well; Ihave perused the note. 
Hark you, sir; I'll have them very fairly 
bound : 
All books of love, see that at any hand ; 
‘And sce you read no other lectures to her: 
You understand me: over and beside 
Signior Baptista’s liberality, 150 
I'll mend it with a largess. Take your paper 
too, 
And let me haye them very well perfumed : 
For she is sweeter than perfume itself 
To whom they go to. What will you read 
to her? 
Luc. Whate’er I read to her, I'll plead for 


you 
AS for my patron, stand you so assured, 
As firmly as yourself were still in place : 
Yea, and perhaps with more successful, words 
Than you, unless you were a scholar, sir. 
Gre. O this learning, what a thing it is! 160 
Gru. _O this woodcock, what an ass it is! 
Pet. Peace, sirrah! 
Hor. Grunio, mum! God save you, Signior 
Gremio. 
Gre. And you are well met, Signior Hor- 
tensio. 


CC-0 Kashmir Research Institute. Digitzed by eGangotri 


248 


Trow you whither I am going? To Baptista 
Minola, || 

I promised toinquire carefully __ 

About a schoolmaster for the fair Bianca : 

And by good fortune I have lighted well 

On this young man, for learning and behaviour 

Fit for her turn, well read in joetry 170 

And other books, good ones, [ warrant ye. 
Hor. Tis well; and I have met a gentle- 

man 

Hath promised me to help me to another, 

A fine musician to instruct our mistress ; 

So shall I no whit be behind in duty 

‘To fair Bianca, so beloved of me. 

Gre. Beloved of me; and that my deeds 
shall prove. ; 
Gru. And that his bags shall prove. 
ars Gremio, ‘tis now no time to vent our 
love: 

Listen to me, and if you speak me fair, 180 

Cll tell you news indifferent good for either. 

Here is a gentleman whom by chance I met, 

Upon agreement from us to his liking, 

Will undertake to woo curst Katharine, 

Yea, and to marry her, if her dowry please. 
Gre. Sosaid, so done, is well. 

Hortensio, have you told him all her faults 2 
Pct. I know she is an irksome brawling 

scold : 

J£ that be all, masters, I hear no harm. 

Gre. No, say’st me so, friend? What coun- 
tryman? 190 
Pet. Born in Verona, old Antonio's son: 

My father dead, my fortune lives for me; 

And I do hope good days and long to sce. 

Gre. O sir, such a life, with such a wife, 
were strange! 3 

But if you have a stomach, to *t i’ God's 

name : aa ‘ 

You shall have me assisting you in all. 

But will you woo this wild-cat? 
Pet, Will Tlive? 
Gru. Willhe woo her? ay or I'll hang her, 
Pet. Why came I hither but to that intent? 

Think you a little din can daunt mine ears? 

Mave I not in my time heard lions roar? — 201 

Have I not heard the sea puff'd up with winds 

Rage like an angry boar chafed with sweat? 

Have I not heard frat ordnance in the field, 

And heaven's artillery thunder in the skies? 

Have I not in a pitched battle heard 

were Harum, neighing steeds, and trumpets? 

clang 

And do you tell me of a woman’s tongue, 

That Rives not half so great a blow to hear 

As will a chestnut in a farmer's fire ? 210 

Tush, tush! fear boys with bugs. 

Gru. f For he fears none, 
Ge. Hortensio, hark: 
This gentleman is happily arrived, 
My mind presumes, for his own good and 
ours, 
Hor. I promised we would be contributors 

And bear his charge of wooing, whatsoe’er. 

Gre. And so we will, provided that he win 


her. 
Grw, I would I were as sure of a good 
inner. 
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Enter TRANIO brave, and BIONDELLO. 


Tra. Gentlemen, God save you. If I may 
be bold, aan ; 
Tell me, I beseech you, which is the readiest 

way 
To the house of Signior Baptista Minola? 221 
Bion. He that has the two fair daughters: 
is’t he you mean? 
Tra. Even he, Biondello. 
Gre. Hark you, sir; you mean not her to— 
Yra. Perhaps, him and her, sir: what have 
you to do? 
Pet. Not her that chides, sir, at any hand, 1 


pray. 4 i f " 
Tra. L love no chiders, sir. Biondello, let’s 


away. 

Ine. Well begun, Tranio. 

Hor, Sir, a word ere you go; 
Are you a suitor to the maid you talk of, yea 

or no? PSH ite 230 

Tra. And if I be, sir, is it any offence? 

Gre. No; if without more words you will 

get you hence. 

ape Why, sir, I pray, are not the streets as 

ree 
For me as for you? 

Gre. But so is not she. 

Tia. Yor what reason, I beseech you? 

G7 For this reason, if you'll know, 
That she’s the choice love of Signior (sremio. 
Hor. That she’s the chosen of Signior Hor- 

tensio. 5 
Tra. Softly, my masters! if you be gentle- 





Do me this right; hear me with patience. 
Baptista is a noble gentleman, 240 
To whom my father is not all unknown ; 
And were his daughter fairer than she is, 
She may more suitors have and me for one, 
Fair Leda’s daughter had a thousand wooers; 
Then well one more may fair Bianca have: 
And so she shall; Lucentio shall make one, 
Though Paris came in hope to speed alone. 
Gre. at this gentleman will out-talk 
us all. 
Lue. Sir, give him head: I know he'll prove 
a jade, . 
Pet. Hortensio, to what end are all these 
words? 250 
Hor. Sir, let me be so bold as ask you, 
Did you yet ever see Baptista’s daughter? 
dias No, sir; but hear I do that he hath 
WO, 
The one as famous for a scolding tongue 
As is the other for beauteous modesty. 
Pet. Sir, sir, the first’s for me; let her 
go by. 
es ea, leave that labour to great Her- 
cules ; 
And let it be more than Alcides' twelve. 
Pet. Sir, understand you this of me in 
sooth: 
The youngest daughter whom you hearken for 
Her father keeps from all access of suitors, 26r 
And will not promise her to any man 
wnt the elder sister first be wed: 
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Scene 11} 
Tra. Tit be so, sir, that you are the man 
Must stead us all and me amongst the rest, 
And if you break the ice and do this feat, 
Achieve the elder, set the younger free 
Yor our access, whose hap shall be to have her 
Will not so graceless be to be ingrate. 270 
Hor. Sir, you say well and well you do 
conceive ; 
And since you do profess to be a suitor, 
You must, as we do, gratify this gentleman, 
To whom we all rest generally beholding. 
Tra. Sir, Ishallnot beslack : in sign whereof, 
Please ye we may conirive this afternoon. 
‘And quaff carouses to our mistress’ health, 
And do as adversaries do in law, 5 
Strive mightily, but eat and drink as friends. 
Gru. Bion. O excellent motion! Fellows, 
let’s he gone. _ 280 
How, The motion’s good indeed and be it so, 
Petruchio, I shall be your ben venuto. [Exeunt. 


ACT II. 


SceneI. Padua. A room in BAPTIsTA’s 
~ house. 


Enter KaTHartna and BIANca. 


Bian. Good sister, wrong me not, nor wrong 
yourself, 

To make a bondmaid and a slave of me; 
That I disdain: but for these other gawds, 
Oncind my hands, Ill pull them off myself, 
Yea, all my raiment, to my petticoat; 
Or what evan will command me will I do, 
So well I know my duty to my elders. 

Ha Of all thy suitors, here I charge thee, 


tell 
RyBomt thou lovest best: see thou dissemble 
not. 

Bian. Believe me, sister, of all the men 

alive Io 
I never yet beheld that special face 
Which I could fancy more than any other. 
ath. Minion, thou liest. Is*t not Hor- 
tensio? 4 

Bian. If you affect him, sister, here I swear 
Till mlcad for you myself, ‘but you shall have 

nm. 

Kath. O then, belike, you fancy riches more : 
You will have Gremio to keep you fair. 

Bian. Is it for him you do envy me so? 
Nay then you jest, and now I well perceive 
You have but jested with me all this while: 20 
I pritlice, sister Kate, untie my hands. 

Kath. If that be jest, then all the rest was so. 

[Strikes her. 
Enter Barista. 


Bap, Why, how now, dame! whence grows 
__ this insolence? 

Bianca, stand aside. Poor girl! she weeps. 

Go ply thy needle; meddle not with her. 

For shame, thou hilding of a devilish spirit, 
Vy dost thou wrong her that did ne’er wrong 


hee? 
When did she cross thee with a bitter word? 
Kath, Her silence flouts me, and_I’ll be 
revenged. [Flies after: Bianca. 


R 
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Bap. What, in my sight? Bianca, get thee in. 

i [Bait Branca, 30 

Kath. What, will you not suffer me? Nay, 
now I see 


She is your treasure, she must have a husband; 
I must dance bare-foot on her wedding day 
And for your love to her lead apes in hell. 

Talk not tome: I will gositand weep —_° 


‘Till I can find occasion of revenge. | Meals 
‘ap. Was ever gentleman thus grieved as I? 


But who comes here? 


Enter GReMI0, LUCENTIO in the habit of a 
mean man; PETRUCHIO, with HORTENSIO 
as @ musician; and TRANIO, with Bion- 
DELLO bearing a lute and books. 


Ze, (ood morrow, neighbour Baptista. 
Bap. Good morrow, neighbour Gremio, God 
save you, gentlemen! AL 
Pet. And you, good sir! Pray, have you not 
a daughter 
Call’d Katharina, fair and virtuous? 
Bap. Ihavea daughter, sir, called Katharina. 
Gre. You are too blunt: go to it orderly. 
Pet. You wrong me, Signior Gremio : give 
me leave. i 
Tam a gentleman of Verona, sir 
That, hearing of her beauty and her wit, 
Her affability and bashful modesty, 
Her wondrous qualities and mild behaviour, so 
Am bold to show myself a forward guest 
Within your house, to make mine eye the wit- 
ness 
Of that report which I so oft have heard. 
And, for an entrance to my entertainment, 
I do present you with a man of mine, 
[Presenting Hortensio. 
Cunning in music and the mathematics, 
To instruct her fully in those sciences, 
Whereof J know she is not ignorant: 
Accept of him, or else you do me wrong: 
His name is Licio, born in Mantua, 
Bap. You're welcome, sir; and he, for your 


good sake. 
But for my daughter Katharine, this I know, 
She is not for your turn, the more my grief. 
Pet. I ste you do not mean to part with her, 
Or else you like not of my company. 
Bap. Mistake me not; I speak but as I find. 
Whence are you, sir? what may I call your 


name 
Pet. Petruchio ismy name; Antonio's son, 
A man well known throughout all Italy. 
Bap. I know him well: you are welcome for 
his sake, = rR 
Gre. Saving your tale, Petruchio, I pray, 
Let us, that are poor petitioners, speak too: 
Baccare! you are marvellous forward. 
Pet. O, pardon me, Signior Gremio ; I would 
fain be doing, 
Gre. I doubt it not, sir; but you will curse 
_your wooing, = 
Neighbour, this is a gift very grateful, Iam sure 
of it. To express the like kindness, myself, that 
have been more kindly beholding to you than 
any, freely give unto you this young scholar 
[presenting Tawcentiol. that hath been_ long 
studying at Rheims; as cunning in Greek, 
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Latin, and other languages, as the other in 

music and mathematics: his name is Cambio; 

pray, accept his service. ae Aue 
Bap. A thousand thanks, Signior Gremio. 

Welcome, good Cambio, [7'o Z7anio] But, gen- 

tle sir, methinks you walk like a stranger: may 

The so bold to know the cause of your coming? 
Tra. Pardon me, sit, the boldness is: mine 

own, 

That, being a stranger in this city here, ° 

Do make myself.a suitor to your daughter, 

Unto Bianca, fair and virtuous. 

Nor is your firm resolve unknown to me, 

In the preferment of the eldest sister. 

This liberty is all that I request, 

That, upon knowledge of my parentage. 

T may have welcome ‘mongst the rest that woo 

‘And free access and favour as the rest: 

‘And, toward the education of your daughters, 

T here bestow a simple instrument, 100 

‘And this small packet of Greek and Latin 


ks + 
Tf you accept them, then their worth is great. 
ap. Lucentio is your name; of whence, I 


pray 2 z 
Tra. Of Pisa, sir; son to Vincentio. 
Bap._ A mighty man of Pisa; by report 
LT know him well: you are very welcome, sir. 
Take you the lute, and you the set of books; 
You shall go see your pupils presently. 
Holla, within | 


Enter a Servant. 


Sirrah, lead these gentlemen 
To my daughters; and tell them both 110 
These are their tutors: bid them use them well. 
[Exit Servant, with Lucentio and Hortensio, 
is - _ Biondello following. 
We will go walk a little in the orchard, 
And then to dinner. You are passing welcome, 
And so [pray you all to think yourselves. 
Bee Senn Baptista, my business asketh 
aste, 
And every day T cannot come to woo. 
You knew my father well, and in him me, 
Left solely heir to all his lands and goods 
Which I have better’d rather than decreased : 
Then tell me, if I d 
What Coy shall I have with her to wife? 
Bap. ; ter my death the one half of my 
ands, 


And in possession twenty thousand crowns. 
Pet, And, for that dowry, I'll assure her of 
Her widowhood, be it that she survive me, 
In all my lands and leases whatsoever : 
Let specialties be therefore drawn between us, 
That covenants may be kept on either hand. 
Ben. Pri when the special thing is well ob- 
in’d, 
That is, her love; for that is all in all. 130 
cae Why, that is nothing; for I tell you, 
‘ather, 
Tam as peremptory as she proud-minded ; 
And where two raging fires meet together 
ghey do consume the thing that feeds their 


ry: 
Though little fire grows great with little wind 
Yet extreme easel blow out fireland a: 5 
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et your dang litene love, x20] Sh 


[Act 11 


So I to her and so she yields to me; 
For I am rough ani woo not like a babe. 
Bap. Well mayst thou woo, and happy be 
thy speed! 
But be thou arm’d for some unhappy words, 140 
Pet. Ay, to the proof; as mountains are for 
winds, 
That shake not, though they blow perpetually. 


Re-enter HoRTENSIO, with his head broke. 

Bap. How now, my friend! why dost thou 
look so pale? yf 

Hor. For fear, T promise you, if [look pale. 

Bap. What, will my daughter prove a good 
musician # : 

Hor. I think she’ll sooner prove a soldier: 

Tron may hold with her, but never lutes. 

Bap. Why, then thou canst not break her to 
the lute? 

Hor. Why, no; for she hath broke the lute 


to me. 
I did but tell her she mistook her frets, 
And bow’d her hand to teach her fingering ; 
When, with a most impatient devilish spirit, 
‘Frets, call you these?’ quoth she; ‘I'll fume 
with them :” , 
And, with that word, she struck me on the head, 
And through the instrument my pate made way; 
‘And there I stood amazed for a while, 
As on a pillory, looking through the lute ; 
While she did call me rascal fiddler 
And twangling Jack; with twenty such vile 


terms, 
As had she studied to misuse me so. 160 
Pet. Now, by the world, it isa aah wench; 
Liove her ten times more than e’er I did: 
O, how I long to have some chat with her! 
Bap. Well, go with me and be not so dis- 
comfited: 
Proceed in practice with my younger daughter ; 
She’s apt to learn and thankful for good turns. 
Signior Petruchio, will you go with us, 
Or shall I send my daughter Kate to you? . 
Pet. Ipray you do. [Hxeunt all but Petiu- 
chio.] Iwill attend her here, 169 
And woo her with some spirit when she comes. 
Say that she rail; why then I'll tell her plain 
e sings as sweetly as a nightingale: 
Say that she frown; I'll say she looks as clear 
As morning roses newly wash'd with dew: 
Say she be mute and will not jets a woud; 
Then I’ll commend her yolubility, 
And say she uttereth piercing eloquence : 
If she do bid me pack, I'll give her thanks, 
As though she bid me stay by her a week : 
If she deny to wed, I'l] crave the day 180 
When I shall ask the banns and when be 
married. 
But here she comes; and now, Petruchio, speak, 


Enter KarvHarina. 
Good morrow, Kate; for that’s your name, I 


hear, 
Kath. Well have you heard, but something 
hard of hearing : 
They call me Katharine that do talk of me. |. 
Pet. You lie, in faith; for you are call'd 
plain Kate, 


150 
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And bomy Kate and sometimes Kate the curst; 
But Kate, the prettiest Kate in Christendom, 
Kate of Nate Hall, my super-dainty Kate, 
Vor dainties are all Kates, and therefore, Kate, 
Take this of me, Kate of my consolation; — 191 
Hearing thy mildness praised in every town, 
Thy virtues spoke of, and thy beauty sounded, 
Yet not so deeply as to thee belongs, 
Myself am moved to woo thee for my wife. 
dtath. Moved! in good time: let him that 
moved you hither 
Remove you hence: I knew you at the first 
You were a moveable. 
Pet, =a Why, what’s a moveable? 
Kath. A join’d-stool. 
Pet. Thou hast hit it: come, sit on me. 
Kath. Asses are made to bear, and so are 





you. 200 
Pct. Women are made to bear, and so are 


yous a re 
Kath. Nosuch jadeas you, if me you mean. 
re Alas! good Kate, I will not burden 
hee ; 
For, knowing thee to be but young and light— 
ls Too light for sucha swain as you to 
catch ; 
And yet as heavy as my weight should be. 
Pet. Should be! should—buzz! 
Kath, Well ta’en, and like a buzzard. 
Pet. O slow-wing'd turtle! shall a buzzard 
take thee? 
Keath, Ay, for a turtle, as he takes a buzzard. 
Pet. Come, come, you wasp; i’ faith, you 
are too angry. 210 
* Kath. If Ibe waspish, best beware my sting. 
Pet. My remedy is then, to pluck it out. 
Kath, Ay, if the fool could find it where it 


ies, 
_Pet. Who knows not where a wasp does wear 
his sting? _In his tail. 
Kath.__In his tongue. 
Pet. Whose tongue? & 
Kath. Yours, if you talk of tails: and so 
farewell. < 
Pet. What, with my tongue in your tail? 
nay, come again, 
Good Kate; I ama gentleman. 
Kath. That I'll try. [She strikes him. 220 
Pet, swear I'll cuft'you, if you strike again. 
Kath. So may you lose your arms: 
If you strike me, you are no gentleman ; 
And if no gentleman, why then no arms, 
Pet. A herald, Kate? O, put me in thy 


ooks ! 
Kath. What is your crest? a coxcomb? 
Pet. A combless cock, so Kate will be my 


hen. 

Kath. No cock of mine; you crow too likea 
craven. 

Pet. Nay, come, Kate, come; you must not 
look so sour. Ny 

Kath. It is my fashion, when I see a crab. 

Pct. Why, here’s no crab; and therefore 
look not sour. 231 

Kath, There is, there is. - 

Pet, Then show it me. 

Kath. Had La glass, I would. 

Pet. What, you mean my face? 
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Kath._Well ain'd of such a young one. 
Pet. Now, by Saint George, I am too young 
for you. 
Kath. Yet you are wither'd. 
Pet. “Tis with cares. 240 
Kath, J care not. a 
Pet. Nay, hear you, Kate: in sooth you 
scape not so. . 
Kath. I chafe you, if I tarry: let me go. . 
Pet. No, not a whit: I find you passing 
gentle. 
Twas ‘Hol me you were rough and coy and 
sullen 
And now I find report avery liar; 
For thou art pleasant, gamesome, passing cour- 


teous, hl A 

But slow in speech, yet sweet as spring-time 
flowers : 

Thou canst not frown, thou canst not look 
askance, 

Nor bite the lip, as angry wenches will, 250 


Nor hast thou pleasure fo be cross in_tallk, 
But thou with mildness entertain’st thy wooers, 
With pene conference, soft and affable. 
Why does the world report that Kate doth limp? 
O slanderous world! Kate like the hazel-twig 
Ts straight and slender and as brown in hue 
As hazel nuts and sweeter than the kernels. 
O, let me see thee walk; thou dost not halt. 
Kath. Go, fool, and whom thou keep’st 
command. i 
et. Did ever Dian so become a grove | 260 
As Kate this chamber with her Bee gait? 
O, be thou Dian, and let her be Kate; 
And then let Kate be chaste and Dian sportful! 
Kath. Where did you study all this goodly 
speech ? . 
Pet. It is extempore, from my mother-wit. 
Kath. A witty mother! witless else her son. 
Pet. Am I not wise? 
Kath. Yes; keep you warm. ae 
et plary, so I mean, sweet Katharine, in 
thy bed : 
And therefore, setting all this chat aside, 270 
Thus in plain terms : your father hath consented 
That you shall be my wif¢é; your dowry ‘greed 





on; 
And, will you, nill you, I will marry you. 
Now, Kate, Lam a husband for your turn ; 
For, by this light, whereby I see thy beauty, 
Thy beauty, that doth make me like thee well, 
Thou must be married to no man but me; 
For [am he am born to tame you, Kate, 
And brin) you from a wild Kate to a Kate 
Conformable as other household Kates, 280 
Here comes your father: never make denial ; 
I must and will have Katharine to my wife. 


Re-enter BAPTISTA, GREMIO, and TRANIO. 


Bap. Now, Signior Petruchio, how speed 
you with my daughter? 

Pet. How but well, sir? how but well? 

It wese impossible I should speed amiss. 

Bap. Why, how now, daughter Katharine! 
in your dumps? 

Kath, Callyou me daughter? now, I promise 
you, 
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You have show’d a tender fatherly regard, 

To wish me wed to one half Junatic; 

A mad-cap ruffian and a swearing Jack, 290 

That thinks with oaths to face the matter out. 
Pet. Father, ’tis thus: yourself and all the 


world, * 
That talk’d of her, have talk’d amiss of her: 
Té she be curst, it is for policy, ; 
For she’s not froward, but modest as the dove; 
She is not hot, but temperate as the morn ; 
Yor patience she will prove a second Grissel, 
‘And Roman Lucrece for her chastity = 
‘And to conclude, we have’greed so well together, 
That Upon Sunday is the wedding-day. 300 
Kath. I'llsee thee hang’d on Sunday first. 
Gre. Hark, Petruchio; she says she’ll see 
thee hang’d first. ‘ 
Tra. Ys this your speeding? nay, then, good 
night our part! 
Pet. Be patient, gentlemen; I choose her 
for myself: 
Téshe and J be pleased, what’s that to you? 
Tis bargain’d “twixt us twain, being alone, 
That she shall still he.curst in company. 
I tell you, ‘tis incredible to believ 
How much she loves me: O, tl 
She hung about my neck; and ki 
She vied so fast, protesting oath on oath, 
That in a twink she won me to her love. 
O, you are novices! ’tis a world to see, 
How tame, when men and women are alone, 
A.meacock wretch can make the curstest shrew. 
Give me thy hand, Kate: I will unto Venice, 
To boy epparel *gainst the wedding-day. 
Provide the feast, father, and bid the ests; 
I will be sure my Katharine shall be fine. 
Bap. I know not what to say: but give me 
your hands ; Z 320 
God send you joy, Petruchio! ’tis a match. 
Gre. Tra. Amen, say we: we will be wit- 





indest Kate! 








nesses. 
Pet. Father, and wife, and gentlemen, adieu; 
T will to Venice; Sunday comes apace: 
We will have rings and things and fine array ; 
And kiss me, Kate, we will be married o’ Sun- 


ay. 

[Excunt Petruchio and Katharina severally. 
Gre. Wasever match clapp’d mp go suddenly 
Bae: Faith, gentlemen, now I play a mer- 

chant’s part, 

And venture madly on a desperate mart. 

_ ra, ‘Twas a commodity lay fretting by you: 

Twill bring you gain, or perish on the seas, 33: 
Bap. The gain I seek 1s, fiuieh in the match. 
Gre. No doubt but he hath got a quiet catch. 

But now, Baptista, to your younger daughter : 

Now is the day we long have looked for: 

Iam your neighbour, and was suitor first. 
Tra. And Jam one that love Bianca more 
Than words can witness, or your thoughts can 
guess. 

Gre._ Youngling, thou canst not love so dear 


as 339 
Tira. Greybeard, thy love doth freeze. 
Gre. _ __ But thine doth fry. 
Skipper, stand back: "tis age that nourisheth. 
Z ae ee youth in ladies’ eyes that flour- 
eth, 














iss on kiss 310 





[Acr 11 


Bap. Content you, gentlemen: I will com- 
pound this strife: 5 
"Tis deeds must win the prize; and he of both 
That can assure my daughter greatest dower 
Shall have my Bianca’s love. 
Say, Signior Gremio, what can you assure her? 
Gre. First, as you know, my house within 
the city . 5 
Ts richly furnished with plate and gold ; 
Basins and ewers to lave her dainty hands; 35° 
My hangings all of Tyrian tapestry ; 
In ivory coflers I have stufPd my crowns ; 
In cypress chests my arras counterpoints, 
Costly apparel, tents, and canopies, 
Fine linen, Turkey cushions boss d with pearl, 
Valance of Venice gold in needlework, 
Pewter and brass and all things that belong 
To house or housekeeping: then, at my farm 
I have a hundred milch-kine to the pail, 
Sixscore fat oxen standing in my stalls, 360 
And all things answerable to this portion. 
Myself am struck in years, I must confess ; 
And if I die to-morrow, this is hers, 
If whilst Llive she will be only mine. 
Tra. That ‘only’ came well in. Sir, list 
to me: 5 
Tam my father’s heir and only son: | 
If I may have your daughter to my wife, 
I'll leave her houses three or four as good. 
Within rich Pisa walls, as any one 
Old Signior Gremio has in Padua; 379 
Besides two thousand ducats by the year. 
Of fruitful land, all which shall be her jointure. 
What, have I pinch’d you, Signior Gremio? 
oe ape) thousand ducats by the year of 
and! 
My land amounts not to so much in all: 
That she shall have ; besides an argosy 
That now is lying in Marseilles’ road. 
What, have I choked you with an argosy? 
At Gremio, ’tis known my father hath no 
less 
Than three great argosies ; besides two galliases, 
And twelve tight galleys: these I will assure 


her, 
And twice as much, whate’er thou offer’st next. 
Gre. Nay, I have offer'd all, [have no more; 

And she can have no more than all I have : 

If you like me, she shall haye me and mine. 
va. Why, then the maid is mine from all 
the world, 

By your firm promise: Gremio is out-vied. 

Bap. I must confess your offer is the best ; 

And, let your father make her the assurance, 

She is your own; else, you must pardon me, 

If you should die before him, where’s her dower? 

Lra. That’s but a cavil : he is old, I young. 

Gre. And may not young men die, as well 


as old 

Bap. Well, gentlemen, 
Tam thus resolved : on Sunday next you know 
My daughter Katharine is to be married : 
Now, on the Sunday following, shall Bianca 
Be bride to you, if you make this assurance; 
If not, to Signior Gremio : 
And so, I take my leaye, and thank you both. 

Gre. Adieu, good neighbour. [Zicit Baptista. 

Now I fear thee not: 4o0r 
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Scene 1] 


Sirrah young gamester, your father were a fool 
To give thee all, and in his waning age 
Set foot under thy table: tut, a toy! 
An old Italian fox is not so kind, my Do 7 
(CUb. 
aie a vengeance on your crafty wither’d 
hide 
¥et [ have faced it with a card of ten. 
‘Tis in my head to do my master good : 
I see no reason but supposed Lucentio 3 
Must get a father, call'd ‘supposed Vincentio;’ 
And that’s a wonder: fathers commonly — 4rr 
Do get their children; but in this case of 
wooing, 
A child shall get a sire, if I fail not of m 
ning. t 





ACT IIl. 


SorneI. Padua. Barrista’s house. 
Enter Lucentio, HORTENSIO, and BIANCA. 


Ine. Fiddler, forbear; you grow too for- 
ward, sir: 
Have you so soon forgot the entertainment 
Her sister Katharine welcomed you withal? 
Hor. But, wrangling pedant, this is 
The patroness of heavenly harmony : 
Then give me leave to have prerogative ; 
And when in music we have spent an hour, 
Your lecture shall have leisure for as much. 
Zc. Preposterous ass, that never read so far 
To know the cause why music was ordain’d! 10 
Was it not to refresh the mind of man 
After his studies or his usual pain ? 
Then give me leave to read philosophy, 
And while I pause, serve in your harmony. 
Hot, Sirrah, I will not bear these braves of 
thine. 
Bian. Why, gentlemen, you do me double 

Wrong, . . . 

To strive for that which resteth in my choice: 
Lam no breeching scholar in the schools ; 
I'll not be tied to hours nor ‘pointed times, 
But learn my lessons as I please myself. 20 
And, to cut offal strife, here sit we down : 
Take you your instrument, play you the whiles ; 
His lecture will be done ere you have tuncd. | 

deh vou ‘ILleave his lecture when I am in 

une 
Tne. ae will be never: tune your instru- 
ment, 

Bian, Where left we last ? 

Ine. Here, madam : air 
“Hic ibat Simois; hic est Sigeia tellus; 
. Hic steterat Priami regia celsa senis. 
Bian. Construe them. Be 7.30 
Ine. ‘Hic ibat,’as I told you before, ‘Simois,’ 
Iam Lucentio, ‘hic est,’ son unto Vincentio of 
Pisa, ‘ Sigeia tellus,’ disguised thus to get your 
love; ‘Hic steterat,’ and that Lucentio that 
comes a-wooing, *Priami? is my man Tranio, 
‘regia,’ bearing my ort, celsa senis,’ that we 
might beguile the old pantaloon. 

Hor. ‘Madam, my Instrument’s in tune. 

Bian. Let’s hear. O fie! the treble jars. 39 

Luc. Spit an) the hole, man, and tune again. 
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Bian. Now let me see if I can construe it: 
‘Hic ibat Simois, I know you not, ‘hic est 
Sigeia tellus,’ I trust you not; ‘Hic steterat 
Priami,’ take heed he hear us not, ‘regia,’ pre- 
sume eile S senis,’ despair not. 

Hor. Madam, ’tis now in tune. 

Law. All but the hase. 

Hor. The base is right; ’tis the base knave 

that jars. " 
Aside] How fiery and forward our pedant is ! 
Now, for my life, the knave doth court my love : 
Pedascule, I'll watch you better yet. 50 

Bian. In time I may believe, yet I mistrust. 

Jue. Mistrust it not; for, sure, Adacides 
Was Ajax, call’d so from his grandfather. 

Bian. I must believe my master; else, I 

promise you, 

I should be arguing still upon that doubt : 

But let it rest. Now, Licio, to you: 

Good masters, take it not unkindly, pray, 

That I have been thus pleasant with you both. 

Hor. You may go walk, and give me leave 

a while: 

My lessons make no music in three parts. 60 

Lac. Ave you so formal, sir? well, I must 


wait, 
[Aside] And watch withal; for, but I be de- 
ceived, 
Our fine musician groweth amorous. 
Hor. Madam, before you touch the instru- 
ment, 
To learn the order of my fingering, 
I must begin with rudiments of art; 
To teach you gamut in a briefer sort, 
More pleasant, pithy and effectual, 
Than hath been taught by any of my trade: 
And there it is in writing, fairly drawn. 70 
Bian. Why, Lam past my gamut long ago. 
Hor. Yet read the gamut of Hortensio. 
Bian. (ees “*Gamut’ I am, the ground 
of all accord, 
“ A re,’ to plead Hortensio’s passion ; 
*B mi,’ Bianca, take him for thy lord, 
*C fa ut,’ that loves with all affection : 
‘D sol re,’ one clef, two notes have L: 
*¥ Ja mi,’ show pity, or I die.” 
cullen this gamut? tut, I like it not: 
Old fashions please me best ; Iam, not so nice, 
To change true rules for old inventions. 8r 





Enter a Servant. 


Serv. Mistress, your father prays you leave 
. your books 2 
And help to dress your sister’s chamber up : 
You know to-morrow is the wedding-day. 
Bian. Farewell, sweet masters both; [must 
begone. [Hxewnt Bianca and Servant. 
Ine. Faith, mistress, then I have no cause 
to stay. [Bcit. 
Hor. But I have cause to pry into this 
pedant : 
Methinks he looks as though he were in love: 
Yet if thy thoughts, Bianca, be so humble 
To cast thy wandering eyes on every stale, _ 90 
Seize thee that list: if once I find thee ranging, 
Hortensio will be quit with thee by changi 


«. 
ing. 


[Ecit. 


‘C-0 Kashmir Research Institute. Digitzed by eGangotri 


y 


254 


ScENEII. Padua. Before BAPtista’s house. 


Enter Bartista, GREMIO, TRANIO, Kat a- 
RNA, Branca, Lucentio, and others, 
attendants. 


Bap. [Lo Tranio] Signior Lucentio, this is 
the ‘pointed day . 
That As atharine and Petruchio should be mar- 
ried, i 
And yet. we hear not of our son-in-law. 
What will be said? what mockery will it be, 
To want the bridegroom when the priest attends 
To speak the ceremonial rites of marriage! 
What says Lucentio to this shame of ours? 
Kath. No shame but mine: I must, for- 
sooth, be forced 4 
To give my hand opposed against my heart 
Unto a mad-brain rudesby full of spleen; _ 10 
Who woo'd in haste and means to wed at 


leisure. : 

I told you, TI, he was a frantic fool, 

Hiding his bitter jests in blunt behaviour: 

And, to be noied for a merry man, 

He'll wooathousand, ‘point the day of marriage, 

NENG feasts, inyite friends, and proclaim the 

INS ; 

Yet never means to wed where he hath woo'd. 

Now must the world point.at poor Katharine, 

And say, ‘Lo, there is mad Petruchio’s wife, 

Ii it would please him come and marry her!’ 20 
Tra. Patience, good Katharine, and Baptista 


too. 
Upon my life, Petruchio means but well, 
Whatever fortune stays him from his word : 
Though he be blunt, I know him passing wise; 
Though he be merry, vet withal he’s honest. 
ath. Would Katharine had never seen him 
though | 
[Exit weeping, followed by Bianca and others. 
Bap. Go, girl; I cannot blame thee now to 
Wweepji 
For such an injury would vex a very saint, 
Much more a shrew of thy impatient humour. 


Enter BIioNDELLO. 


Bion. Master, master! news, old news, and 
such news as you never heard of! 31 

Bap. Isitnew and old too? how may that be? 

Bion. Why, is it not news, to hear of Petru- 
chio’s coming? 

Bap. Is he come? 

Bion. Why, no, sir. 

Bap. What then? 

Bion, He is coming. 

Bap. When will he be here? 

Bion. When he stands where I am and sees 
you there. 

Tra. But say, what to thine old news? 

Bion. Why, Petruchio is coming in a new 
hat and an old jerkin, a pair of old breeches 
thrice turned, a pale of boots that have been 
candle-cases, one buckled, another laced, an old 
rusty sword ta’en out of the town-armoury, 
with a broken hilt, and chapeless; with two 
broken points: his horse hipped with an old 
mothy saddle and stirrups of no kindred ; 


sides, possessed Wi ip a dd 





THE TAMING OF THE SHREW 


[Act mr 


mose in the chine; troubled with the lampass, 
infected with the fashions, full of windgalls, 
sped with spavins, rayed with the yellows, past 
cure of the fives, stark spoiled with the staggers, 
begnawn with the bots, swayed in the back and 
shoulder-shotten; near-legeed before and witha 
half-cheeked. bit and a heal-stall of sheep's 
leather which, being restrained to keep him 
from stumbling, hath been often burst. and 
now repaired with knots; one girth six times 

ieced and a woman’s crupper of yelure, which 
hath two letters for her name fairly set down 
in studs, and here and there pieced with pack- 
thread. eye 

Bap. Who. comes with him? 

Bion. O, sir, his lackey, for all the world 
caparisoned like the horse; with a linen stock 
on one leg and a kersey boot-hose on the other, 
eartered with a red and blue list; an old hat 
and ‘the humcur of forty fancies’ pricked in’t 
for a feather: & monster, a very monster in ap- 
parel, and not like a Christian footboy or a 
gentleman's lackey. 2 : 

Tra. "Tis some odd humour pricks him to 











this fashion ; 
Yet oftentimes he goes but mean-apparell’d. 
Bap. I am glad he’s come, howsoe'’er he 
comes. 
Bion. Why, sir, he comes not. 
Bap. Didst thou not say he comes? 
Bion. Who? that Petruchio came? 
Bap. Ay, that Petruchio came. 80 
Bion. No, sir; I say his horse comes, with 
him on his back. 
Bap. Why, that’s all one. 
Bion. Nay, by Saint Jamy, 
Thold you a penny, 
A horse and a man 
Is more than one, 
And yet not many. 


Enter Petrucnio and Grumio. 


Pet. Come, where be these gallants? who's 
at home? 89 
Bap. You are welcome, sir. 
et, And yet [ come not well. 

Bap. And yet you halt not. 

Tra. Not so well apparell'd 
As I wish'you were. 

Pet. Were it better, I should rush in thus. 
But where is Kate? where is my lovely bride? 
How does my father? Gentles, methinks you 

Town: 
And wherefore gaze this goodly company, 
As if they saw some wondrous monument, 
Some comet or unusual prodiay? 

tei Why, sir, you know this is your wed- 

_ ding-day: 
First were we sad, fearing you would not come; 
Now sadder, that you come so unprovided. ror 
Fie, doff this habit, shame to your estate, 

An eye-sore to our solemn festival! 

Tra. And tell us, what occasion of import 
Hath all so long detain’d you from your wife, 
And sent you hither so unlike yourself? 

ee percuicus it were to tell, and harsh 

o hear: 


ffir oh gee cary teagan word, 


a 


| 
| 
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Scunzu U1] 


Though in some part enforced to digress; 

Which, at more leisure, I will so excuse 110 

‘As you shall well be satisfied withal. 

But where is Kate? I stay too long from her: 

The morning wears, ’tis time we were at church. 
Tra. See not your bride in these unreverent 

robes : . 

Go to ny chamber; put on clothes of mine. 
Pet. Not I, believe me: thus L’ll visit her. 
Bap. But thus, I trust, you will not marry 


her. 
Pet. Good sooth, even thus; therefore ha’ 
done with words: 
To me she’s married, not unto my, clothes : 
Gould I repair what she will wearin me, — 120 
As I can change these poor accoutrements, 
*Pwere well for Kate and better for myself. 
But what afoolam Ltochat with you, . 
When I should bid good morrow to my bride, 
And seal the title with a lovely kiss! is 
beeen Petruchio and Grumio. 
Tra.. He hath some meaning in his mad 
attire: 


We will persuade him, be it possible, 
To put on better ere he go to church. 1 
Ll after him, and see the event of 









VE wt Baptista, Gremio, and attendants. 
‘. But to her love concerneth us to add 
Her father’s liking : which to bring to pass, 137 
As I before imparted to your worship, 
Tam to get a man,—whate’er he be, 
Tt skills not much, we’ll fit him to our turn,— 
‘And he shall be Vincentio of Pisa; 
And make assurance here in Padua 
Of greater sums than I haye promised. 
So shall you quietly enjoy your hope, 
And marry sweet Bianca with consent. 
Lue. Were.it not that my fellow-school- 
master 140 
Doth watch Bianca’s steps so narrowly, . 
*Dwere good, methinks, to steal our marriage ; 
Which once perform’d, let all the world say no, 
I'll keep mine own, despite of all the world. 
Tra. That by degrees we mean to look into, 
And watch our vantage in this business : 
We'll over-reach the greybeard, Gremio, 
The narrow-prying father, Minola, | 
The quaint musician, amorous Licio; 
All for my master’s sake, Lucentio. 150 


Re-enter’ GREMIO. 


Signior Gremio, came you from the church? 
ve, AS pallinel as.c’er 1 came from school. 
Tra. And is the bride and bridegroom 
ccming home? 4 
Gre. A. bridegroom say you? "tis a groom 
indeed, 
A grumbling groom, and that the girl shall 


nd, 

Tra, Curster than she? why, ’tis impossible. 

Gre. Why, he’s a devil, a devil, a yery fiend. 

eee Why, she’s a devil, a devil, the devil's 
dam. 

Gre. Tut, she’s a lamb, a dave, a fool to 


him | 
I'll tell you, Sir Lucentio: when the priest 160 
Should ask, if Katharine should be his wife, 
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“Ay, by. gogs-wouns,’ quoth he; and swore 80 


loud 
That, allamazed, the priest let fall the book; 
And, as he stoop’d again to take it up, 


This mad-brain’d bridegroom took him such a 


cut 
That down fell priest and book and hook and 
priest ; i 
‘Now take them up,’ quoth he, ‘if any list.’ 
Tra. What said the wench when he rose 


again? 
Gre, Trembled and shook; for why, he 
stamp'd and swore, . 
As if the vicar meant to cozen him. 170 


But after many ceremonies done, ; 
He calls for wine: ‘A health!’ quoth he, as if 
He had been aboard, carousing to his mates 
After a storm; quaft’d off the muscadel 
And threw the sops all in the sexton’s face 5 
Having no other reason 
But that his beard grew thin and hungerly 
And seem'd to ask him sops as he was drinking, 
This done, he took the bride about the neck 
And kiss‘d her lips with such a clamorous 
smack x 180 
That at the parting all the church did echo: 
And I seeing this came thence for very shame; 
And after me, I know, the rout is coming. 
Such a mad marriage never was before: 
Hark, hark! [hear the minstrels play. [Afusic. 


Re-cnter PetRucuio, KatHanina, Bianca, 
Baptista, HorTENSIO, GRuM1o, and Train, 
Pet. Gentlemen and friends, I thank you 
for your pains: i 
I know you think to dine with me to-day, 
Andhaye prepared great store of wedding cheer; 
But so it is, my haste doth call me hence, 189 
And therefore here I mean to take my Icave, 
Bap. Is’t possible you will away to-night ? 
Pet. T must away to-day, before night come: 
Make ié no wonder; if you knew my business, 
You would entreat me rather f° than stay. 
And, honest company, I thank you all, 
That have beheld me give away myself 
To this most patient, sweet and virtuous wife: 
Dine with my father, drink a health to me; 
For I must hence; and farewell to you all. 
Tra, Let us entreat you stay till after dinner, 
Pet. It may not be. 


Gre. Let me entreat you. 201 
Pet. Tt cannot be. 

Kath. Let me entreat you 

Pet. Iam content. 

Kath. Are you content to stay ? 


Pet. Iam content you shall entreat me stay 5 
But yet not stay, entreat me how you can. 

Kath, Now, if you love me, stay. 

Pet. P Grumio, my horse. 

Gru. Ay, sir, they be ready: the oats have 
eaten the horses. 

Kath. Nay, then, 
Do what thou canst, I will not go to-day; 210 
No, nor to-morrow, not till I please myself. 
The door is open, sir; there lies your way ; 
You may be jogging whiles your boots are 


green; 
For me, I'll not be gone till I please myself; 
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‘Tis like you'll prove a jolly surly groom, 
hat take it on you at the first so roundly. 
et. Kate, content thee; prithee, be not 



















should come by a fire to thaw me: but I, with 

lowing the fire, shall warm myself: for, con- 
sidering the weather, a taller man than I will 
take cold. Holla, ho! Curtis. 


Enter Curtis. 


Curt. Who is that calls so coldly? 

Gru. A piece of ice: if thou doubt it, thou 
mayst slide from my shoulder to my heel with 
no greater a run but my head and miy neck, A 
fire, good Curtis. we : 

Curt. Is my master and his wife coming, 
Grumio? 

Gru. O, ay, Curtis, ay: and therefore fire, 
fire; cast.on no water. 21 

Curt. Isshe so hot a shrew as she’s reported ? 

ru. She was, good Curtis, before this frost: 
but, thou knowest, winter tames man, woman 
and beast; for it hath tamed my old master 
and my new inistress and myself, fellow Curtis, 
wrt. Away, you three-inch fool! Iam no 
ast, 

Gru. Am T but three inches? why, thy horn 
is afoot; and so long am I at the least. But 
wilt thou make a fire, or shall L complain on 
thee to our mistress, whose hand she pelt 

( 


angry, 5 
Kath,” Twill be angry : what hast thou to do? 
ather, be quiet: he shall stay my leisure. 219 
Gre. Ay, marry, sir, now it begins to work, 
ees Gentlemen, forward to the bridal 
dinner: 
S¢e a woman may be made a fool, 
she had not a Spirit to resist. 
Pet. They shall go forward, Kate, at thy 
command. 

Obey the bride, you that attend on her; 

Go to the feast, revel and domincer, 

Carouse full measure to her maidenhead, 

Be mad and merry, or go hang yourselves : 

But for my bonny Kate, she must with me, 

Jay, look not big, nor stamp, nor stare, nor 

Tet; i 230 

I will be master of what is mine own: 

She is my goods, my chattels ; she is my house, 

My household stutt, my field, my barn, 

My horse, my Ox, ny ass, my any thing; 

-\nd here she stands, touch her whoever dare ; 

‘ll bring mine action on the proudest he 

Dhat stops my. way in Padua. Grumio, 

Paw forth thy weapon, we are beset with 

hieves ; 

Rescue thy mistress, if thou bea man. 

Fear not, sweet wench, they shall not touch 
thee, Kate: a 240 

TN buekler thee against a million. 

[Lxcunt Petruchio, Katharina, and Grumio. 
ap. Nay, let them g0, a couple of quiet 
ones. 

Gre, Went they not quickly, I should die 
with laughing. 

Tra. Of all mad matches never was the like. 

Lac. Mistress, what's your opinion of your 


now at hand thou shalt soon feel, to thy col 
comfort, for being slow in thy hot office ? 

Curt. I prithee, good Grumio, tell me, how 
goes the world? 5 . 

Gru. A cold world, Curtis, in every office 
but thine; and therefore fire: do thy duty, and 
have thy duty ; for By, master and mistress are 
almost frozen to death. 40 

Curt. There’s fire ready ; and therefore, good’ 
Grumio, the news, 

Gru. Why, ‘Jack, boy! ho! boy!’ and as 
much news as will thaw. 

Curt. Come, you areso fullof cony-catching! 
Gru. Why, t! 


u herefore fire; for I haye caught 
sister? i extreme cold. Where’s the cook? is supper 

Bian juhas being mad herself, she’s madly | ready, the house trimmed, rushes strewed, cob- 
mated. 


webs swept; the serving-men in their new fus- 
tian, their white stockings, and every officer his 
wedding-garment ou? Be the jacks fair within, 
the jills fair without, the carpets laid, and every 
thing in order? 
Curt. All ready; and therefore, I pray thee, 
news, 

Gru. First, Imow, my horse is tired; my 
master and mistress fallen out, 


Gre. I warrant him, Petruchio is Kated. 
Bap. Neighbours and friends, though bride 
and bridegroom wants 
For to supply the places at the table, 
ou know there wants nopunikets at the feast. 
euceT tO} you shall supply the bridegroom's 
place; 
And let Bianca take her sister’s room. 
Za. Shall sweet Bianca practise how to 


251 


; Curt. How? 
bride it? , Gru. Out of their saddles into the dirt; and 
Bap, She shall, Lucentio, Come, gentlemen, thereby hangs a tale, 60 
let’s go. [Beeunt.| Curt. Let's ha’t, good Grumio, 


Gru. Lend thine ear, 
ite a ere, 
“ru. There, Strikes him. 
} Cares This is to feel a tale, A to hear a 
fale. 
Gru, And therefore ‘tis called a sensible tale: 
and this cuff was but to knock at your ear, and 
seech listening. Now T begin: Imprimis, we 
came down a foul hill, my master riding behind 
my mistress,— 7o 
Curt. Both of one horse? 


ACT Iv. 
Scene I. PErrvonto’s country house. 
Enter Grumio, : 

Gru. Fie, fie on all tired jades, on all mad 
masters, and all foul ways! Was ever man so 
aten? was ever man so Tayed? was ever man 

£0 weary? Iam sent before to make a fire, and 
they are coming after to warm them. Now, 
qrere not I a little pot and soon hot, my very 
Jips might freeze to my teeth, my tongue to the Gru, hat’s that to thee? 
xoof of my mouth, my heart in my belly,ereI} Curt, Why, a 


hoi i 
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ScENE I] 


Gru. Tell thou the tale: but hadst thou not 
crossed me, thou shouldst have heard how her 
horse fell and she under her horse ; thou shouldst 
have heard in how miry a place, how she was be- 
moiled, how he left her with the horse upon her, 
how he beat me because her horse stumbled, 
how she waded through the dirt to pluck him 
oft me, how he swore, how she prayed, that 
never prayed before, how I cried, how the horses 
yan away, how her bridle was burst, how I lost 
my crupper, with many things of worthy me- 
mory, Which now shall die in oblivion and thou 
return unexperienced to thy graye. 

Curt. By this reckoning he is more shrew 
than she. 

Gru. Ay; and that thou and the proudest 
of you all shall find when he comes home. 
But what talk T of this? Call forth Nathaniel. 
Joseph, Nicholas, Philip, Walter, Sugarsop and 
the rest: let their heads be sleekly combed, 
their blue coats brushed and their garters of an 
indifferent knit: let them curtsy with their left 
legs and not presume to touch a hair of my 
master’s horse-tail till they kiss their hands. 
Are they all ready? 

Curt. They are. 

Gru, Call them forth. 

Curt. Do you hear, ho? you must meet my 
master to countenance my mistress. Io 

Gru. Why, she hath a face of her own. 

Curt. Who knows not that? 

Gru. Thou, it seems, that calls for company 
to countenance her. 

Curt. I call them forth to credit her. 

P Gru. Why, she comes to borrow nothing of 
them. 


Enter four or five Serving-men. 


Nath. Welcome home, Grumio! 

Phil. How now, Grumio! 

Jos. What, Grumio! 

Nich. Fellow Grumio! 

Wath, How now, old lad? 

Giw. Welcome, you ;—how now, you;—what, 
you ;—fellow, you ;—and thus much for greeting. 
Now, my spruce companions, is all ready, and 
all things neat? i 

Vath. All things is ready. How near is our 
master? oe xIg 

Gru. Ten at hand, alighted by this; and 
therefore be not—Cock’s passion, silence! I 
hear my master. 


Enter Petrucuio and KaTHARINA. 


Pet, Where be these knaves? What, no 
man at door 
To hold my stirrup nor to take my horse! 
Where is Nathaniel Gregory, Philip? 

All Serv. Here, here, sir: here, sir. 

Pet. Here, sir! here, sir! here, sir! here, sir! 
You logger-headed and unpolish’d grooms ! 
‘What, no attendance? no regard? no duty? 
‘Where is the foolish knave I sent before? 130 

Gru. _ Here, sir; as foolish as I was before. 

Pet. You peasantswain! you whoreson malt- 

horse drudge! 3 
ae bid thee meet me in} the park is 
And bring along these rascal knayes wit! e 
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Gru. pvadianicls coat, sir, was not fully 
made, moter 
seal eainelis pumps were all unpink’d i’ the 

heel 5 
There was no link to colour Peter's hat, 
And Walter's dagger was not come from sheath- 
Ing: 
There were none fine but Adam, Ralph, and 
Gregory ; 
The rest were ragged, old, and beggarly; 140 
Yet, as they are, here are they come to meet 


you. : 
Pet. Go, rascals, go, and fetch my supper in. 
[Laeunt Servants. 
Singing] Where is the life that late I led— 
Where are those— Sit down, Kate, and wel- 
come.— 
Soud, soud, soud, soud! 


Re-enter Servants with supper. 
Why, when, I say? Nay, good sweet Kate, be 
merry. 
Off with my boots, you rogues! you villains, 
when? 
[Stzgs] It was the friar of orders grey, 
As he forth walked on his way — 
Out, you rogue! you pluck my foot awry; 150 
Take that, and mend the plucking off’ the other. 
[Strikes him. 
Be merry, Kate. Some water, here; what, ho! 
ere ‘s my spaniel Troilus? Sirrah, get you 
hence, 
And bid my cousin Ferdinand come hither: 
One, Kate, that you must kiss, and be ac- 
quainted with. 
Where are my slippers? Shall I have some 
water? 


Enter one with water. 


Come, Kate, and wash, and welcome heartily. 
You whoreson villain! will you let it fall? 
Strikes him. 
Kath. Patience, I pray you; ‘twas a fault 
Peale 
Pct. A whoreson beetle-headed, flap-ear'd 


knaye! | 160 
Come, Kate, sit down; I know you have a 
stomach. 


Will you give thanks, sweet Kate; or else 
shall I? 
What’s this? mutton? 
First Serv. y. Z 
Pet. Who brought it? 
Peter. ; 
Pet. “Tis burnt; and so is all the meat. 
What dogs are these! Where is the rascal 
cook ¢ 
How durst you, villains, bring it from the 


resser, 
And serve it thus to me that love it not? 
There, take it to you, trenchers, cups, and all: 
[Throws the meat, ce. about the stage. 
You heeiless joltheads and unmanner’d slaves! 
What, do you grumble? I'll be with you 


straight. 170, 
Kath. J pray-you, husband, be not so dis- 
quiet: 


ahs Digteed hea ee ‘ie contented 


258 


Pet. I tell thee, Kate, ‘twas burnt and dried 
away; a4 = 
And I expressly am forbid to touch it, 
For it engenders choler, planteth anger; 
‘And better ’twere that both of us did fast, 
Since, of ourselves, ourselves are choleric, 
Than feed it with such over-roasted flesh. 
Be patient; to-morrow ’t shall be mended, 179 
And, for this night, we'll fast for company : 
Come, I will bring thee to thy bridal chamber. 
(2ereunt. 


Re-enter Servanis severally. 


Nath. Peter, didst ever see the like? 
Peter. He kills her in her own humour. 


Re-enter Curtis. 


Gru. Where is he? 4 
Curt. In her chamber, making a sermon of 
continency to her; ; 
And aals and swears, and rates, that she, poor 
soul, 
Knows is which way to stand, to look, to 
speak, 2 
And sits as one new-risen froma dream. 189 
Away, away! for he is coming hither. [Ereunt. 


Re-enter PETRUCHIO. 


Pet. Thus have I politiely begun my reign, 
And.’tis my hope to end successfully. 
My falcon now is sharp and passing empty : 
And till she stoop she must not be full-gorged, 
For then she never looks upon her lure. 
Another way I have to man my haggard, 
Zo make her come and know her keeper's call, 
That is, to watch her, as we watch these kites 
That bate and heat and will not be obedient. 
She eat no meat to-day, nor none shall eat i. 
Last night she slept not, nor to-night she shall 

not; 
As with the meat, some undeserved fault 
Til find about the making of the bed: 
And here I'll fling the pillow, there the bolster, 
This way the coverlet, another way the sheets : 
Ay, and amid this hurly I intend 
That all is done in reverend care of her; 
And in conclusion she shall watch all night : 
And if she chance to nod I’ll rail and brawl 
And with the clamour keep her still awake. 210 
This is a way to kill a wife with kindness ; 
And thus I'll curb her mad and headstrong 
humour. 

He that knows better how to tame a shrew, 
Now let him speak : ’tis charity to show. (Exit. 


Scene IL Padua. Before BAptista’s house. 
Enter TRANto and Hortensto. 


Tra. Is't possible, friend Licio, that Mis- 
tress Bianca 
Doth fancy any other but Lucentio? 
I tell you, sir, she bears me fair in hand, 
Hor. Sir, to satisfy you in what I haye said, 
Stand by and mark the manner of his teaching 
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Enter Bianca and LUcENTIo. 


lees Now, mistress, profit you in what you 
read? 
Bian. ; What, master, read you? first resolve 
that. 
Lue. read that I profess, the Art to Love. 
Bian. And may you prove, sir, master of 
your art! ‘ 
Ine. While you, sweet dear, prove mistress 
of my heart! Z 10 
Hor. Quick proceeders, marry! Now, tell 
me, I pray, : F 
You that durst swear that your mistress Bianca 
Loved none in the world so well as Lucentio. 
Lra. O despiteful love! unconstant woman- 





cind ! 
T tell thee, Licio, this is wonderful. 
Hor. Mistake no more: I am not Licio, 
Nora musician, asIseem tobe; 
But one that scorn to live in this disguise, 
For such a one as leaves a gentleman, 
And makes a god of such a cullion : 20 
Know, sir, that Lam call'd Hortensio, 
Tra. Signior Hortensio, I haye often heard 
Of your entire affection to Bianca; 
And since mine eyes are witness of her lightness, 
I will with you, if you be so contented, 
Forswear Bianca and her love forever. 
Hor. See, how they kiss and court! Signior 
Lucentio, 
Here is my hand, and here I firmly vow 
Never to woo her more, but do forswear her, 
As one unworthy all the former favours 30 
That I have fondly flatter’d her withal. 
Tra. eee here I take the like unfeigned 
oath, 
ever uo marry with her though she would en- 
reat: . 
Fie on her! see, how beastly she doth court 


him ! 
Hor. Would all the world but he had quite 
forsworn! 

For me, that I may surely keep mine oath, 
I will be married to a wealthy widow, 
Ere three days pass, which hath as long loved me 
As Thaye loved this proud disdainful haggard. 
And so farewell, Signior Lucentio. 40 
Kindness in women, not their beauteous looks, 
Shall win my love: and so I take my lew 1, 
In resolution as I swore before. _ [Eeit. 

Tra. Mistress Bianca, bless you with such 


race 
As ‘fongeth to a lover's blessed ease! 
Nay, I haye ta’en you napping, gentle love, 
And have forsworn you with Hortensio. 
Bian. Tranio, you jest: but have you both 
forsworn me? 
Tra. Mistress, we have. ste 
Le. : Then we aro rid of Licio. 
Tra, T faith, he’ll have a lusty widow now, 
That shall be woo'd and wedded inaday. 51 
Bian. God give him joy! 
Tra. Ay, and he'll tame her. : 
Bian. He says so, Tranio. 
Tra. Faith, he is. gone unto the’ taming- 
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Kath. Pardon, old father, my mistaking 


eyes, 
That haye been so bedazzled with the sun 
That everything I look on seemeth green : 
Now I perceive thou art a reverend father; 
Pardon, I pray thee, for my mad mistaking. 
Pet. Do, good old grandsire; and withal 
make known 50 
Which way thou travellest: if along with us, 
We shall be joyful of thy company. 
Vin. Fair sir, and you my merry mistress, 
That with your strange encounter much amazed 


me, 
My nameis call’d Vincentio; my dwelling Pisa; 
And bound I am to Padua; there to visit 
A son of mine, which long [ have not seen. 
Pet. What is his name? i i 
Vin. Lucentio, gentle sir. 
Pet. Happily met; the happier for thy son. 
And now by law, as well as reverend age, 60 
I may entitle thee my loving father: 
The sister to my wife, this gentlewoman, 
Thy son by this hath married. Wonder not, 
Nor be not grieved: she is of good esteem, 
Her dowry wealthy, and of worthy birth; 
Beside, so qualified as may beseem 
The spouse of any noble gentleman. 
Let me embrace with old Vincentio, 
And wander we to see thy honest son, 
Who will of thy arrival be full joyous. 70 
Vin. But is this true? or is it else your 
pleasure, 3 
Like pleasant travellers, to break a jest 
Upon the company you overtake? | 
Hor. I do assure thee, father, so it is. 
Come, go along, and see the truth 
hereof ; * 
For our first merriment hath made thee jealous. 
[Exeunt all but Hortensio. 
itis pull Petruchio, this has put me in 
neart. 
Have to my widow! and if she be froward, 
Then hast thou taught Hortensio to be un- 
toward. [Ezxit. 


ACT VY. 


Sonne Padua. Before Lucentio’s house. 


GrEMI0 discovered. Enter behind BIONDELLO, 
LucEnTI0, and BIANoa. 


_ Bion. Softly and swiftly, sir; for the priest 
is ready. a 

Luc. I fly, Biondello: but they may chance 
to need thee at home; therefore leave us. 

Bion. Nay, faith, Tl see the church 0’ your 
back; and then come back to my master's as 
soon as J can. ete F 

[Exeunt Lucentio, Bianca, and Biondello. 
he ii marvel Cambio comes not all this 
while. 


Enter PETRUCHIO, KaTHARINA, VINCENTIO, 
GRUMIO, with Attendants. 
ae Sir, here’s the door, this is Lucentio’s 
house : 
My father’s bears more toward the market- 
Place ; Io 
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Thither must I, and here I leaye you, sir. 
Vin. You shall not choose but drink before 


Ou £0: 
I think PShant command your welcome here, 
And, by all likelihood, some cheer is toward. 
[Knocks. 
Gre. They’re busy within; you were best 
knock louder. 


Pedant looks out of the window. 


Ped, What’s he that knocks as he would 

beat down the gate? eh ae aNl be 
“in. Is Signior Lucentio within, sir? 

fae He’s within, sir, but not to be spoken 
withal. 2r 

Vin. What if a man bring him a hundred 
pound or two, to make merry withal? 

Ped. Keep your hundred pounds to yourself: 
he shall need none, so long as J live. ¥ 

Pet. Nay, I told you your son was well be- 
loved in Padua. Do you hear, sir? To leave 
frivolous circumstances, I pray you, tell Signior 
Lucentio that his father is come from Pisa and 
is here at the door to speak with him. 30 

Ped. Thou liest: his father is come from 
Padua and here looking out at the window. 

Vin. Art thou his father? E 

Ped. Ay, sir; so his mother says, if I may 
believe her. 

Pet. [To Vincentio] Why, how now, gentle- 
man! why, this is flat knavery, to take upon 
you another man’s name. | : 

Ped. Lay hands on the villain: I believe a’ 
means to cozen somebody in this city under 
my countenance. 4 


Re-enter BIONDELLO. 


Bion. I have seen them in the church to- 
gether: God send’em good shipping! But who 
is here? mine old master Vincentio! now we 
are undone and brought to nothing, 
' Vin. [Seeing Biondello] Come hither, crack- 
hemp. 

Boon. T hope I may choose, sir. 

Vin. Come hither, you rogue. What, have 
you forgot me? > 50 

Bion. Forgot you! no, sir: I could not for- 

et you, for 1 never saw you before in all my 


ife. 
Vin, What, you notorious villain, didst thou 
never see thy master’s father, Vincentio? 
Bion. What, my old worshipful old master? 
yes, marry, sir: see where he looks out of the 
window. 


Vin. Is’t so, indeed? Beats Biondello. 
Bion. Help, help, help! here’s a madman 
will murder me. (Exit. 6r 


Ped, Help, son! help, Signior Baptista! 
2 S [Exit from above. 
Pet. Prithee, Kate, let’s stand aside and see 
the end of this controversy. [Dhey retire. 


Re-enter Pedant below; TRANIO, BAPTISTA, 
and Servants. 


Tra. Sir, what are you that offer to beat my 
servant? 
Vin. What am I, sir! nay, what are 
1A 


: ‘ou, 
sir? O immortal gods! O fine villain 


en 
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doublet! a velvet hose! a scarlet cloak! anda 
copatain hat! O, Iam undone! Iam undone! 
while I play the good husband at home, my 
son and my servant spend all at the university. 

Tra. How now! what’s the matter? 

Bap. What, is the man lunatic? 

Tra, Sir, you seem a sober ancient gentle- 
man by your habit, but your words show you a 
madman. Why, sir, what’cerns it you if 1 wear 
pearl and gold? I thank my good father, I am 
able to maintain it. de E 79 

Vin. Thy father! O villain! he is a sail- 
maker in Bergamo. , C 3 

Bap. You mistake, sir, you mistake, sir. 
Pray, what do you think is his name? _ 

Vin. His name! asif I knew not his name: 
T have brought him up ever since he was three 
years old, and his name is Tranio. e 

Ped. Away, away, mad ass! his name is 
Lucentio; and he is mine only son, and heir to 
the lands of me, Signior Vincentio. 89 

Vin. Lucentio! O, he hath murdered his 
master! Lay hold on him, I charge you, in the 
duke’s name. O, my son, my son! Tell me, 
thou villain, where is my son Lucentio? 

ya Call forth an officer. 


Enter one with an Officer. 


Carry this mad knave tothe gaol. Father Bap- 
tista, I charge you see that he be forthcoming. 

Vin. Carry me to the gaol! 

Gre. Stay, officer: he shall not go to prison. 

Bap. Talk not, Signior Gremio: I say he 
shall go to prison. 3 100 

Gre. Take heed, Signior Baptista, lest you 
be cony-catched in this business: I dare swear 
this is the right Vincentio. 

Ped. Swear, if thou darest. 

Gre. Nay, I dare not swear it. 

Tra. Then thou wert best say that I am not 
Lucentio. 

Gre. Yes, I know thee to be Signior Lucentio. 

Bap, Away with the dotard! to the gaol 
with him! 110 

Vin. Thus strangers may be haled and 
abused: O monstrous villain ! 


Re-enter BIONDELLO, with LUCENTIO and 
BIANCA. 


Bion. O! we are spoiled and—yonder he is: 
deny him, forswear him, or else we are all 
undone. 


Luc. [Kneeling] Pardon, sweet father. 

Vin. Lives my sweet son? 
[Exeunt Biondello, Tate, Ge eee 
if asjast as may be, 

Bian. Pardon, dear father. u 
ap. __, How hast thou offended? 

Where is Lucentio? 

Laue. , Here’s Lucentio, 
Right son to the right Vincentio; 
That have by marriage made thy daughter mine, 
While counterfeit supposes blear'd thine eyne. 

Gre. Here’s packing, with a witness, to 
oem: iVete ie that darmned 

in, ere is lamned villain Tranio, 

That faced and braved me in this matter so? 
Bap. Why, tell me, is not this my Cambio? 
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Bian. Cambio is changed into Lucentio. 
Iuc. Love wrought these miracles. Bianca's 
love 3 
Made me exchange my state with Tranio, 
While he did bear my countenance in the town; 
And happily T have arrived at the last 130 
Unto the wished haven of my bliss. _ 
What Tranio did, myself enforced him to; 
Then pardon him, sweet father, for my sake, 
Vin. Il slit the villain’s nose, that would 
have sent me to the gaol. | . 
Bap. But do you hear, sir? have you married 
my daughter without asking my good will? 
Vin. Fear not, Baptista; we will content 
you, go to: but T will in, to be revenged for 


this villany. Exit. 140 
Bap. And I, to sound the depth of this 
knavery. Bait, 


Ine. Look not pale, Bianea; thy father will 
not frown. Exeunt Lucentio and Bianca, 
Gre. My cake is dough; but I'll in among 


the rest, 
Out of hope of all, but my share of the feast ji 
Beit, 
Kath. Husband, let’s follow, to see the end 
of this ado. 
Pet. Virst kiss me, Kate, and we will. 
Kath, What, in the midst of the street? 
Pet. What, art thou ashamed of me? —_150 
Kath. No, sir, God forbid; but ashamed to 


kiss. 
Pet. Why, then let’s home again. Come, 
sirrah, let’s away. | 
Kath. Nay, I will give thee a kiss: now 
pray thee, love, stay. 
Pet. Isnot this well? Come, my swect Kate: 
Better once than never, for never too late. 
(Z£xcunt. 


Scrne I. Padua. Lucentio’s house. 


Enter Baptista, VINCENTIO, GREMIO, the 
Pedant, Luozntio, Branca, PETRUCHIO, 
KatTHARINA, HOoRTENSIO, and Widow, 
TRANIO, BIONDELLO, and_ GRUMIO: the 
Serving-men with Tranio bringing in a 

mquet. 
Ine. At last, though long, our jarring notes 
agree: 

And time it is, when raging war is done, 

To smile at scapes and perils overblown. 

My fair Bianca, bid my father welcome, 

While I with self-same kindness welcome thine. 

Brother Petruchio, sister Katharina, 

And thou, Hortensio, with thy loving widow, 

Feast with the best, and welcome to my house: 

My banquet is to close our stomachs up, 

ter our great good cheer. Pray you, sit down; 

For now we sit to chat as well as eat. 1 
Pet. Nothing but sit and sit, and eat and eat! 
Bap, Padua affords this kindness, son Petru- 


chio, 

Pet. Padua affords nothin; € but what is kind. 

Hor. For both our sakes, I would that word 
were true. . 

Pet. Now, for my life, Hortensio fears his 
widow. 

Wid. Then never trust me, if I be afeard. 
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ScENE 11] 


Pet. You are very sensible, and yet you miss 
my sense: 
I mean, Hortensio is afeard of you. 
Wid. He that is giddy thinks the world 
turns round. 20 
Pet. Roundly replied. 
Kath. Mistress, how mean you that? 
Wid. Thus I conceive by him, 4 
Ae Conceive by me! How likes Hortensio 
ha 
Ho. My widow says, thus she conceives 
her tale. 
Pet. Very well mended. Kiss him for that, 
good widow. 
Kath. ‘We that is giddy thinks the world 
turns round:’ 
I pray you, tell ie what you meant by that. 
We Your husband, being troubled with a 
shrew, 
Measures my husband’s sorrow by his woe: 
And now you know my meaning. 30 
Kath, .A very mean meaning. 
Wid. Right, I mean you. 
dtath. And I am mean indeed, respecting 
you. 
Pet. To her, Kate! 


Hor. Yo her, widow ! 
Pet. A hundred marks, my Kate does put 
her down. 
Hor. That’s my office. 
Pet. Spoke like an officer: ha’ to thee, lad! 
z [Drinks to Hortensio. 
oon How likes Gremio these quick-witted 
olks ? 
Gre. Believe me, sir, they butt together well. 
Bian. Head, and butt! an hasty-witted body 
woud say your head and butt were head and 
horn. 4. 
Vin. Ay, mistress bride, hath that awaken’d 


‘ou? 
Bian. Ay, but not frighted me; therefore 
T’ll sleep again. % 
Pet. Nay, that you shall riot: since you 
havebegun, 
Have at you for a bitter jest or two! 
ee Am I your bird? I mean to shift my 
bush ; 
And then pursue me as you draw your bow. 
You are welcome all. 7 
[Lxeunt Bianca, Katharina, and Widow. 
Pet. She hath prevented me. Here, Signior 
_ Tranio, 5 z 49 
This bird you aim’d at, though you hit her not; 
Therefore a health to all that shot and miss‘d._ 
Tra. O, sir, Lucentio slipp’d me like his 
greyhound, : 
Which runs himself and catches for his master. 
Pet. A. good swift simile, but something 
currish. , 
Tra. "Tis well, sir, that you hunted for your- 


self: 
Tis thought your deer does hold you at a bay. 
Bap. O ho, Petruchio! Tranio hits you 


now. 
LIne. Uthank thee for that gird, good Tranio. 
Hor, Confess, confess, hath he not hit you 


here ? 
Pct. A’ has a little gall’d me, I confess; 
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And, as the jest did glance away from me, 
"Tis ten to one it maim’d you two outright. | 
Bap. Now, in good sadness, son Petruchio, 
I think thou hast the veriest shrew of all. 
Pet. Well, Tsay no: and therefore for assur- 


ance 

Let’s each one send unto his wife ; 

And he whose wife is most obedient 

To come at first when he doth send for her, 

Shall win the wager which we will propose. 
Hor. Content. What is the wager? 

Ine. Twenty crowns. 7o 
Pet. Twenty crowns! 
I'll venture so much of my hawk or hound, 
But twenty times so much upon my wife. 
Ine. A hundred then. 
07. Content. a 
Pet. A match! ’tis done, 
Hor. Who shall begin? 
Ae, That will I. 

Go, Biondello, bid your mistress come to me. 
Bion. I go. (Exit. 
Bap. Son, I'll be your half, Bianca comes. 
Inc. Vil have no halves; I'll bear it all 

myself. ‘ 


Re-enter BioNDELLO. 


How now! what news? 

Bion. _ Sir, my mistress sends you word 80 
That she is busy and she cannot come. 

Pet. How! she is busy and she cannot come! 
Is that an answer? 

Gre. Ay, and a kind one too: 
Pray God, sir, your wife send you not a worse. 

Pet. Lhope, better. 

Hor, Sirrah Biondello, go and entreat my 


[E2xit Bion. 
ct. O, ho! entreat her! 
Nay, then she must needs come. : 
‘or. \ am afraid, sir, 
Do what you can, yours will not be entreated. 


Re-enter BIONDELLO. 
Now, where’s my wife? go. 
Bion. She says you have some goodly jest 
in hand: i 
She will not come: she bids you come to her. 
Ge pivorse and worse; she will not come! 
vile, 
Intolerable, not to be endured ! 
Sirrah Grumio, £0 to your mistress ; 
Say, I command her come to me. 
[Exit Grumio, 


wife 5 
To come to me forthwith. 


Hor. Iknow her answer, 
ct. What? 

Hor. She will not. 

Pet. The fouler fortune mine, and there an 


en 
Bap. Now, by my holidame, here comes 
Ivatharina! 
Re-enter KATHARINA. 
Kath. What is your will, sir, that you send 


for me? > 100 
Be iter is your sister, and Hortensio’s 
wite 


60| Kath. They sit conferring by the parlour fire 
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Pet. Go, fetch them hither: if they deny to 
come, J 
Sane me them soundly forth unto their hus- 
ands : 
Away, I say, and bring them hither straight. 
yy 2 = [Levit Katharina. 
Inc. Here is a wonder, if you talk of a 
wonder. ‘ 
Hor. And so it is: I wonder what it bodes. 
Pet. Marry, peace it bodes, and love and 
quiet life, A 
And awful rule and right supremacy ; 
And, to be short, what not, that’s sweet and 
happy? 3 110 
Bap. Now, fair befal thee, good Petruchio! 
The wager thou hast won; and I willadd 
Unto their losses twenty thousand crowns}; 
Another dowry to another daughter, 
For she is changed, as she had never been. 
Pet. Nay, I will win my wager better yet 
And show more sign of her obedience, 
Her new-built virtue and obedience. 
See where she comes and brings your froward 
wives 
As prisoners to her womanly persuasion. 120 
Re-enter KATHARINA, with Banca and 
Vidow. 


Katharine, that cap of yours becomes you not: 
Off with that bauble, throw it under-foot. 
Wid. Lord, let me never have a cause to sigh, 
Till I be brought to sucha silly pass! 
Bian. Fie! whata foolish duty call you this? 
Tne, I would your duty were as foolish too: 
The wisdom of your duty, fair Bianca, 
Hath cost me an hundred crowns since supper- 
time. 
Bian. The more fool you, for laying on my 
duty. 
Pet. Katharine, I charge thee, tell these 
headstrong women 130 
What Ory they do owe their lords and husbands. 
Wid. Come, come, you’re mocking : we will 
rote no feline: anne 
et. Come on, I say; and first begin with her. 
Wid. She shall not. te ee 
et. I say she shall: and first begin with her. 
Ke cals Hie fie! unknit that Biceatanitiz un- 
sind brow, 


And dart not scornful glances from those eyes, [Ze 


To wound thy lord, thy king, thy governor : 

It blots thy beauty as frosts do bite the meads, 

coz founds thy fame as whirlwinds shake fair 
uds, 

And in no sense is meet or amiable. ie 

A woman moved is like a fountain troubled, 

Muddy, ill-seeming, thick, bereft of beauty ; 
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And while it is so, none so dry or thirsty 

Will deign to sip or touch one drop of it. 

Thy husband is thy lord, thy life, thy keeper, 

Thy head, thy sovereign ; one that cares for thee, 

‘And for thy maintenance commits his body 

To painful labour both by sca and land, 

To watch the night in storms, the day in cold, 

Whilst thou liest warm at home, secure and 
safe ; ; 151 

And craves no other tribute at thy hands 

But love, fair looks and true obedience ; 

Too little payment for so great a debt. 

Such duty as the subject owes the prince 

Even such a woman oweth to her husband ; 

And when she is froward, peevish, sullen, sour, 

And not obedient to his honest will, 

What is she but a foul contending rebel 

And graceless traitor to her loving iord? 

Iam ashamed that women are so simple 

To offer war where they should kneel for peace, 

Or seek for rule, supremacy and sway, 

When they are bound to serve, love and obey, 

Why are our bodies soft and weak and smooth, 

Unapt to toil and trouble in the world, 

But that our soft conditions and our hearts 

Should well agree with our external parts ? 

Come, come, you froward and unable worms! 

My mind hath been as big as one of yours, 170 

My heart as great, my reason haply more, 

To bandy word for word and frown for frown ; 

But now I see our lances are but straws, 

Our strength as weak, our weakness past com- 


160 


pare, | 
That seeming to be most which we indeed least 
are. 
Then vail your stomachs, for it is no boot, 
su place your hands below your husband's 
‘oot : 
In token of which duty, if he Dees) 
My hand is ready ; may it do him ease. 
Pet. Why, there’s a wench! Come on, and 
kiss me, Kate. 180 
Lue. Well, go thy ways, old Jad; for thou 
shalt hat. 
Vin. Tis a good hearing when children are 
toward. 
Ine. But a harsh hearing when women are 
froward. 
Pet. Come, Kate, we'll to bed. 
We three are married, but you two are sped. 
‘0 Luc.) Twas I won the wager, though you 
hit the white ; 
And, being a winner, God give you good night! 
[Bzeune Petruchio and Katharina. 
Hor, Now, go thy ways; thou hast tamed a 
curst shrew. 
Tn. ’Tis a wonder, by your leave, she will 
be tamed so, Exeunt. 
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ALL’S WELL THAT ENDS WELL 


DRAMATIS PERSONAL 


KING oF FRANCE. 

DUKE OF FLORENCE. 

Bertram, Count of Rousillon. 
Lary, an old lord. 

PAROLLES, a follower of Bertram. 


Steward, 1 servants to the Countess of 
Clown, A Rousillon. 
A Page. 
CouNTESS OF ROUSILLON, mother to Ber- 
tram. 
ACT I. 


SomneL Rousillon. The Count’s palace. 


Enter BERTRAM, the COUNTESS OF ROUSILLON, 
HELENA, and LaFEv, all in black, 


Count. In delivering my son from me, I 
bury a second husband. 

Ber, And I in going, madam, weer, o'er my 
father’s death anew: but I must attend his ma- 
jesty’s command, to whom I am/now in wi 
evermore in subjection. 7 

Laf. You shall find of the king a husband, 
madam ; you, sir, a father: he that so generally 
is at all times good must of necessity hold his 
virtue to you; whose worthiness would stir it up 
where it wanted rather than lack it where there 
is such abundance. ! 3 : 

Count. What hope is there of his majesty’s 
amendment? a 

af. He hath abandoned his physicians, ma- 
dam ; under whose practices he hath persecuted 
time with hope, and finds no other advantage in 
the process but only the losing of hope by time. 

Count, This young gentlewoman had a fa- 
ther,—O, that ‘had’ Vhow sada passage “tis !— 
whose skill was almost as great as his 
had it stretched so far, would have made nature 
immortal, and death should have play for lack 
of work._ Would, for the king's sake, he were 
living! I think it would be the death of the 
king's disease. 

Laf. How called you the man you speak of, 
madam ? coer F 

Count. He was famous, sir, in his profession, 
and it was his great right to be so: Gerard de 
Narbon. 4 i 

_Laf. He was excellent indeed, madam: the 
king yery lately spoke of him admiringly and 
mourningly ; he wasskilful enough to have lived 


honesty ; | ii 


HELENA, a gentlewoman protected by the 
Countess. 

An old Widow ot Florence, 

Drana, daughter to the Widow, 

VIOLENTA, i neighbours and friends to the 

MARIANA, Widow. 


Lords, Officers, Soldiers, &c., French and 
Florentine. 


Scene: Rousillon ; Paris ; Florence ; 
Marseilles. 


aa if knowledge could he set up against mor- 
tality. 
Ber. What is it, my good lord, the king Jan- 
guishes of ? 

Laf. A fistula, my lord. 

Ber, heard not of it before. : 40 

Laf. I would it were not notorious. Was 
this gentlewoman the daughter of Gerard de 
Narbon? __ : 

Count, His sole child, my lord, and be- 
queathed to my overlooking. Thaye those hoj 
of her. good that her education promises; her 


ard, | dispositions she inherits, which makes fair gifts 


fairer; for where an unclean mind carries vir- 
tuous qualities, there commendations go with 
pity ; they are virtues and traitors too: in her 
they are the better for their simpleness; she 
derives her honesty and achieves her goodness. 

Lag. Your commendations, madam, get from 
her tears. | ; 

Count. "Tis the best brine a maiden can sea- . 
son her praise in. The remembrance of her 
father never approaches her heart but the 
tyranny of her sorrows takes all livelihood from 
her cheek. No more of this, Helena; go to, no 
more; lest it be rather thought you affect a 
sorrow than have it. . 6x 

Hel. Ido affect a sorrow indeed, but I have 


& too. 
Laf. Moderatelamentation is the Hehe of the 
dead, excessive grief the enemy to the living. 

Count. If the living be enemy to the grief, 
the excess makes it soon mortal. 

Ber, Madam, I desire your holy wishes. 

Laj. How understand we that? 

Count. Be thou blest, Bertram, and succeed 

thy father | 70 

In manners, as in shape! thy blood and virtue 
Contend for empire in thee, and thy goodness 
Share with thy birthright! Love all , trust afew, 
Do wrong to none: be able for thine encmy 
Rather in power than use, and keep thy friend 
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Under thy own life’s key : be check’d for silence, 

But never tax’d forspeech. What heaven more 
will 

That thee may furnish and my prayers pluck 


down, 
Fall on thy head! Farewell, my lord; 
*Tis an unseason’d courtier; good my lord, 
Alvise him, 
af. He cannot want the best 
That shall attend his love. | 
Count. Heaven bless him! Farewell, Ber- 


tram. i aut 
Ber. [Lo Helena] The best wishes that can 
he forged in your thoughts be servants to you! 
Be comfortable to my mother, your mistress, 
and make much of her. 
ee Barewell, pretty lady; you must hold 
the credit of your father, 
Y [Exeunt Bertram and Lafeu. 
O, were that all! I think not on my 
‘ather ; ; 90 
And these great tears grace his remembrance 


more 

Than those I shed for him. What was he like? 

Lhave forgot him; my imagination 

Carries no favour in’t but Bertram’s. 

Tam undone: there is no living, none, 

If Bertram be away. “Iwere ¢ Lone 

That I should love a bright particular star 

And think to wed it, he is so above me: 

In his bright radiance and collateral light 

Must I be comforted, not in his sphere, 100 

The ambition in my love thus plagues itself : 

The hind that would be mated by the lion 

Must die for love. “Iwas pretty, though a 
plague, 

To see him every hour; to sit and draw 

His arched brows, his hawking eye, his curls, 

Tn our heart's table ; heart too capable 

Of every line and trick of his sweet favour: 

But now he’s gone, and my idolatrous fancy 

Must sanctify his reliques. Who comes here? 


Enter Parours. 


[Aside] One that goes with him: Ilove him for 
is sake; q 110 
And ed know him a notorious liar, 
Think him a great way fool, solely a coward ; 
Yet these fix'd evils sit so fit in him, 
That they take place, when virtue’s steely hones 
tLook bleak i’ the cold wind: withal, full oft 
we sce 
Cold wisdom waiting on superfluous folly. 
‘ar. Save you, fair queen! 
Hel. And you, monarch! 
Par. No. 
And no. 120 
Par. Are you meditating on Virginity t 
Hel. Ay. You have some stain of soldier in 


you: let me ask you a question. Man is enemy 


to yirginity;-how may we barricado it against | I k 


him? 

Par. _Keep him out. 

Hel. But heassails; and our virginit; , though 
valiant, in the defence yet is weak : untold to us 
some warlike resistance. 

‘ar. There is none: man, sitting down be- 
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Hel. Bless our poor virginity from under. 
miners and blowers up! Is there no military 
policy, how virgins might blow up men? i 

Par. Virginity being blown down, man will 

uicklier be blown up: marry, in blowing him 

own again, with the breach yourselves made, 
you lose your city. It is not politic in the com- 
monwealth of nature to preserve virginity. Loss 
of virginity is rational increase ani there was 
never Virgin got till virginity was first lost. That 
you were made of is metal to make virgins, 
Virginity by being once lost may be ten times 
found; by being ever kept, it is ever lost: ’tis 
too cold a companion; away with't! 

Hel. I will stand for’t a little, though there- 
fore I die a virgin. | Rico. a 

Par. There’s little can he said in’t; ’tis 
against the rule of nature. To speak on the 
part of virginity, is to accuse your mothers; 
which is most infallible disobedience, He that 
hangs himself is a virgin: virginity murders it- 
self; and should be buried in highways out of 
all sanctified limit, as a desperate offendress 
against nature. Virginity breeds mites, much 
like a cheese ; consumes itself to the very paring, 
and so dies with feeding his own stomach. Be- 
sides, virginity is peevish, proud, idle, made of 
self-love, which is the most inhibited sin in the 
canon. Keep it not; you cannot choose but 
lose by’é: out with ’t! within ten year it will 
inake itself ten, which is a goodly increase’; and 
Huoipuncipal itself not much the worse: away 
witht! 

Hel. How might one do, sir, to lose it to her 
own liking? 

Par. Let me see: marry, ill, to like him that 
ne'er it likes. "Tis a commodity will lose the 
gloss with lying; the longer kept, the less worth: 
off with’t while ‘tis vendible; answer the time 
of request. Virginity, like an old courtier, wears 
her cap out of fashion: richly suited, but un- 
suitable: just like the brooch and the tooth-pick, 
which wear not now. Your date is better in 
your pie and your porridge than in your cheek: 
and your virginity, your old virginity, is like 
one of our French withered pears, it looks ill, it 
eats drily; marry, ’tis a wit! hered pear; it was 
formerly better ; marry, yct’tis a withered pear: 
will you any thing with it? 

Hel. t+Not my virginity yct...... 

There shall your master have a thousand loves, 
A mother and a mistress and a friend, 185 
A phoenix, captain and an enemy, 

A guide, a goddess, and a sovereign, 

A counsellor, a traitress, and a dear: 

His humble ambition, proud humility, 

His al concord, and his discord dulcet, 

His faith, his sweet disaster ; with a world 

Of pretty, fond, edoptious christendoms, 

That blinking Cupi gossips. Now shall he— 

mow not what he shall. God send him 
well! 190 

The court’s a learning place, and he is one— 

Par. hat one, i’ faith? 

Hel. ThatIwish well. "Tis pity— 

Par. What's pity? 

Hel. That wishing well had not a body in’t, 


fore you, will undermine you and blow you up. | Which might be felt; that we, the poorer born, 
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‘Whose baser stars do shut us up in wishes, 
Might with effects of them follow our friends, 
‘And show what we alone must think, which 


never 

Returns us thanks, 200 
Enter Page. 

Page. Monsieur Parolles, my lord calls for 


you. J [Excit. 

Par. Little Helen, farewell : if I can remem- 
ber thee, I will think of thee at court. 

Hel. Monsieur Parolles, you were born under 
a charitable star, 

Par, Under Mars, I. 

Hel. L especially think, under Mars. 


Par. Why under Mars? 

Hel. The wars have so kept you under that 
you must needs be born under Mars. 210 

Par. When he was predominant. 


Hel. When he was retrograde, I think, rather. 
Par. Why think you so? 
Hel. You go so much backward when you 


fight. 
That’s for advantage. 
el, So is running away, when fear proposes 
the safety : but the composition that your valour 
and fear makes in you is a virtue of a good wing, 
and I like the wear well. . 219 
Par. I am so full of businesses, I cannot 
answer thee acutely. I will return perfect 
courtier; in the which, my instruction shall 
serve to naturalize thee, so thou wilt be capable 
of a courticr’s counsel and understand what 
advice shall thrust upon thee; else thou diest 
in thine unthankfulness, and_thine apnoratice 
makes thee away: farewell. When thou hast 
leisure, say thy prayers; when thou hast none, 
remember thy friends : get thee a good husband, 
and use him as he uses thee: so, parece 230 
ret. 
Hel. Our remedies oft in ourselves do lie, 
Which we ascribe to heaven: the fated sky 
Gives us free scope, only doth backward pull 
Our slow designs when we ourselves are dull. 
What power is it which mounts my love so high, 
That makes me see, and cannot feed mine eye? 
The mightiest space in fortune nature brings 
To join like likes and kiss like native things. 
possible be strange attempts to those 239 
That weigh their pains in sense and do suppose 
What hath been cannot be: who ever strove 
To show her merit, that did miss her love? 
The king's disease—my project may deceive me, 
But my intents are fix’d and will not leave. ae 
att. 


Sonne I. Paris. The Kina’s palace. 


Flourish of cornets. Enter the KiNG oF 
Francz, with letters, and divers Attendants. 


King. The Florentines and Senoys are by 
the ears; a 
Have fought with equal fortune and continue 
braving war. t . 
First Lord. So ‘tis reported, sir. 
King. Nay, ‘tis most credible; we here re- 
ceive it 5 3 
A certainty, vouch’d from our cousin Austria, 
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With caution that the Florentine will move us 
For speedy aid ; wherein our dearest friend 
Hie agicates the business and would seem. 
To have us make denial. 5 
First Lord. His love and wisdom, 
Approved so to your majesty, may plead 10 
For amplest credence. 
Ki me. ys He hath arm'd our answer, 
And Florence is denied before he comes: 
Yet, for our gentlemen that mean to sce 
he Tuscan service, freely have they leave 
To stand on either part. 
Sec. Lord. It well may serve 
A nursery to our Fenty, who are sick 
For breathing and exploit. 
King. Whai’s he comes here? 


Enter Bertras, LArev, and PARoutes, 


First Lord. It is the Count Rousillon, my 
good lord, 
Young Bertram. 

King. Youth, thou bearst thy father's face; 
Frank nature, rather curious than in haste, 20 
Hath well composed thee. Thy father's moral 

parts 
Mayst thou inherit too! Welcome to Paris. _ 
Ber. My thanks and duty are your majesty’s. 
King. I would I had that corporal sound- 
ness now, a 3 
As when thy father and myself in friendship 
First tried our soldiership! He did look far 
Into the service of the time and was 
Discipled of the bravest : he lasted long; 
But on us both did haggish age steal on 
And wore us out of act. It much repairs me 30 
To talk of your good father. In his youth 
He had the wit which I can well observe _ 
To-day in our young lords; but they may jest 
Till their own scorn return to them unnoted 
Ere they can hide their levity in honour :~ 
So like a courtier, contempt nor bitterness 
Were in his pride or sharpness ; if they were, 
His equal had awaked them, and his honour, 
Clock to itself, knew the true minute when 
Exception bid him speak, and at this time — 40 
His tongie obey’d his hand: who were below 
him. 
He used as creatures of another place 
And bow’d his eminent top to their low ranks, 
Making them proud of his humility, 
Hn their poor praise he humbled. Such a man 
Might be a copy to these younger times; 
Which, follow’d well, would demonstrate them 


now 
But goers backward. 
cr". . His good remembrance, sir, 
Lies richer in your thoughts than on his tomb ; 
So in apzroof lives not his epitaph 59 
Asin your royal speech. 
King. Would I were with him! He would 
always say—__ 
Methinks I hear him now ; his plausive words 
He scatter'd not in cars, but grafted them, 
To grow there and to bear,—‘ Let me not live, — 
This his good melancholy oft began, 
On the catastrophe and heel of pastime, 
When it was out,—‘ Let me not live,’ quoth he, 
‘ After my flame lacks oil, to be the snutf 
stitute. Digitzed by eGangotri 
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Of youn: irits, whose apprehensive senses 
“All but Bay GHIngS disdain ; whose judgements 
are - 53 
Mere fathers of their garments; whose con- 
stancies ate 
ire before their fashions.’ This he wish’d: 
Latter him do after him wish too, 
Since I nor wax nor honey can bring home, 
I quickly were dissolved from my hive, 
To give some labourers room. R 
Sec. Lord. You are loved, sir; 
They that least lend it you shall lack you first. 
King. I fill a place, I know’t. How long 
is’t, count, ne 
Since the physician at your father’s died ? 
He was much famed. ¥ 
Ber. Some six months since, my lord. 
King. If he were living, I would try him yet. 
Lend me an arm; the rest have worn me out 
With several applications : nature and sickness 
Debate it at their leisure. Welcome, count; 
a son’s no dearer. 
7", 


jo 


Thank your majesty. 
[Excunt. Flourish. 


Scene IL. Rousillon. The Count’s palace. 
Enter Countess, Steward, and Clown. 


Count. I will now hear; what say you of 
this gentlevoman? 

Stew. Madam, the care I have had to even 
your content, I wish might be found in the 
calendar of my past endeavours: for then we 
wound our modesty and make foul the clearness 
of our deservings, when of ourselves we publish 
them. 

Count. What does this knave here? Get you 
gone, sirrah : the complaints I have heard of 
you t do not all believe: *tis my slowness that 

do not; for I know you lack not folly to com- 
miéthem, and have ability enough to make such 
knaveries yours. 

Clo, *Tis not unknown to you, madam, I 
am a poor fellow. 

Count. Well, sir, 

Clo. No, madam, *tis not so well that Iam 
poor, though many of the rich are damned : but, 
if I may have your ladyship’s good will to go to 
the world, Isbel the woman and I will do as we 


may. : 2x 

Count. Wilt thou needs be a beggar? 

Clo. I do beg your good will in this case. 

Count. Inwhatcase? 
._ Clo. In Isbel’s case and mine own. Service 
is no heritage: and I think I shall never have 
the blessing of God till I have issue o’ my body ; 
for they say barnes are blessings. 

Count. Tell me thy reason why thou wilt 
marty. 29 

Clo. My poor body, madam, requires it: T 
am driven on by the flesh; and ‘he must needs 
go that the devil drives, 

Count. Is this all your worship’s reason ? 

Clo. Faith, madam, I have other holy reasons, 
such as ey are. 

Count. May the world know them? 

Clo. Thave been, madam, a wicked creature, 
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as you and all flesh and blood are; and, indeed, 

do marry that I may repent. 

Count. Thy marriage, sooner than thy wick. 
edness. ‘ 4t 

Clo, Tam outo’ friends, madam ; and I hope 
to have friends for my wife’s sake. 

Count. Such friendsare thine enemies, knaye, 

Clo. You’re shallow, madam, in great friends; 
for the knaves come to do that for me which 
am aweary of. He that ears my land spares my 
team and gives me leave to in the crop; if I be 
his cuckold, he’s my drudge: he that comforts 
my wife is the cherisher of. my flesh and blood; 
he that cherishes my flesh and blood loves my 
flesh and blood; he that loves my flesh and 
blood is my friend: ergo, he that kisses my wife 
is my friend. If men could be contented to be 
what they are, there were no fear in marriage; 
for young Charbon the puritan and old Poysam 
the papist, howsome’er their hearts are severed 
in religion, their heads are both one; they may 
joul horns together, like any deer i’ the herd. 

Count. Wilt thou ever be a foul-mouthed 
and calumnious knave ? 6x 

Clo. A prophet I, madam; and I speak the 
truth the next way : 

For I the ballad will repeat, 
Which men full true shall find; 
Your marriage comes by destiny, 
Your cuckoo sings by kind. 

Count. Get you gone, sir; 1’ll talk with you 
more anon. 

Stew. May it please you, madam, that he bid 
Helen come to you: of her I am to speak. 75 

Count. Sirrah, tell my gentlewoman I would 
speak with her; Helen, I mean. 
Clo. Was this fair face the cause, quoth she, 

Why the Grecians sacked Troy ? 
Fond done, done fond, 

Was this King Priam’s joy? 

With that she sighed as she stood, 
With that she sighed as she stood, 

And gave this sentence then ; 
Among nine bad if one be good, 
Among nine bad if one be good, 

here’s yet one good in ten. 
Count. What, one good in ten? you corrupt 
the song, sirrah. 
_ Clo. ‘One good woman in ten, madam; which 
is a purifying o’ the song: would God’ would 
serve the world so all the year! we'ld find no 
fault with the tithe-woman, if I were the parson. 
One in ten, quotha’! An we might havea good 
woman born but one every blazing star, or at an 
earthquake, ’twould mend the lottery well: a 
man snay draw his heart out, ere a’ pluck one. 
Count. You'll be gone, sir Jmaye, and do as 
I command you. 
Clo. That man should be at woman's com- 
mand, and yet no hurt done! Though honesty 
be no puritan, et it will do no hurt; it will 
wear the surplice of humility over the black 
own of a bighcart. Iam going, forsooth : the 
usiness is for Helen to come hither. [Exit. 
Count. Well, now. 
Stew. I know, madam, you love your gentle- 
i woman entirely, 
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Count, Faith, I do: her father bequeathed 
her to me; and she herself, without other at 
yantage, may lawfully make title to as much 
love as she finds: there is more owing her than 
is paid ; and more shall be paid her than she’ll 
demand. 109 

Stew. Madam, I was very late more near her 
than I think she wished me : alone she was, and 
did. communicate to herself her own words to 
her own ears; she thought, I dare vow for 
her, they touched not any stranger sense. Her 
matter was, she loved vour son: Fortune, she 
said, was no goddess, that had put such differ- 
ence betwixt their two estates; Love no god, 
that would not extend his might, only where 
heise: were level; Dian no queen of virgins, 
that would sutter her poor knight surprised, 
without rescue in the first assault or ransom 
afterward. ‘this she delivered in the most 
bitter touch of sorrow that e’er I heard virgin 
exclaim in: which I held my duty speedily to 
acquaint you withal; sithence, in the loss that 
may happen, it concerns you something to 
know it. 

Count. You have discharged this honestly ; 
keep it to yourself : many likelihoods informed 
me of this before, which hung so tottering in the 
balance that I could neither believe nor mis- 
doubt. Pray you, leave me: stall this in your 
bosom ; and I thank you for your honest care : 
Iwill speak with you further anon. | 

[Exit Steward. 


Enter HEvena. 


Even so it was with me when I was young: 
feel we are nature’s, these are ours; this 
horn 
Doth to our rose of youth rightly belong; 
Our blood to us, this to our blood is born ; 
It is the show and seal of nature's truth, " 
Where Ane strong passion is impress’d in 
youth: . 
By our remembrances of days foregone, 140 
tSuch were our faults, or then we thought them 
none. 
Her eye is sick on’t: I observe her now. 

Hel. What is your pleasure, madam ? 

Count. You know, Helen, 
Tam a mother to you. - 

Hel. Mine honourable mistress. 

Count. Nay, a mother: 
Why nota mother? When I said ‘a mother, 
Methought You saw a serpent: what’s in 

“mother, 
That you start at it? I say, I am your mother; 
And put you in the catalogue of those 
‘That were enwombed mine: ’tis often seen 150 
Adoption strives with nature and choice breeds 
A native slip to us from foreign seeds: 

You ne'er oppress'd me with a mother’s groan, 

Yet I express to you e. mother’s care : 

God’s mercy, maiden! does it curd thy blood 

To say 1am thy mother? What’s the matter, 

That this distemper’d messenger of wet, 

The many-colour'd Iris, rounds thine eye? 

Why? that you are my daughter? 
L. That I am not. 
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Hel. Pardon, madam} 160 
The Count Rousillon cannot be my brother: 
Lam from humble, he from honour’d name; 
No note upon my parents, his all noble: 

My master, my dear lord he is; and I 
His servant live, and will his vassal die: - 
He must not be my brother. 
Count. Nor I your mother? 
Hel. You are my mother, madam; would . 
ie were,— 
So that my lord your son were not my brother,— 
Indeed my mother! or were you both our 
mothers, 
I care no more for than I do for heayen, 
So I were not his sister. Can’t no other, 
But, I your daughter, he must be my brother? 
Count Yes, Helen, youmight be my daughter- 
in-law: 
God shield you mean it not! daughter and 
mother 
So strive upon your jpulse: What, pale again? 
My fear hath catch’ your fondness: now I see 
The mystery of your loneliness, and find 
Your salt tears’ head: now to all sense ‘tis gross 
You love my son; invention is ashamed, 
Against the proclamation of thy passion, 80 
‘To say thou dost not: therefore tell me true ; 
But tell me then, ’tis so; for, look, thy cheeks 
Confess it, th’ one to th’ other; and thine eyes 
See it so grossly shown in thy behaviours 


170 


‘That in their kind they speak it : only sin 
And hellish obstinacy tie thy fongue; 


That truth should be suspected. Speak, is’tso? 
Jit be so, you have wound a goodly clew; 


J£it be not, forswear’t : howe'er, I charge thee, 
As heaven shall work in me for thine avail, 190 


To tell me truly. 
Hel. Good madam, pardon me! 
Count. Do you love my son? : 
Your pardon, noble mistress! 
Love youmyson? 
el. ‘0 not you love him, madam? 
Count, Go not about; my love hath in’t a 


ond, 
Whereof ‘the world takes note: come, come, 


disclose 


The state of your affection ; for your passions 


Then, I confess, 


Here on my knee, before high heayen and you, 
That before you, and next unto high heayen, 
I love your son. 


200 
My friends were poor, but honest ; so’s my love: 
Be not offended ; for it hurts not him 


That he is loved of me: J follow him not 


By any token of presumptuous suit ; 

Nor would I have him till I do deserve him; 
Yet never know how that desert should be. 
I know Llove in vain, strive against hope; 
Yet in this captious and intenible sieve 

I still pour in the waters of my love 

And lack not to lose still: thus, Indian-like, 
Religious in mine error, I adore 

The sun, that looks upon his worshipper, 
Butknows of him nomore. My dearest madam, 
Let not your hate encounter with my love 

For loving where you do: but if yourself 


2I1 


Hel. 4 A 
Count. Tsay, Tapa your mother esearch INSNtRE: EAGDSA BY SESKAGUIRIOUS youth, 220 
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Did ever in so true a flame of liking t 

‘Wish chastely and love dearly, that your Dian 
Was both herself and love; O, then, give pity 
To her, whose state is such that cannot choose 


But lend and give where she is sure to lose; 221 


That seeks not to find that her search implies, 
But riddle-like lives sweetly where she dies! 
Count Had you not lately an intent,—speak 
truly,— 
Bo po Pare sas 
cl. Madam, I had. 
‘ownt. Wherefore ? tell true. 

Hel. Iwill tell truth; by grace itself I swear. 
You know my father left me some prescriptions 
Of rare and proved effects, such as his reading 
And manifest experience had collected | 
For general sovereignty ; and that he will’d me 
In heedfull’st reservation to bestow them, 231 
As notes whose faculties inclusive were 
More than they were in note: amongst the rest 
There is a remedy, approved set down, 

To cure the desperate languishings whereof 
The king is render‘d lost. x 
ount, : This was your motive 
For Paris, was it? speak. 5 
ae My lord your son made me to think of 
his ; 
Else Paris and the medicine and the king 
Had from the conversation of my thoughts 240 
Haply been absent then. 
‘ount. But think you, Helen, 
If you should tender your supposed aid, 

e would Teccive it? he and his physicians 
Are of a mind; he, that they cannot hel him, 
They, Mae they cannot help: how sh: they 

credit 
A poor unleamed yirgin, when the schools, 
Embowell’d of their doctrine, haye left off 
The danger to itself? 

Hel. There’s something in’t, 

More than my father’s skill, which was the 
greatest 

Of his profession, that his good receipt 250 

Shall for my legacy be sanctified 

By the luckiest stars in heaven: and, would 
your honour 

ut give me leave to try success, I’ld yenture 

The well-lost life of mine on his grace’s cure 

By such a day and hour. 
‘ount. Dost thou believe’t? 

Hel. Ay, madam, knowingly. 

Count. Why, Helen, thou shalt have my 

leave and love, 

Means and attendants and my loving grectings 

Lo those of mine in court: I'll stay at home 

And pray God's blessing into thy attempt: 260 

Be gone to-morrow; and be sure of this, 

‘What I can help thee to thou shalt not miss, 
[Exeunt. 

ACT IL 
SceneI. Paris. The Krya's palace. 


Flourish of cornels, Enter the Kina, attended 
with divers young Lords taking leave for the 
lorentine war ; BERTRAM, and PAROLLES, 
King. Farewell, young lords; these warlike 
principles 
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Do not thie from you: and you, my lords, 
farewell : 2 3 

Share the advice betwixt you ; if both gain, all 
The gift doth stretch itself as ’tis received, 
And is enough for both. : 

First Lord. _ Tis our hope, sir, 
After well enter'd soldiers, to return 
And find your grace in health. 

King. No, no, it cannot be; and yet my 


heart 
Will not confess he owes the malady 
That doth my life besiege. Jarewell, young * 
lords 3 10 
Whether £ live or die, be you the sons 
Of worthy Frenchmen : let higher Italy,— 
tThose bated that inherit but-the fall 
Of the last monarchy,—see that you come 
Not to woo honour, but to wed it; when 
The bravest questant shrinks, find what youseek, 
‘That fame may cry you loud: I say, farewell. 
Sec. Lord, Health, at your bidding, serve 
your majesty! 5 
ing. Those girls of Italy, take heed of 
then: 
They say, our French lack language to deny, 20 
If they demand: beware of being captives, 
Before you serve. : 
Both. Our hearts receive your warnings. 
King. Farewell. Come hither to me. 
[Exvit, attended, 
First Lord. O my sweet lord, that you will 
stay behind us! 
Par._ "Tis not his fault, the spark. 
See. Lord. O, "tis brave wars! 
Par. Most admirable: I have scen those 
wars. . 
Ber, ; Tam commanded here, and kept a coil 
with 
“Too young’ and ‘the next year’ and ‘’tis too 
early.” 
Par. An thy mind stand tot boy, steal 
away bravely. 
Ber. I shall stay here the forehorse to a 
smock, - 30 
Creaking mayisoes on the plain masonry, 
Till honour bought up and no sword worn 
But one to dance with! By heaven, I'll steal 
aay 
First Lord. There’s honour in the theft. 
Par. Commit it, count. 
Sec. Lord. I am your accessary ; and so, 
farewell. 3 
Ber. I grow to you, and our parting is a tor- 
cirst Lord. Farewell, captain. 

Sec. Lord. Sweet Monsieur Paroiles! 39 
Par, Noble heroes, my sword and yours are 
kin. Good sparks and lustrous, a word, good 
metals: you Shall find in the regiment oF the 
Spinii one Captain Spurio with his cicatrice, an 
emblem of war, here on his sinister cheek ; it 
was this very sword entrenched it: say to him, I 





live; and observe his reports for me. 


Furst Lord. We shall, noble captain. 
[Exceunt Lords. 
Par. Mars dote on you for his novices! what 
will ye do? 


Ber. Stay: the king. 50 
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Re-enter LAFEU, with HELENA. 


Laf. Nay, come your ways. Gee 
King. This haste hath wings indeed. 
Laf. Nay, come your ways; , 2 

'This is his majesty ; say your mind to him: 

A traitor you do look like; but such traitors 

lis majesty seldom fears: Lam Cressid’s uncle, 

That dare leave two together; fare you wal a 

Levit. 
King. Now, fair one, does your business fol- 
low us? 
Hel. Ay, my good lord. 

Gerard de Narbon was my father; - 

In what he did profess, well found. i 
Ki I knew him. 
Hel. The rather will I spare my praises 

towards him; 

Knowing him is enough. On’s bed of death 

Many receipts he gave me; chiefly one, 

Vhich, as the dearest issue of his practice, 
And of his old experience the only darling, 110 
He bade me store up, as a triple eye, 

Safer than mine own two, more dear ; I haye so; 

And, hearing your high majesty is touch’d 

With that malignant cause wherein the honour 

Of my dear father's gift stands chief in power, 

I come to tender it and iny appliance 

With all bound humbleness. : 
King. We thank you, maiden ; 

But may not be so credulous of cure, 

When our most learned doctors leave us and 


Re-enter King. Bertram and PAroiies 
reture. 

Par. (To Bor Use a more spacious cere- 
a le lords; you have restrained 
yourself within the list of too cold an adieu: be 
more expressive to them: for they wear them- 
selves in the cap of the time, there do muster 
true gait, eat, speak, and move under the in- 
fluence of the most received star; and though 
the devil lead the measure, such are to be 
followed: after them, and take a more dilated 


IL. 
Ber. And I will do so. 60 
Par. Worthy fellows; and like to prove most 
sinewy sword-men, 
[Excunt Bertram and Paroles. 























Enter LAFEU. 


Lof. [Kneel ing] Pardon, my lord, formeand 
for my tidings. 
King. Vil fee thee to stand up. 
Laf. Then here’s a man stands, that has 
brought his pardon. 
I would you had kneel’d, my lord, to ask me 


mercy, 
‘And that at my bidding you could so stand up. 
King. I would I had; so I had broke thy 
pate, 
And ask‘d thee mercy for’t. 3 
Laf. Good faith, across: but, my good lord, 


tis thus; e 7o | The congregated college have concluded 120 
Will you be cured of your infirmity? That labouring art can never ransom nature 


From her inaidible estate; I say we must not 

So stain our judgement, or corrupt our hope, 

To prostitute our past-cure malady 

To empirics, or to dissever so 

Our great self and our credit, to esteem. 

A senseless help when help past sense we deem. 
Hel. My duty then s hall pay me for my 

ains : 

I will no more enforce mine office on you; 

Humbly entreating from your royal thoughts 

‘A modest one, to bear me back again. 131 
King. 1 cannot give thee less, to be call’d 


King. No. 
Laf, O, will you eat no grapes, my royal 
oe 
Yes, but you will my noble grapes, an if 
My royal fox could reach them: I have seen a 
medicine = 
That’s able to breathe life into a stone, 
Quicken a rock, and make you dance canary 
With eptiely fire and motion; whose simple 
touch 
Is powerful to araise King Pepin, nay, 
‘Lo give preat Charlemain a pen in’shand 80 


And write to her a love-line. 220% grateful : 
King. ‘What ‘her’ is this? | Thou thought’st to help me; and such thanks 
Laf.. Why, Doctor She: my lord, there *sone I give 5 Chere Si 
arrived s ‘As one near death to those that wish him live: 
If you will see her: now, by my faith and But what at full L know, thou know’st no part, 
honour, I knowing all my peril, thou no art. 


Hel. What Ican do can do no hurt to try, 
Since you set up your rest ’gainst remedy. 
He that of greatest works is finisher 
Oft does them by the weakest minister: 140 
So holy writ in babes hath judgement shown, 
‘When judges have been babes; great floods 
haye flown 5 
From simple sources, and great seas have dried 
When ntiracles have by the greatest been denied. 
Oft expectation fails and most oft there 
Where most it promises, and oft. it hits 
Where hope is coldest and despair most fits. 
King. Imust not hear thee; fare thee well, 
kind maid ; 
Thy pains not used must by thyself be paid : 
Profters not took reap thanks for their reward. 
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Tf seriously I may convey my. thoughts 

Tn this my light deliverance, I have spoke _ 
With one that, in her sex, her years, prolession 
Wisdom and constancy, hath amazed! me more 
Than I dare blame my weakness: will you see 


her, 

For that is her demand, and know her business? 

That done, laugh well at me. 
King. a Now, good Lafeu, go 

Bring in the admiration ; that we with thee 

May spend our wonder too, or take off thine 

By wondering how thou took’st it. 


Laf. ‘ Nay, I’ll fit you, 

And not be all day neither. 5 Exit. 

King. Thus he his special nothing ever pro- 
logues. 
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Hel. Inspired merit so by breath is barr'd: 
Tt is not so vith Him that all things knows 
As’tis with us that square our guess by shows ; 
But most it is presumption in us when 
The help of heaven we count the act of men. 
Dear sir, to my endeavours give consent ; 

Of heaven, not me, make an experiment. 
Lam not an impostor that proclaim 
Lyself against the level of mine aim; 


Though more to know could not be more to 
trust, 

From whence thou camest, how tended on: 
but rest 210 

Unquestion’d weleome and undoubted blest, 

Give me some help here, ho! If thou proceed 

As high as word, my deed shall match thy meed, 


[Flourish. dxeunt. 
But know I think and think I know most ure Scene IL Rousillon. The Counv’s palace, 
My art is not past power nor you past cure, 16x Enter Countrss and CLown. 
i 3 within what % 
Kings re Cee eam eae Lan Cos eamne on sn shall now put you to 
t y the height of your breed ing. 
Hopes tee Te areat'st grace lending grace, | Clo. Lwill’show myself highly fed and lowly 
Ere twice the horses of the sun shall bring taught: I know my business is but to the court, 
Their fiery torcher his diurnal ring Count. To the court! why, what place make 
Ere twice in murk and occidental damp ; yonispecial sass you put ce that with such 
i fi h'd his sleepy lamp, | contemp’ ut to the cour 
Gefen ee aan sglas P. Clo. Truly, madam, if God haye lent a man 


Or four and twenty times the pilot’s glass i we Ie 
Hath told the thievish minutes how t hey pass, | any manners, he may easily put it off at court; 
he that cannot make a leg, put off'’s cap, kiss 


Vhat is infirm from your sound parts shall e 
he evant m : his hand and say nothing, has neither leg, 


Mf 70, r 
Health’ shall live free and sickness freely die. hands, lip, nor cap; and indeed such a fellow, 
ing. Upon thy certainty and confidence to say precisely, were not for the court; but for 
What darest thou venture? ane) have an answer will serve all men. 
‘ou 


Hel. Tax of impudence, wnt. Marry, that’s a bountiful answer 
A einimpeds boldness, a divulged shame that fits all questions. 


Traduced by odious ballads: my maiden’sname|_ Clo. It is like a barber's chair that fits all 
ear'd otherwise; nay, worse—if worse—ex. buttocks, the pin-buttock, the quatch-buttock, 
tended the brawn buttock, or any buttock. 
With vilest torture let my life be ended. Count. Will your answer serve fit to all 
King. Methinks in thee some blessed spirit | questions? 


















2r 
doth speak Clo. As fit as ten groats is for the hand of 
His powertul sound within an organ weak; , an attorney, as your French crown for your 
And what impossibility would slay 180 


taffeta punk, as Tib’s rush for Tom's forefinger, 
as a pancake for Shrove Tuesday, a morris for 
May-day, as the nail to his hole, the cuckold to 
his horn, as a scolding quean to a wrangling 
knaye, as the nun’s li | to the friar's mouth, 
nay, as the pudding to his skin. 

Count. Haye you, I say, an answer of such 
fitness for all questions? 3r 

Clo. From below your duke to beneath your 
constable, it will fit any question. 

Yount. It must be an answer of most mon- 
strous size that must fit all demands, 

Clo. But a trifle neither, in good faith, if the 
learned should speak truth of it: here it is, and 
all that belongs to’t. Ask meif i am a courtier; 
it shall do you no harm to learn, 3 

Count. “To be young again, if we could: 
will be a fool in question, hoping to be the 
wiser by your answer, 1 pray you, sir, are you 
2 courtier? x 

Clo. O Lord, sir! There’s a simple putting 
off, More, more, a hundred of them. 

Count. Sir, Iam a poor friend of yours, that 
oves you. $ 

Clo. O Lord, sir! Thick, thick, spare not me. 
Count. I think, Slr, you can eat none of this 
homely meat. 


lo. O Lord, sir! Nay, put me to’t, I war- 
rant you. 5r 


Count. You were lately whipped, sir, as I 
think. 


In common sense, sense saves another way. 
Thy life is dear; for all that life can rate 
orth name of life in thee hath estimate, 
Youth, beauty, wisdom, courage, all 
That happiness and prime can happy call: 
Thou this to hazard needs must intimate 
Skill infinite or monstrous desperate. 
Sweet practiser, thy physic I will try, | 
That ministers thine own death if I die. 

Hel. JéI break time, or flinch in property 
Of what I spoke, unpitied Iet me die, 19r 
And well deserved: not helping, death’s ny fee ; 

ut, if I help, what do you epeomaise me? 

King. Make thy demand. 

Hel. But will you make it even? 

ae Ay, by my sceptre and my hopes of 

heaven. 

Hel. Then shalt thou give me with thy 

kingly hand 
hat husband in thy power I will command : 
Exempted be from mie the arrogance 
'o choose from forth the royal blood of France, 
My low and humble name to propagate 206} ] 
With any branch or image of thy state ; 
ut such a one, thy vassal, whom I know 
free for me to ask, thee to bestow. 
King. hate is my hand; the premises ob- 
serve 
Thy will by my performance shall be served : 
Poonale e choice ce thy own aoe for I, ea 
Tesolved patient, on thee still rely. 0. O Lord, sir! spare not me. 
More should ti question thee, and more I must, Count. Do you ae O Lord, sir!’ at your 
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ScENE 11] 


OQ Lord, sir!’ is very sequent to your whipping: 


you would answer! very well to a whipping, if 


you were but bound to't. 
Clo. Ine 3 
‘© Lord, sir! 1 see things may serve long, 
Due not serve ever. 61 
Count. I play the noble housewife with the 
time, 
To entertain t so merrily with a fool. 
Clo. O Lord, sir! why, there’t serves well 
again. = ; 
Count. An end, sir; to your business. Give 
Helen this, 
And urge her to a present answer back : 
Commend me to my kinsmen and my son: 
This is not much. 
Clo. Not much commendation to them. 70 
Count. Not much employment for you: you 
understand me? 
; Clo. Most fruitfully: I am there before my 
legs. 
Count. Haste you again. [Exeunt severally. 


ScenE II. Paris. The Kine’s palace. 
Entey BERTRAM, LAFEU, and PAROLLES. 


Laj. They say miracles are past; and we 
have our philosophical persons, to make modern 
and familiar, things supernatural and causeless. 
Hence is it that we make trifles of terrors, en- 
sconcing ourselves into seeming knowledge, 
when we should submit ourselyes to an un- 
known fear. 

Par. Why, tis the rarest argument of won- 
der that hath shot out in our latter times. 

Ber. And so’tis. 

Laf. To be relinquished of the artists,— 10 

Par. Solsay. 

Both of Galen and Paracelsus. 
So I say, 
Of all the learned and authentic fel- 


Right; solsay. | 

That gave him out incurable,— 

Why, there ’tis; so say I too. 

Not to be helped,— 

Right: as ’twere, a man assured of a— 

Laf. Uncertain life, and sure death. 20 

caer Just, you say well; so would I have 

said. 
ye . I may truly say, it is a novelty to the 

world. 

Par. Tt is, indeed: if you will have it in 
ShONAngy you shall read it iu—what do ye call 
there 

Laf. A showing of a heavenly effect in an 
earthly actor. . 

Paz. ‘Chat’s it; I would have said the very 
same, ee ; 3° 

ae Why, your dolphin is not lustier: “fore 
me, I speak in respect— 

Par. Nay, ’tis strange, ’tis very strange, that 
is the brief and the tedious of it; and he’s of a 
most facinerious spirit that will not acknowledge 
it to be the— 

Laf. Very hand of heaven. 
Par. Ay, solsay. 
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Laf. Ina most weak—[pausing] and debile 
minister, great power, great transcendence: 
which should, indeed, give us a further use to 
be made than alone the recovery of the king, as 
to he—[pausing] generally thankful. 

Par. T would have said it; you say well. 
Here comes the king. 


Enter Kinc, HELENA, and Attendants. 
LAreU and PAROLLES retire. 


Laf. Lustig, asthe Dutchman says: T’ll like 
a maid the better, whilst I have a tooth in my 
head: why, he’s able to lead her a coranto. 
Par. Mort du vinaigre! is not this Helen? 
Laf. ’¥ore God, I think so. 5st 
ens Go, call before me all the lords in 
court. 
Sit, my Presa yehy by thy patient's side; 
And with this healthful hand, whose banish’d 
sense 
Thou hast repeal'd, a second time reccive 
The confirmation of my promised gift, 
Which but attends thy naming. 


Enter three or four Lords. 

Fair wet send forth thine eye: this youthful 
parcel 

Of noble bachelors stand at my bestowing, 

O’er whom both sovereign power and father's 
voice 

LT have to use: thy frank election make; 

Thou hast power to choose, and they none to 
forsake. 


- Hel. To each of you one fair and virtuous 


. Mistress 
Fall, when Love please! marry, to each, but 


one! : 
Laf. I’ld give bay Curtal and his furniture, 
My mouth no more were broken than these 


boys’, 
And writ as little beard. 
King. Peruse them well: 
Not one of those but had a noble father. 
Hel. Gentlemen, 
Heaven hath through me restored the king to 


ealth, 5 7o 
All. We understand it, and thank heaven 
for you. 2 . - 
Tee lam a simple maid, and therein weal- * 
thiest, 
That I protest I simply am a maid. 
Please it your majesty, I have done already : 
The blushes in it cheeks thus whisper me, 
‘We blush,that thou shouldst choose; but, be 


refused 
Let the white death sit on thy cheek for ever; 
We'll ne'er come there again.’ 
King. Make choice ; and, sce, 
Who shuns thy love shuns all his love in me. 
Hel. Now, Dian, from thy altar do I fly, 80 
And to imperial Love, that god most high, 
Do mnyeia ne stream. Sir, will you hear my 
sul 
First Lord. And grant it. 
Hel. i Thanks, sir; all 
the rest is mute. 
Lag. I had rather be in this choice than 
throw ames-ace for my life. 
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‘, Si i ur | And these breed honour: that is honour's scorn, 
Ags ute Honols, (a, thet;taines} fay Which etal ees itself es Honoursibou 147 
7 threateningly replies: And is not like the sire: honours hrive, 
Tee a poeereoe anreal arent fines above | When rather from our acts we them derive 
Her that so wishes and her humble love! Than our foregoers : the mere word’s a slave 
Sec. Lord. No better, if you please. Debosh’d on every tomb, on every grave i 
Hel. My wish receive a Jying trophy, and as ae eG a et 
Vhi so, I take m: here dust and damn’ ion is in 
lean ee en ee 2 on Of honour'd bones indeed. What should he 
Laf, Do all they deny her? An they were 
sons of mine, I’d have them whipped; or I would 
send them to the Turk, to make eunuchs of. 
Hel. Be not afraid that I your hand should 


take 
I'll never do you wrong for your own sake: 
essing upon your yows! and in your bed 
Find fairer fortune, if you ever wed! : 

Las. These boys are boys of ice, theyll none 
have tiens sure, they are bastards to the English; | L 
the French ne'er got em. ror 

Hel. you are too young, too happy, and too 
good, 
To make yourself a son out of my blood. 
Fourth Lord. Fair one, I think not so. 





















sai 7 
If thou canst like this creature as a maid, 
T can create the rest: virtue and she 150 
Is her own dower; honourand wealth from me, 
Ber. 1 cannot love her, nor will strive to dot, 
King. Thou wrong’st thyself, if thou shouldst 
strive to choose. 
Hel. That you are well restored, my lord, 
I’m glad: 
et the rest go. mI | 
sete jy honour’s at the stake; which to | 
efeat, | 
1 aE Produce my power. Here, take her 
hand, . i 
Proud scornful boy, unworthy this good gift; 
af. There’s one grape yet: I am sure thy | That dost in vile mnisprision shackle up ~~ 
father drunk wine: but if thou be’st not an ass, | My love and her desert ; that canst not dream, | 
Tam 7 youth of fourteen; Ihave known thee We, poising us in her defective scale, 16: 
already. 


ys 
Shall weigh thee to the beam 3 that wilt not 
Hel. [To Bertram] I dare not say I take 


know, 
you; but I give It is in us to plant thine honour where 
Me and my Service, ever whilst I live, 110 | We please to have it grow. Check thy con- 
Anto your guiding power. This is the man. tempt: ae 
King. Why, then, young Bertram, take her; Obey our will, which travails in thy good: 
she’s thy Wife. Believe not thy disdain, but resently 
Ber, My wife, my liege! I shall beseech your | Do thine own fortunes that obedient right 


highness, Which both thy duty owes and our power 





Insucha business give me leave to use | claims; 
The help of mine own eyes. Or I will throw thee from my care for ever 
iting. Know’st thou not, Bertram, | Into the staggers and the careless lapse 170 | 
What she has done for me? Of youth and ignorance; both my revenge and | 
Ber. good lord; hate } 


er". Yes, DY, 
But meyey hope to know why I should marry | Loosing upon thee, in the name of justice, 
er. 


n i i Without ail terms of pity, Speak; thine answer. q 
King. Thou know’st she has raised me from ‘er. Pardon, my gracious lord; for I submit 

my sickly bed. : : My fancy to your eyes: when I consider 
Ber. But follows it, my lord, to bring me} What freat creation and what dole of honour 


down 119 Flies where you bid it, I find that st hicl 
Must answer for your raising? I know her well: I ewes vereeae We 


c late 

She had her breeding at my father's charge. | Was in my nobler thoughts most base, is now ; 
A poor physician’s daughter my wife! Disdain | The praised of the king; who, so ennobled, 

Rather corrupt me ever! Is as "twere born so. 


King. Tis only title thou disdain’st in her, 
the which 
can build up. sane is it that our bloods, 
OF colour, weight, and heat, pour'd all together, 
Vould quite coniound distinction, yet stand off 
In differences so mighty. If she be 
penne is es cate paint ia dislikest, 
sor physician's daughter, thou dislikest 
Of tus EG: ie name but'do not so : He 
m1 ‘owest place when virtuous things pro F 
The place is ai uified by the doer’s deed : os 
Here great additions swell’s, and virtue none, 
Ibis a dropsied honour. Good alone 
Js good without a name. Vileness is so: 
ane pro tty by what it is should £0, 


img. Take her by the hand, _ 180 
And tell her she is thine: to whom I promise 
counterpoise, if not to thy estate 
A balance more replete, { 
Ber. I take her hand. | 
King. Good fortune and the favour of the 
ing 


Smile upon this Contract; whose ceremony 
Shall seem expedient on the now-born brief, 
And be perform’d to-night: the solemn feast 
Shall More attend upon the coming space, 
Expecting absent friends. As thou lovest her, 
Thy love’s to me Teligious; else, docs err. _ 190 
pe Exeunt all but Lafeu and Parolles. 
the titl & Laf. Advancing] Do you hear, monsieur? 
y the title. She JS young, wise, fairs a word with you. 

ese to nature she’s inmediate heir, 


‘ur, Your p sir? 
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ScENE 111] 


Laf, Your lord and master did well to make 
his recantation. __ 

Par. LRecantation! My lord! my master! 

Laf. Ay; is it nota language I speak? 

Par. Amost harsh one, and not to be under- 
stood without bloody succeeding. My master! 

Laf. Are you companion to the Count Rou- 
sillon? 205 

Par. To any count, to all counts, to what is 
man. 

Laf. Towhatiscount’sman: count’s master 
is of another style. 

Par. You are too old, sir; let it satisfy you, 
you are too old. 

Laf. T must tell thee, sirrah, I write man; 


to which title age cannot bring thee. 209 
Par. What I dare too well do, I dare not do. 


Luf. I did think thee, for two ordinaries, to 
bea pretty wise fellow; thou didst make tole- 
rable vent of thy travel; it might pass: yet the 
scarfs and the bannerets about thee did mani- 
foldly dissuade ine from_believing thee a vessel 
of too great a burthen. I have now found thee; 
when I lose thee again, I care not: yet-art thou 
good fornothing but taking up; and that thou’rt 
scarce worth, ae = 

Par. Hadst thou not the privilege of anti- 
quity upon thee,— F 22 

Laf. Do not plunge thyself too far in anger, 
lest thou hasten thy trial; which if—Lord have 
mercy on thee fora hen! So, my good window 
of lattice, fare thee well: thy casement I need 
eb open, for I look through thee. Give me thy 
hand, 

_ Par, My lord, you give me most egregious 
indignity. 

Le Ay, with all my heart; and thou art 
worthy of it. 23t 

Par. Ihave not, my lord, deserved it. 

Laf. Yes, good faith, every dram of it; and 
I will not bate thee a scruple. 

Par. Well, I shall be wiser. 

Laf. Tiven as soon as thou canst, for thou 
hast to pull at a smack o’ the contrary. If ever 
thou best bound in thy scarf and beaten, thou 
shalt find what it is to be proud of thy bondage. 
T have a desire to hold my acquaintance with 
thee, or rather my knowledge, that I may say 
in the default, he is a mea 1 know. 

Pay. My lord, you de me ost insupportable 
vexation. tek . 

Laf. T would it were hell-pains for thy sake, 
and my poor doing eternal: for doing I am 
past; as 1 will by thee, in what motion age will 
give me leave. Ucit. 

Par. Well, thou hast a son shall take this 
disgrace off me; scurvy, old, filthy, scurvy lord! 
Well, L must be patents there is no fettering of 
authority. Ill beat him, by my life, if I can 
meet him with any convenience, an he were 
double and double a lord. I'll have no more 
nity of his age than I would have of— I'll beat 
him, an if I could but meet him again. 


Re-enter LAFEv. 


Laf, Sirrah, your lord and master’s married; 
there’s news for you: you have a new mistress. 
Par, I most unieignedly beseech your lord- 
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ship to make some reservation of your wrongs: 
he is my good lord: whom I serve above is my 
master. 261 

Laf. Who? God? 

Par. Ay, sir, |. 

La. The devil it is that’s thy master. Why 
dost thou garter np thy arms o’ this fashion? 
dost make hose of thy sleeves? do other servants 
so? Thou wert best set thy lower part where 
thy nose stands. By mine honour, if I were 
but two hours younger, I’ld_ beat thee: me- 
thinks, thou art a general offence, and every 
man should beat thee: I think thou wast 
Gata for men to breathe themselves upon 
thee. 

Par. This is hard and undeserved measure, 


Laf. Go to, sir; you were beaten in Italy 
for picineis kernel out of a pomegranate; you 
are a vagabond and no true traveller: you are 
more saucy with lords and honourable person. 
ages than the commission of your birth and 
virtue Bives)you heraldry. You are not worth 
another word, else I‘ld call you knave. I leave 
you. Exit. 

Par. Good, very good; itis so then: good, 
yery good ; let it be concealed awhile. 


Re-enter BERTRAM. 


Ber. Undone, and forfeited to cares for ever! 
Par. What’s the matter, sweet-heart? 
Ber. Although before the solemn priest I 
have sworn, 
I will not bed her. 
Par. What, what, sweet-heart? 
Ber. Omy Parolles, they have married me! 
Vil to the Tuscan wars, and never bed her. 290 
Par. France is a dog-hole, and if no more 
merits 
The tread of a man’s foot: to the wars! 
Ber. There’s letters from my mother: what 
the import is, I know not yet. 
Par. Ay, that would be known. To the 
wars, my boy, to the wars! 
He wears his honour in a box unseen, 
That hugs his kicky-wicky here at home, 
Spending his manly marrow in her arms, |, 
Which should sustain the bound and high 


curvet 
Of Mars’s fiery steed. To otherregions _ 300 
France is a stable; we that dwell in’t jades; 
Therefore, to the war! 
Ber. It shall be so: I'll send her to my 
house, 
Acquaint my mother with my hate to her, 
And wherefore I am fled; write to the king 
That which I durst not speak: his present gift 
Shall furnish me to those Italian fields, 
Where noble fellows strike : war is no strife 
To the dark house and the detested wife. 
Par. Wi this capriccio hold in thee? art 
sure? 310 
Ber. Gowith me to my chamber, and advise 


me. 
T’'ll send her straight away : to-morzow 
[’ll to the wars, she to her single accrow. 
Par. Why, these balls bound; éi1ere’s noise 
init. “Tis hard & 
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A. young man married is a man that’s marr’d: Strengthen’d with what apology you think 

Pherefore away, and leaye Rena: 802 May ae it probaly nen rimandte 
ki : but, hush, "tis so. el. _ What. commands 

Bae sina mes done yolrwrong : [Exeunt.| Par. That, haying this obtain’d, you pre- 


sently 
Attend his further pleasure. _ ae 
Hel. In every thing I wait upon his will, 
Par. Ishall report it so. F 
Fel, pray you. [Zwit Puroltes.] 
Come, sirrah. [E£veunt, 
















Scene IV. Paris. The Kine’s palace. 


Enter HELENA and CLown. 
Hcl. frie mother greets me kindly: is she 


Clo. She is not well; but yet she has her 
health: she’s very merry; but yet she is not 
well: but thanks be given, she’s very well and 
wants nothing i’ the world; but yet she is not 


Scene V. Paris. The K1na’s palace. 
Enter Lareu and Bertram. 


Laf. But I hope your lordship thinks not 
him a soldier. : 

Hal Yes, my lord, and of very valiant ap- 
proof. 

Laf. You have it from his own deliverance, 

Ber, And by other warranted testimony. 

ZLaf. Then my dial goes not true: I took 
this lark for a bunting. 

Ber. I do assure you, my lord, he is very 
great in knowledge and accordingly valiant. 9 

Laf. I have then sinned against his ex- 
perience and transgressed against his valour; 
and my state that way is dangerous, since I 
cannot yet find in my heart to repent. Here 
he comes: I pray you, make us friends; I will 
pursue the amity. 


well. 
Hel. If she be very well, what does she ail, 
that she’s not very well? F 
Clo. Truly, she’s very well indeed, but for 
two things. 
Hel. What two things? z _ 10 
Clo. One, that she’s not in heaven, whither 
God send her quickly | the other, that she’s in 
earth, from whence Cod send her quickly | 


Enter PAROLLES. 


Par. Bless you, my fortunate lady ! : 

Hel. I hope, sir, I have your good will to 
have mine own good fortunes. 

Par. You had my prayers to lead them on; 
and to keep them on, have them still. O, my 
knaye, how does my old lady ? ‘ 

Clo. So that you had her'wrinkles and I her 
money, I would she did as you say. 21 

Par. Why, I say nothing. 

Clo. Marry, you are the wiser man; for many | d 
aman’s tongue shakes out his master’s undoing : 
to say nothing, to do nothing, to know nothing, 
and to have nothing, is to be a great Patt of your 
title; which is within a very little o! nothing. 

Par, ate thou 'rt a knave. 

Clo. Youshould have said, sir, beforea knave 
thou’rt a knave; that’s, before me thou’rt a 

knave: this had been truth, sir. 3r 


Par. Go to, thou art a witty fool; Ihave} Ber. I have writ my letters, casketed my 
found thee. i 3 treasure, 

Clo. Did you find me in yourself, sir? or | Given order for our horses; and to-nizht, 
were you taught to find me? The search, sir, | When I should take possession of the bride, 
was profitable; and much fool may you find in i 


¢ in End ere I do begin. 29 
you, even to the world’s pleasure and the in- Luf. A good traveller is something at the 
crease of laughter. a 


; latter end of a dinner; but one that lies three 
Par. A good knave, ?’ faith, and well fed. thirds and usesa known truth to passa thousand 
Madam, my lord will go away to-night ; 40 | nothings with, should be once heard and thrice 
A very serious business calls on him. beaten. Gol save you, captain. 

The great prerogative and rite of love, 


Ber, Js there any unkindness between my 
met as your due, time claims, he does ac- | lord and ou, monsieur? 
knowledge; q 


+ ORF Par. Tknow not how Ihave dese: to run 
But puts it off to a compell’d restraint; ve deserved to 


t into my lord’s displeasure. 
hose want, and whose delay, is strew’d with You have made shift to run into ’t 
Sweets, : c boots and spurs and all, like him that leaped 
Which they distil now in the curbed time, into the custarl; and out of it you 'Mrun again, 
pokes ile ae hee overflow with joy peels ae sullen duestion for your residence. 
casure drown the brim. er. Lt may be you haye mistaken him, 
He. What’s his will else? | lord. see " a 


A lord. 
Par, athat you will take your instant leave 


a 3 nin, And sual do. 50 every though z idols 
And make this haste as your own good pro- | be vethee ct ae, pare You well, my lord ; anc 
* ceeding, 50 


velieve this of me, there can be no kernel in this 
light nut; the soul of this man is his clothes. 
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Enter PAROLLES. 


Par. [fo Bertram] These things shall be 
lone, sir, Jone 

f, Pray you, sir, who’s his tailor? 
Par. Siri ie 5 
Laf. O, Limow him well, I, sir; he, sir, ‘sa 
good workman, a very good tailor, ai 
Ber. [Aside to Par.J Is she gone to the king? 
Par. Sheis. 
Ber. Will she away to-night? 
Par. As you'll have her. 


ScENE V} 


Trust himnot in matter of heavy consequence ; I 
have kept of them tame, and know their natures. 
Farewell, monsieur: I have spoken better of you 
tthan you have or will to deserve at my hand; 
but we must do good against evil. [Evit. 
Par. An idle lord, £ swear. 
Ber. Lthink so, 
Par. Why, do you not know him? 
Ber. Yes, I do know him well, and common 
_ Speech 
Gives him a worthy pass. Here comes my clog. 


Enter HELENA. 
Hel. Thave, sir, as I was commanded from 


you, 5 = 
Spoke with the king and have procured his leave 
For present parting ; only he desires 6r 
Some private speech with you. 

Bev. I shall obey his will. 
You must not marvel, Helen, at my course, 
Which holds not colour with the time, nor does 
The ministration and required oftice 
On my pasticuine Prepared I was not 
For such a business ; therefore am I found 
So much unsettled: this drives me to entreat 


you 
That presently you take your way for home; 
And rather muse than ask why [entreat you, 70 
For my respects are better than they seem 
And my appointments have in them a need 
Greater than shows itself at the first view 
To you that know them not. This to my 
mother : [Giving a letter. 
"Twill be two days ere I shall see you, so 
J leave you to your wisdom. i 
Hel. Sir, I can nothing say, 
But that Iam your most obedient servant. 
Ber. Come, come, no more of that. 
el. And ever shall 
With true observance seek to eke out that * 
Wherein toward me my homely stars have fail'd 
To equal my great fortune. + 
eee Let that go: Br 
My haste is very great: farewell; hie home. 
Hel. Pray, sir, your pardon. 
Ber. Well, what would you say? 
Hel. Jam not worthy of the wealth I owe, 
Nor dare I say ’tis mine, and yet it is; 
But, like a timorous thief, most fain would steal 
‘What law does vouch mine own. 
er", f What would you haye? 
Hel. Something; and scarce so much : no- 
thing, indeed. 
I would not tell you what I would, my lord: 
Faith, yes; 90 
Strangers and foes do sunder, and not kiss. 
Ber. I pray you, stay not, but in haste to 


horse. 
Hel. I shall not break your bidding, good 


my lord. 4 
Ber. Where are my other men, monsieur? 
Farewell. [Exit Helena. 


Go thou toward home; where I will never come 
Whilst I can shake my sword or hear the drum. 
Away, and for our flight. 

Par. Bravely, coragio! 
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ACT UL 
Scene I. Slorence. The Duke's palace. 


Flourish. Enter the DUKE of Florence, at- 
tended; the two Frenchmen, with a troop of 
soldiers. : 


Duke. So that from point to point now have 
you heard ; 
The fundamental reasons of this war, 
Whose great decision hath much blood let forth 
And more thirsts after. 
Pivst Lord. Holy seems the quarrel 
Upon your grace’s part; black and fearful 
On the DppOser ‘ 
Duke. Therefore we marvel much our cousin 


rance 
Would in so just a business shut his bosom 
Against our borrowing prayers. 

Sec. Lord. Good my lord, 
The reasons of our state I cannot yield, 10 
But like a common and an outward man, 

That the great figure of a council frames 
By self-unable motion : therefore dare not 
Say what I think of it, since I have found 
Myself in my incertain grounds to fail 
AsoftenasIguess’d. 
Duke. Be it his pleasure. 
First Lord. But I am sure the younger of 
our nature, : 
That surfeit on their ease, will day by day 
Come here for physic. 
uke. Welcome shall they be; 
And all the honours that can fly from us 20 
Shall on them settle. You know your places 


well; 
When better fall, for your avails they fell: 
To-morrow to the field. [Flourish Lxeunt. 


ScENE IL. Rousillon. The Count’s palace. 
Enter Countess and CLown. 


Count. It hath happened all as I would have 
had it, save that he comes not along with her. 

Clo. By my troth, I take my young lord to 
bea very melancholy man. 

Count. By what observance, I pray you? 

Clo. Why, he will look upon his boot and 
sing; mend theruffand sing; ask since tions and 
sing; pick his tecth and sing. I know a man 
that had this trick of melancholy sold a goodly 
manor for a song. iq 10 

Count. Let me see what he writes, and when 
he means to come. | [Opening a letter. 

Clo. Ihave no mind to Isbel since I was at 
court: ourold ling and our Isbels o’ the country 
are nothing like your old ling and your Ishels o° 
the court: the brains of my Cupid’s knocked 
out, and I begin to love, as an old man loves 
money, with no stomach. 

Count. What have we here? 

Clo. E’en that you have there. [#xit. 20 

Count. [Reads] I have sent you a daughter- 
in-law: she hath recovered the king, and undone 
me. I have wedded her, not bedded her; and 
sworn to make the ‘not’ eternal. You shall 


[2xeunt. | hear Iam run away: know it before the report 
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come. If there be breadth enough in the world, | Hel. Reads] Till I have no wife, I haye 
I will hold a long stad eet auly to you. ah nod hing in France. 
nate son, is bitter. 

Pome union Tee Count. Find you that there? 
This is not well, rash and unlsridled boy, 30| Hel, 
To fly the favours of so good a king; 
To pluck his indignation on thy head 
By the misprising of a maid too virtuous 
For the contempt of empire. 


Re-enter CLown. 


Clo. O madam, yonder is heavy news within 
between two soldiers and my young lady ! 

Count. Whatisthe matter? — 

Clo, Nay, there is some comfort in the news, 
some comfort; your son will not be killed so 
soon asI thought he would, 40 

Count. Why should he be killed? 

Clo. So say I, madam, if he run away, as I 


















el. Ay, madam. 
First Gent. ’Tis but the boldness of his hand, 
haply, which his heart was not consenting to, 
Coane Nothing in France, until he have no 
wife! 8r 
There’s nothing here that is too good for him 
But only she; and she deserves a lord 
That twenty such rude boys might tend upon 
eal eatin hourly mistress. Who was with 
him 
First Gent. A servant only, anda gentleman 
Which I have sometime known, é 
Count. Parolles, was it not? 
First Gent. Ay, my good lady, he. 
Count. A very tainted fellow, and full of 
wickedness, 


hear he does: the danger is in standing to’t; 5 -oll-deri 5 
that’s the loss of men, though it be the getting Pree neoeubias well derived nature 9 
of children. Here they come will tell you more : First Gent. ‘Indeed, good lady, 


for my part, I only hear your son was run away. 


[Bxit! The fellow has a deal of that too much, 


Which holds him much to have. 
Count. You're welcome, gentlemen. 
I will entreat you, when you see my son, 
To tell him that his sword can never win 
The honour that he loses: more I'll entreat you 
Written to bear along. _- 
Sec. Gent, We serve you, madam, 
In that and all your worthiest aitairs. 
Count. Not'so, but as we change our cour- 
__ tesies. 100 
ill you draw near? 
[Percent Countess and Gentlemen. 
Hel. ‘Till I have no wife, I have nothing in 


Enter HerEna and two Gentlemen. 


First Gent. Save you, good madam. 

Hel. Madam, my lord is gone, for ever gone, 

Sec. Gent. Do not say so. 

Count, Think upon patience. Pray you, 

gentlemen, 50 

Ihave felt so many quirks of joy and grief, 
That the first face of neither, on the start, 
Can woman me unto’t: where is my son, I 


2 
Sec. Gent. Madam, he’s gone to serve the 
duke of Florence : 
We met him thitherward ; for thence we came, 
And, after some dispatch in hand at court, 
Thither we bend again. 
Hel. Look on his letter, madam ; here’s my 


france. 
Nothing in France, until he has no wife! - 
Thou shalt have none, Rousillon, none in France; 
Then hast thou all again. Poor lord! is’t I 
That chase thee from thy country and expose 
Those tender limbs of thine to the event 
the none-sparing war? and isitI 
Bat drive thee from the sportive court, whore 
hou 
Wast shot at with fair eyes, to be the mark 110 
f smoky muskets? O you leaden messengers, 
That ride upon the violent speed of fire, 
Hly with false aim ; move the BEF OEetDe air, 
That sings with piercing ; do not touch my lord. 
Whoever shoots at him, 7 set him there; 
Vhoever charges on his forward breast, 
Tam the caitiif' that do hold him to 6; 
d, though I kill him not, I am the cause 
His death was so effected ; better twere 


passyort. 

[Reads] When thou canst get the rin upon my 
finger which never shall come off, and show me 
a child begotten of thy body that T am father to, 
then call me husband: but in such a ‘then’ I 
write a ‘never.’ 

This is a dreadful sentence, 

Count. Brought you this letter, gentlemen? 
inst Gent. Ay, madam} 
And for the contents’ sake are sorry for our 

pains, 

Count. I prithee, lady, have a better cheer; 
Tf thou engrossest all the griefs are thine, 

Thou robb’st me of a moiety : he was my son; 


But I do wash his name out of my blood, 70] I met the ravin lion when he roar’d 120 
And thou art all my child. Towards Florence | With sharp constraint of hunger ; better ’twere 
is he? That all the miseries which nature owes 
Sec. Gent. Ay, madam, a Were mine at once. No, come thou home, 
Count, _ And to be a soldier? Rousillon, 
Sec. Gent, Such is his noble purpose; and, | Whence honour but of danger wins a scar, 
lieve’t, As oft it loses all: I will be gone: 


My being here it is that hol is thee hence: 

. Shall I stay here to do’t? no, no, although 
Coun iy Return you thither? | The air of paradise did fan the house 

First Gent. Ay, madam, with the swiftest| And angels officed all: I will be gone, 

wing of speed. That Fitiful rumour may report my flight, x30 
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The duke will lay upon him all the honour 
That Bood convenience claims. 








2s 





Scune ir] 


To consolate thineear. Come, night; end, day! 
For with the dark, poor thief, I'll steal aver 
Kcit. 


Scene III, Florence. Before the Duke's 
palace. 


Flourish. Enter the Duke of Florence, BER- 
TRAM, PAROLLES, Soldiers, Drum, ad ‘Trum- 
pets. 

Duke. The general of our horse thou art; 

and we, 

Great in our hope, lay our best love and credence 

Upon thy promising fortune. P 

Ber, Sir, it is 

A charge too heavy for my strength, but yet 

We'll strive to bear it for your worthy sake 

To the extreme edge of hazard. 

Duke. Then go thou forth ; 
And fortune play upon thy prosperous helm, 
As thy auspicious mistress! 

Ber. This very day, 
Great Mars, I put myself into thy file : 

Make me but like my thoughts, and I shall 


prove 10 
A lover of thy drum, hater of love. [Zceunt. 


ScENEIV. Rousillon. The Count’s palace. 
Enter Countess and Steward. 
Count. Alas! and would you take the letter 


of her? 
Might you not know she would do as she has 


one, 

By sending mea letter? Read it again. 
Stew. [Ttcads] 

Iam Saint Jaques’ pilgrim, thither gone : 
Ambitious love hath so in me offended, 

That barefoot splod I the cold ground upon, 
With sainted vow my faults to have amended. 

Write, write, that from the bloody course of war 
My dearest master, your dear son, may hie: 

Bless him at home in peace, whilst t from far 10 
His name with zealous fervour sanctify 

His taken labours bid him me forgive ; 

I, his despiteful Juno, sent him forth a 

From courtly friends, with camping foes to live, 
qVitere\ dent and danger dogs the heels of 

worth: 

He is too good and fair for death and me; 
Whom I myself embrace, to set him free. 
Count. Ah, what sharp stings are in her 
__ mildest words! : 

Rinaldo, you did never lack advice so much, 

‘As letting her pass so: had I spoke with her, 20 

I could have well diverted her intents, 

‘Which thus she hath prevented. 

Slew. . _. Pardon me, madam: 

If L had given you this at over-night, 

She might have been o’erta’en; and yet she 

writes, 

Pursuit would be but vain. 

Count. What angel shall. 

Bless this unworthy husband? he cannot thrive, 

Unless her prayers, whom heaven delights to 


ear 
And loves to grant, reprieve him from the wrath 
Of greatest justice. Write, write, Rinaldo, 
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To this unworthy husband of his wife ; 30 
Let every word weigh heavy of her worth 
That he does weigh too light: my greatest grief, 
Though little he do feel it, set down sharply. 
Dispatch the most convenient messenger : 
When haply he shall hear that she is gone, 
He will return; and hope I may that she, 
Hearing so much, will speed her foot again, 
Led hither by pure Jove: which of them both 
Is dearest to me, I haye no skill in sense 
T’o make distinction :_provide this messenger: 
My heart is heavy and mine age is weak ; At 
Grief would have tears, and sorrow bids me 
speak. [Lxeunt. 


Scene V. Florence. Without the walls, A 
tucket afar of 
Enter an old Widow of Florence, Diana, V10- 
LENTA, and MARIANA, with other Citizens, 


Wid. Nay, come; for if they do approach 
the city, we shall lose all the sight. 

Dia. They say the French count has done 
most honourable service. " 

Wid. It is reported that he has taken their 
greatest commander; and that with his own hand 
he slew the duke’s brother. [Z’ucict.] We have 
lost our labour ; they are gone a contrary way: 
hark! you may know by their trumpets. 9 

Mar. Come, let’s return again, and suffice 
ourselves with the report of it. Well, Diana, 
take heed of this French earl: the honour of a 
maid is her name; and no legacy is so rich as 
honesty. 

Wid. I haye told my neighbour how you 
have been solicited by.a gentleman his com- 
panion. : 

Mar. I know that knave; hang him! one 
Parolles: a filthy oflicer he is in those suggestions 
for the young earl, Beware of them, Diana; 
their promises, enticements, oaths, tokens, and 
all these engines of lust, are not the things they 
go under: many a maid hath been seduced by 
them; and the misery is, example that so ter- 
rible shows in the wreck of maidenhood, cannot 
for all that dissuade succession, but that they are 
limed with the twigs that:threaten them. I hope 
TI need not to advise you further; but I hope 
your own grace will keep you where you are, 
though there were no further danger known but 
the modesty which is so lost. 3° 

Dia. You shall not need to fear me, 

Wid. Thope so. 

Enter HELENA, disguised like a Pilgrim. 

_ Look, here comes a pilgrim: I know she will 
lie at my house; thither they send one another: 
I'll question her. God save you, pilgrim! whi- 
ther are 74 bound? 

Hel. Yo Saint Jaques le Grand. 

Where do the palmers lodge, I do beseech you? 

Wid. At the Saint Francis here beside the 


ort. 
Hel Tg this the way? ane afta 
td. Ay, marry, 1s’t. near far. 
a Hanke youl they conte ens way. 
you will tarry, holy pi 
But till the troops coed ta 
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T will conduct you where you shall be lodged ; 
The rather, for I think I know your hostess 
Asampleas myself. | 
el. Is it yourself? _ 
Wid. Té you shall please so, pilgrim. 
Hel. 
leisure. i 
Wid. You came, I think, from France? 
Hel, I did so, 
Wid. Here you shall see a countryman of 


yours f 

That has done worthy service. 
‘el. His name, I pray you. 

Dia. The Count Rousillon: know you such 


a one? 
Hel. But by the ear, that hears most nobly 
of him: 
His face I know not. F 
i atsome’er he is, 


ia, 
He’s bravely taken here, He stole from France, 
As’tis reported, for the king had married him 
Against his liking: think you it is so? 
el Ay, surely, mere the truth: I know his 
jady. 
Dia. There is a gentleman that serves the 
count 59 
cepa but coarsely of her. 
el. 
Dia. Monsieur Parolles. ee 
Hel. O, I believe with him, 
In argument of praise, or to the worth 
Of the great count himself, she is too mean 
To have her name repeated : all 
Is a reserved honesty, and that 
Thave not heard examined. 
Dia, Alas, poor lady! 
*Tis a hard pondare to become the wife 
O£ a detesting lord. 
WA _ 1 warrant, good creature, wheresoe’er 
sheis, | : 
Her Beare weighs sadly ; this young maid might 
~ do her 
A shrewd turn, if she pleased. ee 
Hel. How db you mean? 
May be the amorous count solicits her 
In the unlawful purpose. 
Wid. % He does indeed ; 
And brokes with all that can in such a suit 
Corrant the eenden nonony ot fi isi : 
ut she is arm’d for him and keeps her guard 
In honestest ears eee os 
a. ne gods forbid else! 
Wid. So, now they come: 


What’s his name? 


her deserving 


Drum and Colours. 


Enter BurtRaM, PARoLbEs, and the whole 
ary. 

That is Antonio, the duke’s eldest son; 

That, Escalus, é 

Hel. Which is the Frenchman ? 

Dia, He; 8 

That with the plume: ’tis a most gallant fellow. 


I would he loved his wife ; if he were honester 
He were much goodlier: is’t not a handsome 


peinbeman a 
el. Llike him well, 
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thank you, and will stay upon your 


5° 


[Act mr 


Dia. °Tis pity he is not honest : yond’s that 
same knave . 
That leads him to these places: were I his lady, 
I would poison that vile rascal, 
Hel. Which is he? 
Dia. That jack-an-apes with scarfs; why is 
he melaeuO A ‘ 
Hel. Perchance he’s hurt i’ the battle. 90 
Par. se our drum! well. 
Mar, He’s shrewdly vexed at something: 
look, he has spied us. 
Wid. Marry, hang you! * 
Mar, And your courtesy, for a ring-carrier! 
Excunt Bertram, Parolles, and amy, 
Wid. The troop is past. Come, pilgrim, I 
will bring you eae é 
Where you shall host : of enjoin’d penitents 
There’s four or five, to great Saint Jaques 
bound, 
Already at my house. 
Teh ees Lhumbly thank you: 
Please it this matron and this gentle maid 100 
To eat with us to-night, the charge and thanking 
Shall be for me; and, to requite you f urther, 

I will bestow some precepts of this virgin 
Worthy the note. 
Both. We'll take your offer kindly. 

[Exeunt. 


ScENE VI. Camp before Florence. 
Enter BERTRAM and the two French Lords. 


Sec. Lord. Nay, good my lord, put him to’t; 
let him have his way. c 

First Lord. Ié your lordship find him nota 
hilding, hold me no more in your respect. 

‘Sec. Lord. On my life, my lord, a bubble. 

( ee Do you think I am so far deceived in 
him. 

Sec. Lord, Believe it, my lord, in mine own 
direct knowledge, without any malice, but to 
speak of him as my kinsman, he’s a most 
notable coward, an infinite and endless liar, 
an hourly promise-breaker, the owner of no one 
goad quality worthy your lordship’s entertain- 
ment. 

First Lord. Tt were fit you knew him; lest, 
reposing too far in his virtue, which he hath 
not, he might at some great and trusty busiuess 
in a main danger fail you. ‘ 

Ber. I would I knew in what particular 
action to try him. ; 19: 

Jrivst Lord. None better than to let him fetch 
off his drum, which you hear him so confidently 
undertake to do. 5 

Sec. Lord. I, witha troop of Florentines, will 
suddenly surprise him; such I will have, whom 
Tam sure he knows not from the enemy: we will 
bind and hoodwink him so, that he shall suppose 
no other but that he is carried into the leaguer of 
the adversaries, when we bring him to our own 
tents. Be but your lordship present at his exami- 
nation: if he do not, for the promise of his life 
and in the highest compulsion of base fear, offer 
to betray you and deliver all the intelligence in 
his power against yu and that with the divine 
forfeit of his soul upon oath, never trust my 
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First Lord. O, for the love of laughter, let at deal of discoveries; but when you find 
him fetch his drum; hesays he hasa stratagem | him out, you have him ever after, 101 


for’t: when your lordship sees the bottom of his 
success in’t, and to what metal this counterfeit 
lump of ore will be melted, if you give him not 
John Drum’s entertainment, your inclining 
cannot be removed. Here he comes. 


Enter PAROLLES. 


Sce. Lord, [Aside to Ber.] O, for the love 
of laughter, hinder not the honour of his design : 
let him fetch off his drum in any hand. 

Ber. How now, monsicur! this drum sticks 
sorely in your disposition. i 

First Lord. A pox on’t, let it go; ’tis buta 
drum. - 49 

Par. ‘But adrum’! is’t ‘buta drum’? A 
drum so lost! _ There was excellent command,— 
to charge in with our horse upon our own wings, 
and to rend our own soldiers! 

First Lord. That was not to be blamed in 
the cominand of the service: it was a disaster of 
war that Cesar himself couldnothave prevented, 
if he had been there to command. 

Ber, Well, we cannot greatly condemn our 
success: some dishonour we had in the loss of 
that drum; but it is not to be recovered. 60 

Par, It might have been recovered. 

Ber. It might; but it isnot now. 

Par. Itisto berecovered: but that the merit 
of service is seldom attributed to the true and 
exact performer, I would have that drum or 
another, or ‘hic jacet.’ 

_ Ber, Why, if you haveastomach, to’t, mon- 
sieur: if you think your mystery in stratagem 
can bring this instrument of honour n Into 
his native quarter, bemagnanimousin the enter 
prise and go on; I will grace the attempt for a 
worthy exploit: 1f you speed well in it, the duke 
shall both speak of it, and extend to you what 
further becomes his greatness, even to the ut- 
most syllable of your worthiness. __ 

‘ Be By the hand of a soldier, I will under- 
ake it. 

Ber. But you must not now slumber in it. 

Par. Vl about it this evening: and I will 
presently pen down my dilemm encourace 
myself in my certainty, put myself into my 
mortal preparation ; and yy midnight look to 
hear further from me. Feet 3 

Ber, May Ibe bold to acquaint his grace you 
are gone about it? i 

Par, I know not what the success will be, 
my lord; but the attempt I vow. 

Ber, I know thou’rt valiant; and, to the 
possibility of thy soldiership, will subscribe for 
thee. Farewell. : go 

Par._ I love not many words. [Exit. 

Sec. Lord. No more than a fish loves water. 
Is not this a strange fellow, my lord, that so 


confidently seems to undertake this business, 

which he knows is not to be done; damns him- 

ae do and dares better be damned than to 
lo 


First Lord. Youdo not know him, my lord, 
as ine do: certain it is, nae he will steal himself 
uae 2 Fayour gpd 2pr 8. esearch Insti 


Ber. Why, do you think he will make no 
deed at.all of this that so seriously he does ad- 
dress himself unto? | 

Sec. Lord. None in the world; but return 
with an invention and clap upon you twoor three 

robable lies: but we have almost embossed 

him; you shall see his fall to-night; for indeed. 
he is not for your lordship’s respect. 109 

First Lord, We'll make you some sport 
with the fox ere we case him. He was first 
smoked by the old Jord Lafeu: when his dis- 
guise and he is parted, tell me what a arret you 
shall find him; which you shall see this very 
night. 

Sec. Lord. I must go look my twigs: he 

shall be caught. a 
Ber. Your brother he shall go along with me. 
Sec. Lord. <As’t please your lordship; A 
leave you. Lx 
Ber. Now will I lead you to the house, and 
show you 
The lass I spoke of. 

First Lord. But you say she’s honest. 

That’s all the fault: { spoke with her 
but once 120 
ena found her wondrous cold; but I sent to 
cr, 
By this same coxcomb that we have i’ the wind, 
Tokens and letters which she did re-send ; 
And this is all I have done. She’s a fair 


creature : 
Will you go see her? 
First Lord. With all my heart, my lord. 


Exeunt. 


Scene VIL Florence. The Widow's house. 
Enter HELENA and Widow. 


Hel. Ifyou misdoubt me that I am not she, 
I know not how I shall assure you further, 
But I shall lose the grounds I work upon. 

Wid. Though my estate befallen, [was well 


born; 

Nothing acquainted with these businesses ; 
And would not put my reputation now 
In any staining act, " 

Hel. | Nor would I wish you. 
First, give me trust, the count he ismy husband, 
And what to your sworn counsel I have spoken 
Is so from word to word; and then you cannot, 
By the good aid that [of you shall borrow, 1 
Err in bestowing it. F 

Wid. I should believe you ; 
For you have show’d me that which well ap- 


proves 
You're great in fortune, x 
Hel. Take this purse of gold, 
And let me buy your friendly help thus far, 
Which I will over-pay and pay again 
When Ihave foundit. The count he wooes your 
daughter, 
Lays down his wanton siege before her beauty, 
Resolved to carry her: let her in fine consent, 
As we'll direct her how ’tis best to bear it. 20 
Now his important blood will nought deny 
That she’ll demand ; a ring the county wears, 
tute. Digitzed by eGangotri 
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That downward hath succeeded in his house 

From son to son, some four or five descents 

Since the first father wore it: this ring he holds 

In most rich choice; yet in his idle fire, 

To buy his will, it would not scem too dear, 

Howe'er repented after. 

id. Now I see 

The bottom of your purpose. 198: 29 
Hel. You sce it lawful, then: it is no more, 

But that your daughter, ere she seems as won, 

Desires this ring; appomts him an encounter; 

In fine, delivers me to fill the time, 

Herself most chastely absent: after this, 

To marry her, I'll add three thousand crowns 

To what is past already. y 
Wid. Thave yielded : 

Instruct my daughter how she shall persever, 

That time and place with this deceit so lawful 

May prove coherent. Every night he comes 

With musics of all sorts and songs composed 40 

To her unworthiness: it nothing steads us 

To chide him from our eaves; for he persists 

As if his life lay on’t. s 
Hel. Why then to-night 

Let us assay our plot; which, if it speed, 

Is wicked meaning in.a lawful deed 

And lawful meaning in a lawful act, 

Where both not sin, and yet a sinful fact : 

But let’s about it. [Zxeunt. 


ACT IV. 
Scene]. Without the Florentine camp. 


Enter Second French Lord, 2ith five or six 
other Soldiers in ambush. 


Sec. Lord. He can comeno other way but by 
this hedge-comer, When you sally upon him, 
speak what terrible language you will: though 
you understand it not yourselves, no matter; for 
we must not seem to understand him, unless 
some one among us whom we must produce for 
an interpreter. "4 

First Sold. Good captain, let me be the in- 
terpreter. 

ec. Lord. Art not acquainted with him? 
knows he not thy voice? xz 

First Sold. No, sir, I warrant you. 

Sec, Lord. But what linsey-woolsey hast 
thou to speak to us again? 

First Sold. Ken such as you speak to me. 

Sec. Lord. He must think us some band of 
strangers 7’ the adversary’s entertainment. Now 
he hath a smack of all neighbouring languages ; 


therefore we must every one be a man of his own | th 


fancy, not to know what wespeak one to another 8 
So we seem to know, is to know straight our 
purpose: choughs’ Janguage, gabble enough, 
and good enough. As for you, interpreter, you 
must seem very politic. But couch, ho! here he 
comes, to beguile two hours inasleep, and then 
to return and swear the lies he forges. 


Enter PAROLLES. 


Par, Ten o'clock: within these three hours | T, 


*twill be time enough to go home. What shall 

i say Ihave done? It must bea very plausive 

invention that carries it: they | 
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me; and disgraces have of late knocked too 
often at my door. I find my tongue is too fool- 
hardy ; but my heart hath the fear of Mars be- 
fore it and of his creatures, not daring the 
reports of my tongue. 

Sec. Lord. This is the first truth that eer 
thine own tongue was guilty of. 

Par, What the devil should move me to 
undertake the recovery of this drum, being not 
ignorant of the impossibility, and knowing I 
had no such purpose? I must give myself some 
hurts, and say J got them in exploit: yet slight 
ones will not carry it; they will say, ‘Came you 
off with so little?’ and great ones I dare not 

ive. Wherefore, what’s the instance ? Tongue, 
f must put you into a butter-woman’s mouth 
and buy myself another of Bajazet’s mule, if 
you prattle me into these perils. 

Sec. Lord. Isit ee heshould know what 
he is, and be that he is? 49 

Par. I would the cutting of my garments 
would serve the turn, or the breaking of my 
Spanish sword. 

Sec. Lord. We cannot afford you so. 

Par, Orthe baring of my beard; and to say 
it was in stratagem. 

Sec. Lord. “Twould not do. 

Par. Or to drown my clothes, and say I was 
stripped. 

ec. Lord. Hardly serve. 

Par. Though I swore I leaped from the 

window of the citadel— 6x 
c. Lord. How deep? 

Par. _ Thirty fathom. 

Sec. Lord. Three seat oaths would scarce 
make that be believed. 

Par. Iwould Thad any drum of the enemy’s: 
I would swear I recovered it. 

Sec. Lord. You shall hear one anon. 

Par. A drum now of the enemy’s,— 

[Alarum within. 

Sec. Lord. Throca moyousus, cargo, cargo, 
cargo. 

All. 
cargo. 2 

Par. O, ransom, ransom! do not hide mine 

eyes. [hey seize and blindfold him. 

First Sold. Boskos thromuldo boskos. 

Par. I know you are the Muskos’ regiment : 
And I shall lose iny life for want of language: 
If there be here German, or Dane, low Dutch, 
italian, or French, let him speak to me; I'l 
Discoverthat whichshall undo the Florentine. 8 
First Sold. Boskos yauvado: I understand 
hee, and can speak thy tongue. Kerelybonto, 
sir, betake thee to thy faith, for seventeen 
poniatds ee at thy bosom. 

7° 


ar. 
First Sold. O, pray, pray, pray! 

reyania dulche. glia 
Sec. Lord. Oscorbidulchos volivorco. 
thal Bold The general is content to Bate 

hee yet; 9 

And, hoodwink’d as thouart, will lead thee on 

ly thou mayst inform 

ig to save thy life. 


71 
Cargo, cargo, cargo, villianda par corbo, 


Manka 


‘0 gather from thee: ha) 
Somethin, ; 
Par. let me live! 
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Their force, their purposes ; nay, I'll speak that 
Which you will wonder at. | 2 
First Sold. But wilt thou faithfully? 
Par. If Ido not, damn me. 
First Sold. Acordo linta. 4 
Come on; thou art granted space. 
[Lcit, with Parolles guarded. A short 
alarum within, 
Sec. Lord. Go, tell the Count Rousillon, and 
my brother, 
We have caught the woodcock, and will keep 
him mufiled 100 
Till we do hear from them. < é 
Sec. Sold. : Captain, I will. 
Bea, Lords A’ will betray us all unto our- 
selves: 


Inform on that. = 
Sec. Sold. So I will, sir. 
‘Sec. Lord. Till then I'll keep him dark and 
safely lock’d. [Exeunt. 


Scene IL Florence. Lhe Widow's house. 


Enter BERTRAM and DIANA. 


te ene’ told me that your name was Fon- 
ibell. 
Dia. No, my good lord, Diana. 

Ber. : : Titled goddess ; 
And worth it, with addition! But, fair soul, 
In your fine frame hath love no quality? | 
Tf the quick fire of youth light not your mind, 
You are no maiden, but a monument: 

When you are dead, you should be such a one 
AS you are now, for yeu are cold and stern ; 
‘And now you should be as your mother was 
‘When your sweet self was got. 
Dia. She then was honest. 
Ber. So should you be 
0: 


Dia. 

My mother did but duty; such, my lord, 
As you owe to your wife. 

1". _ No more o’ that; 
I prithee, do not strive against my vows: 
T was compell’d to her; but I love thee 
By love's own sweet constraint, and will for ever 
Do thee all rights of service. 

Dia. Ay, so you serve us 
Till we serve you; but when you have our roses, 
You barely leave our thorns to prick ourselves 
And mock us with our bareness. 

er. How have I sworn! 20 

Dice pls not the many oaths that makes the 

TUL, A rs 
But the plain single vow that is vow’d true. 
What is not holy, that we swear not by, 
But Be the High'st to witness: then, pray you, 
ell me, 
T£ I should swear by God’s great attributes, 
Tloved you dearly, would you believe my oaths, 
When I did love you ill? This has no holding, 
To swear by him whom I protest to love, 
That a work against him: therefore your 
oaths 
Are words and poor conditions, but unseal’d, 30 
At least in my opinion. E 
. Change it, change it; 
Jove is holy ; 


10 


er". 
Be not so holy-cruel : 
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And my integrity ne'er knew the crafts 
That you do charge men with. Stand no more 


ott, 
But give thyself unto my sick desires, 
Who then recover ; say thou art mine, and ever 
My love as it begins shall so persever. | 
‘Dia. tL see that men make ropes in such a 
scarre 
That we'll forsake ourselves. Give me that 


ring. 
Ber. Wllend it thee, my dear; but have no 


power 40 
To give it from me. 
id. Will you not, my lord? 
Ber. It isan honour ‘longing to our house, 


Bequeathed down from many ancestors; 
Which were the greatest obloquy i’ the world 
Inne to lose. , 
Dia. __. Mine honour’s such a ring: 
My chastity’s the jewel of our house, 
Bequeathed down from many ancestors ; 
Which were the greatest obloquy i’ the world 
In me to lose: thus your own proper wisdom. 
Brings in the champion Honour on my part, 50 
Against your vain assault. 
cr. ‘ Here, take my ring: 
My house, mine honour, yea, my life, be thine, 
And I'll be bid by thee. 
Dia. When midnight comes, knock at my 
chamber-window : 
Tl order take my mother shall not hear. 
Now will I charge you in the band of truth, 
When you have conquer'd my yet maiden Ded, 
Remain there but an hour, nor speak to me: 
My reasons are most strong; and you shall 
know them, . 
When back again this ringshall be deliver'd: 60 
And on your finger in the night Il} put 
‘Another ring, that what in time proceeds 
May token to the future our past deeds. 
‘Adieu, till then; then, fail not. You have won 
‘A wife of me, though there my hope be done. 
Ber. Abeaven on earth I have won by wooing 


thee. [Exit 
Dia. Forwhich livelong to thank bothheaven 
and me! 


You any so in the end. 

My mother told me just how he would woo, 
‘As if she sat in’s heart; she saysallmen —_70 
Have the like oaths: he had sworn to marry me 
When his wife’s dead; therefore I'll lie with 


um, 
When I am buried. Since Frenchmen are so 


raid, 
Marry that will, I live and die a maid: 
Only in this disguise I think’t no sin 
To cozen him that would unjustly win. [Zwit. 


ScenE IIL. Whe Florentine camp. 


Enter the two French Lords and some two or 
three Soldiers. 


First Lord. You have not given him his 
mother’s letter? 

Sec. Lord. I have delivered it an hoursince: 
there is something in’t that stings his nature; 
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for on the reading it he changed almost into 
another man, : 

First Lord. He has much worthy blame laid 
upon him for shaking off so good a wife and so 
sweet a lady. ; if 9] 

Sec. Lord. Especially he hath incurred the 
everlasting tispleasuregar the king, who had 
even tuned his ounty to sing happiness to him. 
I will tell you a thing, but you shall let it dwell 
darkly with you. ee 

First Lord. When you have spoken it, ’tis 
dead, and I am the grave of it. 

Sec. Lord. He hath perverted a young gen- 
tlewoman here in Florence, of a most chaste 
renown; and this night he fleshes his will in the 
spoil of her honour: he hath given her hismonu- 
mental ring, and thinks himself made in the 
unchaste composition. : 

First Lord. Now, God delay our rebellion ! 
as we are ourselves, what things are we! 

Sec. Lord. Merely our own traitors. And as 
in the common course of all treasons, we still 
see them reveal themselves, till they attain to 
their abhorred ends, so he that in this action 
contrives against his own nobility, in his proper 
stream o’erllows himself. =ebgo 

First Lord. Is it not meant damnable in us, 
to be trumpeters of our unlawful intents?’ We 
shall not then have his company to-night? 

Sec. Lord. Not till aiter midnight; for he 
is dieted to his hour. 

First Lord. That approaches apace; Twould 
fladl have him see his company. anatomized, 
that he might take a measure of his own, judge- 
ments, wherein so curiously he had set this 
counterfeit. : 40 

Sec. Lord. We will not meddle with him till 
he come; for his presence must be the whip of 
the other. F 

First Lord. In the mean time, what hear 
you of ihese wars? 

Sce. Lord. I hear there is an overture of 


First Lord. Ay, and the particular confirma- 
tions, point from point, to the full arming of the 
verity. G 

ise Lord. Lam heartily sorry that he'll be 
glad of this. Sir ® ‘ 

First Lord, How mightily sometimes we 
make us comforts of our losses! 

Sec. Lord. And how mightily some other 
times we drown our gain in tears! ‘The great 
dignity that his valour hath here acquired for 
him shall at home be encountered with ashame 
as ample. on) 

First Lord. The web of our life is of a 
mingled yarn, good and ill together: our virtues 
would be proud, if our aul ritionedl them not ; 
and our crimes would despair, if they were not 
cherished by our virtues. 





















Enter a Messenger. 


How now! where’s your master? 

Serv, He met the duke in the street, sir, of 
whom he hath taken a solemn leave: his lord- 
ebipwall next morning for France. The duke 
hath offered him letters of commendations to 
the k a 
Sec. Lord. They shall be no more than need- 
ful there, if they were more than they can 
commend. 

First Lord. They cannot be too sweet for 
the king’s tartness. “Here's his lordship now. 


Enter BERTRAM. 


How now, my lord! is*t not after midnight? _. 
Ber, Vhave to-night dispatched sixteen busi- 
nesses, 4 month’s length a-piece, by an abstract 
of success : Ihave congied with the duke, done 
my adieu with his nearest; buried a wife, 
mourned for her; writ to my lady mother I am 
returning ; entertained my convoy ; and between 
these main parcels of dispatch eflected many. 
nicer needs: the last was the greatest, but that 
Thave not ended yet. 2 
Sec, Lord. If the businessbeof any difficulty, 
and this morning your departure hence, it re- 
quires haste of your lordship. 109 
Ber. I mean, the business is not ended, as 
fearing to hear of it hereafter, But shall’ we 
have this dialogue between the fool and the 
soldier? Come, bring forth this counterfeit 
module, has deceived me, likea dou’ ble-meaning 
prophesier. if 
ec. Lord. Bring him forth: has sat i? the 
stocks all night, poor gallant knave, : 
, Ber. No matter; his heels haye deserved it, 
im usurping his spurs so long. How does he 
carry himself? 120 
Sec. Lord. Uhave told your lordship already, 
Lan stocks cay Hint Bub to ansee you as you 
een ela uld be unders| > he weeps like a wench 
Sec. Lord. How is this justified? S that had shed her milk: he hath confessed him- 
Lirst Lord. The stronger part of it by her | self to Morgan, whom he supposes to be a friar, 
own letters, which makes her story true, even to | from the time of his remembrance to this very 
the point of her death: her death itself, which | instant disaster of his setting i’ the stocks: and 
her office to say is come, was faith- | what think you he hath confessed ? 


could not be 
fully confirmed by the rector of the place. Ber. Nothing of me, has.a’? 129 
Sec. Lord. lis confession is taken, and it 


Sec. Lord. Hath the count all this intelli- 
2 shall be read tohis face: if your lordship bein’t, 


ce. 
Hirst Lord. Nay, I assure you, a peace con- 
cluded. ‘ 
Sec. Lord. What will,Count Rousillon do 
then? will he travel higher, or return again into 
rance? A ie 5% 
First Lord. I perceive, by this demand, you 
are not, altopether of his council. 
Sec. Lord. Let it be forbid, sir; so should 1 
be a great deal of his act. 

Hirst Lord. Sir, his wife some two months 
since fled from his house: her pretence is a pil- 
grimage to Saint Jaques le Grand; which holy 
undertaking with most austere sanctimony she 
accomplished; and, there residing, the tender- 
ness of her nature became as a prey to her grief 4 
in fine, made a groan of her last breath, and now 
she sings in heaven. 


gence ma 
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SceNE ived| 
as I believe you are, you must have the patience 
to hear it. 
Enter PAROLLES guarded, and First Soldier. 
Ber. 
say nothing of me: hush, hush! 
‘First Lord. Hoodman comes! Portotar- 
tarosa. S 


First Sold. He calls for the tortures: what + 


will you say without ’em? ; 

Par. 1 will confess what I know without 
constraint; if ye pinch me like a pasty, L can 
say no more. F 14x 

Fivst Sold. Bosko chimurcho. 

Tirst Lord. _Boblibindo chicurmurco, - 

First Sold. You areamerciful general, Our 
general bids you answer to what I shall ask you 
out of a note. : 

Pav. And truly, as L hope to live. 2 

First Sold. [Reads] ‘ First demand of him 
how many horse the duke is strong.’ What say 
you to that? 5 150 

Par. Five or six thousand ; but very weal 
and unserviceable: the troops are all scattered, 
and the commanders very poor rogues, upon My, 
reputation and credit and as I hope to live. 

First Sold. Shall I set down your answer so? 

Par. Do: I'll take the sacrament on’t, how 
and which way you will. 

Ber, All’s one to him. 
slave is this! 4 
_ First Lord. You're deceived, my lord : this 
is Monsieur Parolles, the gallant militarist,— 
that was his own phrase ine had the whole 
theoric of war in the knot of his scarf, and the 
practice in the chape of his dagger. c 

Sec. Lord. Iwill never trust a man again for 
keepin ge sword clean, nor believe he can have 
every thingin him by wearing his apparel neatly. 

First Sold. Well, that’s set down. 169 

Par, Vive or six thousand horse, I said,—I 
will say true,—or thereabouts, set down, for [*ll 
speak truth. t 2 

‘First Lord, He’s very near the truth in this. 

Ber. But I con him no thanks for’t, in the 
eae heidelivers it. 1 

a. Poor rogues, I pray you, say- 

First Sold. Well, that’s set down. 

Par. J hunbly thank you, sir: a truth’s a 
truth, the rogues are marvellous poor. 179 

First Sold. | Reads) ‘ Demand of him, of what 
strength they area-foot.’ What say you to that? 

Par. By my troth, sir, if I were to live this 
present hour, I will tell true. Let me see: 
Spurio, a hundred and fifty; Sebastian, so 
many; Corambus, so many; Jaques, So many; 
Guiltian, Cosmo, Lodowick, and Gratii, two 
hundred and fifty each; mine own company, 
Chitopher, Vaumond, Bentii, two hundred anc 
fifty each: so that the muster-file, rotten and 
sound, upon my life, amounts not to fifteen 
thousand polls half of the which dare not shake 
the snow from off their cassocks, lest they shake 
themselves to pieces. if 
, Ber. What shall be done to him? 

First Lord. Nothing, but let him have 
thanks. Demand of him my condition, and 
what credit I have with the duke. 


What a past-saving 
159 
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A plague upon him! mufiled! he can: 






















it is there, or it is upon 
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First Sold. Well, that’s set down. [Reads] 
*Youshall demand of him, whether one Captain 
Dumain be 7? the camp, a Frenchman; what 
his reputation is with the ‘duke; what his valour, 
honesty, and expertness in wars ; OF whether he 
thinks it were not possible, with well-weighing 
sums of gold, to corrupt him toa revolt.’ What 
say you to this? what do you know of it? 

Par. I beseech you, let me answer to the 
pacsion!ae of the inter'gatories: demand them 
singly. 

‘First. Sold. Do you know this Captain 
Dumain? 210 

_ Par. Limow him: a? was a botcher's ’pren- 
tice in Paris, from whence he was whipped for 
getting the shrieve’s fool with child,—a dum 
innocent, that could not say him nay. 

Ber, Nay, by your leave, hold your hands 3 
though I know his brains are forfeit to the next 


tile that falls. 
First Sold. Well, is this captain in the duke 
arg 


of Florence's camp? . 
Par. Upon m knowledge, he is, and lousy. 
First Lord. Nay, look not so upon me; we 
shall hear of your lordship anon. 
A eee ‘Sold; What is his reputation with the 
uke 
Par. The duke knows him for no other but 
a poor officer of mine ; and writ to me this other 
day to turn him out o’ the band: I think I have 
his letter in my_pocket. 
First Sold. Marry, we'll search. | 229 
Par. In good sadness, Ido not know ; either 
a file with the duke’s 
other letters in my tent. 
First Sold. Here ‘tis; here’s & paper: shall 
I read it to you? A eee 
Par. Ido not know if it be it or no. 
Ber. Our interpreter does it well. 
First Eord. Excellently. 
First Sold. Reads] ‘ Dian, the count’s a fool, 
and full of gold, — Q 
Par, That is not the duke's letter, sir; that 
is an advertisement to a proper maid in Florence, 
one Diana, to take heed of the allurement of 
one Count Rousillon, a foolish idle boy, but for 
all that very ruttish: I pray you, sir, put it up 
again. ie 
t First Sold. Nay, I'll read it first, by your 
‘avour. 
Par. My meaning in’t, I protest, was very 
honest in the behalf of the maid ; for, T knew the 
young count to be a dangerous and lascivious 
oy, who is a whale to virginity and devours up 
all the fry it finds. F 250 
Ber. Damnable both-sides rogue! 
First Sold. [Reads] “When he swears oaths, 
bid him Gen gold, and take it; 
After he scores, he never pa ys the score: 
Half won is match well mai 
well make it; 
He ne'er pays after-debts, take it before; 
‘And say a soldier, Dian, told thee this, 
Men are to mell with, boys are not to kiss: 
For count of this, the count’s a fool, I knowit, 
Who pays before, but not when he does owe it. 
Thine, as he vawed to thee in thine car, 
PAROLLES.” 


le; match, and 
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P vhipped through the army | Fist Sold. I'll whisper with the general, 
Her He shall be w aeons 7 and know his pleasures . 330 
Par. [Aside] I'll no more drumming; “a, 
plague of all drums! Only to seem to deserve 
well, and to beguile the supposition of that 
lascivious young boy the count, have I run into 
First Sold. I perceive, sir, by the general's | this danger. Yet who would have suspected an 
looks, we shall be fain to hang you. 269 | ambush where I was taken ? F 
Par, My life, sir, in any case: not that I am First Sold. There is no remedy, sir, but you 
afraid to die; but that, my oflences being many, must die: the general says, you that haye go 
Lwould repent out the remainder of nature : let traitorously discovered the secrets of your army 
me live, sir, in a dungeon, ?’ the stocks, or any | and made such pestiferous reports of men very 
where, so I may live. nobly held, can serve the world for no honest 
First Sold. We'll see what may be done, 80 | use; therefore you must die. Come, headsman, 
you confess freely; therefore, once more to this | off with his head, ; : 
Captain Dumain: you have answered to his} Par. O Lord, sir, let me live, or let me see 
reputation with the duke and to his valour: | my death ! 
what is his honesty? 279! Sirst Sold. That shall you, and take your 
Par. He will steal, sir, an egg out of a clois- leave of all your friends, [Unblinding him, 
ter: for rapes and ravishments he parallels Nes- | So, look about you: know you any here? 
sus: he professes not keeping of oaths; in] Ber, Good morrow, noble captain, 349 
breaking ’em he is stronger than Hercules: he Sec. Lord. God bless you, Captain Parole: 
will lie, sir, with such vyolubitity, that youwould| Jrst Lord. God save you, noble captain, 
think truth were a fool: drunkenness is his best} Sec. Zord. Captain, what eeting will you 
virtue, for he will be swine-drunk; and in his | tomy Lord Lafeu ? Tam for France. 
sleep he does little harm, save to his bed-clothes 
about him; but they know his conditions and 
lay him in straw. [have but little more to say, 
sir, of his honesty: he has every thing that an 
honest man should not have; what an honest 


with this rhyme in’s fore 2 b 
Sec. Lord. This is your devoted friend, sir, 
the manifold linguist and the armipotent soldier. 
Ber. I could endure any thing before but a 
cat, and now he’s a cat to me. 




















First Lord. Good captain, will you give me 
a copy of the sonnet you writ to Diana in behalf 
of the Count Rousilion? an I were not a very 
coward, I’ld compel it of you: but fare you 
well. Exeunt Bertram and Loids, 


man should have, he has nothing. . First Sold. You are undone, captain, all but 
First Lord. 1 begin to love him for this. your scarf; that has a knot ont yet. 359 
Ber. For this description of thine honesty?]° Par. Who cannot be crushed with a plot? 


A pox upon him for me, he’smore and morea| First Sold. If you could find out a country 
cat. 


where but women were that had received so 
much shame, you might begin an impudent 
nation. Fare ye well, sir; I am for France too: 
we shall speak of your there, 

eet, with Soldiers. 
Par. Yet am I thank: ul: if my heart were 


First Sold, What say you to his expertness 
in war? 
Par. Faith, sir, has led the drum before the 
glish tragedians; to belie him, I will not, and 
more of his soldiership I know not 3 except, in 
that country he had the honour to be the officer great, 
ata pplace ti ere called Mile-end, to instruct for *Twould burst at this. Captain I'll be no more; 
the doubling of files: Iwould do the man what | But I will eat and drink, and sleep as soft 
honour I can, but of this I am not certain. As captain shall: simply the thing Iam 
First Lord. He hath out-villained villany so | Shall make me live. Who knows himself a 
far, that the rarity redeems him. A braggart, 370 
er. A pox on him, he’s a cat still. F Let him fear this, for it will come to pass 
First Sold. His qualities peing at this poor | That every braggart shall be found an ass, 
price, I mead at to ask you if gold will corrupt | Rust, sword! cool, blushes! and, Parolles, live 
revolt. 


319 | Safest in shame ! being fool'd, 'y thrive! 
Par. Sir, for a quart d’écu he will sell the | ' ere's place and means oe eee tive 


7 0 a H here’s place and means for ery man alive. 
fee-simple of hig salvation, the inheritance of it;/ IN : Se 


4 ‘IL after them. Evcit. 
and cut the entail from all remainders, and a Ui 
Perpetual succession for it perpetually, 

‘inst Sold. What's his brother, the other 
Reon Whyace io eae 

ec. Lond. hy does he as! of me? * 

First Sold. What's he? 

Par. E’en a crow o’ the same nest; not al- | O) 
together so great as the first in goodness, but 
grease a great deal in evil: he excels his brother 

ora coward, yet his brother is reputed one of 
the best that is: in 4, retreat he outruns any | Time was, I did him a desired office, 
lackey; marry, in coming on he has the cramp. | Dear almost as his life: which gratitude 

Hirst Sold. Tf your life be saved, will you | Through flinty Tartar’s bosom would peep forth, 
undertake to betray the Florentine? And answer, thanks: T duly am inform’d 

Par. Ay, and the captain of his horse, Count | His fiace is at Marseilles ; to which place 

usillon, We have convenient convoy. You must know, 
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Sonne IV. Florence. The Widow's house. 
Enter HELENA, Widow, and Diana. 


Hel. That you may well perceive I have not 
wrong'd you, 

ne of the greatest in the Christian world 

nallite my surety ; ‘fore whose throne’tis need- 


Ere I can perfect mine intents, to kneel : 
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Clo. TI would cozen the man of his wife and 
do his service. 


Laf. So you were a knave at his service. 


indeed. 3b 
_ Clo. And I would give his wife my bauble, 
sir, to do her service. | 

Laf, Iwillsubscribe for thee, thou art both 
Imave and fool. 3. 

Clo. At your service. 

Laf. No, no, no, 

Clo. Why, sir, if I cannot serve you, IT can 
serve as great a prince as you are. 

Laf. Who’s that? a Frenchman? 49 

Clo. Faith, sir, a’ has an Knzlish name; but 
his fisnomy is more hotter in France than there. 

Ly. What prince is that? ; 

Clo. The black prince, sir; alias, the prince 
of darkness; alias, the devil. y 

‘Laf. Hold thee, there’s my purse: I give 
thee not this to suggest thee from thy master 
thou talkest of; serve him still. . 

Clo. Lama woodland fellow, sir, that always 
loved a great fire; and the master I speak of 
ever keeps a good fire. But, sure, he is the 
prince of the world ; let his nobility remain in’s 
court. Lam for the house with the narrow gate, 
which I take to be too little for.pomp to enter: 
some that humble themselves may ; but the 
many will be too chill and tender, and theyll 
be for the flowery way that leads to the broad 
gate and the great fire. . 

f Go thy ways, I begin to be aweary of 
thee; and I tell thee so before, because I would 
not fall out with thee. Go thy ways : Jet my 
horses be well looked to, without any tricks. 

Clo, If I put, any tricks upon ’em, sir, they 
shall be jades’ tricks ; which are their own right 
by the law of nature. (xu. 

Laf. A shrewd knave and an unhappy. 

Count. Soheis. My lord that’s gone made 
himself much sport out of him : by, his authority 
he remains here, which he thinks is a patent for 
his sauciness ; and, indeed, he has no pace, but 
runs where he will. : : 72 

Laf. Liike him well; ’tis not amiss. AndI 
was about to tell you, since I heard of the good. 
lady's death and that my lord your son was upon 
his return home, I moved the king my master 
to speak in the behalf of my daughter; which, 
in the minority of them both, his majesty, out 
of a self-gracious remembrance, did first. pro- 
pose : his highness hath promised me to do it: 
and, to stop up the displeasure he hath conceived 
against your son, there is no fitter matter. How 
does your Jadyship like it? 

Count. With very much content, my lord; 
and I wish it happily effected. 

Laf. His highness comes post from Mar- 
seilles, of as able body as when he numbered 
thirty : he will be here to-morrow, or Iam 
deceived by him that in such intelligence hath 
seldom failed. |. 

Cownt. lt rejoices me, that I hope I shall see 
him ere I die. I have letters that my son will 
be here tonight: I shall beseech your lordship 
to remain with me till they meet together. 

Laf. Madam, lwas thinking with what man- 
ners I might safely be admitted. 



























Jam supposed dead : the army breaking, 11 
My in and hies him home; where, heaven 

aiding, 
And by the leave of my good lord the king, 
We'll be before our welcome. 

Wid. Gentle madam, 

You never had a servant to whose trust 
Your business was more welcome. 

cle Nor you, mistress, 
Ever a friend whose thoughts more truly labour 
To recompense your love: doubt not butheaven 
Hath brought me up to be your daughter’s 


dower, 
‘As it hath fated her to be my motive 20 
‘And helper toahusband. But, O strange men l 
et can such sweet use make of what they 
hate, 
When saucy trusting of the cozen’d thoughts 
Defiles the pitchy night: so lust doth play 
With what it loathes for that which is away. 
But more of this hereafter. You, Diana, 
Under my poor instructions yet must suifer 
Something in my behalf. 
Dia. r __ Let death and honesty 
Go with your impositions, Tam yours 
Upon your will to suffer. 
el. ‘Yet, I pray you: 30 
But with the word the time will bring on sum- 


mer, 

When briers shall have leaves as well as thorns, 

‘And be as sweet as sharp. We must away; 

Our waggon is prepared, and time revives us: 

ALL’S WELL THAT ENDS WELL: still the fine’s 

the crown ; 

Whate’er the course, the end is the renown. 

[Eceunt. 


Scene V. Rousillon. The Count's palace. 
Enter COUNTESS, LAFEU, and CLOWN. 


Laf. No, no, no, your son was misled with 
a snipt-taffeta fellow there, whose villanous 
saffron would have made all the unbaked and 
doughy youth of a nation in his colour: your 
daughter-in-law had been alive at this hour, 
and your son here at home, more advanced by 
the xin than by that red-tailed humble-bee I 
speak of, 

Count. I would I had not known him; it 
was the death of the most virtuous gentlewoman 
that ever nature had praise for creating. If she 
had partaken of, my flesh, and cost me the 
dearest groans of a mother, I could not have 
owed her a more rooted love, 

Laf, ‘Twas a good lady, "twas a good lady: 
we may pick a thousand salads ere we light on 
such another herb. se 

Clo. Indeed, sir, she was the sweet-marjoram 
of the salad, or rather, the herb of grace. 

Laf. They are not herbs, you knave; they 
are nose-herbs. a) 

Clo. Lam no great Nebuchadnezzar, sir; I 
have not much skill in grass. 

Laf, Whether dost thou profess thyself, 2 
knave or a fool? | b 

Clo. A fool, sir, aba woman's service, anda 
knaveataman’s. 

Laf. Your distinction ? 
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your honourable | Since you are like to see the king before me, 30 
acre Mauessd ut pied yan i Coramend the Paper io his gious aN g 
Laf. Lady, of that I have made a bold sy hich I presume shall render you no blame 
; <my yet. ut rather make you thank your pains for it. 
i esse US ACCU GLST L will come after you with what good speed 
Re-enter Crown. 


up means will make us Sa fee 
. madam, yonder’s my lord your son rent. _ Dhis 0 for you. 
ages ao of vale on’s face: hey ner nie Lee jae you shall find yourself to be well 
under’t or no, the velyet knows; but hank’ : 

ooo ees velvet : his left cheek is a | Whate’er falls more, We must to horse again. 
cheek of two pile and a half, but his right cheek | Go, go, provide. [Axeunt, 
is wor bare. * 

Laf. A scar nobly got, or a noble scar, is a 
good livery of honour; so belike is that. 

Clo, But it is your carbonadoed face. 

LIaf. Let us go see your son, I pray you: I 
long to talk with the young noble soldier, _ 109 

Clo. Faith, there’s a dozen of ’em, with deli- 
cate tine hats and most courteous feathers, which 
bow the head and nod at every man. [Eeunt. 


ACT Y. 
ScEenEI. Jarseilles, <A street. 
Enter HELENA, Widow, and DIANA, with two 
















Scene IL Rousillon. Before the Count’s 
palace. 


Enter CLown, and Parox.es, following, 


Par. Good Monsieur Lavache, give my Lord 
Lafeu this letter: I have ere now, sir, been het- 
ter known to pou, when I have held familiarity 
with fresher clothes; but Lam now, sir, muddied 
in fortune’s mood, and smell somewhat strong 
of her strong displeasure. ? 

Clo. Truly, fortune’s displeasure is but slut 
tish, if it smell so strongly as thou speakest of: 


Attendants, I will henceforth eat no fish of fortune’s butter. 
3 Gare saan ae dayvand ing. Prithee, allow the wind. 10 
Hel. But this exceeding posting day an Par. Nay, you need not to stop your nose, 


night : 
Must wear your spirits low ; we cannot help it: 
But since you have made the days and nights 
as one, 
To wear your gentle limbs in my affairs, 
Be bold you do so grow in my requital 
As nothing can unroot you. In happy time ; 


Enter « Gentleman. 


This man may help me to his majesty’s ear, Z 
If he would spend his power. G save you, sir. 
Gent. And you. ‘ 
Hel. Sir, I have seen you in the court of 
France. ro 
Gent. I have been sometimes there, 
Eas I do presume, sir, that you are not 
‘allen 
From the report that goes upon your goodness ; 


sir; I spake but by a metaphor. : 

Clo. Indeed, sir, if your metaphor stink, I 
will stop my nose; or against any man’s meta- 
phor. Prithee, get thee further. 

Par. Pray you, sir, deliver me this paper. 

Clo. Foh! prithee, stand away : a paper from 
fortune’s close-stool to give to a nobleman! 
Look, here he comes himself. 19 


Enter LAFEv. 


Here is a purr of fortune’s, sir, or of fortune’s 
cat,—but not a musk-cat,—that has fallen into 
the unclean fishpond of her displeasure, aid, as 
he says, is muddied withal: pray you, sir, use 
the carp as you may; for he looks like a poor, 
decayed, ingenious, foolish, rascally knave. I 
do pity his distress in my similes of comfort anc 


And therefore, goaded with most sharp occa-| leave him to your lordship. (Exit. 
sions, Par. My lord, Iam a man whom fortune 
Which lay nice manners by, I put you to hath cruelly scratched. 29, 


he use of your own virtues, for the which 
I shall continue thankful. 
Gent, hal: What’s your will? 
Hel. That it will please you | 
ve this poor petition to the king, 
And aid me with that store of power you have 


wef; And what would you have me to do? 
Tis too late to pare her nails now. Wherein 
have you flav the knaye with fortune, that 
she should scratch you, who of herself is a ‘ood 
lady and would not haye knaves thrive long 
under her? There’s a quart d’écu for you: let 


To come into his presence. ar| the justices make you and fortune friends: I 
Gant ‘The king’s not bere a it am or thea business, 
. ot here, sir ar, ‘secch your honour to hear me one 
Gent. Not, indeed : word. , a 3 


single Mi 
af. You beg a single penny more: come, 
you shall ha’t; save your word, 42 
Par. My name, my good lord, is Parolles. 
You beg more than ‘word,’ then. Cox 
my passion! give me your hand. How does 
your drum? 


Par. O my good lord, you were the first that 


He hence removed last night and with more 


Wid, ‘Lord, how we lose our pains! 
Hel, ALL'S WELL THAT ENDS WELL yet, 
Though time seem so adverse and means unfit. 
do beseech you, whither is he one? 


Withee Larry, as I take it, to Rousillon ; found me, " 
am going. Was I, i first 
Hel. Ido beseech you, sir, that fost ‘hee: in sooth? and I was the 
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Pav. It lies in you, my lord, to bring me in 
some grace, for you did bring me out. 50 

Laf, Out upon thee, knave! dost thou put 
upon me at once both the office of God and the 
devil? One brings thee in grace and the other 
brings thee out. [ZLruanpets sound.) The king’s 
coming; I know by his trumpets. Sirrah, in- 
quire further after me; I had talk of you last 
night: though you are a fool and a knaye, you 
shall eat ; go to, follow. 

Par. i praise God foryou. [Exeuné. 59 


Scene II. Rousillon. Lhe Count’s palace. 


Flourish. Enter Kine, Countess, LAFEu, 
the two French Lords, with Attendants. 


King. We lost a jewel of her; and our esteem 
Was made much poorer by it: but your son, 
As mad in folly, lack'd the sense to know 
Her estimation home, 

Count. *Tis past, my liege; 

And I beseech your majesty to make it 
Natural rebellion, done?’ the blaze of youth ; 
When oil and fire, too strong for reason’s force, 
O'erbears it and burns on, 

King. , My honour’d lady, 

T have forgiven and forgotten all ; 
Though my revenges were high bent upon him, 
And watch’d the time to shoot. 

Ete This I must say, 21 
But first I beg my pardon, the youns lord 
Did to his majesty, his mother and his lady 
Offence of mighty note; but to himself, 

The greatest wrong of all. He lost a wife 

Whose beauty did astonish the survey 

Of richest eyes, whose words all ears took 
captive, 

Whose dear perfection hearts that scorn’d to 


serve 
Humbly call’d mistress. 
King. Praising what is lost _ 
Makes the remembrance dear. Well, call him 
hither; 20 
We are reconciled, and the first view shall kill 
All repetition: let him not ask our pardon ; 
The nature of his great offence is dead, 
And deeper than oblivion we do bury 
The incensing relics of it: Iet him approach, 
A stranger, no offender; and inform him 
So ’tis our will he should. ; 
Gent. I shall, my liege. [Exit 
King. Whatsayshe to your daughter? have 


you spoke? 
Laf. All that he is hath reference to your 
highness. 
King. Then shall we have a match. I have 
letters sent, me. 30 
That set him high in fame. 


Enter BERTRAM. 

Laf, He looks well on ‘t. 

King. Iam nota day of season, 
For thou mayst see a sunshine and a hail 
In me at once: but to the brightest beams 
Distracted clouds give way; so stand thou forth ; 
The timeisfairagain. 

Ber, My high-repented blames, 
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Dear sovereign, pardon tome. 

King. All is whole; 
Not one word more of the consumed time. 
Let's take the instant by the forward top; 

Yor we are old, and on our quick’st decrees 40 
The inaudible and noiseless foot of Time 

Steals ere we can effect them. You remember 
The daughter of this lord? 

Ber. Admiringly, my liege, at first 
L stuck my choice upon her, ere my heart 
Durst make too bold a herald of my tongue: 
Where the impression of mine eye infixing, 
Contempt his scornful perspective did lend me, 
Which warp’d the line of every other favour; 
Scorn’d a fair colour, or express’d it stolen; 50 
Extended or contracted all proportions 
‘To a most hideous object: thence it came 
That she whom all men praised and whom my- 


se! 
Since I have lost, have loved, was in mine eye 
The dust that did oflend it. 
King. Well excused: 
That thou didst love her, strikes some scores 
away 
From the great compt: but love that comes too 


ate, 
Like a remorseful pardon slowly carried, 
To the great sender turns a sour offence, 
Crying, ‘That's good that’s gone.’ Our rash 
faults ¥ é 60 
Make trivial price of serious things we have, 
Not knowing them until we know their grave: 
Oft our displeasures, to ourselves un, just, 
Destroy our friends and after weep their dust : 
+Our own love waking cries to see what’s done, 
While shame full late sleeps out the afternoon. 
Be this sweet Helen’s knell, and now forget her. 
Send forth youramorous token forfairMaudlin: 
The main consents are had; and here we'll stay 
To see our widower's second marriage-day. | 70 
Count. Which better than the first, O dear 
heaven, bless! . 
Or, ere they meet, in me, O nature, cesse! 
La if. Come on, my son, in whom my house’s 


name 
Must be digested, give a favour from vou 
‘To sparkle in Meeps of my daughter, 
‘That she may quickly come. [Bertram gives a 
ring.) By my old beard, 
And every hair that’s on’t, Helen, that’s dead, 
Was a sweet creature: such a ring as this, 
The last that e’er I took her leave at court, 
I saw upon her finger. 5 
Ber. Hers it was not. 80 
King. Now, pray you, let me see it; for 
mine eye, ; 
While I was speaking, oft was fasten'd to’t. 
‘This ring was mine; and, when I gave it Helen, 
T bade her, if her fortunes ever stood 
Necessitied to help, that by this token 
I would relieve her. Had you that craft, to 
reave her 
Of what should stead her most? 
Ber, My gracious sovereign, 
Howe'er it pleases you to take it so, 
‘The ring was never hers. 
Count. Son, on my life, 
I have seen her wear it; and she reckon’d it 90 
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At her life's rate. ‘ 
if. Tam sure I saw her wear it. 

Ber. You are deceived, my lord; she never 

saw it: 
In Florence was it from a casement thrown me, 
Wrapp'd in a paper, which contain’d the name 
Of her that threw it: noble she was, and thought 
Istood engaged: but when I had, subscribed 
To mine own fortune and inform’d her fully 
I could not answer in that course of honour 
As she had made the overture, she ceased 
In heavy satisfaction and would never 100 
Receive the ring again. : 

King. Plutus himself, 
That knows the tinct and multiplying medicine, 
Hath not in nature's mystery more science 

n I have in this ring: ’twas mine, ’twas 
Helen's, i 
Whoever gave it you. Then, if.you know 
That you are well acquainted with yourself, 
Confess twas hers, and by what rough enforce- 
























ence, taking no Jeave, and I follow him to his 
country for justice: grant it me, O king! in 
you it best lies; otherwise a seducer flourishes, 
and a poor maid is undone. DIANA Cariner, 
Laf. I will buy me a son-in-law in a fair, 
and toll for this: 1°ll none of him. 
King. The heavens have thought well on 
thee, Lafeu, 150 
To bring forth this discovery. Seek these 
suitors: 3 A 
Go speedily and bring again the count. 
am afeard the life of Helen, lady, 
Was foully snatch’d, Tes, 
Count. Now, justice on the doers! 





Re-enter BERTRAM, guarded. 
King. I wonder, sir, sith wives are monsters 


to you, 
And that you fly them as you swear them lord- 


ship, 
Yet you desire to marry. 


ment. x 
Nouraat i from her: she call’d the saints to Enter Widow and D1ana. 
That she would never put it from her finger, F What woman’s that? 
nless she gave it to yourself in bed, 1ro} Dia. Iam, my lord, a wretched Florentine, 


Where you have never come, or sent it us 


Derived from the ancient Capilet : 
Unon her great disaster. 


My suit, as I do understand, you know, 160 


cr. She never saw it. And therefore know how far Imay be pitied. 
King. Thou speak’st it falsely, as 1 love mine Wid. Iam her mother, sir, whose age and 
honour; honour 


And makest conjectural fears to come into me, 
Which I would fain shut out. Ii it should prove 
‘hat thou art so inhuman,—twill not prove 


SO ;— 

And yet I know not: thou didst hate her deadly, 

And she is dead; which nothing, but to close 

Her eyes myself, could win me to believe, 

More than to see this ring. Take him away. 120 
(Guards seize Bertram. 

My fore-past proofs, howe'er the matter fall, 

Shall tax my fears of little vanity, 

Having vainly fear'd too little. Away with him! 

‘We'll sift this matter further. 

Ber, If you shall prove 
This ring was ever hers, you shall as easy 
Prove that I husbanded her bed in Floren 

Where yet she never was. [Zxit, guarded. 

King. Tam wrapp’d in dismal thinkings. 


Enter a Gentleman. 


Both sufler under this complaint we bring, 
And both shail cease, without your remeny. 
King. Come hither, count; do you know 
these women? 
Ber. My lord, I neither can nor will deny 
But that I know them: do they charge me 
further? 
HN Why, do you look so strange upon your 
wife 
Ber. She’s none of mine, my lord. 

id. | ez Jf you shall marry, 
You give away this hand, and that is mine; 170 
You give away heayen’s vows, and those are 

mine; 

You give away myself, which is known mine; 
For I by vow am so embodied yours, 

That she which marries you must marry me, 
Either both or none. 


Laf. Your reputation comes too short for 


ara Gon ; mys cavalier you ag no pasta semtel 
ent. xraclous sovereign, 7". Y lord, this is a fond an iesperate 
‘Whether I have been to blame or no, I know. creature, me 
not: ; Whom sometime I have laugh’d with: Jet your 
Here’s a petition from a Florentine, 130 highness 
Who hath for four or five removes come short 


ay a more noble thought upon mine honour 
Than for to think that f would sink it here. 181 
King. Sir, for my thoughts, you have them 
.,, Ul tofriend 
Till your deeds gain them: fairer prove your 
honour 
Than in my thought it lies, 
Dia. 


To fennst sheteelt ut hun destanle it, ‘i 1 
anquish’ ereto by the fair grace an speech 
OF the poor suppliant, who by this I know 
1s here attending: her business looks in her 
‘With an importing visage ; and she told me, 
Ina sweet verbal brief, it did concern 
Your highness with herself, 
King. [Reads] Upon his many protestations 
marry me when his wife was dead, I blush to 
say it he wen me. Now ase Conn Rousillon 
a widower: his vows are forfeited to me. and ei", She’s impudent, my lord. 
my honour’s paid to him. He stole from Flor- | And was a common gamester to the eatin : 
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se Good my lord, 
Ask him upon his oath, if he does think 
He had not my virginity. 


Iby. 
je ing. What say’st thou to her? 
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Dia. He does me wrong, my lord; if I 
were SO, 
He might have bought me at a common price = 
Do not believe him. O, behold this ring, 19: 
Whose high respect and rich validity 
Did lack a parallel; yet for all that 
He gave it to a commoner o' the camp, 
Tf I be one. : 
Count. He blushes, and ’tis it: 
Of six preceding ancestors, that gem, 
Conferr'd by testament to the sequent issue, 
Hath it been owed and worn, This is his wife; 
That ring’s a thousand proofs. 
King. i Methought you said 
You saw.one here in court could witness it. 200 
Dia, I did, my lord, but loath am to produce 
So bad an instrument: his name’s Parolles. 
‘Loaf, Lsaw the man to-day, if man. he be. 
King. Vind him, and bring him hither. 
[xt an Attendant. 
Ber. _ What of him? 
He’s quoted for a most. perfidious slave, 
With all the spots o’ the world tax'd and de- 
bosh’d; 
Whose nature sickens but to speak a truth. 
Am I or that or this for what hell utter, 
That will speak any thing? 
King. She hath that ring of yours. 
Ber. Ithink she has: certain itis 1 liked her, 
And boarded her i’ the wanton way of youth: 
She knew her distance and did angle for me, 
Madding my eagerness with her restraint, 
‘As all impediments in fancy’s course 
‘Are motives of more fancy ; and, in fine, 
Her infinite cunning, with her modern grace, 


Par. Sopleaseyour majesty, my master hath 
been an honourable gentleman : tricks he hath 
had in him, which gentlemen have. | 249 

King. Come, come, to the purpose: did he 
love this woman? iy; 

Par. Faith, sit, he did love her ; but how? 

King. How, L pray you? 

Par. He did love her, sir, as a gentleman 
loves a woman. | 

King. How is that? , 

Par. He loved her, sir, and loved her not. 

King, As thou art a Knaye, and no knave. 
What an equivocal companion is this! | 259 

Pay. Lama poor man, and at your majesty’s 
command, 

Laf, He’s a good drum, my Jord, but a 
naushty orator. gaa 4 

Dia. Do you know he promised me marriage? 

Par. Faith, I know more than I'll ie Kk. 

King. But wilt thou not speak all thou 

knowest ? 4 

Par. Yes, so please your majesty. Idid fo 
Detween them, as Lsaid; but more than that, he 
loved her: for indeed he was mad for her, and 
talked of Satan and of Limbo and of Furies and 
T know not what: yet L was in that credit with 
them at that time that I knew of their going to 
bed, and of other motions, as promising her 
marriage, and things which would derive me ill 
will to speak of; therefore T will not speak 
what I know. 

King. Thou hast spoken all already, unless 
thou canst say they are married: but thou art 
too fine in thy evidence ; therefore stand aside. 
This ring, you say, Was yours? 




































Subdued me to her rate: she got the ring 5 Dia. P Ay, my good lord. 
And [ had that which any inferior might King. Where did you buy it? or who gave 
‘At market-price have bought. ‘ it you? A = 

Dia. T must be patient:| Dia. Tt was not given me, nor I did not 
You, that have turn’d off a first so noble wife, buy it. 4 
May justly dict me. I bray you yet; 221 King. Who lent it you? - 
Since you lack virtue, L wi Lose a husband ; It was not lent me neither. 


Send for your ring, I will return it home, 


Diu. = ; not, 
c King. Where did you find it, then? 
And give me mine again, 


ta. I found it not. 
King. If it were yours by none of all these 


Ber. Thave it not. - 
King. What ring was yours, I pray you 2 ways, Donna: 
Dia. Sir, much like | How could you give it him? 


Dia. : I never gave it him. 
Laf. This woman’s an easy glove, my lord; 
she goes off'and on at pleasure, 
mg. This ring was mine; I gave it his first 
wife. : 280 
Dia. It might be yours or hers, for aught 


The same upon your finger. , ome 
King. Know you this ring? this ring was 
his of late, _ : . : 
Dia. And this was it Tgave him, being abed. 
aang The story then goes false, you threw 
it him. 
Out of a casement. k 
Dia. Thave spoke the truth. 230 


Enter PAROLLES. 
Ber. My lord, I do confess the ring was hers. 


now. 

King. Take her away; Ido not like hernow; 
To prison with her: and aay with him. 
Unless thou tell'stme where t houhadstthisring, 
Thou diest within this hour. 


King. You boggle shrewdly, every feather| Dia. I'll never tell you. 

starts you. King. Take her away. 

Ts this the man you speak of? Dia. F T'll put in bail, my liege. 
Dia. - Ay, my lord. King. I think thee now some common cus: 
King. Tell me, sirrah, but tell me true, I tomer. 


Dia. By Jove, if ever I knew man, "twas you. 

‘King. Wherefore hast thou accused him al 
this while 

Dia. Because he’s guilty, and he is not 
guilty: 290 
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Not fearing the displeasure of your master, 
Which on your just proceeding T'll keep off, 
By him (and by this woman here shat know 
you 
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He kmows I am no maid, and he'll swear to’t ; 
Ill swear I am a maid, and he knows not. 
Great king, Iam no strumpet, by my life 3 
Iam either maid, or else this old man’s wife, 
King. She does abuse our ears: to prison 
with her. E 
Dia. Good mother, fetch my bail. Stay, 
royal sir: aE: Paeit Widow. 
The jeweller that owes the ring is sent for, 
And he shall surety me. But for this lord, 
‘Who hath abused me, as he knows himself, ‘ 
Though yet he never harm'd me, here I quit 


im: 300 
He knows himself my bed he hath defiled; q 
And at that time he got his wife with child: 
Dead though she be, she feels her young one 


ick: : 
So there ’smy riddle: one that’s dead is quick: 
And now behold the meaning. 


Re-enter Widow, with Hrtena. 


King. Is there no exorcist 
Beguiles the truer office of mine eyes? 

Is’t real that I see? 

Hel. No, my good lord; 
*Tis but the shadow of a wife you sce, 
The name and not the thing. 

Ber. Both, both. 0, pardon! 

Hel. O my good lord, when I was like this 

maid, % 310 
Ifound you wondrous kind. There is yourring; 

, look you, here’s your letter; this it says: 
‘When from my finger rou can get this ring 
And are by me with child,’ &c. This is done: 
Will you be mine, now you are doubly won? 

Ber. If she, my liege, can make me know 

this clearly, 


ALL’S WELL THAT ENDS WELL 


[Acr Yv 


T’ll love her dearly, ever, ever dearly. 
Hel. If it appear not plain and prove untrue, 
Deadly divorce step hetween me and you! 
O my dear mother, do I see you living? 320 
Lay. Mine eyes smell onions ; I shall weep 


anon: 

[To pane Good Tom Drum, lend me a 
handkercher : so, 

I thank thee : wait on me home, I'll make sport 
with thee : 

Let thy courtesies alone, they are scurvy ones, 

King. Let us from point to point this story 

know, 

To make the even truth in pleasure flow, 

(Yo Diana] If thou be'st yet a fresh uncropped 


lower, : 
Choose thou thy husband, and I'll pay thy 
dower; : 

For I can guess that by thy honest aid 

Thou kept’st a wife herself, thyself a maid. 330 

Of that and all the progress, more and less, 

Resolvedly more leisure shall express : 

All yet seems well; and if it end so meet, 

The bitter past, more welcome is the sweet. 
(Flourish. 


EPILOGUE. 
ana. The king’s a beggar, now the play is 


lone: 
Allis well ended, if this suit be won, 
That you express content ; which we will pay, 
With strife to please you, day exceeding day: 
Ours be your patience then, and yours our parts; 
Your gentle hands Jend us, and take our hearts. 
[Exeunt. 340 
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TWELFTH NIGHT; 


OR, WHAT YOU WILL 


DRAMATIS PERSONAL 


Onsrno, Duke of Illyria. 

SEBASTIAN, brother to Viola. 

ann) 0, a sea captain, friend to Sebas- 
ian. 

A Sea Captain, friend to Viola. 

VALENTINE, | gentlemen attending on the 

Curio, Duke. 

Sir Tosy BELcH, uncle to Olivia. 

Sin ANDREW AGUECHEEK, 

MALYOLIO, steward to Olivia. 


ACT I. 


Scene I. Zhe Duxe's palace. 


Enter Duke, Curio, and other Lords; Mu- 
sicians attending. 


Duke. If music be the food of love, play on; 

Give me excess of it, that, surfeiting, 

The appetite may sicken, and so die. 

That strain again! it had a dying fall: 

O, it came o’er my ear like the sweet sound, 
That breathes upon a bank of violets, 

Stealing and giving odour! Enough; no more: 
*Tis not so swect now as it was beiore. 

O spirit of love! how quick and fresh art thou, 
That, notwithstanding thy capacity 10 
Receiveth as the ea nought enters there, 

Of what validity an pitch soe’er, 

But falls into abatement and low price, 

Even in a minute: so full of shapes is fancy 
That it alone is high fantastical. 

Cur. Willyou go hunt, my lord? : 

Duke. What, Curio? 

Cur. The hart. 

Duke. Why, so I do, the noblest that Ihave: 
O, when mine eyes did see Olivia first 
Methought she purged the air of pestilence! 20 
That instant was I turn’d into a hart ; 

And my desires, like fell and cruel hounds, 
Wer since pursue me. 


Enter VALENTINE. 


How now! what news from her? 
Val. So please my lord, I might not be 
admitte * 3 
But from her handmaid do return this answer: 
The element itself, till seven years’ heat, 
Shall not behold her face at ample view ; 
Pats like a cloistress, she wal veiled wells 
er chamber roun 
And water once a day pel ¢ 


TaBIAN, 
Teste, a 
OLIVIA. 
Vioua. 
Mak 1, Olivia’s woman. 

Lords, Priests, Sailors, Officers, Musicians, and 

other Attendants. 
Scene: A city in Illyria, and the sea-coast 
near it. 


cent servants to Olivia. 


With ereouendin brine: all this to season 30 
A pro ui dead love, which she would keep 
res] 
And lasting in her sad remembrance. 
Duke. O, she that hath a heart of that fine 


frame 
To pay this debt of love but toa brother, 
Hoy will she love, when the rich golden shaft 
Hath kill'd the flock of all affections else 
That live in her; when liver, brain and heart, 
bess is overciew thrones, are all supplied, and 
fi 


Her sweet perfections with one self king! 

Away before me to sweet beds of flowers: 40 

Love-thoughts lie rich when canopied with 
bowers. Exeunt. 


Scene IL. Lhe sea-coast. 
Enter Vioua, a@ Captain, and Sailors. 


Vio. What country, friends, is this? 
Cap. This is Illyria, lady. ; i 
Vio. And what should I do in Illyria? 
My brother he is in Elysium. 
Perchance he is not drown’d: what think you, 
sailors? 
Cap. aE is perchance that you yourself were 
saved. 
Vio. Omy poor brother! and so perchance 
may he be. 
Cap. ‘True, madam: and, to comfort you 
with chance, 
Assure yourself, after our ship did split, 
When you and those poor number saved with 


you 10 

Hung on our driving boat, I saw your brother, 

Most provident in peril, bind himself, 

Courage and hope both teaching him the 
practice, 

To a strong mast that lived upon the sea; 
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Mar. By my troth, Sir Toby, you must 
come in earlier o’ nights: your cousin, my lady, 
takes great exceptions to your ill hours, 

Sir To. Why, let her except, before excepted, 

Mar. Ay, but you must confine yourself 
within the modest limits of order. 9 

Six Lo. Confine! Ill confine myself no 
finer than Iam: these clothes are good enough 
to drink in; and so be these boots too: an they 
be not, let them hang themselves in their own 
straps. oy Nar . 

Mar. That quaffing and drinking will undo 
you: I heard my lady talk of it yesterday; and 
ofa foolish knight that you brought in onenight 
here to be her wooer. 

Sir To. Who, Sir Andrew Aguecheek? 

Mar. Ay, he. 

Sir Yo, He’s as tall a man as any’s in 
Illyria. 

Afar. What’s that to the purpose ? 21 

Sir Zo. Why, he has three thousand ducats 
a year. E 

Mar, Ay, but he’ll have but.a year in all 
these ducats: he’s a very fool and a prodigal, 

Sir Zo, Fie, that you'll say so! he plays'o’ 


Where, like Arion on the dolphin’s back, 
I saw him hold acquaintance with the waves 
So long as I could see. 
Vio. For saying so, there’s gold: 
Mine own escape unfoldeth to my hope, 
Whereto thy speech serves for authority, 20 
The like of him. Know'st thou this country ? 
“Cap. Ay, madam, well; for I was bred and 
orn 
Not three hours’ travel from this very place. 
Vio. Who governs here? 3 
Cap. A noble duke, in nature as in name. 
Vio, What is his name? 
‘ap. Orsino, 
Vio. Orsino! I have heard my father name 












him : 
He was a bachelor then. 

Cap. And so is now, or was so yery late ; 30 
For but a month ago I went from hence, 
ation *twas fresh in murmur,—as, you 

now, 
What great ones do the less will prattle of,— 
That he did seek the love of fair Olivia. 
Vio. What's she? 
Cap. A virtuous maid, the daughter of a 


count the viol-de-gamboys, and speaks three or four 
That died some twelvemonth since, then leaving | languages word for word without book, and 
her hath all the good gifts of nature. 29 


In the protection of his son, her brother, 
Who shortly also died : for whose dear love, 
They say, she hath abjured the company 40 
And sight of men. 
Vt. O that I served that lady 
And might not be delivered to the world, 
Till I had made mine own occasion mellow, 
What my estate is! 
Cap. : That were hard to compass; 
Because she will admit no kind of suit, 
No, not the duke's, 
Vio. There is a fair behaviour in thee, 
captain ; 
And though that nature with a beauteous wall 
Doth oft close in pollution, yet of thee 
J will believe thou hast a mind that suits 50 
With this thy fair and outward character. 
I prithee, and I'll Pay thee bounteously, 
Conceal me what 1 am, and be my aid 
For such disguise as haply shall become 
The form of my intent. I'll serve this duke: 


Mar. He hath indeed, almost natural: for 
besides that he’s a fool, he ’s a great quarreller; 
and but that he hath the gift of a coward to al- 
lay the gust he hath in quarrelling, ’tis thought 
among the prudent he would quickly have the 
gift of a grave. 

Sir Jo. By this hand, they are scoundrels 
aad pubsiractors that say so of him. Who are 
they 

Afar. They that add, moreover, he’s drunk 
nightly in your company. 39 

Sir Lo. With drinking healths to my niece: 
Tl drink to her as long as there is a passage in 
my throat and drink in Illyria: he’s a coward 
and a coystrill that will not drink to my niece 
till his brains turn © the toe like a parish-top. 
What, wench! Castiliano vulgo! for here comes 
Sir Andrew Agueface. 


Enter Sm ANDREW AGUECHEEK, 
Sir And. Sir Toby Belch! how now, Sir 


Thou shalt present me as an eunuch to him: Toby Belch! % 
It may be worth thy pains; for I can sing Su To. | Sweet Sir Andrew! 
And speak to him in many sorts of music Sir And. Bless you, fair shrew. 50 


Lhat will allow me very worth his service. 
What else may HED to time I will commit; 60 
Only shape thou thy silence to my wit. 
Cte ¢ you his eunuch, and your mute 
e: 
When my tongue blabs, then let mine eyes 


not sce. 
Vio. I thank thee: lead me on. [Exeunt. 


Mar. And you foo, sir. 
Sir To.  Accost, Sir Andrew, accost, 
Str And. What's that? 
Str To. My niece's chambermaid. i 
Sir And. Good Mistress Accost, I desire 
better ac Matneances a 
fax. My name is-Mary, sir. 
Sir And. Good Mistress Mary Accost,— . 
ir Lo. You mistake, knight: ‘accost’ is 
front her, board her, woo her, assail her. 60 
Sir And. By my troth, I’would not under- 
take her in this company. ‘Is that the meaning 
of ‘accost’? 


Mar, Yare you well, gentlemen. 


Scene II. Otrvra’s house. 
Enter Siz Topsy Betou and Marta. 


Sir To. What a plague means my niece, to 
take the death of her brother thus? Iamsure| Sir Zo. An thou let part so, Sir Andrew, 
care’s an enemy to life, would thou mightst neyer draw sword again. 
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Sir And. An you part so, mistress, I would 
Imight never draw sword again. Fair lady, do 
you think you have fools in hand? 

Mar. Sir, [have not you by the hand. 70 

Sir And. Marry, but you shall have; and 
here’s my hand. _ i 

Mar, Now, sir, ‘thought is free:’ I pray 

ou, bring your hand to the buttery-bar and 

et it drink, 

Su And, Wherefore, sweet-heart? what’s 
your metaphor? ‘ 

Mar. 1t’s dry, sir. 

Sir And. Why, [think so: Iam not such 
an ass but can keep my hand dry, But what’s 
your j : : 80 

Mar, <A dry jest, sir. 

Su And. Are you full of them? 

Mar. Ay, sir, L have them at my fingers’ 
ends: marry, now I let go your hand, I am 
barren. Fe [£zit. 

Si: To. O knight, thou lackest a cup of 
canary: when did Tsee thee so put down? 

Sir And. Never in your life, I think; un- 
less you see canary put me down. Methinks 
sometimes I have no more wit than a Chris- 
tian or an ordinary man has: but I ama 
great eater of beef and I believe that does harm 
to my wit. gr 

St To. No question. 

Sir And. An I thought that, I’ld forswear it. 
I'll ride home to-morrow, Sir ‘boby. 

Six Zo. _ Pourquoi, my dear knight? 

Sir And. What is ‘pourquoi’? do or not do? 
I would I had bestowed that time in the tongues 
that [have in fencing, dancing and bear-baiting: 
O, had I but followed the arts! 

Sir Zo. Then hadst thou had an excellent 
head of hair. Tor 

Sir And. Why, would that have mended 
my hair? Beene 

Sir Lo. Past question; for thou seest it will 
not curl by nature. 

Sir And. But it becomes me well enough, 
does’t not? 

Su Zo. Excellent; it hangs like flax on a 
distaff; and I hope to see a housewife take thee 
between her legs and spin it off. 110 

Sir And. Faith, I'll home to-morrow, Sir 

‘oby: your niece will not be seen; or if she 
be, it’s four to one she'll none of me: the 
count himself here hard by woos her. 

Sir To. She'll none o’ the count: she’ll not 
match above her degree, neither in estate, years, 
nor wit; Lhave heard her swear’t. Tut, there’s 
life in’t, man. 

Sir And. Dll stay a month longer. Tama 
fellow o’ the strangest mind i’ the world; I 
delight in masques and revels sometimes al- 
together. 121 
i ie ae Art thou good at these kickshawses, 

knight 

Sw And. As any man in Ilyria, whatsoever 
he be, under the degree of my betters; and yet 

will not compare with an old man. 

k Su; Lo. What is thy excellence in a galliard, 
cnight? 

Sir And. Faith, I can cut a caper. 











Str To. And I can cut the mutton to’t._ 130 | I know thy constel 
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_Sir And. And I think I have the back-trick 
simply as strong as any man in Illyria. Y 

St Zo. Wherefore are these things hid? 
wherefore have these gifts a curtain before ’em ? 
are they like to take dust, like Mistress Mall’s 
picture? why dost thou not go to church in a 
galliard and come home in acoranto? My very 
walk should be a jig; [would not so much as 
make water but in a sink-a-pace. What dost 
thou mean? Is it a world to hide virtues in? 
I did think, by the excellent constitution of thy 
leg, it was formed under the star of a galliard. 

Sir And. Ay,’tis strong, and it does in- 
different well in'a flame-coloured stock. Shall 
we set about some revels? 

Sir Zo, What shall we do else? were we not 
born under Taurus? 

Six And. Taurus! That’s sides and heart. 

Sir To, No, sir; itis legs and thighs, Let 
me see thee caper: ha! higher: ha, ha! excel- 
lent! [2xeunt. 


Scene IV. The Duke's palace, 
Enter VALENTINE, and VIOLA in man’s attire. 


Val. If the duke continue these favours to- 
wards you, Cesario, you are like to be much 
advanced: he hath known you but three days, 
and already you are no stranger. 

Vio. You either fear his humour or my 
negligence, that you call in question the con- 
tinuance of his love: is he inconstant, sir, in 
his fayours ? 

Val. No, believe me. 

Vio. Ithank you. Here comes the count. 


Enter Duke, Curio, and Attendants. 


Duke. Who saw Cesario, ho? ro 

Vio. On your attendance, my lord ; here. 

Duke. Stand youa while aloof. Cesario, 
Thou know’st no less but all; I have unclasp’d 
‘To thee the book even of my secret soul : 
err good youth, address thy gait unto 

ner; 
Be not denied access, stand at her doors, 
And tell them, there thy fixed foot shall grow 
Till thou have audience, 
io. Sure, my noble lord, 

If she be so abandon’d to her sorrow 
As it is spoke, she never-will admit me. 20 

Duke. Beclamorousand leap all civil bounds 
Rather than make nape return. 

Wi Say I do speak with her, my lord, what 

hen 

Duke. _O, then unfold the passion of my love, 
Soro her with discourse of my dear faith: 
It shall become thee well to act my woes; 
She will attend it better in thy youth 
Than in a nuncio's of more grave aspect. 

Vio. I think not so, my lord. 

Dear lad, believe it; 


Duke. 
For they shall yet belie thy happy years, 30 
‘That say thou art a man : Diana's lip 
Is not more smooth and rubious; thy small 

pipe 

Is as the maiden’s organ, shrill and sound, 
And all is semblative a. woman’s part. 
lation is night apt 
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For this affair. Some four or five attend him; 
All, if you will; for I myself am best 5 40 
‘When least in company, Prosper well in this, 
and thou shalt live as freely as thy lord, 
To call his fortunes thine. 2 
to. I'll do my best * 
To woo your lady : [Aside] yet, a barful strife ! 
Whoe’er I woo, myself would be his wife. 
[£xeunt. 


Scene V. Oxivia's house. 
Enter Marta and Crown. 


Mar. Nay, cither tell me where thou hast 
been, or I will not open ay lips so wide as a 
bristle may enter in way of thy excuse: my lady 
will hang thee for thy absence. 

Clo. Let her hang me: he that is well hanged 
in this world needs to fear no colours. 

Mar. Make that good. 

Clo. We shall see none to fear. 

Mar. A good lenten answer: I can tell thee 
where that saying was born, of ‘I fear no 
colours.’ “ 10 

Clo, Where, good Mistress Mary ? 

3far. In the wars; and that may you be 
bold to say in your foolery. ‘ 

Clo. Well, God give them wisdom that have 
it; and those that are fools, let them use their 
talents. - 

Mar, Yet you will be hanged for being so 
long absent; or to be turned away, is not that 
as good as a hanging to you? 19 

lo. Many a good hanging prevents a bad 
Marriage; and, for turning away, let summer 
bear it out. 

Mar. You are resolute, then? 

Clo. Not so, neither; but I am resolved on 
two points, 

Mar. That if one break, the other will hold; 
or, if both break, your gaskins fall. 

Clo. Apt, in good faith; very apt. Well, go 
thy way; if Sir Toby would leave drinking, 
thou wert as witty a piece of Eve's flesh as any 
in Tilyria. 3r 

Jar, Peace, you rogue, no more o’ that. 
Here comes my lady: make your excuse wi: 
you were best. , Exit. 

Clo. Wit, an’t be thy will, put me into good 
fooling! Those wits, that think they have thee, 
do very oft prove fools; and I, that am sure | 
lack thee, may pass for a wise man: for what 
says Quinapalus? ‘Better a witty fool than a 
foolish wit. 4o 


Enter Lady OLIvra with MaLyorto. 


God bless thee, lady ! 

Oli, Take the fool away. 

to, Do you not hear, fellows? Take away 

the lady. 

Oli. Go to, you're a dry fool ; I’ll no more 
of you: besides, you grow dishonest. 

Clo. Two faults, madonna, that drink and 

od. counsel will amend : for give the dry fool 

ink, then is the fool not dry : Bid the dishonest 
man mend himself; if he mend, he is no longer 
dishonest; if lie cannot let the botcher mend 
him. Any thing that’s mended is but patched: 
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virtue that transgresses is but paiched with sin; 
and sin that amends is but patched with virtue, 
li that this simple syllogism will serve, so; if 
it will not, what remedy? As there is no true 
cuckold but calamity, so beauty’s a flower. The 
lady bade take away the fool; therefore, I say 
again, take her away. 

Oli. Sir, I bade them take away you. 60 

Clo. Misprision in the highest degree! Lady, 
cucullus non facit monachuin; that’s as much 
to say as I wear not motley in my brain, Cood 
madonna, give me leave to prove you a fool, 

Oli, Can you do it? 

Clo. Dexteriously, good madonna. 
Oli. Make your proof. 
Clo. Imust catechize you for it, madonna: 
good my mouse of yirtue, answer me. 

Oli, Well, sir, for want of other idleness, 
Tl bide your proof, 71 

Clo, Good madonna, why mournest thou? 

Oli. Good fool, for my brother's death, 

Clo, I think his soul is in hell, madonna. 

Oli. T know his soul is in heaven, fool. 

Clo. ‘The more fool, madonna, to mourn for 
your brother's soul being in heaven. Take mvay 
the fool, gentlemen. 








Oli, What think you of this fool, Malvolio? 
doth he not mend? 80 

Mal. Yes, and shall do till the pangs of 
death shake him: infirmity, that decays the 
wise, doth ever make the better fool. 

Clo. God send you, sir, a speedy infirmity, 
for the better increasing your folly! Sir Toby 
will be sworn that Iam no fox; but he will not 
pass his word for two pence that you are no 
‘00) 


Oli. How say you to that, Malvolio? 
_ fal. I marvel your ladyship takes delight 
in such a barren rascal; I saw him put down 
the other day with an ordinary fool that has no 
more brain than a stone. Look you now, he’s 
out of his guard already; unless you laugh and 
minister occasion to him, he is gagged. I pro- 
test, I take these wise men, that crow so at 
these set kind of fools, no better than the fools’ 
zanies, . ; 

Oli. O, you are sick of self-love, Malvolio, 
and taste with a distempered appetite. To be 
Senerous, guiltless and of free disposition, is to 
take those things for bird-bolts that you deem 





cannon-bullets: there is no slander in an al- 
lowed fool, though he do nothing but rail; nor 
no railing in a known discreet man, though he 
do nothing bué reprove, 
Clo. Now Mercury endue thee with leasing, 
for thou speakest well of fools! 
Re-enter Manx, 

Mar. Madam, there is at the gate a young 
gentleman much (esires to speak with you. 

Oli. From the Count Orsino, is it? 

Afar, I know not. madani: "tis a fair young 
man, and well attended. 11r 
Oli. Who of my people hold him in delay ? 

Mar._ Sir Toby, madam, your kinsman. 

Oli. Fetch him off, I pray you; he speaks 
nothing but madman: fie on him! {Ecit 
aria] Go you, Malvolio: if it be a suit 
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Scenu v] 


from the count, I am sick, or not at home; 
what you will, to dismiss it. [Zt Malvolzo.] 
Now you see, sir, how your fooling grows old, 
and people dislike it. 

Clo. Thou hast spoke for us, madonna, as if 
thy eldest son should be a fool; whose skull 
Jove cram with brains! for,—here he comes,— 
one of thy kin has a most weak pia mater. 





Enter Sm Topsy. 


Oli. By mine honour, half drunk. What is 
he at the gate, cousin? 

Six Lo. A gentleman. 

Oli. A gentleman! what gentleman? 

Sir To. “Tis a gentleman here—a plague o° 
these pickle-herring! How now, sot! 

Clo. Good Sir Toby! 130 

Oli. Cousin, cousin, how have you come so 
early by this lethargy ¢ 

Six Lo. Lechery! I defy lechery. 
one at the gate. 

Oli. Ay, marry, what is he? | 

Si To. Let him. be the devil, an he will, I 
care not: give me faith, say I. Well, it’s all 
one, | 4 [Exit. 

Oli. What’s a drunken man like, fool? 

Clo. Like a drowned man, a fool and a 
mad man: one draught above heat makes him 
a fool; the second mads him; and a third 
drowns him. 

“Oli. Go thou and seek the crowner, and let 
him sit o’ my coz; for he’s in the third degree 
of drink, he’s drowned: go, look after him. 

Glo. Fe is but mad yet, madonna; and the 
fool shall look to the madman. [Zxit. 


There's 


Re-enter MALVOLIO. 


Mal. Madam, yond young fellow swears he 
will speak with you. I told him you were sick; 
he takes on him to understand so much, and 
therefore comes to speak with one Ttold him 

‘ou were asleep; he seems to have a foreknow- 

edge of that too, and therefore comes to speak 
with you. Whatis to be said to him, lady? he’s 
fortified against any denial. : 

Oli. Tell him he shall not speak with me. , 

Mal. Has been told so: and he says, he'll 
stand at your door like a sherifi’s post, and be 
the supporter to a bench, but he’ll speak with 


you. 3 A 
Oli. ‘What kind o” man is he? 
Mal. Why, of mankind. 

Oli. What manner of man? : 

Mal. Of very ill manner; he’ll speak with 
you, will you or no. : 

Oli, Of what personage and years is he? 

Mal. Not yet old enough for a man, nor 
young sole for a boy; asa squash is before 
tis a peascod, or a codling when ‘tis almost an 
apple: *tis with him in standing water, between 
boy and man. He is very well-favoured and he 
speaks very shrewishly ; one would think his 

mother’s mill: were scarce out of him. 17 
Oli. Let him approach: call in my gentle- 


woman. f 
Mal. Gentlewoman, my lady calls. [Exit 
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Re-enter. Mania. 


Oli. Give me my veil: come, throw it o'er 
my face. Lage 
We'll once more hear Orsino’s embassy. 


Enter Viona, and Attendants. 


é ig: The honourable lady of the house, which 
is she 

Oli. Speak to me; I shall answer for her. 
Your will? x80 

Vio. Most radiant, exquisite and unmatch- 
able beanty,—I pray you, tell me if this be the 
lady of the house, for L never saw her: I would 
he loath to cast away my speech, for besides 
that it is excellently well penned, £ have taken 
great pains to con it. Good beautics, let me 
sustain no scorn; I am very comptible, even to 
the least sinister usage. 

Oli. Whence came you, sir? 189 
Vio. Ican say little more than I have studied 
and that question’s out of my part. Goo 
gentle one, give me modest assurance if you be 
the lady of the house, that I may proceed in my 
speech. 

Oli. Areyoua comedian ? 

Vio. No, my profound heart: and yet, by 
the yery fangs of malice I swear, Iam not that 
T play. Are you the lady of the house? 

Oli. If Ido not usurp myself, Lam. 

Vio. Most certain, if you are she, you do 
usurp yourself ; for what is yours to bestow is 
not yours to reserve. But this is from my com- 
mission: I will on with my speech in your 
praise, and then show you the heart of my 
message. 

Oli. Come to what is important in’t: I for- 
give you the praise. 

Vio. Alas, I took great pains to study it, 
and tis poetical. ‘ 

Oli. It isthe more like to be feigned: I pray 
you, keep itin. I heard you were saucy at my 
gates, and allowed your approach rather to won- 
der at you than to hear you. If you be not 
mad, be gone; if you have reason, be brief : "tis 
not that, time of moon with me to make one in 
so'skipping a dialozue 


‘Mar. Willyou hoist sail, sir? here lies your 
way. 
Vio. No, good swabber; I.am_to hull here a 


little longer. Some mollification for your giant, 
sweet lady. Tell me your mind: I am a mes- 


220 

Oli. Sure, you have some hideous matter to 
deliver, when’ the courtesy of it is so fearful. 
Speak your office. 

Vio. Italone concerns your ear. I bring no 
overture of war, no taxation of homage: I hold 
the olive in my hand; my words are as full of 
peace as matter. 

Oli. Yet you began rudely. What are you? 
what would you? 229 

Vio.. The rudeness that hath appeared in me 
have I learned from my entertainment. What 
Tam, end what I would, are as secret as maiden- 
neal to your ears, divinity, to any other’s, pro- 
anation. 
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Oli.’ Give us the place alone; we will hear 
this divinity: [Areunt Maria and Attendants.) 

ow, sir, what is your text? 

Vio. Most sweet Tir 

Oli. A comfortable doctrine, and much may 
be said of it. Where lies your text? 240 

Vio. In Orsino’s bosom. i 

Oli. Inhis bosom! In what chapter of his 
bosom ? i 

Vio. To answer by the method, in the first 
of his heart. eels 

Oli. O, I have read it: it is heresy. Have 
you no more to say? 

Vio. Good madam, let me see your face. 

Zi. Haye you any commission from your 
lord to negotiate with my face? You are now 
out of your text: but we will draw the curtain 
and show you the picture. Look you, sir, such 
a one I was this present: is’t not well done ? 

é (Unveiling. 

Vio. Excellently done, if God did all. : 

Oli. “Tis in grain, sir; “twill endure wind 
and weather. 

Vio. "Tis beauty truly blent, whose red and 

white 
Nature's own sweet and cunning hand laid on: 
Lady, you are the cruell’st she alive, 

Jf you will lead these graces to the grave 260 
And leaye the world no copy. 

Oli, _O, sir, I will not. be so hard-hearted ; 1 
will give out divers schedules of my beauty : it 
shall be inventoried, and every particle and 
utensil labelled to my will: as, item, two lips, 
indifferent red; item, two grey eyes, with lids 
tothem ; item, one neck, one chin, and so forth. 
Were you sent hither to praise me? 

to. Isee you what you are, you are too 

proud; 

But, if you were the devil, you are fair. 270 
My lord and master loves you: O, such love 
Could be but recompensed, though you were 
crown’d 
e nonpareil of beauty ! 
te z . _ How does he love me? 

Vio. With adorations, fertile tears, 

Wh groans that thunder love, with sighs of 
re. 

Oli. Your lord does know my mind; I can- 

not love him: 
























But you should pity me! 
a B You might do much. 
What is your parentage? 
Vio. eee my fortunes, yet my state ig 
well: 
Lam a gentleman. 
i. ___Get you to your lord ; 
I cannot love him: let him send no more; 
nless, perchance, you come tome again, 300 
To tell me how he takes it. Fare you weil: 
I thank you for your pains: spend this for me, 
Vio. I am no fee'd post, lady; keep your 
purse: 
My master, not myself, lacks recompense, 
Love make his heart of flint that you shall love; 
And let your fervour, like my master's, he 
Placed in contempt ! Farewell, fair crueliy, 
Cait, 
Oli. ‘What is your parentage?” 
‘ Above my fortunes, yet iny state is well: 
Tama gentleman.’ I'll be sworn thou art; 310 
Thy tongue, thy face, thy limbs, actions and 
spirit, 
Do give thee five-fold blazon : not too fast : soft, 
soft! 
Unless the master were the man. How now! 
Even so aul y may one catch the plague? 
Methinks I feel this youth's perfections 
With an invisible and subtle stealth 
To creep in at mine eyes. Well, let it be. 
What ho, Malvolio! 


Re-enter MALyorio. 


Mal. Here, madam, at your service. 
Ol. Run after that same peevish messenger, 
he county’s man: he left this ring behind him, 
Would I or not: tell him I’ll none of it. 321 
Desire him not to flatter with his lord, 
Nor hold him up with hopes: Iam not for him: 
If that the youth will come this way to-morrow, 
‘Il give him reasons for’t: hie thee, Malvolio. 
Mal. Madam, I will. [Lait. 
Oli. Ido LT know not what, and fear to find 
Mine eye too great a flatterer for my mind. 
Fate, show thy force: ourselves we do not owe; 
‘What is decreed must be, and be this so. [Zwit. 





ACT IL 
Scene. The sea-coast. 
Enter ANTONIO and SEBASTIAN. 


Ant. Willyou stay no longer? nor will you 
not that I go with you? 

Seb. By your patience, no. My stars shine 
darkly over me: the malignancy of my fate 
might ners pe distemper yours; therefore I 
shall crave of you your leave that I may bear 
my evils alone: it were a bad recompense for 
your love, to lay any of them on you. 

Ant. Let me yet know of you whither you 
are bound. 10 
_ Seb. No, sooth, sir: my determinate voyage 
1s mere extravagancy. But I perceive in you so 
excellent a touch of modesty, that you will not 
the extort from me what I am willing to keep in; 

out ‘Olivia!’ 0, you should not rest therefore it charges me in manners the rather to 
Between the elements of air and earth, express inyself, You must know of me then, 
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Yet I suppose him virtuous know him noble, 
Of great estate, of fresh and stainless youth ; 
In voices well divulged, free, learn’d and valiant; 
And in dimension and the shape of nature 286 
A gracious person : but yet I cannot love him; 
He might have took his answer long ago. 

Vio. If I did love you in my master’s flame, 

With such a suffering, such a deadly life, 

In your denial I would find no sense; 

I would not understand it. 
Oli. ., Why, what would you? 
Vio. Make mea willow cabin at your gate, 

And call upon my soul within the house 6 

Write loyal cantons of contemned love 

And sing them loud even in the dead of night; 

loo your name to the reverberate hills 291 

And make the babbling gossip of the air 








Scene 1] 


Antonio, my name is Sebastian, which I called 
Roderigo. My father was that Sebastian of 
Messaline, whom, I know you have heard of. 
He left behind him myself and a sister, both 
born in an hour: if the heavens had been 
pleased, would we had so ended! but you, sir, 
altered that; for some hour before you took 
me from the breach of the sea was my sister 
drowned. 

Ant. Alastheday! | . 

Seb. A lady, sir, though it was said she much 
resembled me, was yet of many accounted beau- 
tiful: but, though I could not with such estim- 
able wonder oyerfar believe that, yet thus far I 
will boldly publish her; she bore a mind that 
envy could not but call fair. She is drowned 
already, sir, with salt water, though I seem to 
drown her remembrance again with more. | 

Ant. Pardon me, sir, your bad entertain- 
ment. 

Seb. 
trouble. 

Ant. If you will not murder me for my love, 
let me be pone servant. 

Seb. If you will not undo what you have 
done, that is, kill him whom you have recovered, 
desire it not. Tare ye well at once : my bosom 
is full of kindness, and I am yet so near the 
manners of my mother, that upon the least 
Occasion more mine eyes will tell tales of me. 
Iam bound to the Count Orsino’s court: fare- 
well. [Exit 

ae The gentleness of all the gods go with 

thee ! 
Ihave many enemies in Orsino’s court, 
Else would I very shortly sce thee there. 
But, come what may, I do adore thee so, 
That danger shall seem sport, and I will ie " ep 
ctl. 


O good Antonio, forgive me your 


SceneIL A strect. 
Enter Vous, MALvouio following. 


Mal. Were not you even now with the 
Countess Olivia? = 
Vio. Even now, sir; on a moderate pace I 
have since arrived but hither. 3 
Mal. She returns this ring to you, sir: you 
might have saved me my pains, to have taken it 
away yourself. She adds, moreover, that you 
should put your lord into a desperate assurance 
she will none of him: and one thing more, that 
you be never so hardy to come again in his af- 
fairs, unless it be to report your lord’s taking of 
this. Receive itso. 
Vio. She took the ring of me: I'll none of it. 
Mal. Come, sir, you peevishly threw it to 
her; and her will is, it should be so returned : i 
it be worth stooping for, there it lies in your 
eye; if not, be it his that finds it. [Beit. 
Vio. I left no ring with her:. what means 
this lady ? F 
OR te forbid my outside have not charm’d 
her! 
She made good view of me; indeed, so much, 
That sure methought her eyes had lost her 
tongue, z 
For she did speak in starts distractedly. F 
She loves me, Bue ; the cunning of her passion 
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Invites me in this churlish messenger. © 

None of my lord’sring! why, he sent her none. 
Iam the man: if it be so, as ‘tis, 

Poor lady, she were better love a dream. 
Disguise, t see, thou art a wickedness, 

Wherein the pregnant enemy does much. 

How easy is it for the proper-false 30 
In women’s waxen hearts to set their forms! 
Alas, our frailty is the cause, not we! 

For such as we are made of, such we be. 

How will this fadge? my master loves her 


early ; 
And I, poor monster, fond as much on him ; 
And she, mistaken, seems to dote on me. 
What will become of this? As Iam man, 
My state is desperate for my master’s love ; 
As I am woman,—now alas the day !— 
What thriftless sighs shall poor Olivia breathe! 
O time! thou must untangle this, not I; 4r 
It is too hard a knot for me to untie! [Eail. 


Scene III. Oxtvra’s house. 
Enter Siz Topy and Sir ANDREW. 


Sir To. Approach, Sir Andrew : not to be a- 
bed after midnight is to be up betimes; and 
‘diluculo surgere,’ thou know’st,— 

Sir And. Nay, by my troth, I know not: 
but I know, to be up late is to be up late. 

Sir To. A false conclusion: I hate it as an 
unfilled can. To be up after midnight and to go 
to bed then, is early : so that to go _to bed after 
midnight is to go to bed betimes. Does not our 
life consist of the four elements? «4 12 

Sir And. Faith, so they say ; but I think it 
rather consists of eating and drinking. 

Sir Zo. Thou'rt a scholar; let us therefore 
eat and drink. Marian, I say! a stoup of wine! 


Enter Clown. 


Sir And. Here comes the fool, i’ faith. 

Clo. How now, my hearts! did you never 
see the picture of “we three’? 

i To. Welcome, ass. Now let’s have a 
catch. 

Sir And. By my troth, the fool has an ex- 
cellent breast. I had rather than forty shillings 
Thad such a leg, and so sweet a breath to sing, 
as the fool has. In sooth, thou wast in very 
gracious fooling last night, when thou spokest 
of Pigrogromitus, of the Vapians passing the 
equinoctial of Queubus: ‘twas very good, i 
faith. I sent thee sixpence for thy leman: 
hadst it? 3 jn 

Clo. I did impeticos thy gratillity ; for Mal- 
volio’s nose is no whipstock: my lady has a 


f | white hand, and the Myrmidons are no bottle- 


ale houses. 

Sir And, Excellent! why, this is the best 
fooling. when allis done. Now, a song. Br 

Sir To. Come on; there is sixpence for you: 
let’s have a song. 

Sir And. There’s a testril of me too: if one 
knight give a— 

Clo. Would you have a love-song, or a song 
of good life? 

i" Lo. A love-song, a love-song. 
Sir And. Ay, ay: Lcare not for good life. 
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Clo. [Sings] P 
mistress mine, where are you roaming? 
O, stay and hear; your true loye’s coming, 
That can sing both high and low: 
Trip no further, pretty sweeting ; 
Journeys end in lovers mecting, 
Every wise man’s son doth know. 
Sir And. Txcellent good, 7 faith. 
Str Lo. Good, good. 
Clo. [Sings] : 
What is loye? ’tis not hereafter ; 
Present mirth hath present laughter; 
What’s to come is still unsure : 50 
In delay there lies no plenty ; 
Then come kiss me, sweet and twenty, 
Youth’s a stuff will not endure. 
Str And. A mellifluous voice, as I'am true 
knight. cote 
Sir To. A contagious breath, ; 
Sir And, Very sweet and contagious, P faith, 
Sir To. To hear by the nose, it is dulcet in 
contagion. But shallwe make the welkin dance 
indeed? shall we rouse the night-owl in a catch 
that will draw three souls out of one weaver? 
shall we do that ? 
Sir And. An you love me, let’s do’t: Iam 
log at a catch. ~ e 
Cio. By’r lady, sir, and some dogs will catch 


any mitigation or remorse of voice? Ts there 
no respect of place, persons, nor time in you? 

Sir Lo. We did keep time, sir, in our catches, 
Sneck up! eeu 208 

Mal. Sir Toby, I must be round with you. 
My lady bade me tell you, that, though’ she 
harbours you as her kinsman, she’s nothing 
allied to your disorders, Jf you can separate 
yourself and your misdemeanours, you are wel. 
come to the house; if not, an it would please 
you to take leave of her, she is very willing to 

id you farewell. £ 

Str To. ‘Farewell, dear heart, since I must 
neerls be gone.’ ‘ 310 

Mar. Nay, good Sir Toby, 

Clo, ‘His eyes do show his days are almost 
done.’ 

Mal. Ist even so? , 

Sir To, ‘But I will never die.’ 

Clo. Sir Toby, there you lie. 

Mal. This is much credit to you. 

Sir To, ‘Shall Lbid him gor 

Clo. _* What an if you do? 

Sir To. ‘Shall I bid him go, and spare not?? 

. ‘Ono, no, no, no, you dare not. x21 



















more than asteward? Dost thou think, hecause 
thou art virtuous, there shall be no more cakes 
and ale? : E 

Clo. Yes, by Saint Anne, and ginger shall be 
hot 7’ the mouth too. i 

Sir Vo. Thou'rt i?’ the right. Go, sir, rub 


well. 

Sir And. Most certain. Let our catch be, 
‘Thou knave? 

Glo. ‘Hold thy peace, thou knave,” knight? 


q aa be constrained in’t to call thee knave, | your chain with crams. A stoup of wine, Maria! 
knight. 


uy . 70} Mal. Mistress Mary, if you prized my lady's 
Sur And, Tis not the first time I have con- | favour at any thing more than contempt, you 
strained one to call me knave. Begin, fool: it | would not give means for this uncivil rule: ‘she 
begins ‘Hold thy peace. ose shall know of it, by this hand. [Exvit. 
Clo. I shall never begin if I hold my peace. 


t beg Mar, Go shake your ears, 
Sir And. Good, 7 faith. Come, begin. Str And. “Twere as good a deed as to drink 
[Catch sung. 


when a man’s a-hungry, to challenge him the 
field, and then to break promise with him and 
make a fool of him. 

Sir To. Do’t, knight: I'll. write thee a 
challenge; or I'll deliver thy indignation to 
him by word of mouth. 141 

ar. Sweet Sir Toby, be patient for to- 
night: since the youth of the count's was to-day 
with my lady, she is much ut of quiet, For 
Monsieur Malvolio, let me alone with him if I 
do not gull him into a nayword, and make him 
a common recreation, do not think I have wit 
gnough to lie straight in my bed: I know I can 

10 if. 





Enter Manta. 


Mar. Whata caterwauling do you keep here! 

Tf my lady have not called up her steward Mal. 
yolio and bid him turn you out of doors, never 
trust me. é 79 

Stir Zo. My lady’s a Cataian, we are politi- 
cians, Malvolio’s a Peg-a-Ramsey, and ‘'Lhree 
merry men be we.’ Am not I consanguineous? 
am I not of her blood? Tillyvally. Lady! 
[Sings] ‘There dwelt a man in Babylon, lady, 

lady! 
f Oe: Beshrew me, the knight’s in admirable 

‘ooling. 

Sir And. Ay, he does well enough if he be 
disposed, and so do I too: he does it with a 
better grace, but I do it more nataral. 

Sir To. [Sings] “O, the twelfth day of De- 
cember,’— or 

Afar. For the love o' God, peace! 


‘Si To. Possess us, possess us; tell us some- 
thing of hin. . 150 

Aur, Marry, sir, sometimes he is a kind of 
puritan, : x 

sv And. O, if I thought that, I’ld beat him 

ike a dog! 

Sir Lo. What, for being a puritan? thy ex- 
quisite reason, dear knight ? 

Sir And. I have no exquisite reason for th 
but I have reason good enough, 

Mar, The devil a puritan that he is, or any 
thing constantly, but a time-pleaser ; an aflec- 
tioned ass, that cons state without book and 
utters it by great swarths: the best persuaded 


Enter Mayor. 


Mal. My masters, are you mad? or what are 
you? Have you no wit, manners, nor honesty, 
ut to gabble like tinkers at this time of night? 
Do ye make an alchouse of my lady’s house, 
that ye squeak out your coziers’ catches without | of himself, so cranumed, as he thinks, with ex- 
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Str To, Out o’ tune, sir: ye lie. Art any, 





Scenz m1] 


cellencies, that it is his grounds of faith that all 
that look on him love him; and on that vice in 
him will my revenge find notable cause to work. 

Sir Lo. What wilt thou do? 

Marv. Iwill drop in his way some obscure 
epistles of love; wherein, by the colour of his 
beard, the shape of his leg, the manner of his 
gait, the expressure of his eye, forehead, and 
complexion, he shall find himself most feelingly 
personated. I can write very like my lady your 
niece: on a forgotten maiter we can hardly 
make distinction of our hands. 

Sir Vo. Excellent! Lsmell a device. 

Sir And, I have’t in my nose too. 

Sir Zo, He shall think, by the letters that 
thou wilt drop, that they come from my niece, 
and that she’s in love with him, 180 

iit ai. My purpose is, indeed, a horse of that 
colour. ‘ 

Sir And, And your horse now would make 
him an ass. 

Mar. Ass, I doubt not. 

Sir And. O, twill be admirable! 

Mar. Sport royal, L warrant you: I know 
my physic will work with him. I willplant you 
two, and let the fool make a third, where he 
shall find the letter: observe his construction of 
it. For this night, to bed, and dream on the 
event. Farewell. i [Exit. 

Str To. _ Good night, Penthesilea. 

Six And. Before me, she’s a good wench. 

Sir To. She’s a beagle, true-bred, and one 





* that adores me: what o° that’? 


Sir And._ I was adored once too. 

Sir To. Let’s to bed, knight. Thou hadst 
need send for more money. : 

Sir And. If I cannot recover your niece, I 
am.a foul way out. Ls 201 

Sir Zo. Send for money, knight: if thou 
hast her not i’ the end, call me cut. ‘ 

Sir And. If I do not, never trust me, take it 
how you will. 

Sir Zo. Come, come, I’ll go burn some sack ; 
*tis too late to go to bed now: come, knight; 
come, knight. t ceunt, 


Sozene IV. Zhe Duke's palace. 
Enter Durr, ViobA, Curio, and others. 


Duke. Give me some music. Now, good 
morrow, friends. : 
Now, good Cesario, but that piece of song, 
That old and antique song we heard last night : 
Methought it did relieve my passion much, 
More than light airs and reco}lected terms 
Of these most brisk and giddy-paced times : 
Come, but one verse. i 
Cur. He is not here, so please your lordship, 
that should sing it. 
Duke. Who was it? 19 
Cur. Feste, the jester, my lord ; a fool that 
the Jnay, Olivia’s father took much delight in. 
Heis about the house. 
Duke. Seek him out, and play the tune the 
while. [Beit Curio. Music plays. 
Come hither, boy : if. ever thou shalt love, 
In the sweet pangs of it remember me; 
Tor such as I ain all true lovers are, 
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Unstaid and skittish in all motions else, 
Save in the constant image of the creature 
That is beloved. How dost thou like this tune? 
Vio. It gives a very echo to the seat 2 
Where Loye is throned. 
Duke, Thou dost speak masterly : S 
My life upon’t, young though thou art, thine 


eye 
Hath stay'd upon some favour that it loves: 
Hath it not, boy? 
Vio, A little, by your favour. 
Duke. What kind of woman is’t? : 
“io. Of your complexion. 
Duke. She is not worth thee, then. What 
years, i’ faith? 


Vio, About your years, my lord. 
Duke. Too old, by heaven : let still the woman 


take 30 
An eller than herself; so wears she to him, 
So sways she level in her husband's heart : 
Yor, boy, however we do praise ourselves, 
Our fancies are more giddy and unfirm, 
More longing, wavering, sooner lost and worn, 
Than womens are. 
"io. I think it well, my lord. 
Due (ee let thy love be younger than 
1yself, 
Or thy affection cannot hold the bent; 
For women are as roses, whose fair flower 
Being once display‘d, doth fall that very hour. 40 
Vio. And so they are: alas, that they are so; 
To die, even when they to perfection grow ! 


Re-enter Curto and Clown. 


DUG: _ O, fellow, come, the song we had Jast 
night. 
Mark it, Cesario, it is old and plain ; 
‘The spinsters and the knittersin the sim | 
Aan the free maids that weave their thread with 
pones 

Do use to chant it: it is silly sooth, 
And dallies with the mnocence of love, 
Like the old age. , 

Clo, Are you ready, sir? 

Duke. <Ay; prithcee, sing. 


Sona. 


Clo. Come away, come away, death, 
And in sad cypress let me be laid ; 
Fly away, fly away, breath ; 
Lam slain by a fair cruel maid. 
My shroud of white, stuck all with yew, 
O, prepare it! 
My part of death, no one so true 
Did share it. 
Not a flower, not a flower sweet, 60 
On my black coffin Ict there be strown; 
Nota friend, not a friend greet 
My poor corpse, where my bones shall 
be thrown: 
A thousand thousand sighs to save, 
Lay me, O, where 
Sad true lover never find my grave, 
‘To weep there! 
Duke. _There’s for thy pains. : 
_Clo. Nopains, sir; I take pleasure in singing, 
sir. 70 


[1fus na 
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Duke: _ __ Ay, that’s the theme, 
To her in haste; give her this jewel; Say, 
My love can give no place, bide no denay, 
[Eveunt, 




















Duke, Jl pay thy pleasure then, x 

Clo. Truly, ah aa pleasure will be paid, 
one time or another. 

Duke. Give me now leave to leave thee. 

Clo. Now, the melanchol: god protect thee; 
and the tailor make thy doublet of changeable 
taffeta, for thy mind is a very opal. I would 
have imen of such constancy put to sea, that 
their business might be eyery thing and their 
intent every where; for that’s it that always 
makes a good voyage of nothing. Farewell. 8x 


i [Zzit. 
Duke. Let all the rest give place, : 
[Curio and Attendants retire. 
Once more, Cesario, 
Get thee to yond same sovereign cruelty : 
Tell her, my love, more noble than the world, 
Prizes not quantity of dirt lands; 
The parts that fortune hath bestow’d upon her, 
Tell lies I hold as piddily as fortune; 
But ’tis that miracle and queen of gems 
That nature pranks her in attracts my soul, 
Vio. Butif she cannot love you, sir? go 
uke, I cannot be so answer'd. 
Vio. Sooth, but you must. 
Say that some lady, as perhaps there is, 
Hath for your love as great a pang of heart 
As you have for Olivia: you cannot love her: 
You tell her so; must she not then beanswer'd? 
Duke. There is no woman's sides 
Can bide the beating of so strong a passion 
love doth give my heart ; no woman's heart 
So big, to hold so much ; they lack retention. 
as, their love may be call'd appetite, 100 
No motion of the liver, but the palate, 
That suffer surfeit, cloyment and revolt; 
But mine is all as hungry as the sea, 
nd can digest as much make no compare 
Between that love a woman can bear me 
And that I owe Olivia, 
Vio. Ay, but I know— 
Duke. What dost thou know? 
Vio. Too well what love women tomen may 


Scene V. Oxivia’s garden, 
Enter Smx Topy, SiR ANDREW, and Fasran, 


Sir To. Come thy ways, Signior Fabian, 

Fab. Nay, Dll come: if Lose a scruple of 
ne sport, let me be boiled to death with melan- 
choly. 

Sin Lo. Wouldst thou not be glad to have 
the niggardly rascally sheep-biter come by some 
notable shame ? 

ab. I would exult, man: you know, he 
brought me out o’ favour with my lady about a 
bear-baiting here. Io 

Sir Lo. To anger him we'll have the bear 
again; and we will fool him black and blue: 
shall we not, Sir Andrew? 

' Sir And. An we do not, it is pity of our 
ives, 

Stir To. Here comes the little villain, 


Enter Marta. 


How now, my metal of India! 

Mar. Get ye all three into the box-tree: 
Malvolio’s coming down this walk: he has been. 
yonder?’ thesun pietising behaviour to his own 
shadow this half hour: observe him, for the love 
of mockery ; for I know this letter ‘will make a 
contemplative idiot of him. Close, in the name 
of jesting! Lie thou there [throws down a 
letter); for here comes the trout that must be 
caught with tickling. (Exit. 


Enter Matvotio. 

Afal. "Tis but fortune; all is fortune. Maria 
once told me she did affect me: and I have heard 
herself come thus near, that, should she fancy, it 
should be one of my complexion, Besides, she 
uses me with a more exalted Tespect than any 

owe: one else that follows her. What should I think 
Tn faith, they are as true of heart as we. on’t? 
My father hada daughter loved a man, 110 
As it might be, perhaps, were La woman, 
I should your lordship. 


Sir To. Here’s an overweening rogue! 
Fab. 0, peace! Contemplation makes arare 
turkey-cock of him: how he jets under his 


uke. And what’s her history? | advanced lumes ! 
Vio. A blank, my lord. She never told her} Sir 4 a Slight, I could so beat the rogue! 


Sir Zo. Peace, I gay. 

Mal. To be Count Malvolio! 40 

Sir To. Ah, roguel ‘ 

Sir And. Pistol him, pistol him, 

Sir To. Peace, peace! 

Mal. There is example for’t; the lady of the - 
Strachy married the Heoman of the wardrobe. 

Sir And. Fie on him, Jezebel! 

Fab. O,. peace! now ‘he’s deeply in: look 
how imagination blows him, 

Mal. Having been three months married to 
her, sitting in my state,— 50 

Sur To. O,fora stone-bow, to hit him in the 
eye! ‘ 
Mal. Calling my officers about me, in my 

house, branched velvet gown; having come froma day- 

And all the brothers too: and yet I know not, bed, where I have left Olivia sleeping,— 
Sir, shall I to this lady ? Str To. Fire and brimstone! 
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love, ¢ 
But let concealment, like a worm? the bud, 
Feed on her damask cheek: she pined in 
thought, 
And with a green and yellow melancholy 
She sat like patience on a monument, 
Smiling at grief. Was not this love indeed 7. 
We ARS may say more, swear more: but in- 
ee 
Our shows are more than will; for still we 
rove Ra 120 
Much in our vows, but little in our love. 
ne But died thy sister of her love, my 


0, 
Vio. I am all the daughters of my father’s 





Sounu Vv] 


Fab. O, peace, peace! 

Mal. And then to have the humour of state ; 
and aftera demure travel of regard, telling them 
I know my place as I would they should do 
theirs, to ask for my kinsman Toby,— 6x 

Sir Zo, Bolts and shackles! : 

Fab. O peace, peace, peace! now, now. 

Mal. Seven of my people, with an obedient 
start, make out for him: I frown the while; 
and perchance wind up my watch, or play with 
my—some rich jewel. ‘Loby approaches ; cour- 
tesics there to me,— 

Sir To. Shall this fellow live? 

Fab. Though our silence be drawn from us 
with cars, yet peace, I 

al. 1 extend my hand to him thus, quench. 
ing my familiar smile with an austere regard of 
control,— 

Sir Lo. And does not Toby take you a blow 
o’ the lips then ? : 

Mal. Saying, ‘Cousin, Toby, my fortunes 
having cast me on your niece give me this pre- 
rogative of speech,’ — 

Sir To. What, what? 80 

Mal. ‘You must amend your drunkenness.’ 

Sir Zo, Out, scab! 

Fab. Nay, patience, or we break the sinews 
of our plot. | 

Mal. ‘Besides, you waste the treasure of 
your time with a foolish knight,’— 

Sir And, That’s me, I warrant you. 

Mal. ‘One Sir Andrew, — 

Sir And. I knew twas I; for many do call 
me fool. 

Mal. What employment have we here? 

: Taking up the letter. 

Fab._ Now is the woodcock near the gin. 

Sir To. O, peace! and the spirit of humours 
intimate reading aloud to him! 

Mal. By my life, this is my lady’s hand: 
these be her very C’s, her U’s and her T’s; and 
thus makes she her great P’s. Itis, in contempt 
of question, her hand. 

Sir And. Her C’s, her U’s and her I’s: why 


that? 100 
Mat. [Reads] ‘To the unknown beloved, this, 
and my good wishes:—her yery phrases! By 
your leave, wax. Soft! and the impressure her 
NCreCe, with which she uses to seal: "tis my 
lady. To whom should this be? 
Fab. ‘This wins him, liver and all. 
Mal. (Reads) 
Jove knows I love: 
But who? 
! Lips, do not move; 
No man must know. 110 
‘Noman must know.’ What follows? thenum- 
bers altered! ‘No man must know:’ if this 
should be thee, Malvolio? i, 
Sir To. Marry, hang thee, brock ! 
Mal. (Reads) 
Imay command where I adore ; 
But silence, like a Lucrece knife, 
With bloodless stroke my heart doth gore: 
M,O, A, L, doth sway my life. 
Fab. ‘A fustian riddle! 
Sir To. _\ixcellent wench, say I. 120 
Mai. ‘M, O, A, I, doth sway my life. 
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Nay, but first, let me see, let me see, let me 


see, 
ag tie What dish o’ poison has she dressed 

im 

Sir To. And with what wing the staniel 
checks at it! 

Mal. ‘Imay command where adore.’ Why, 
she EN Coruna me: I serve her; she is my 
lady. Why, this is evident to any formal capa- 
city; there is no obstruction in this: and the 
end,—what should that alphabetical position 
portend? If I could make that resemble some- 
thing in me,—Softly! M, O, A, I—, 

Sir Yo. O, ay, make up that: he is now ata 
cold scent. = : 

Fab. Sowter will cry upon’t for all this, 
though it be as rank as_a fox. x 

Mi M,—Malvolio; M,—why, that begins 
my name. ‘ 

Fab. Did not I say he would work it out? 
the cur is excellent at faults, 140 

Mal. M,—but then there is no consonancy in 
the sequel; that suffers under probation: A 
should follow, but O does. 

Fab, And O shall end, I hope. 

Sir To. Ay, or I'll cudgel him, and make 
him cry O! 

Mal. AndthenI comes behind. _ 

Fab. Ay,an you had any eye behind you, 
you might see more dctraction at your heels 
than fortunes before you. 150 

Mal. M, 0, A, 1; this simulation is not as 
the former: and yet, to crush this a little, it 
would bow to me, for every one of these letters 


90, 
are in my name. Soft! here follows prose. 


[Reads] ‘If this fall into thy hand, revolve. _In 
my stars Iam above thee; but be not afraid of 
greatness: some are born great, some achieve 
greatness and some have greatness thrust upon 
em. ‘Thy Fates open their hands; letthy blood 
and spirit embrace them ; and, to inure thyself to 
what thou art like to be, cast thy humbleslough 
and appear fresh. Be opposite with a kinsman, 
surly with servants; let thy tongue tang argu- 
ments of state; put thyself into the trick of sin- 
ularity : she thusadvises thee that sighs for thee, 
temember who commended thy yellow stock- 
ings, and wished to see thee ever cross-gartered: 
Isay, remember. Go to, thouart made, if thou 
desirest to be so; if not, let me see thee a stew- 
ard still, the fellow of servants, and not worthy 
to touch I’ortune’s fingers, Farewell. She that 
would alter services with thee, 
Tue FoRTUNATE-UNHAPPY. 
Daylight and champain discovers not more: this 
is open. I will be proud, I will read politic 
authors, I will batfle Sir Toby, Iwill wash off 
gross acquaintance, I will be point-devise the 
very man. I donot now fool myself, to let ima- 
gination jade me; for every reason excites to 
this, that my lady lovesme. She did commend 
my yellow stockings of late, she did praise my 
leg being cross-gartered ; and in this she mani- 
fests herself to my love, and with a kind of in- 
unction drives me to these habits of her liking, 
thank my stars lam happy. I will bestrange, 
stout, in yellow stockings, and cross-gartered, 
even with the swiftness of puttingon. Jove and 
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Clo. I would, therefore, my sister had haa 
no name, sir. 20 

Vio. Why, man? 

Clo. Why, sir, her name’s a word; and to 
dally with that word might make my Sister 
wanton, But indeed words are very rascals 
since bonds disgraced them, 

Vio. Thy reason, man 2 

Clo. Troth, sir, I'can yield you none without 
words; and words are grown go f, alse, Tam loath 
to prove reason with them. 

‘to. Lwarrant thou arta merry fellow and 
carest for nothing. é 31 

Clo. Notso, sir, Ido care for something: bit 
in my conscience, sir, T do not care for you: if 
that be to care for nothing, sir, [ would ié would 
make you invisible, en) 

Vio. Art not thou the Lady Olivia’s fool? 

Clo. No, indeed, sir; the Lady Olivia hasno 
folly: she will keep no fool, sir, till she be mar. 
ried; and fools are as hike husbands as pilchards 
are to herrings; the husband ’s the bigger : Tam 
indeed not her fool, but her corrupter of words, 

Vio. Lsaw thee late at the Count Orsino’s, 

Clo. Foolery, sir, does walk about the orb 
like the sun, it shines every where. I would be 
sorry, sir, but the fool should be as oft with your 
Taster as with iny mistress: I think I saw your 
wisdom there. 

Vie. Nay, an thou pass upon me, I’! no more 
with thee. Hold, there’s expenses for thee, 

Clo. Now Jove, in his next commodity of 
hair, send thee a beard! 51 

Vio. Bym troth, Ill tell thee, Iam almost 
sick for one; A side] though I would not haye 




















my stars be praised! Here is yet a postscript. 
(ions ‘Thou canst not choose but know who I 
am. thou entertainest my love, let it appear 
in thy smiling; thy smiles become thee well; 
Wieretore in > ,Presence still smile, dear my 
sweet, rithee. ; , 4 
Jove, I thank thee: I will smile; I will do 
everything that thou wilt have me. [Exit 
Fab. Twillnot give my part of this sport for 
@ pension of thousands to be paid from the 


Sophy. ‘a : 
Sir Po. I could marry this wench for this 
device, 200 
Sir And. So could I too. 2 
Sir To. And ask no other dowry with her 
but such another jest, 
Sir And. Nori neither, 
Fab. Here comes my noble gull-catcher. 


Re-enter Marra. 


Str To. Wilt thou set thy foot o’ my neck? 

Sir And, Oro’ mine either? 

Str Zo. ShallI play my freedom at tray-trip, 
and become thy bond-slave? 

Sir And. 1 faith, or I either? 4 210 

Sir Zo. Why, thou hast put him in such a 
dream, that when the image of it leaves him he 
must run mad. : 
pee Nay, but say true; does it work upon 

im 

Sir To, Like aqua-vite with a midwife, 

Mur. If vou will then see the fruits of the 
sport, mark his first approach before my lady: 
he will come to her in yellow stockings, and "ti 
acolour sheabhors, an cross-gartered, a fashion it grow on my chin. Is thy lady within? 


she detests: and he will smile upon her, which 
will now be so unsuitable to her disposition, ie Clos Would not a Pair of these haye bred, 


being addicted to a melancholy as she is, that rs, . 5 i 
it cannot but turn him into a notable contempt, s Vio. Yes, being kept together and put to 
You will see it, follow me. pe 
Str To. To the gates of Tartar, thou most 
excellent devil of wit! 
Sir And. Vllmake one too. [Excunt, 


ACT Ir. 
Scene I. Ontvia’s garden, 
ater Vious, and CLown with a tabor. 


Vio, Save thee, friend, and thy music: dost 
thou live by thy tabor? 

Clo. No, sir, Live by the church. 

Vio. Artthoua churehman ? 

Clo, No such matter, sir: I do live by the 
church; forI do live at my house, and my jt 
doth stand by the church, 





Clo. Iwould play Lord Pandarus of Phrygia, 
sir, to bring a Cressida to this Troilus, 59 
“to. I understand yo sir; "tis well begged. 

lo. The matter, I hope, ‘is not great, sir, 
begging but a beggar: Cressida was a beggar. 
My lady is within, sir, I will construe to them 
whence you come; who you are and what you 
would are out of my welkin, I might say ‘ele- 
ment,’ but the word is over-worn. Exit. 
oA This fellow is wise enough to play the 


00) 
And to do that well craves a kind of wit: . 
He must observe their mood on whom he jests, 
he quality of persons, and the time, 7° 
And, like the haggard, check at every feather 
That comes before his eye. This is a practice 
es As full of labour as a wise man’s art; 
to. So thou mayst say, the king lies by a For folly that he wisely shows is fit; 
beggar, if a beggar “dwel near him; or, the | But wise men, folly-fall’n, quite taint their wit. 
church stands by thy tabor, if thy tabor stand 
by the church, a Enter Sim Topy and Sin ANDREW. 
Clo. You have said, sir. To see this age! Al Sir Zo. Save you, gentleman, 
Sentence is but a cheveril glove to a good wit: J nd you, sir, 
how quickly the wrong side may be turned out. And. Dieu yous garde, monsieur, 
ward! , Vio. It vous aussi; votre serviteur, 
Vio. Nay, that’s certain; they that dally| Sir And, I ope, sir, you are; and I am 
nicely with words may quickly make them yours, 
wanton, 





8r 
Sir Zo. Will you encounter the house? my 
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ScENE 1] 


niece is desirous you should enter, if your trade 
be to her. . : 

Vio. Tam bound to your niece, sir; Imean, 
she is the list of my voyage. 

sir Lo. ste your legs, 
motion. 

Vio. My legs do better undersiand me, six, 
than I understand what you mean by bidding 
me taste my legs. 91 

Sir Zo. I mean, to go, sir, to enter. 

Vio, Iwillanswer vou with gaitandentrance. 
But we are prevented. 


Enter OLIVIA and Manta. 


Most excellent accomplished lady, the heavens 
rain odours on you! 4 . 

Siv And. That youth’s a rare courtier: ‘Rain 
odours ;’ well. ‘ 

Vio. My matter hath no voice, lady, but to 
your own most pregnant and vouchisafed ear. 

Sir And. ‘Odours, ‘pregnant’ and ‘ youch- 
safed:’ I'll get’em all three all ready. 

Oli, Let the garden door be shut, and leave 
me to my hearing. [Hweunt Sir Toby, Sir An- 
drew, and Maria. Give me your hand, sir. 

Vio. My duty, madam, and most humble 






sir; put them to 


service. 

Oli. Whatis your name? 

Vio. Cesario is your servant's name, fair 
princess, 

Oli. My servant, sir! ‘Iwas never merry 
world 109 


Since lowly feigning was call d compliment: 
Youre servant to the Coant Orsino, youth. 
Vio. And he is yours, and his must needs be 
yours : 
Your servant's servant is your servant, madam. 
Oli, For him, I think not on him: for his 
thoughts, : 
Would they were blanks, rather than fill’d with 


me 
Vio. Madam, I come to whet your gentle 
thoughts. 


On his behalf. 
Oli. O, by your leave, I pray you, 
I bade you never speak again of him: 
But, would you undertake another suit, 
Thad rather hear you to solicit that 
‘Than music from the spheres. 
Vio. Dear lady,— 
Oli. Give me leave, besecch you. Ididsend, 
After the last enchantment you did here, 
A ring in chase of you: so did I abuse 
Myself, my servant and, I fear me, you: 
Under your hard construction must I sit, , 
J'o force that on you, in a shameful cunning, 
Which you knew none of yours: what might 
you think? 
Have you not set mine honour at the stake 129 
And baited it with all the unmuzzled thoughts 
‘That tyrannous heart can think? ‘To one ot your 
recalling 
Enough is shown: a cYPIESS not a bosom, 
Hideth my heart. So, let me hear you speak. 
Vio. Ipity you. 
i That’s a degree to love. 
Vio. No, nota grize; for "tis a vulgar proof, 
That very oft we Pay enemies. 


120 
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Oli. Why, then, methinks ’tis time to smile 


again. 
O world, how apt the poor are to be eoug ! 
Tf one should be a prey, how much the better 
Yo fall before the lion than the wolf ! 140 
F [Clock strikes. 
The clock upbraids me with the waste of time. 
Be not afraid, good youth, I will not have you: 
And yet, when wit and youth is come to harvest, 
Your wife is like to reap a proper man : ‘ 
There lies ye way, due west. 
Vio. Then westward-ho! Grace and good 
disposition , 
Attend your ladyship! 
You'll nothing, madam, to my lord by me? 
Oli, Stay: 
I prithee, tell me what thou think’st of me. 15° 
Vio. That you do think you are not what 
youare, — i 
Oli. I£1 think so, I think the same of you. 
We Then think you right: I am not what 
am. 
Oli. H would you were as I would have 
you be! 
Vio. Would it be better, madam, than Iam? 
I wish it might, for now Iam your fool. 
Oli. O, what a deal of scorn looks beautiful 
In the contempt and anger of his lip! 
A murderous guilt shows not itself more soon. 
Than love that would seem hid: love’s night fs 
1 


noon. 

Cesario, by the roses of the spring, 

By maidhood, honour, truth and every thing, 
Tove thee so, that, maugre all thy pride, 

Nor wit nor reason can my passion hide. 

Do not extort thy reasons from this clause, 
Tor that I woo, thou therefore hast no cause; 
But rather reason thus with reason fetter, 
Love sought is good, but given unsought is 


tter. 
Vio. By innocence I swear, and by my 


youth, 
T have one heart, one bosom and one truth, 170 
And that no woman has; nor never none 
Shall mistress be of it, save I alone. 
And so adieu, good madam: never more 
Will I my master’s tears to you deplore. 
Oli. Yet come again; for thou perhaps mays! 
move 
That heart, which now abhors, to like his love, 
[£xeunt. 


Scene Il. Onrvra's house. 


Enter Sir Tosy, Siz ANDREW, and FABIAN 


Sir And. No, faith, I'll not stay a jot longer. 

Sir Lo. Thy reason, dear venom, give thy 
reason. 2 

Fab, You must needs yield your reason, Sir 
Andrew. 

Sir And, Marry, I saw your niece do more 
favours to the count’s serving-man than ever 
she bestowed upon me; I saw’t i’ the orchard, 

Sir Zo. Did she see thee the while, old boy? 
tell me that. 10 

Sir And. As plain as I see you now. 

Fab. This was a great argument of love in 
her toward you. 
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Sir And. ‘Slight, will you make an ass o’ | saved by believing rightly, can ever believe 
4 ? ete Sliehts 2 such impossible passages of grossness, He's 
in yellow stockings. 
x7" Lo. And cross-gartered ? 79 
Afar, Most villanously ; like a pedant that 
keeps a school i’ the church, I have dogged 
him, like his murderer. He docs obey every 

oint of the letter that I dropped to betray him: 
fe does smile his face into more lines than ig 
in the new map with the augmentation of the 

Indies: you have not seen such a thing as ’tis, 

T can hardly forbear hurling things at him. [ 

know my lady will strike him: if she do, he?i] 

smile and take’t for a great favour, 5 
Str Lo. Come, bring us, bring us where heis. 

[Lxeunt, 


Scene IIT. A street. 
Enter SEBASTIAN and ANtonto, 
Seb. I would not by my will have troubled 




































m . 

Fab. Iwill prove it legitimate, sir, upon the 
oaths of judgement and reason, 

Str To. And they have been grand-jurymen 
since before Noah was a sailor. 5 

4ab. She did show favour to the youth in 
your sight only to exasperate you,. to awake 
your dormouse valour, to put fire in your heart, 
and brimstone in your liver. You should then 
have accosted her; and with some excellent 
jests, fire-new from the mint, you should have 

anged the youth into dumbness. This was 
looked for at your hand, and this was balked : 
the double gilé of this opportunity you let time 
wash off, and you are now sailed ito the north 
of my lady's opinion ; where you will hang like 
an icicle on a Dutchman's beard, unless you do 
redeem it by some laudable attempt either of 
valour or policy. 3 

Sir And. Ant be any way, it must he with 
valour; for policy I hate: I had as lief be a 
Brownist asa politician. : 

Sir To. Why, then, build me thy fortunes 
upon the basis of valour, Challenge me the 
count’s youth to fight with him; hurt him in 
eleven places : my niece shall take note of it; 
and assure thyself, there is no love-broker in 
the world can more prevail in man’s com-| And not all love to see you, though so much 
mendation with woman than report of valour. | As might have drawn one toa longer voyage, 

‘ab. There is no way but this, Sir Andrew. But jealousy what might befall your travel, 
Str And. Will either of you bear me a chal- Being skilless in these parts; which to a 
Tenge tohim? 3 ‘ stranger, ‘ 
wr To. Go, write it in a martial hand; be} Unguided and unfriended, often prove 10 
curst and brief; it is no matter how witty, so it Rough and unhospitable: my willing love, 
be eloquent and full of invention: taunt him | The rather by these arguments of fear, 
with the license of ink: if thou thou’st him | Set forth in your pursuit. 
some thrice, it shall not be amiss; and as many; Seb. My kind Antonio, 
lies as will lie in thy sheet of paper although | I can no other answer make but thanks, 
the sheet were big enough for the bed of Ware | ¢And thanks; and ever....., oft good turns 
in England, set ‘em down: go, about it. Let| Are shufiied off with such uncurrent pay: 
there é gall enough in thy ink, though thou | But, were my worth as is my conscience firm, 
write with a goose-pen, no matter: about it. You should find better dealing. What’s to do? 

Sir And, Where shall I find you? Shall we FO see the reliques of this town? 

Sir Zo. We'll call thee at the cubiculo: go.| Ant. To-morrow, sir; best first go see your 

Lia Exit Sir Andrew, lodging. 20 
Tae This is a dear manakin to you, Sir] Seb. Lam not Weary, and ’tis long to night: 
‘oby. 


» 3 I pray you, let us satisfy our eyes 
Str To. Ihave been dear to him, lad, some | With the memorials and the things of fame 
two thousand strong, or so. i 


z hat do renown this city. 
ab. We shall have a rare letter from him: Ant. Would you’ld pardon me; 
but youll not deliver’t? 6x | I do not without danger walk these streets : 
Sir To. Never trust me, then; and b all} Once, in asea-fight, ’gainst the count his galleys 
means stir on the youth to an answer. It nink | T did some service ; of such note indeed, 
oxen and wainropes cannot hale them together. | That were I ta’en here it would scarce be 
For Andrew, if he Were opened, and you find so answer'd. 
much blood in his liver as will clog the foot of | Seb, Belike you slew great number of his 
a flea, I’ll eat the rest of the suatoon 3 people, : 
Fab. And his Opposite, the youth, bears in} Ant. ‘The offence is not of such a bloody 
his visage no great Presage of cruelty, NTH me ; , 
e Albeit the quality of the time and quarrel 
; Znter Manta. Might well have given us bloody argument. 
Str To. Tuook, where the youngest wren of | It might have since been answer'd in repaying 
nine comes. : ; 711 What we took from them; which, for traffic’s 
Mar, Ifyou desire the spleen, and will laugh sake, 
ourselves into stitches, follow me. Yond gull | Most of our city did: only myself stood out; 
alvolio is turned heathen, a very renegado ; | For which, if I be lapsed in this place, 
for there is no Christian, that means to be! I shall pay dear, 
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you; 
But, since you make your pleasure of your 
ains 
Twill no further chide you. A 
Ant. I could not stay behind you: my de- 


sire, 
More sharp than filed steel, did spur me forth . 
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Seb. Do not then walk too open. 
Ant. It doth not fit me. 
my purse. 
In the south suburbs, at the Elephant, 
Is best to lodge: I will bespeak our diet, 40 
Whiles you beguile the time and feed your 
knowledge 
With viewing of the town: there shall you 
have me. 
Seb. Why I your purse? 
A ie Haply your eye shall light upon some 
‘oy 2 
You have desire to purchase ; and your store, 
I think, is not for idle markets, sir. 
Scb. Ill be your purse-bearer and leave you 
For an hour. 
Ant. To the Elephant. 
Seb. Idoremember. [2xeunt. 


Scenz IV. Oxivia’s garden. 
Enter Ovivia and Marta. 
Oli. I have sent after him: he says he'll 


come} 
How shall I feast him? what bestow of him? 
For youth is bought more oft than’ begg’d or 
borrow’d. 
I speak too loud. 
Where is Malyolio? he is sad and civil, 
And suits well for a servant with my fortunes: 
Where is Malvolio? 
Mar. He’s coming, madam; but in very 
strange manner. Heis, sure, possessed, madam. 
Ol. Why, what’s the matter? does he rave? 
Mar. No, madam, he does nothing but 
smile: your Jadyship were best to have some 
guard about you, il he come; for, sure, the 
man is tainted in’s wits. 
Oli. Go call him hither. [Zit Maria] I 
am as mad as he, 
If sad and merry madness equal be. 


Re-enter Manta, with MALvouto. 


How now, Malvolio! 

Mal. Sweet lady, ho, ho. 

Oli. Smilest thou? s 
Tsent for thee upon asadoccasion. || | 20 

Mal. Sad, lady! I could be sad: this does 
make some obstruction in the blood, this cross- 
gartering ;, but what of that? if it please the eve 
of one, 1t is with me as the very true sonnet is, 
Please one, and please all.’ ; 

Oli. Why, how dost thou, man? what is the 
matter with thee? - 

Mal. Not black in my mind, though yellow 
in my legs. It did come to his hands, and com- 
mands shall be executed: I think we do know 
the sweet Roman hand. E 

Oli. Wilt thou go to bed, Malvolio? 
‘ ce To bed! ay, sweet-heart, and I'll come 

0 thee. 

Oli. God comfort thee! Why dost thou 
smile so and kiss thy hand so oft? 

Mar. How doyou, Malvolio? |. 

‘Mal. At your request! yes; nightingales 
answer daws. 4 =aaae 

Mar, Why appear you with this ridiculous 
boldness before my lady? Ar 


309 


Mal. ‘Be not afraid of greatness:’ ‘twas 


Hold, sir, here’s | well writ. 


Oli. What meanest thou by that, Malvolio? 

Mal. ‘Some are born great,’— 

Oli. Ha! ; 

Mal. ‘Some achieve greatness,’ — 

Oli. What sayest thou? 

Mal. ‘And some have greatness thrust upon 
them.’ 50 

Oli. Heaven restore thee! 

Mal. ‘Remember who commended thy yel- 
low stockings,’— P 

Oli. Thy yellow stockings! 

Mal. ‘Andwished to see thee cross-gartered.’ 

Oli. Cross-gartered ! 3 . 

Mal. ‘Go to, thou art made, if thou desirest 
to be so ;’— 

Oli. Am I made? 59 

Mal. _‘Té not, let me see thee a servant still. 

Oli. Why, this is very midsummer madness. 


Enter Servant. 


Ser. Madam, the young penblcman of the 
Count Orsino’s is returned: I could hardly en- 
treat him back: he attends your ladyship’s 


pleasure. 5 3 
Olt. I'l come to him. [Zxit Servant] 
Good Maria, let this fellow be looked to. 
Where’s my cousin Toby? Let some of my 
people have a special care of him: I would not 
have him miscarry for the half of my dowry. 70 
(Heeunt Olivia and Maria. 
Mat. O,ho! do you come near me now? no 
worse man than Sir Toby to look tome! This 
concurs directly with the letter: she sends him 
on purpose, that I may appear stubborn to him; 
for she incites me to that in the letter. ‘Cast 
thy humble slough,’ says she ; ‘be opposite with 
a kinsman, surly with servants; let thy tongue 
tang with arguments of state; put thyself into 
the trick of singularity ;’ and consequently sets 
down the manner how; as, a sad face, a reverend 
carriage, a slow tongue, in the habit of some sir 
of note, and so forth. “I have limed her; but it 
is Jove's doing, and Jove make me thankful! 
‘And when she went away now, ‘Let this fellow 
be looked to:’ fellow! not Malvolio, nor after 
my degree, but fellow. Why, every thing ad- 
heres together, that no dram of a scruple, no 
scruple of a scruple, no obstacle, no incredulous 
or unsafe circumstance—What can be said? 
Nothing that can be can come between me and 
the full prospect of my hopes, Well, Jove, not 
IJ, is the doer of this, and he is to be thanked. 


Re-enter Manta, with Six Tosy and FAaBran. 
Sir Zo. Which way is he, in the name of 


1| sanctity? If all the devils of hell be drawn in 


little, and Legion himself possessed him, yet 
I'll speak to him. 5 A 

Fab. Here he is, here he is. How is’t with 
you, sir? how is’t with you, man ? ‘ 

Mal. Go off; I discard you: let me enjoy 
my private: go off. 100 

Mar. Lo, how hollow the fiend speaks with- 
in him! did not I tell you? Sir Toby, my lady 
prays you to have a care of him. 

fal, Ah, hat does she so? 
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but thou liest in thy throat; that is not the 
Matter I challenge thee for.’ x 

’ab. Very brief, and to exceeding good Sense 
—less. 

Sir Lo. [Reads] ‘T will waylay thee going 
home; where if it be thy chance to kill me, — 

Fab, Good. z 

Sir To. [Reads] ‘Thou killest me like a 
rogue and a villain.” E E 180 

ub. Still you keep o’ the windy side of the 
law : good. 

Sir To. [Reads] ‘Pare thee well; and God 
have merey upon one of our souls!’ He ma: 
have mercy upon mine ; but my hope is better, 
and so look to thyself, Thy friend, as thou 
usest him, and thy sworn enemy, 

" , ANDREW AGUECHERK? 
If this letter move him not, his legs cannot’: 
I'll give’t him, F 189 

Afar. You may have very fit occasion for’t: 
he is now in some commerce with my lady, and 
will by and by depart. 

Sir Lo. Go, Sir Andrew ; scout me for him 
at the corner of the orchard like a bum-baily : so 
soon as ever thou seest him, draw; and, as thou 
drawest, swear horrible; for it comes to pass oft 
that a terrible oath, with &@ SWageering accent 
sharply twanged off, gives manhood more ap- 
probation than eyer proof itself would have 
earned him. Away ! 200 

Sir And. Nay, leé me alone for Bie ‘ 

cit, 

Str To. Now will not I deliver-his letter: for 


Sir To. Go to, go to; peace, peace > We must 
deal gently with him : jet me alone. How do 
you, Malvolio? how is’t With you? What, 
man! defy the devil: consider, hé’s an enemy 
to mankind. 

fal. Do you know what you say? 110 

Mar. La you, an you pocals ill of the devil, 
how he takes it at heart! Pray God, he be not 
bewitched ! “ 

Fab. Carry his water to the wise woman. 

Mar. Marry, and it shall be done to-morrow 
morning, if live. My lady would not lose him 
for more than I'll say. 

Mal. How now, mistress! 

Mar, O Lord! neeaxIO 

Sir To, Prithee, hold thy peace; this is not 
the way: do you not see you move him? let me 
alone with him. 

ab, Noway but gentleness; gently, gently: 
the fiend is rough, and will not be roughly used. 

Sir To. Why, how now, my bawcock! how 
dost thou, chuck? 

Mal. Sirt ‘ F 

Sir Zo. Ay, Biddy, ‘come with me. What, 
man! "tis not for pravity to play at cherry-pit 
with Satan: hang him, foul collier! 130 

Mar. Get him to say his prayers, good Sir 
Toby, set him to pray. : 

Mal. My prayers, minx! . 

Afar. No, L warrant you, he will not hear of 
godliness, 

Afat. Go, hang yourselves all! you are idle 
shallow things: Tam not of yourelement : you t 

all know more hereafter. [£xit. | the behaviour of the young gentleman gives him 

Sir To. Is°t possible? 139 | oub to be of good capacity and breeding: his 

wb, Té this were played upon ‘a stage now, | employment fetves his lord and my_niece 
Icould condemn it as an improbable fiction. confirms no less: therefore this letter, being so 

Sir Lo, His very genius hath taken the in- excellently ignorant, will breed no terror in the 
fection of the device, man. 3 youth: he will find ‘it comes from a clodpole, 

Mar, Nay, pursue him now, lest the device But, sir, I will deliver his challenge by word of 
take air and taint, 2 z mouth; set upon Aguecheck a notable report of 

fab. Why, we shall make him mad indeed. valour; and drive the gentleman, as I know his 

Mar, The house will be the quicter. youth will aptly receive it, into a most hideous 

Sir Lo. Come, we'll have him ina dark room opinion of his rage, skill, ury and impetuosity. 
and bound. My niece is already in the belief | This will so fright them both that they will Ill 
that he’s mad: we may carry it thus, for our | one another by the look, like cockatrices, 
pleasure and his nance, till our very pastime, 5 
tired out of breath, prompt us to have mercy on Re-enter OLtvta, with Vroa. 

Fab. Here he comes with your niece: give 


him: at which time we will bring the device to 
then way till he take leave, and present] ly atter 
un. 
























the bar and crown thee for a finder of madmen. 
But see, but see. 


Enter Sim ANDREW. 
Fab. More matter for s May moming. 


Six And. Here’s the challenge, read it: I 
warrant there's vinegar and pepper int. 

Fab. Is’t so saucy? ‘ 159 

Sir And. Ay, is’t, [warrant him: dobutreai, 

Sir Lo. Give me. [Reuds] ‘Youth, what. 
soever thou art, thou art but a scurvy fellow, 

Fab. Good, and valiant. 

Sir To. [Reads] * Wonder Tato admire 
not in thy mind, why I do call thee so, for I 
will show thee no reason for’t.’ 

‘ab. A good note; that keeps you from the 

blow of the law. 


Sir To. I will meditate the while upon some 
horrid message for a challenge, 220 
_ LExeunt Str Toby, Lubian, and Maria. 

Oli, I have said too much unto a heart of 


stone _ 
And laid mine honour too unchary out: 
There's something in me that reproves my fault; 
But such a headstrong potent fault it is, 
That it but mocks reproof, 
Vio. With the same ‘haviour that your pas- 
sion bears 
Goes on my master’s grief, 
Oli. Here, wear this jewel for me, ’tis my 


pit 
169 | Refuse it not: it hath no tongue to vex you; 

Sir Lo. [Reads] ‘Thou comest to the lady | And I beseec you come again to-morrow. 230 

Olivia, and in my sight she uses thee kindly: | What shall you ask of me that Ill deny, 
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That honour saved may upon asking give? 
Vio, Nothing but this; your true love for 
my master, . 
OF Hew with mine honour may I give him 
tha 
Which I have given to you? 
10. __, Twill acquit you. 
Oli. Well, come again to-morrow: fare thee 
yell: 
A fiend like thee might bear my soul to hell. 
[£xit. 


Re-enter Sm Tory and FApran. 


Sir To, Gentleman, God save thee. 

Vio. And you, sir. 239 

Sir To. That defence thou hast, betake thee 
to’t: of what nature the wrongs are thou hast 
done him, I know not; but thy intercepter, full 
of despite, bloody as the hunter, attends thee at 
the orchard-end: dismount thy tuck, be yare in 
ay preparation, for thy assailant is quick, skil- 
ful and deadly. ' 

Vio. You mistake, sir; I am sure no man 
hath any quarrel to me: my remembrance is 
yery free and clear from any image of oflence 
done to any man. 250 

Sir To. You'll find it otherwise, I assure 
rou therefore, if you hold yiohs life at any price, 

etake you to your guard; for your opposite 
‘hath in him what youth, strength, skull and 
wrath can furnish man withal. 

Vio. I pray you, sir, what is he? 

Sir To. He is knight, dubbed with unhatched 
rapier and on carpet consideration; but he is a 
devil in private brawl: souls and bodies hath he 
divorced three; and his incensement at this 
moment is so implacable, that satisfaction can 
be none but by pangs of death and sepulchre. 
Hob, nob, is his word; give’t or take’t. 

Vio. T will return again into the house and 
desire some conduct of the lady, I am no 
fighter. I have heard of some kind of men 
that put quarrels purposely on others, to taste 
their valour: belike this is a man of that quirk. 
_ Sir Zo. Sir, no, his indignation derives 

itself out of a very compete jury: there- 
fore, get you on and give him his desire, Back 
you s rail not to the house, unless you under- 

ke that with me which with as much safety 
you might answer him: Eheretore on, or strip 
your sword stark naked ; for meddle you must, 
that’s certain, or forswear to wear iron about 
you. 3 

Vio, This is as uncivil as strange. I beseech 
you, do me this courteous oflice, as to know of 
the knight what my offence to him is: it is 
something of my negligence, nothing of my 
purpose. : Nee ; 

Sir To. I will do so, Signior Fabian, stay 
you by this gentleman till my return. [Zxrit. 

Vio. Pray you, sir, do you know of this 
matter? 3 ihe A 

Fab. I know the knight is incensed against 
you, even to a mortal arbitrement; but nothing 
of the circumstance more. : 
ie beseech you, what manner of man is 
ie? 289 
Fab. Nothing of that wonderful promise, to 


w. 
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read him by his form, as youare like to find him 
in the proof of his valour. He is, indeed, sir, 
the most skilful, bloody and fatal opposite that 
you could possibly have found in any part of 
Illyria. Will you walk towards him? I will 
make your peace with him if I can. 
Vio. Ishall be much bound to you for’é: I 
am one that had rather go with sir priest than 
sit knight; I care not who knows so much of 
my mettle. [E£xeunt. 


Re-enter Stn Towy, with Sim ANDREW. 

Sir To. Why, man, he’s avery devil; Thave 
not seen such afirago, I had a pass with him, 
rapier, seabbard and all, and he gives me the 
stuck in with such a mortal motion, that it is 
inevitable; and on the answer, he pays you as 
surely as your feet hit the ground they step on. 
They say he has been fencer to the Sophy. 
i ‘So: And. Pox on’t, Di not meddle with 
nim. 

Sir To. Ay, but he will not now be pacified: 
Fabian can scarce hold him yonder. 310 

Sir And. Plague on’t, an I thought he had 
been valiant and so cunning in fence, I’ld have 
seen him damned ere I’Id have challenged him, 
Let him let the matter slip, and I'll give him 
my horse, ary Capilet. 
_ Sir Zo. I'll make the motion: stand here, 
make a good show on’t: this shall end without 
the perdition of souls. [Aside] Marry, Tilride 
your horse as well as I ride you. 319 


Re-enter FaBtan and VIOLA. 
[Lo Fab.] I have his horse to take up the quar- 
tel: I have persuaded him the youth’s a devil. 

Fab. He is as horribly conceited of him; 
and pants and looks pale, as if a bear were at 
his heels. 

Six To. [Zo Vio.] There’s no remedy, sir; 
he will fight with you for’s oath sake: marry, 
he hath better bethought him of his quarrel, and 
he finds that now scarce to be worth talking of: 
therefore draw, for the supportance of liis vow ; 
he protests he will not hurt you. 230 

Vio. [Aside] Pray God defend me! A little 
thing would make me tell them how much I 
lack of a man. s j : 

Fab. Give ground, if you see him furious. 

Sir Zo. Come, Sir Andrew, there's no re- 
medy; the gentleman will, for his honour's 
sake, have one bout with you; he cannot by the 
duello avoid it: but he has promised me, as he 
is a gentleman and _a soldier, he will not hurt 
you, Come on; to’t. 340 

Sir And, Pray God, he keep his oath! 

Vio. I doassure you, ’tis against my will. 

[Lhey draw. 


Enter ANTONIO. 


Ant. Put up your sword. If this young 
gentleman 
Have done offence, T take the fault on me: 
If you offend him, I for hin: defy you. 
Sir To. You, sir! why, what are you? 
Ant, One, sir, that for his love dares yet do 


more 
Than you have heard him brag to you he will. 
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i To. Nay, if you bean undertaker, I am | Virtue is beauty, but the beauteous evil 
os va x [hey draw. | Are empty trunks o’erflourish’d by the devil, 
4 First Of The man grows mad: away with 
him!" Come, come, sir. 4 
Ant. Lead me on. [Zeit with Officers, 
Vio. Methinks his words do irom such pas. 


sion fly 
That he bélieves himself : so do not I, 
Prove true, imagination, O, prove true, 
That IL, dear brother, be now ta’en for you! 410 
Sir Lo. Come hither, knight; come hither, 
Fabian ; we'll whisper o'er a couplet or two of 
most sage saws, z 
Vio. He named Sebastian: I my brother 
know | 
Yet living in my glass; even such and so 
In fayour was my brother, and he went 
Stillin this fashion, colour, ornament, 
For him I imitate: O, if it prove, 
Tempests are kind ‘and salt waves fresh in love, 
Exit, 
Str To. A very dishonest Paltry boy, and 
i more a coward than a hare: his dishonesty ap. 
ut there’s no remedy ; I shall answer it. pears in leaving his friend here in necessity 
What will you do, now my necessity . and denying him; and for his cowardship, ask 
Wakes me to ask you for my purse? It grieves | Fabian. 
_ Hab. A coward, a most devout coward, re- 
ligious in it. 
i Str And. ’Slid, I'll after him again and beat 
him, : 


Sir To. Do; cuff him soundly, but never 
raw thy sword. 





















Enter Officers. 


Fab. O good Sir Toby, hold! here come the 
Officers. 4 
Sir Lo. I'll be with you anon. e 
sete: Pray, sir, put your sword up, if you 
please. re 
Six And. Marry, will I, sir; and, for that I 
promised you, I'll’ be as good as my word : he 
will bear you easily and reins well. 
First Of. This is the man: do thy office, 
Sec. OF. Antonio, I arrest thee at the suit of 
Count Orsino, , 36 
Ant. You do mistake me, sir. 
Hirst (OF. No, sir, no jot; I know your 
favour well, 
Thou; gh now you have no sea-cap on your head. 
Take him away : he knows I Know him well, 
Ant. I must obey. [Yo Vio.] This comes 
with seeking you: 


e 
Much more for what I cannot do for you 370 
Than what befalls myself. You stand amazed $ 

ut be of comfort. 5 
Sec. Of: Come, sir, DUNE 
Ant. must entreat of you some of that di 


money. : Sir And. An TI do not,— [Exit. 
tO. What money, sir? Fab. Come, let’s see the event. 43 
For the fair kindness you haye show’d me here,} Sts Zo. I dare lay any money ’twill ‘be 
L bark, being prompted by your present | nothing yet. [Eceunt. 
TOU 
Out of my lean and low ability ACT Iv. 


lend you something : my having is not 
Tl ey ision of t with 
maxe division of my present with you: 38 
Hold, there’s half my coffer. S 
Ant. | Will you deny me now? 
Is’t Possible that my deserts to you 
Can lack persuasion? Do not tempt my misery, 
est that it make me so unsound a man 
As to Hpbraid you with those kindnesses 
That I have done for you. 
Vio. . Lknow of none; 
Nor know I you by voice or any feature : 
T hate ingratitude more in aman 
han lying, vainness, babbling, drunkenness, 
Or any taint of yice whose strong corruption 
coats our frail blood, 


Sorwe I Before Ourvra’s house. 


Enter SEBASTIAN and CLown. 


Clo. Will you make me believe that I am 
not sent for you? 3 

Seb. Go to, go to, thou art a foolish fellow : 
Let me be clear of thee. Ae 

Clo. Well held out, i faith! No, I do not 
<now you; nor I am not sent to you by my 
lady, to bid you come speak with her; nor your 
hame is not Master Cesario; nor this’ is nob my 
nose neither. Nothing that is so is so. 

Seb. Iprithee, vent thy folly somewhere else : 

hou know’st not me. Ir 

Clo. Vent my folly! he has heard that word 
of some great man and now applies it to a fool. 
Vent my folly! I am afraid this great lubber, 
the world, will prove a cockney. I prithee now. 
ungird thy strangeness and tell me what I shall 
vent to my lady: shall I yent to her that thou 
art. coming ? ; 

Seb. I prithee, foolish Greek, depart from me: 
There’s money for thee : if you tarry longer, 20 

shall give worse payment. 

to. By my troth, thou hast an open hand. 


nt, 0 heavens themselves! 
Sec. Of. Come, sir, I pray you, go, 
Ant. me speak a little. This youth that 
you sce here : 
Isnatch’d one half out of the jaws of death, 
Relieved him with such sanctity of love, 
And to his image, which methought did promise 
Most venerable worth, did I devotion. x 
First Of. What's that to us? The tinie 
goes by: away! i 
Ant. But O how vile an idol roves this god! 
Thou hast, Sebastian, done goo feature shame. | These wise men that give fools money get them- 
In nature there’s no blemish but the mind; gor] selves a good report—after fourteen years’ pur- 
None can be call’d deform’d but the unkind: | chase, 
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Scmnx 1] 
Enter Str ANDREW, Sip Toy, and Fasran. 


Sir And. Now, sir, have I met you again? 
there’s for you. 

ee Why, there’s for thee, and there, and 

there. 
Are all the pep le mad? 

Sir Lo. Hold, sir, or I’ll throw your dagger 
over the house. , 31 

Clo. This will I tell my lady straight: I 
would not be in some of your coats for two 
pence. y [Ezit. 

Sir To. Come on, sir; hold. 

Sir And. ay, let him alone: I'll go an- 
other way to work with him; I'll haye an action 
of battery against him, if there be any law in 
Illyria: though I struck him first, yet it’s no 
matter for that. 

Seb. Let gothy hand. tad 40 

Sir Lo. Come, sir, I will not let you go. 
Come, my young soldier, put up your iron : you 
are well fleshed ; come on. 

Seb. Iwill be free from thee. What wouldst 

thou now? 
Tf thou darest tempt me further, draw thy sword. 

Str Zo. What, what? Nay, then I must 
have an ounce or two of this malapert blood 
from you. 


Enter OLIVIA. 
Oe mH Ole, Toby ; on thy life I charge thee, 


hol 
Sir To. Madam! 50 
Oli. Will it be ever thus? Ungracious 
_ wretch, 
Fit for the mountains and the barbarous caves, 
W Here maniers ne'er were preach’d! out of my 
sight! 
Be not offended, dear Cesario. 
Rudesby, be gone! . 
[Exeunt Sir Loby, Six Andrew, and Fabian. 
_ _, , Iprithee, gentle friend, 
Let thy fair wisdom, not thy passion, sway 
In this uncivil and unjust extent 
Against thy peace. Go with me to my house, 
‘And hear thou there how many fruitless pranks 
‘This ruftian hath botch’d up, that thou thereby 
Mayst smile at this: thou shalt not choose Day 
yr 


go: 
Do notdeny. Beshrew his soul for me, 
He started one poor heart of mine in thee. 
Seb. What relish is in this? how runs the 
stream ¢ ry 
Or Lam mad, or else this is a dream: 
Let fancy still my sense in ‘Lethe steep ; 
If it be thus to dream, still let me sleep! 
Oli. Nay, come, I prithee ; would thow’ldst 
be ruled by me! 
Seb. Madam, I will. 
Oli. O, say so, and so be! [Exeunt. 


Scene II. Oxtvia’s house. 
Enter Marta and Crown, 

Mar. Nay, I prithee, put on this gown and 
this beard ; make him believe thou art Sir Topas 
the curate: do it quickly ; I’ call Sir Toby the 
whilst. ait. 
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Clo. Well, I'll Pau it on, and I will dissemble 
myself in’t; and L would I were the first that 
ever dissembled in sucha gown. Iam not 
enough to become the function well, nor lean 
enough to be thought a good student ; but to be 
said an honest man and a good housekeeper 
goes as fairly as to say a careful man an 
great scholar. The competitors enter, 


Enter Sin Tosy and Maria. 


Sir Zo. Jove bless thee, master Parson. 

Clo. Bonos dies, Sir Toby: for, as the old 
hermit of Prague, that never saw pen and ink, 
yery wittily said to a niece of King Gorbodue, 
“That that is is ;’ so I, being master Parson, am 
master Parson; for, what is ‘that’ but “that,” 

‘is’ but ‘is’? | : 

Sir To. Tohim,SirTopas. . |. , 20 

Clo. What, ho, Tsay! peace in this prison ! 
' Sir To. The knaye counterfeits well ; a good 
ave. 

Mal. [Within] Who calls there? ie 

Clo, Sir Topas the curate, who comes to visit 
Malvolio the lunatic. _ 

Mal. Sir Topas, Sir Topas, good Sir Topas, 
go to my lady. 

Clo. Out, hyperbolical fiend! how vexest 
thou this man! talkest thou nothing but of 
ladies? 30 

Str To. Well said, master Parson. 

Afal. Sir Topas, never was man thus wronged: 
food Sir Topas, do not think I am mad: they 
have laid me here in hideous darkness. 

Clo. Fie, thou dishonest Satan! I call thee 
by the most modest terms; for I am _ one of 
those gentle ones that will use the devil himself 
with country, : sayest thou that house is dark? 

Mal. As hell, Sir Topas, 39 

Clo. Why, it hath bay windows transparent 
as barricadoes, and the clearstores toward the 
South north are as lustrous as ebony ; and yet 
complainest thou of obstruction ? 

Mal. Lam not mad, Sir Topas: I say to you, 
this house is dark. 

Clo. Madman, thou errest : I say there is no 
darkness but ignorance ; in which thou art more 
puzzled than the Egyptians in their fog. . 

Mal. I say, this house is as dark as ignor- 
ance, though ignorance were as dark as hell; 
and £ say, there was never man thus abused. qt 
am no more mad than you are: make the trial 
of it in any constant question. 

Clo. Whatis the opinion of Pythagoras con- 
cerning wild fowl? : 

Dfal. That the soul of our grandam might 
haply inhabit a bird. 

Clo. What thinkest thou of his opinion? 

Mal. I think nobly of the soul, and no way 
approve his opinion. 60 

Clo. Fare thee well. Remain thou still in 
darkness: thou shalt hold the opinion of Pytha- 
goras ere I will allow of thy wits, and fear to kill 
a woodcock, lest thou oH ee the soul of thy 
grandam. Fare thee well. 

Mal. Sir Topas, Sir Topas! 

Sir Lo. My most exquisite Sir Topas! 

Clo. Nay, Iam for all waters. 
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Mar. Thou mightst have done this without Who, with dageer of lath, 
thy beard and gown : he sees thee not, 5 70 n his rage and his wrath, 
Sir To. To him in thine own voice, and 


























Cries, ah, ha! to the devil: 


bring me word how thou findest him ; I would Like a mad Jad, 
we were well rid of this knavery. If he may be are thy nails, dad; 4 140 
conveniently delivered, I would he were, for I eu, good man devil. [Exit, 


am now so far in offence with my niece that I 
cannot pursue vel any safety tile snark to the 
upshot. Come by an 0 my chamber, 
a reunt. Sir Loby and Maria. 
Clo. [Singing] ‘Hey, Robin, jolly Robin 
‘Tell me how thy lady does.’ 


Sorne I. Oxtvra’s garden, 
Enter SEBASTIAN, 


Seb. This is the air; that is the glorioussun: 
This pearl she gave me, Ido feel ’t and see’ts * 


Mal. Fool! 80 | And though "tis wonder that enwraps me thus, 
Clo. *My lady is unkind, perdy? Yet ’tis not madness, Where ’s Antonio, then? 
Mal. Fool! Z could not find him at the Elephant : 


Clo. ‘Alas, why is she so?? 

Mal. Fool, I say! 

Clo. ‘She loves another ’—Who re ha? 

Mal. Good fool, as ever thou wilt leserve 
well at my hand, Help me to a candle, and pen i 
ink and paper: as I am a gentleman, I will] Yet doth this accident and flood of fortune 
live to be thankful to thee for't, So far exceed all Instance, all discourse, 

Clo. Master Malvolio? 90} That I am ready to distrust mine eyes 

Mal Ay, good fool. 


0 . And wrangle with my reason that persuades me 
( oe Alas, sir, how fell you besides your five To any other trust but that Iam mad 
wits 


Or else the lady’s mad; yet, if *twere SO, 
Mal. Fool, there was never man so noto-| She could not sway her house, command her 
riously abused’: Jam as well in my wits, fool, as followers, ‘. 
thou art, : Take and give back affairs and their dispatch 
., Clo. But as well? then you are mad indeed, | With such a smooth, discreet and stable bearing 
if you be no better in your wits than a fool. AsI perceiveshe does: there’s something int 20 
fal. They have here Propertied me; keep 


ee h pers hat is deceiveable. But here the lady comes, 
T™me in_darkness, send ministers to me, asses, 5 
and do all they can to face me out of my wits. Enter Ox1via and Priest, 
. Clo. Adyise you what you say; the minister] 02. Blame not this haste of mine. If you 
is here. Malvolio, Malvolio, thy wits the hea- mean well, 
vens restore! endeavour thyself to sleep, and | Now £0 with me and with this holy'man 
leave thy vain bibble babble. Into the chant; by: there, before him, 

Mal. ir Topas! : : And underneath that consecrated roof, 

Clo. Maintain. no words with him, good | Plight me the full assurance of your faith;" 
fellow. Who, f, sir? not I, sir. God be wi? you, £ my most jealous and too doubtful soul 
good Sir Topas, Marry, amen. I will, sir, [will May live at Peace. He shall conceal it 

Mal. ¥ ool, fool, fool, I Bay 110 | Whiles you are willing it shall come to note, 

0. Alas, sir, be patient. What say you, sir? | What time we will our celebration keep go 
Tam shent for speaking to you. : According to my birth. What do you say? 

Mal. Good fool, he P_me to some light and} Seb, Ti follow this goodman, and gowith you; 
some paper: I tell thee, I am as well in my Wits | And, having sworn truth, ever will be true. 

@s any man in Illyria. ~ Zt. Then lead the way, good father; and 

Clo. Well-a-day that you were, sir! heavens so shine, 

. Mal. By thishand, Iam. Good fool, some | That they may fairly’ note this act of mine! 

ink, paper and light; and convey what I will [Excunt. 
set down to my lady’: it shall advantage thee 
‘nore than ever the bearing of letter did. 120 

Clo. Iwill help you to’t. But tell me true, 
are you not mad indeed? or do you but counter- 
Teit? 

Mal. Believe me, I am not; I tell thee true. 

Clo. Nay, I'll ne'er believe'a madman till I 
See his brains, I will fetch you light and Paper 
and ink, 

Mal. Fool, I'll requite it in the highest 
degree : I prithee, be gone. 


et there he was; and there found this credit, 
That he did range the town to seek me out, 
His counsel now might do me golden Service ; 
orthough my soul isputes well with m: Sense, 
That this may be some SEL DUP no madness, 15 
0 


ACT Y. 
ScENET. Before Oxtvra’s house, 


Enter Crown and Fasran, 
; pce Now, as thou lovest me, let me see his 
etter. 


Clo. Good Master Fabian, grant me another 
request, 


ab, Any thing. a 
0. Do not desire to see this letter, 


vlo. [Singing] I am gone, sir, 130] Fab, This is, to Give a dog, and in recom- 
And anon, sir, : pense desire my dog again. 
4 Ute [ith you again, Enter Doxe, Viota, Cunto, and Lords, 


Like to the old Vice, Duke. Belong you to the Lady Olivia, 
our need to sustain; friends? 9 
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ScENE 1] 


Clo. sir; we are some of her trappings. 

Ay know thee well: how dost thou, my 
good fellow? . 

Clo. Truly, sir, the better for my foes and the 
worse for my friends. 

; pate. Just the contrary; the better for thy 
friends. 

Clo. No, sir, the worse. 

Duke. How can that be? 19 

Clo. Marry, sir, they praiseme and make an 
ass of me; now my foes tell me plainly I am an 
ass : so that by my foes, sir, I profit in the know- 
ledge of myself, and by my friends Iam abused: 
so that, conclusions to be as kisses, if your four 
negatives make your two affirmatives, why then, 
Wie worse for my friends and the better for my 

‘oes. 

Duke. Why, this is excellent. a 

Clo. By my troth, sir, no; though it please 
you to be one of my friends, 

Duke. Thou shalt not be the worse for me: 
there’s gold. Z . 3t 

Clo. But that it would be double-dealing, sir, 
I would you could make it another. 

Duke, O, you give meill counsel. 

Clo. Put your grace in your pocket, sir, for 
this once, and let your flesh and blood obey it. 

Duke. Well, I willbe so much a sinner, to be 
a double-dealer: there’s another. 

Clo, Primo, secundo, tertio, is atgood play ; 
and the old saying is, the third pays for all: the 
biplex sir, is a good tripping measure; or the 
bells of-Saint Bennet, sir, may put you in mind; 
one, tivo, three. z 

Duke. You can fool no more money out of 
me at this throw : if you will let your lady know 
Tam here to speak with her, and bring her along 
with you, it may awake my bounty further, 

Clo. eat, sir, lullaby to your bounty till I 
come agate go, sir; but I would not have you 
to think that my desire of having is the sin of 
covetousness: but, as you say, sir, let your 
bounty take a nap, I will awake it anon. [Zzit. 

Vio. Here comes the man, sir, that did rescue 

me. 


Enter ANTONIO and Officers: 


Duke. That face of his I do remember well ; 
Yet, when I saw it last, it was besmear’d 
As black as Vulcan in the smoke of war: 
A bawbling vessel was he captain of, 
For shallow draught and bulk unprizable; 
‘With which such scathful grapple did he make 
With the most noble bottom of our fleet, 60 
That very envy and the tongue of loss 
Cried fame and honour on him. What’s the 

matter? A aA 

First Of. Orsino, this is that Antonio 

That took the Pheenix and her fraught from 


Candy ; 
And this % he that did the Tiger board, 
When your young nephew Titus lost his leg: 
Bereyin the streets, desperate of shame and 
state, 
In prvale brabble did we apprehend him. 
oy He did me kindness, sir, drew on my 
side; 
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But in conclusion put strange speech upon me: 
I know not what ’twas but distraction. aiihs 
Duke. Notable pirate! thou salt-water thief! 
What foolish boldness brought thee to their 
mercies, | 
Whom thou, in terms so bloody and so dear, 
Hast made thine enemies? Z F 
Ant. Orsino, noble sir, 
Be pleased that I shake off these names you 
give me: ; ‘ 
Antonio never ycé was thief or pirate, 
Though I confess, on base and ground enough, 
Orsino’s enemy. A witchcraft drew me hither: 
That most ingrateful boy there byyourside, 8 
From the rude sea’s enraged and foamy mouth 
Did I redeem ; a wreck past hope he was: 
His life I gave him and did thereto add 
My love, without retention or restraint, 
All his in dedication ; for his sake 
Did I expose myself, pure for his love, 
Into the danger of this adverse town ; 
Drew to defend him when he was beset :, 
Where being apprehended, his false cunning, 
Not meaning to partake with me in danger, 90 
paurat him to face me out of his acquaintance, 
And grew a twenty years removed thing 
While one would wink ; denied me mine own 
urse 
whieh Thad recommended to his use 
Not half an hour before. 
Vio. How can this be? 
Duke. When came he to this town? 
Ant, To-day, my lord; and for three months 
before, 2 
No interim, not a minute’s vacancy, 
Both day and night did we keep company. 


Enter Ortvia and Attendants. 


Duke. Here comes the countess : now heaven 
walks on earth. 100 
But for thee, fellow; fellow, thy words are 
madness: | 
Three months this youth hath tended upon me; 
But more of that anon. ‘Take him aside. 
Oli. What would my lord, but that he may 
not have, . 
Wherein Olivia may seem serviceable? 
Cesario, you do not keep promise with me. 
Vio. Madam! ro 
Duke. Gracious Olivia,— : 
Oli. What do you say, Cesario? Good my 


lord,— 
Vio. My lord would speak ; my duty hushes 
me. 110 
Oli. If it be aught to the old tune, my lord, 
It is as fat and fulsome to mine ear 
‘As howling after music. 
Duke. Still so cruel? 
Olt. Still so constant, lord. 
HS What, to perverseness? you uncivil 
lady, 
To whose ingrate and unauspicious altars 
My soul the faithfull’st offerings hath breathed 


out 
That e’er devotion tender’d! What shall I do? 
Oli, Even what it please my lord, that shall 
become him. : 
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Duke. Why should I not, had I the heart Vio. My lord, I do protest— 
to do i a O, do not swear} 
mold little faith, though thou hast too much 
ear, 



















120 
Like to the Egyptian thief at point of death, 
Kill what I love?—a savage jealousy 
eae sometime sayours nobly. But hear me 
his : 
Since rou to non-regardance cast my faith, 
And that I partly know the instrument, 
Ces screws me from my true place in your 
‘avour, 
Live you the marble-breasted tyrant still ; 
But this your minion, whom I know you love, 
And whom, by heaven I swear, 1 tender dearly, 
Him will I tear out of that crucleye, 230 
Where he sits crowned in his master’s spite. 
Come, boy, path me; my thoughts are ripe in 
mischief : 
I'll sacrifice the Jamb that I do love, 
To spite a raven’s heart within a dove, bc 
Vio. And I, most jocund, apt and willingly, 
To do you rest, a thousand deaths would die. 
Oli. Where goes Cesario? p 
Vio. After him I love 
More than T love these eyes, more than my life, 
More, by all mores, than e’er I shall love wife. 
do feign, you witnesses above 140 
Punish my life for tainting of my love! _ 
Oli. Ay me, detested! how ai I beguiled ! 
Vio. Who does .beguile you? who does do 
vou wrong? i hrs 
Oli. Hast thou fort thyself? is it so long? 
Call forth the holy father. 
tke, Come, away! 
Ole Whither, my lord? Cesario, husband, 
stay. 
Duke. Husband! 
Oli. Ay, husband : can he that deny? 
Duke. Her husband, sirrah! 
Vio. — No, my lord, not I. 
Oli. Alas, it is the baseness of thy fear 
That, makes thee strangle thy propriety : 150 
Fearnot, Cesario; take thy fortunes up; 
Be that thou know’st thou art, and then thou art 
As great as that thou fear'st, 


Enter Priest. 


O, welcome, father! 

Father, I enntge thee, by thy reverence, 
Here to unfold, though late! iy we intended 

‘o keep in darkness what occasion now 
Reveals before ’tis ripe, what thou dost know 

th newly pass’d between this youth and me. 

Priest. A contract of eternal bond of love, 
Confirm’d by mutual joinder of your hands, 160 
Attested by the holy close of lips, : 
Strengthen’d by interchangement of yourrings ; 


And all the ceremony of this compact But, had it been the brother of my blood, 
Seal’d in my function, by my testimony : I must have done no less with wit and safety, 
hath told me, toward pour a strange regard upon me, and by 
my grave hal 
Thave travell’d but two hours. .,, | £do perceive it hath offended you: 220 
ie @ thou dissembling cub! what wilt Pardon me, sweet one, even for the vows 
NOU 


u # We made each other but so late ago. 

‘When time hath sow’d a grizzle on thy case? Duke. One face, one voice, one habit, and 
Or.will not else thy craft so quickly grow, two persons, 

That thineown tripshall be thine overthrow? 


A natural perspective, that is and is not! 
Farewell, and take her; but direct thy feet x71] Seb, ‘Antonio, O my dear Antonio! 


thou and I henceforth may never meet. | How have the hours rack’d and tortured me, 
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Enter Sim ANDREW. 


Sir And. For the love of God, a surgeon! 
Send one [peat to Sir Toby, 

Oli. What's the matter? 

Sir And. He has broke my head Across and 
has given Sir Toby a bloody Coxcomb too: for 
the love of Goud, your help! I had rather than 
forty pound I were at home. _. 181 

Oli. Who has done this, Sir Andrew ? 

Sir, And. The count's gentleman, one 
Cesario: we took him for a coward, but he’s 
the very devil incardinate, 

uke. My gentleman, Cesario?. 

Sir And. ?Od's lifelings, here he is! You 
broke my head for nothing ; and that that I did, 
i was set on to do’t by Sir Toby. 

Vio. Why do youspeak to me? Inever hurt 

you: 199 
You drew your sword upon me without cause ; 
But I bespake you fair, and hurt you not, 

Sir And. Ifa bloody coxcomb be a hurt, 
you have hurt me: I think you set nothing by 
a bloody coxcomb. 


Enter Sir Tosy and Crown. 


Here comes Sir Toby halting: you shall hear 
more: butif he had not been in rink, he would 
haye tickled you othergates than he did. i 
uke. How now, gentleman! how is *t with 
you? 200 
Sir Zo. That’s all one: has hurt me, and 
there’s the end on’t, Sot, didst see Dick sur- 
geon, sot? 
Clo. O,he’s drunk, Sir Toby, an hour agone; 
his eyes were set at eight 7 the morning. 
Sir Lo. Then he’s a Togue, tand a passy 
measures panyn: I hate a drunken Togue, 
Oli. Away with him! Who hath made this 
eae aa Paes Toby, bi 
in And. elp you, Sir Toby, because 
we'll be dressed together. ’ ob art 
Sir To. Will you help? an ass-head and a 
coxcomb and a knaye, a thin-faced knaye, a 


§ 
Oli. Get him to bed, and let his hurt be 
look'd to. [Ecewnt Clown, Fabian, Six Toby, 
and Sir Andrew, 


Enter SEBASTIAN. 


. Seb, I am sorry, madam, I have hurt your 
kinsman ; 





ll 
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Since I have lost thee! Hath my maid’s garments: he upon some 
Ant. Sebastian are you? action 


Seb. Fear'st thou that, Antonio? 
Ant, atl have you made division of your- 
sel 
An apple, cleft in two, is not more twin 230 
Than these twocreatures. Which is Sebastian ? 
Oli. Most wonderful! 
Seb, Dol stand there? I never had a bro- 


ther; 
Nor can there be that deity in my nature, 
Of here and every where. I had a sister, 
Whom the blind waves and surges have de- 
your'd, : 
Of charity, what kin are you to me? 
What countryman? what name? what paren- 


tage? 

Vio. Of Messaline: Sebastian was my father; 
Such a Sebastian was my brother too, 240 
So went he suited to his watery tomb: 

If spirits can assume both form and suit 
You come tofrightus. : 

cb. _ _ Aspirit Iam indeed ; 
But.am in that dimension grossly clad 
Which from the womb I did participate. 
Were you a woman, as the rest goes even 
I should my tears let fall upon your cheek, 
Andsay ‘Thrice-welcome, drowned Viola!” 

Vio. My father had a mole upon his brow. 

Seb. And so had mine. r 250 

Vio. And died that day when Viola from her 


irth 
Had number'd thirteen years. | 
Seb. O, that record is lively in my soul! 
He finished indeed his mortal act 
That day that made my sister thirteen years. 
Vio. If nothing lets to make us happy both 
But this my masculine usurp’d attire, 
Do not embrace me till each circumstance 
Of place, time, fortune, do cohere and jump 
That Tam Viola: which to confirm, 260 
V'll bring you to a captain in this town, 
Auntie my maiden weeds; by whose gentle 
help 
I was preserved to serve this noble count, 
All the occurrence of my fortune since 
Hath been between this lady and this lord. 
Seb. [Lo Olivia] So comes it, lady, you have 
been mistook; | 5 
But nature to her bias drew in that. , 
You would have been contracted to a maid; 
Nor are you therein, by my life, deceived, 
You are betroth’d both to a maid and man, 270 
Duke Be not amazed; right noble is his 
ood. 
Tf this be so, as yet the glass seems true, 
T shall have share in this most happy wreck. 
[Zo a Boy, thou hast said to me a thousand 
imes 
Thou never shouldst love woman like to me. 
Vio. And all those sayings will I over-swear ; 
And all those swearings keep as true in soul 
As doth that orbed continent the fire 
That severs day from night. 
uke. Give me thy hand; 
And let me see thee in thy woman’s weeds. 280 
Vio. The captain that did bring me first on 
hore 


Is now in durance, at Malvolio’s suit, 5 
A gentleman, and follower of my lady's. fs 
Oli, He shall enlarge him: fetch Malvolio 
hither; 
And yet, alas, now Trememberme, 
They say, poor gentleman, he’s much distract. 


Re-enter CLOWN with a letter, and FABIAN. 


A most extracting frenzy of mineown | | 
From my remembrance clearly banish’d his, 
How does he, sirrah ? 290 

Clo. Truly, madam, he holds Belzebub at the 
staves’s end as well asa man in his case may do: 
has here writ a letter to you; I should have 
given’t you to-day morning, butas a madman’s 
epistles are no gospels, so it skills not much 
when they are delivered. | 

Oli. Open’t, and read it. 

Clo, Look then to be well edified when the 
fool delivers the madman. [Reads] ‘By the 
Lord, madam,’— 300 

Oli. How now! art thou mad? 

Clo. No,madam, I do but read madness: an 
your ladyship will have it as it ought to be, you 
must allow Vox. , is 3 

Oli. Prithee, read i’ thy right wits. ¥ 

Clo. SoIdo,madonna; but to read his right 
wits is to read thus: therefore perpend, my 
princess, and give ear. 


Oli. Read it you, sirrah. [To Fabian. 
Fab. [eacs} “By the Lord, madam, you 


wrong me, and the world shall know it: though 
you have put me into darkness and given_your 
drunken cousin rule over me, yet have I the 
benefit of my senses as well as your ladyship. 
I have your own letter that induced me to the 
semblance I puton ; with the which I doubt not 
but to domyself much right, oryoumuch shame. 
Think of me as you please. I leave my duty a 
little unthought of and speak out of my injury, 

THE MADLY-USED MALVOLIO.” 


Oli. Did he write this? 320 
Clo. Ay, madam. 
Duke. This savours not much of distraction. 


Oli. See him deliver’d, Fabian; bring him 
ither. [Lait Fabian. 
My lord, so please you, these things further 
thought on, 3 . 
To think meas well a sister as a wife, 
One day shall crown the alliance on’t, so please 


you, 
Here at my house and at my proper cost. 
Duke. Madam, I am mest apt to embrace 
your offer. 3 
[Zo Viola] Your master quits you; and for 
your service done him, 
So much against the mettle of your sex, 330 
So far beneath your soft and tender breeding, 
And since you call’d me master for so long, 
Here is my hand: you shall from this time be 
Your master's mistress. 
Oli. A sister! you are she. 


Re-enter FABIAN, with MALYOLIO. 


Duke. Is this the madman? 
y, my lord, this same. 


Oli. A 
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How now, Malvolio! 
al. Madam, you have done me wrong, 
Notorious wrong. i 
Oli. Have I,’Malvolio? no. 
oh ee Lady, you have.” Pray you, peruse that 
letter. 


* You must not now deny itisyourhand: 339 
Write from it, if you can, in hand or phrase ; 
Or say ’tis not your seal, not your invention : 
You can say None of this: well, grant it then 
And tell me, in the modesty of honour, 

hy you have given me such clear lights of 
‘avour, 3 
de me come smiling and cross-garter’d to you, 
To put_on yellow stoc! <ings and to frown 
Upon Sir Toby and the lighter people ; 
And, acting this in an obedient hope, 
Why have yousufter'd me to be imprison’d, 
Kept in a dark house, visited by the priest, 350 
And made the most notorious geck and gull 
That e’er invention play’d on? tell me w bys 
Oli. Alas, Malvolio, this is not my writing, 
Though, I confess, much like the character: 
But out of question ‘tis Maria’s hand. 
And now I do bethink me, it was she . 
First fold me thou wast mad; then camest in 
smiling, 
in | such forms which here were presup- 


Posed — z 
Upon thee in the letter. Prithee, be content: 
This practice hath most shrewdly pass'd upon 
thee; 36 
But mie we know the grounds and authors 


of it, 
Thou shalt be both the plaintiff and the judge 
f thine own cause. 
Fab. Good madam, hear me speak, 
And let no quarrel nor no brawl to come 
Taint the condition of this present hour, 
Which Ihave wonder'dat. In hopeit shall not, 
Most freely J confess, myself and Toby 
Set this device against Malvolio here, 
Upon some stubborn and uncourteous parts 
We had conceived against him: Maria writ 370 
The letter at Sir Toby’s great importance ; 
In recompense whereof he hath married her. 
How witha sporti malice it was follow'd, 
May rather pluck on laughter than revenge ; 
Té that the injuries be justly weigh'd 
That have on’ both sides pass’ 


TWELFTH NIGHT; OR, WHAT YOU WILL 


[Act y 
Ole Alas, poor fool, how haye they baffled 
t! 


e | 
Clo. Why, ‘some are born great, some achieve 
greatness, and some have greatness thrown upon 
them,’ Twasone, sir, in this interlude; one Sir 
Topas, sir; but that’s all one, “By the Lord, 
fool, TY am'not mad. But do you remember} 
‘Madam, why laugh you at sucha barren rascal? 
an you smile not, he’s gagged :’ and thus the 
whirligig of time brings in his revenges, 
Make I'll be revenged on the whole pack of 
ou. att, 
: Oli. He hath been most pakeriously 


H 
1 abused, 
Duke. Pursue him, and entreat 


im toa 


He hath not told us of the eaneain yet: 390 

When that is known and golden time convents, 

A solemn combination shall be made i 

f our dear souls. Meantime, sweet sister, 

We will not part from hence. Cesario, come; 

For so you shall be, while you are a man ; 

But when in other habits you are seen, 

Orsino’s mistress and his fancy's queen, 
[Ezeunt all, except Clown. 


peace : 


Clo. [Sings] f 
When that I was and a little tiny boy, 
With hey, ho, the wind and the rain, 
A foolish thing ‘was but a toy, 400 
For the rain it raineth every day. 


But when I came to man’s estate, 
With hey, ho, &c. 3 
*Gainst knaves and thieves men shut their 
gate, e 
For the rain, &c. 


But when I came, alas! to wive, 
With hey, ho, &c. 3 
By swa, gering could I never thrive, 
For the rain, &c. 


But when I came unto my beds, 
With hey, ho, &c. 
ith toss-pots still had drunken heads, 
For the rain, &c. 


A great while ago the world begun, 
With hey, ho, &c. 
But that’s all one, our play is done, 
And we'll strive to please you ever (an 
wCUbe 


410 
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THE WINTER’S TALE 


DRAMATIS PERSONAL 


LronTes, king of Sicilia. 
MAMILLIUS, young prince of Sicilia. 
CAMILLO, 
ANTIGONUS, 
CLEOMENES, 
Dion, 
POLIXENES, king of Bohemia. 
FLorizeEt, prince of Bohemia. 
ARCILIDAMUS, a Lord of Bohemia. 

Old Shepherd, reputed father of Perdita. 
Clown, his son. 

AUTOLYCUS, a rogue. 

A. Mariner. 


Four Lords of Sicilia. 


ACTIL 
Scene. Antechamber in LEONTES’ palace. 
Enter CAMILLO and ARCHIDAMUS. 


Arch. Té you shall chance, Camillo, to visit 
Bohemia, on the like occasion whereon my ser- 
vices are now on foot, you shall see, as I have 
said, great difference betwixt our Bohemia and 
your Sicilia. 5 

Cam.. I think, this coming summer, the King 
of Sicilia means to pay Bohemia the visitation 
which he justly owes him. 3 

Arch. “Wherein our entertainment shall 
shame us we will be justified in our loves; 
for indeed— 10 
Beseech po APA 
Arch. Verily, I speak it in the freedom of 
my knowledge: we cannot with such magnifi- 
cence—in so rare—I know not what to say. We 
will giye you sleepy drinks, that your senses, 
unintelligent of our insuflicience, may, though 
they cannot praise us, as little accuse us. 

Cam. You bay a great deal too dear for 
what’s given freely. 19 

Arch. Believe me, I speak as my under- 
standing instructs me and as mine honesty puts 
it to utterance. : 

Cam. Sicilia cannot show himself over-kind 
to Bohemia. They were trained together in 
their childhoods ; and there rooted betwixt them 
then such an affection, which cannot choose but 
branch now. Since their more mature dignities 
and royal necessities made separation of their 
society, their encounters, though not personal, 
have been royally attorneyed with interchange 
of gifts, letters, loving embassies; that they have 
seemed to be together, though absent, shook 


Cam. 


hands as over BR gH Rese I 


A Gaoler, 


HERMIONE, queen to Leontes. . 
PERDITA, danghtes to Leontes and Hermione. 
PAULINA, wife to Antigonus. : 
EMILTA, a, lady attending on Hermione. 
Horeee } Shepherdesses, 

Other Lords and Gentlemen, Ladies, Officers, 
and Servants, Shepherds, and Shepherdesses. 


Time, as Chorus. 
ScENE: Sicilia, and Bohemia. 


from the ends of opposed winds. The heavens 
continue their loves! 4 
Arch. Ithink there is notin the world either 
malice or matter to alter it. You haye an un- 
speakable comfort of your young prince Mamil- 
lus: it is a gentleman of the greatest promise 
that ever came into my note. t 49 
Cam. Ivyery well agree with you in the hopes 
of him: it is a gallant child; one that indeed 
physics the subject, makes old hearts fresh: 
they that went on crutches ere he was born de- 
sire yet their life to see him a man. 3 
Arch. Would they else be content to die? 
Cam. Yes; if there were no other excuse 
why they should desire to live. 
Arch. Tf the king had no son, they would 
desire to live on crutches till he had one. 50° 
[Zxeunt. 


Scene IL. A room of state in the same. 


Enter LEONTES, HERMIONE, MAMILLIUS, 
POLIXENES, CAMILLO, and Attendants 


Pol. Nine changes of the watery star hath 


been 
The shepherd’s note since we have left our 
throne é 
Without a burthen: time as long again 
Would be fill’d up, my brother, with our thanks; 
And yet we should, for perpetuity, 
Go hence in debt: and therefore, like a cipher, 
Yet standing in rich place, I multiply 
With one ‘We thank you’ many thousands moe 
That go before it. : 
Leon. Stay your thanks a while; 
And pay them when you part. 
Pol. f Bir, that’s to-morrow. 10 
I am question’d by my fears, of what may 
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Or breed upon our absence; that may blow 

No sneaping winds at home, to make us say 

‘This is put forth too truly:’ besides, I have 
stay’ 


Fer. Not your gaoler, then, 
But your kind hostess. ‘Come, I'll question you 
Of my lord’s tricks and yours when you Were 


joys: 5 

You wee pretty lordings then? : 
Pol. We were, fair queen, 
pr el that thought there was no more be. 
hind 























To tire your royalty, 
Tone if We are tougher, brother, 

Than you can put us to’t. 
Pol. . ,No longer stay. 

Leon. One seven-night longer. 

Pol. Very sooth, to-morrow. 

Leon. We'll part the time between’s then; 
and in that 

ll no gainsayin, 

Pol. 


But such a day to-morrow as to-day, 
And to be boy eternal. 
Her. Was not my lord 
The verier wag 0’ the two? 
Pol. We were as twinn’d lambs that did 
frisk i? the sun, 


Bress me not, beseech you, so. 
And bleat the one at the other: what we 


There is no tongue that moves, none, none i° 


the world, t 20 changed , 
Soon as yours could win me: so it should | Was innocence for innocence ; we knew not 
now, The doctrine of ill-doing, nor drean'd 70 


Were there necessity in your request, although 
*Twere needful I denied it, My affairs : 
Do even drag me homeward : which to hinder 
Were in your love a whip tome; my stay 
To you a charge and trouble: to save both, 
Farewell, our brother. 
CON. Tongue-tied our queen? speak you. 
Her. I had thought, sir, to have held my 
Peace until 


That any did: Had we ursued that life, 
And our weak spirits ne'er been higher rear'd 
With stronger blood, we should have answer'd 
heaven 3 Lote 
Boldly ‘not guilty ;’ the imposition cleard 
Hereditary ours. . 
Her, .__, Dy this we gather 
You have tripp’d since. 
; Pol, O my most sacred lady ! 
You had drawn oaths from him not to stay. | Temptations have since then been born to’s; for 
ou, sir, 2 In those unfledged days was my wife a girl; 
rge him too coldly. Tell him, youaresure 30 | Your precious self had then not cross‘d the eyes 
I in Bohemia’s well 3, this satisfaction Of my young play-fellow. 
The bygone day proclaim’d : say this to him, Her. Grace to boot! 8 
He’s beat from his best ward, . Of this make no conclusion, lest you say 
Leon. Well said, Hermione. | Your queen and I are devils: yet goon; 

Her. To tell, he longs to see his son, were | The offences we have made you do we'll answer, 
strong: i you first sinn’d with us and that with us 
But let him say so then, and let him go; You did continue fault and that you slipp’d not 

ut Jet him Swear so, and he shall not Stay, With any but with us, 
We'll thwack him hence with distafis, On. Is he won yet? 
Yet of your royal presence [Il adventure Her. He'll stay, my lord. 
The borrow of a week. , When at Bohemia Leon. At my request he would not. 
You take my lord, I'll give him my com- | Hermione, my dearest, thou never spokest 


mission To better purpose. 
Lo let him there a month behind the gest Her, ae Never? 
x'd for’s Parting : yet, good deed, conites, Leon. Never, but once. 
love thee not a jaro’ the clock behind Her. What! have I tivice said well? when 
Wee lady-she her lord. Youll stay? wast before? 
0. 


90 
No, madam. | I prithee tell me; cram’s with praise, and 


Her. Nay, but you will? ; make’s 
Pol. : I may not, verily. | As fat as tame things : one good deed dying 
Her. Verily! 


tongueless a” 
Slaughters a thousand waiting upon that. 
Jur praises are our wages: you may ride’s 
With one soft kiss a thousand furlongs ere 
e With spur we heat an acre, But to the goal: 
ly?’ 50 My last good deed Was to entreat his stay ; 
What was my first? it has an elder sister, 


Or I mistake iyou : O, would her name were 
xrace 


! 
But once before I spoke to the purpose: when? 
Ap let me have’t; I long. mgs 
con. Why, that was when 101 
a crabbed months had sour'd themselves to 
lea 


B i Your Guest, then, madam : | Ere I could make thee open thy white hand 
Tobe your prisoner should import offending ; And clap thyself my love: then didst thou utter 
ich is forme less easy to commit I ama yours forever,’ zs 
n you to punch, Her. : jindee 
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You put me off with limber yows 5 but J, 
hough you would seek to unsphere the stars 
with oaths, x - 
Should yet say‘ Sir, no going.’ Verily, 
ou shall not go: a lady’s ‘ Veri 
As potent asa lord’s. Will you go yet? 
Force me to keep you asa prisoner, 
Not like a guest; so you shall Pay your fees 
hen you depart, and save your thanks. How 
say you? 


My Prisoner? or my guest? by your dread 
erily,’ 
One of them you shall be. 
Pol. 


SoENE 11] THE WINTER'S TALE 321° 


Why, lo you now, I have spoke to the purpose 
twice: 
The one for ever earn’d 2 royal husband ; 
The other for some while a friend. 
Leon. a 5 (Essie ‘Too hot, too hot! 
To mingle friendship far is mingling bloods. 
T have tremor cordis on me: my heart dances ; 
But not for joy; not joy. This entertainment r11 
May a free face put on, derive a liberty 
From heartiness, from bounty, fertile bosom, 
‘And well become the agent ; ’t may, I grant; 
But to be paddling palms and pinching fingers, 
‘As now they are, and making practised smiles, 
‘As in a looking-glass, and then to sigh, as 
*twere 4 
The mort 0’ the deer ; O, that is entertainment 
My bosom likes not, nor my brows! Mamillius, 
Art thou my boy? 
Man. Ay, my good lord. 
Leon. TL fecks ! 120 
Why, that’s my bawcock. What, hast smutch’d 
thy nose? . 
They say it is a copy out of mine. Come, cap- 


Tn my green velvet coat, my dagger muzzled, 
Lest it should bite its master, and so prove, 
As ornaments oft do, too dangerous: | 
How like, methought, I then was to this kernel, 
This squash, this gentleman. Mine honest 
_ friend, 160 
Will you take eggs for money? 
Mam. No, my lord, 1’ll fight. 
Leon. Youwill! why, happy man be’s dole! 
My brother. : 
Are you so fond of your young prince as we 
Do seem to be of ours 























? 

Pol. : If at home, sir, 

He's all my exercise, my mirth, my matter, 
Now my sworn friend and then mine enemy, 
My parasite, my soldier, statesman, a MM: 

He makes a July’s day short as December, 
And with his varying childness cures in me 170 
Thoughts that would thick my blood. 

Leon. So stands this squire 
Officed with me: we two will walk, my lord, 
And Jeave you to your graver steps. Hermione, 
How thou lovest us, show in our brother's wel- 

come ; pie 
Let what is dear in Sicily be cheap: 
Next to thyself and my young rover, he’s 
Apparent to my heart. 


tain, 
We must be neat; not neat, but cleanly, cap- 


fain: 
And yet the steer, the heifer and the calf 


‘Are all call'd neat.—Still virginalling er. . Tf you would seck us, 
Upon his palm !—How now, you swanton calf! | We are yours?’ the garden: shall’s attend you 
Art thou my calf? there ? 


Mam. Yes, if you will, my lord. Leon. To your ownbents dispose you : you IL 
Leon. Thou want'’st a rough pash and the 

shoots that I have, 

To be full like me: yet they say we are 

Almost as like as eggs; women say 50, 130 

That will say any thing : but were they false 

As o’er-dyed blacks, as wind, as waters, false 

‘As dice are to he wish’d by_one that fixes 

No bourn twixt his and mine, yet were it true 

To say this boy were like me. Come, sir page, 

OO e On me with your welkin eye: sweet 
villain ! 

Most dear'st !mycollop! Can thy dam?—may % 


be found, 
Be you beneath the sky. [Aside] I am angling 
now, > poe gk) 
Though you perceive me not how I give line. 
Go to, go to! 
How she holds up the neb, the bill to him! 
‘And arms her with the boldness of a wife 
To her allowing husband ! 
[Exeunt Polixenes, Hermione, and 
Attendants. 
7 Gone already ! 
Inch-thick, knee-deep, o'er head and ears a 
a forgdhone i ih , ai 
o, play, boy, play : thy mother plays, anc 
Play too, but so disgraced a part, whose issue 
Will hiss me to my grave: contempt and 


_clamour 
Will be my knell. Go, play, boy, play. There 
have been, R 190 
Or Iam much deceived, cuckolds ere now ; 
‘And many a man there is, even at this present, 
Now while I speak this, holds his wife by the 


2 

Affection! thy intention stabs the centre : 

Thou dost make possible things not so held, 

Communicatest with dreams ;—how can this 
eC f— 140 

With what?s unreal thou coactive art, 

And fellow’st nothing: then ’tis very eredent 

Thou mayst co-join with something ; and thou 


lost, 3 
And that beyond commission, and I find it, 
‘And that to the infection of my brains 
‘And hardening of my brows. ieee 
Pol. : What means Sicilia? 
Her. He something seems unsettled. 
Pol. . = ‘How, my lord! 
What cheer? how is’t with you, best brother? 
Her. _ You look 
As if you held a brow of much distraction : 
Are you moved, my lord? 
Leon. No, in good earnest. 150 
How sometimes nature will betray its folly, 
Tts tenderness, and make itself a pastime 
To harder bosoms! Looking on the lines aU < 
Of my boy’s face, methoughts I did recoil Where ‘tis predominant; and ‘tis powerful, 
Twenty-three years, and saw myself unbreech’d, think it, 
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arm, 
That little thinks she has been sluiced in’s 


absence 
‘And his pond fish’d by his next neighbour, by 
Sir Smile, his neighbour: nay, there's comfort 


in’t 
Whiles ore men have gates and those gates 
open'’d, | jt. 
As pes against their will. Should all despair 
That have revolted wives, the tenth of mankind 
Would hang themselves. Physic for’t there is 
none 5 200 
It is a bawdy planet, that will strike 
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a + be it con- | I may be negli¢ ent, foolish and fearful; 

Tro gat west, north and south: be ne erery on eof these ho man i tee, 50 

No barrica a belly; know’t; But that us negligence, his folly, fear, 
Tort eos Sat the ‘ Among the infinite doings of the world, 
With bag and baggage ; many thousand on’s | Sometime puts forth. In your affairs, my lord, 
Have the disease, and feel ’t not. How now, | If ever I were wilful-negligent, 

oy It was my folly; if rately 

Mam. Lam like you, they say. I play’d the fool, it was my negligence, 

Leon. Wh , that’s some comfort, ‘ot weighing well the end 3 if ever fearful 
What, Camillo there? To doa thing, where I the issue doubted, 

‘am. Ay, my good lord. 210 | Whereof the execution did cry out 260 
Leon. Goplay, famillius; thou ’rtan honest Against the non-performance, ’twas a fear 


man. . [exit Mamillius. | Which oft infects the Wisest : these, my lord, 
Camillo, this great sir will yet stay longer, Are such allow'd infirmities that honesty 


















‘am. Youhadmuchado to makehisanchor | Is never free of. But, beseech your grace, 
hold; e plainer with me ; let me know my trespass 
When you cast out, it still came home. By its own visage : 1f I then deny it, 
Leon, Didst note it? | *Tis none of mine. 4 F 
ee He would not stay at your petitions ;| Zeon, Ha’ not you seen, Camillo,— 
made 


But that’s past doubt, you haye, or your eye- 
Ke business more material. | 


con. Didst perceive it ? 
Caside] They ’re here with me already, whisper- | J 
ing, rounding \ 
‘Sicilia is a so-forth :? tis far gone, ' 
Vhen Ishall gust it last, How came ’t, Camillo, 
That he did stay ? 
aim. At the good queen’s entreaty, 220 
Leon. At the queen’s be’t: ‘good’ should 
be pertinent ; : 
But, so it is, it is not. Was this taken 


aM 4276. 
‘annot be mute,—or thought,—for cogitation , 
tesides not in that man that does not think,— 
My wife is slippery? If thou wilt confess, 
r else be impudently negative, 
To haye nor eyes nor ears nor thought, then say 
Ty wife’sa hobby-horse, deserves a name 
S$ rank as any flax-wench that puts to 


) a Before her troth- light: say’t and justify ’t, 
By any understanding Pate but thine? Cam. Iwould not bea stander-by to hear 


For thy conceit is Soaking, will draw in Ly sovereign mistress clouded $0, without 235 

fore than the common blocks : not noted, is’, | My present vengeance taken : ’shrew my heart, 
Ou never spoke what did become you less 
han this; which to reiterate were sin 

As deep as that, though true. 
- €0n. 

derstand 
Bohemia stays here longer. 

Leon. 


Cam. 
Leon. Ay, but why? 


Cam. To satisfy your highness and the en- 
, treaties 


1 our most gracious misiress, 
Leon, 


a! laughter with a sigh t~a note infallible 
Stays here longer, 230 Sf breaking honesty—horsing foot on foot? 


‘ing Im corners? wishing clocks more 
swift? 


Hours, minutes? Noon, midnight? and all eyes 
Blind th the pin and web but theirs, theirs 
on 


> , 290 
That would unseen be wicked ? is this nothing? _ 
hy, then the world and all that’s in’t is 


‘ Satisfy! 
The entreaties of your mistress! satisfy | 

Let that suffice, have trusted thee, Camillo 
With all the nearest things to my heart, as well nothing ; 

My chamber-councils, wherein, Driest-like, thou | The covering sky is nothing; Bohemia nothing; 


ast cleansed my bosom I from thee departed My wife is nothing : nor nothing haye these 
Lhy penitent reform’d: but we haye been us i mea : E 


q ¢ MK eC nothings, 
eceived in thy integrity, deceived 240 | If this be nothing, 

In that which scems so, : Cam. ‘Good my lord, be cured 
Cam. Be it forbid, my lord | Of this diseased Opinion, and betimes ; 


Leon. To bide upon *t, thou art not honest, aor ‘tis most dangerous, 
(CON, 


Cam. No, no, my lo; _ 

eon, . Lt is; you lie, you lie: 

J say thou liest, Camillo, and'T hate thee, 300 

Tonounce thee a gross lout, a mindless slave, 
r else a hovering temporizer, that 

Canst with thine eyes at once see good and 


> Say it be, ’tis true. 
Zé thou inclinest that way, thou art a coward, f : 
Vhich hoxes honesty behind, restraining 
From course required; or else thou must be 
counted 4 
Servant grafted in my serious trust 
And therein negligent; or else a fool 


hat seest a game Play’d home, the rich stake 


drawn, n Inclining to them both: were my wife’s liver 
«And takes¢ it all for jest. E Infected as her life, she would not live 
Cam... ‘ My gracious lord, 


The Tunning of one glass, e 
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Cam. Who does infect her? | Let villany itself forswear’t. I must 
Leon. Why, ‘he that wears her like her| Forsake the court: to do’t, or no, is certain 


medal, hanging 

About his neck, Bohemia: who, if I 

Had servants true about me, that bare eyes 

To see alike mine honour as their profits, 10 
Their own particular thrifts, they would do that 
Which should undo more doing : ay, and thou, 
His cupbearer,—whom I from meaner form 
Have bench’d and rear’d to worship, who mayst 


see 

Plainly as heaven sees earth and earth sees 
heaven, 

How I am galled,—mightst bespice a cup, 

To give mine enemy a lasting wink ; 

Which draught to me were cordial. 

Cum. 3 Sir. my lord, 
Tcould do this, and that with no rash potion, 
But with a lingering dram that should not work 
Maliciously like poison : but I cannot 321 
Believe this crack to be in my dread mistress, 
So sovereignly being honourable. 

Thaye loved thee,— 

Leon, + Make that thy question, and go rot! 

Dost think I am so muddy, so unsettled, 

To appoint myself in this vexation, sully 

The purity and whiteness of my sheets, 

Which to PHAEIE is sleep, which being spotted 
Is goads, thorns, nettles, tails of wasps, 

Give scandal to the blood o' the prince my son, 
Who I do think is mine and love as mine, 331 
Without ripe moving to’t? Would I do this? 
Could man so blench? £ 

Cam. I must believe you, sir: 
Ido; and will fetch off Bohemia for t; , 
Provided that, when he’s removed, yourhighness 
Will take again your queen as yours at first, 
Even for your son’s sake; and thereby for 

sealing 2 : 
The injury of tongues in courts and kingdoms 
Known and allied to yours. 

On. Thou dost advise me 
Even so as I mine own course have set down 
T'll give no blemish to her honour, none. 341 

Cam. My lord, 

Go then; and with a countenance as clear 
As friendship wears at feasts, keep with 
Bohemia = 
And with your queen. Iam his cupbearer: 
Tf from me he have wholesome beverage, 
Account menotyourservant. = | 
This is all: 


Leon. 
Do’t and thou hast the one half of my heart ; 
Do’t not, thou split’st thine own. 
Cam. \ _ Dll do’t, my lord. 
Leon. I will seem friendly, as thou hast 
advised me. Exit. 350 
Cam. O miserable lady! But, for me, 
What case stand Lin? I must be the poisoner 
Of good Polixenes ; and my ground to do’t 
Ts the obedience to a master, one 
Who in rebellion with himself will have 
All that are his so too. To do this deed, 
Promotion follows. If I could find example 
Of thousands that had struck anointed kings 
And flourish’d after, I’ld not do’t; but since 
Nor brass nor stone nor parchment bears not 
one, 


To mea break-neck, Happy star reign nowl 
Here comes Bohemia. 


Re-enter’ POLIXENES. 


Pol. This is strange: methinks 
My favour here begins to warp. Not speak? 
Good day, Camillo. 3 

fam. } Hail, most royal sir! 

Pol. What is the news i’ the court? 

Can. X Jone rare, my lord. 

Pol. The king hath on him such a counte- 

nance : 
As he had lost some province and a region 
Loved as he loves himself : even now I met him 
With customary compliment ; when he, 372 
Wafting his eyes to the contrary and falling 
A lip of much contempt, speeds from me and 
So leaves me to consider what is breeding 
That changeth thus his manners. 
Cam, I dare not know, my lord. 
Pol. How! dare not! donot. Do youknow, 
_and dare not? “ 
Be intelligent to me: ’tis thereabouts ; 
Tor, to yourself, what ou do know, you must, 
‘And cannot say, you dare not. Good Camillo, 
Your changed complexions are to me & mirror 
Which shows me mine changed too; for I 


must be $ 

A party in this alteration, finding 
Myself thus alter'd with’t. ; 

Cam. There is a sickness 
Which puts some of us in distemper, but 
I cannot name the disease; and it is caught 
Oé you that yet are well. 

Pol. How! caught of me! 
Make me not sighted like the basilisk : 
I dave look’d on thousands, who have sped the 

etter 
By my regard, but kill’d none so. Camillo,— 
‘As you are certainly a gentleman, thereto 39t 
Clerk-like experienced, which no less adorns 
Our gentry than our parents’ noble names, 
In Toes success we are gentle,—I beseech you, 
If you AGW aught which does behove my know- 
ledge . 
Thereof to be inform’d, imprison’t not 
In ignorant concealment. 
I may not answer. 


Cam. 
Pol. A sickness caught of me, and yet I 


well! E 
I must be answer'd. Dost thou hear, Camillo? 


T conjure thee, by all the parts of man 420 
Which honour does acknowledge, whereof the 


least 
Ts not this suit of mine, that thou declare 
What incidency thou dost guess of harm 
Ts creeping toward me; how far off, how near; 
Which way to be prevented, if to be; 
If not, how best to bear it. : 

Cam. : Sir, I will tell you; 
Since I am charged in honour and by him 
That I think honourable: therefore mark my 

counsel, 
Which must be even as swiftly follow’d as 


= 60 | I mean to utter it, or both yourself and me 
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‘4 ight! The keys of all the posterns: please your 
. yp lest. sndiepgoodmigh On, good Camillo. highness sania ote y 2 
Cam. Iam appointed him to murder you. | To take the urgent hour. Come, sir, ay 
Pol. By whom, Camillo im mee wewnl, 
he king. 
rae ye "For what? ACT Ul. 
com a oralaie nay ena ovate SceneI. <A room in LEONTES’ palace, 


* *. 

Ashe had seen’t or been an instrument 
To vice you to't, that you have touch’d his 
Forliddenly 

Forbiddenly. 

Pol. O, then my best blood turn 

To an infected 1 and my name : 

Be yoked with his that did betray the Best! 
Turn then my freshest reputation to ae 
A savour that may strike the dullest nostril 
Where I arrive, and my approach be shunn’d, 
Nay, hated too, worse than the great’st infec- 


20 


tion 
That e’er was heard orread! 

Cam. Swear his thought over 
By each particular star in heaven and 
By all their influences, you may as well 
Forbid the sea for to obey the moon 
As or by oath remove or counsel shake 
The fabric of his folly, whose foundation 
Is piled upon his faith and will continue 
The standing of his body. ¥ 
How should this grow? 

but I am sure ’tis 


430 


ol. 
Cam. I know not: 
safer to Z “ 
Avoid what’s grown than question how ’tis 


orn. 
Tf therefore you dare trust my honesty, 
That lies enclosed in this trunk which you 
Shall bear along Hi aa away to-night! 
Your followers I will whisper to the business, 
And will by twos and threes at several posterns 
Clear them o’ the city. For myself, Ill put 
My fortunes to your service, which are here 
By this discovery lost. Be not uncertain; 441 
For, by the honour of my parents, I 
Have utter'd truth: which if you seek to prove, 
I dare not stand by; nor shall you be safer 
‘Than one condemn’d by the king’s own mouth, 
thereon 
Ss execution sworn. 
Pol. ., 1 do believe thee: 
Z saw his heart in’s face. Give me thy hand: 
Be sk to me and thy places shall 
Sti mein NOur mine. ty ships are ready and 
My people did expect my hence departure 450 
Two days ago. ‘This jealousy i 
Is for a precious creature : as she’s rare, 
Must it be great, and as his person's mighty, 
Must it be violent, and as he does conceive 
He is dishonour'd by a man which ever 
Profess’d to him, why, his revenges must 
In Hat be made more bitter. Year o’ershades 


me: 
Good expedition be my friend, and comfort 


eteracious queen, part of his theme, but 


Of his ill-ta’en suspicion! Come, Camillo; 460 

Twill Tespect thee as a father if 

Thou bear’ St my life off hence: let us avoid. 
Cam. Itisin mine authority to command 


Enter HERMIONE, MAMILLIUS, and Ladies, 
Her. Take the boy to you: he so troubles me, 


*Tis past enduring. . 
Tvst Lady. Come, my gracious lord, 
Shall I be your playfellow ? 
Mam. No, I'll none of you, 
First Lady. Why, my sweet lord? 
Mam. You'll kiss me hard and speak to 
measif _ 
I were a baby still. I love you better. 
Sec. Lady. And why so, my lord? 
Mam. Not for because 
Your brows are blacker; yet black brows, they 
say, 
Becorhe some women best, so that there be not 
Too much hair there, but in asemicircle, 10 
Ora half-moon made with a pen. 
Sec. Lady. _ Who taught you this? 
Mam. i learnt it out of women’s faces, 
Pray now 
What colour are your eyebrows ? 
First Lady. Blue, my lord. 
Mam. Nay, that’s a mock: I have seen a 
lady's nose 
That has been blue, but not her eyebrows. 
First Lady. Hark ye; 
‘The queen your mother rounds apace : we shall 
Present our services to a fine new prince 
One of these days; and then you'ld wanton 
with us 
If we would haye you. 
See. ait She is spread of late 
Into a goodly bulk: good time encounter her! 
Her. What wisdom stirs amongst you? 
fi Come, sir, now % ar 
am for you again: pray you, sit by us, 
And tell'sa tale, PY Y™ f 
Mam. Merry or sad shall’t be? 
er. Asmerry as you will. 
Mam. Asad tale’s best for winter : I have 
one 
Of Sites and goblins, i 
eis eee Let’s have that, good sir. 
Come on, sit down: come on, and do your best 
To fright me with your sprites; you’re power- 
ful at it. 
Mam. There was a man— 
Her. Nay, come, sit down; then on. 
ois Dwelt by a churchyard ; I will tell it 
Soltly 5 3° 
mond crickets shall not hear it. 


Gia ao Come on, then, 
And give’t me in mine ear, 


Enter Leontes, with ANTIGONUS, Lords, 
and others, 


Leon, Washe met there? his train? Camillo 
with him? 
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First Lord. Behind the tuft of pines I met 
them; never 

Saw Linen scour so on their way : Leyed them 
Even to their ships. 

Leon, How blest am I 
In my just censure, in Ne true opinion ! 
Alack, for lesser knowledge! how accursed 
In being so blest! There may be in the cup 
‘A spider steep'd, and one may drink, depart, 40 
And yet para no yenom, for his inowle ge 
Ts not infected: but if one present 
The abhorr'd ingredient to his eye, make known 
How he hath drunk, he cracks his gorge, his 


_ sides, 
With violent hefts. I have drunk, and seen 
the spider, : 
Camillo was his help in this, his pandar : 
There is a plot against my life, my crown; | 
All’s true that is mistrusted; that false villain 
Whom I employ’d was pre-employ’d by him: 
He has discover'd my design, andi, 50 
Remain a pinch’d thing ; yea, a very trick 
Yor them to play at will. How came the 
posterns 
So easily open ? 4 . 
First Lord. By his great authority ; 
Which often hath‘no less prevail’d than so 
On your command. 
Leon, I know’t too well. 
Give me the boy: Lam glad you did not nurse 


Should a like language use to all degrees 
And mannerly distinguishment leave out 
Betwixt the prince and beggar: I have said 
She’s an adulteress; I have said with whom: 
More, she’s a traitor and Camillo is 
A federary with her, and one that knows go 
What she should shame to know herself 
But with her most vile nance that she’s 
‘A bed-swerver, even as bad as those - 
That yulgars give bold’st titles, ay, and privy 
To this their late escape. ¥ 

Her. __ _No, by my life, 
Privy tonone of this. How will this grieve you, 
When you shall come to clearer knowledge, that 
You thus haye publish’d me! Gentle my lord, 
You scarce can right me throughly then to say 
Youdid mistake, : 

Leon. No; if I mistake 100 
In those foundations which I build upon, 
The centre is not big enough to bear x 
Aschool-boy’s top. Away withher! to prison! 
He who shall speak for her is afar off guilty 
But that he speaks. 3 ; 

Her. 5 There’s some ill planet reigns : 
I must be patient till the heavens look 
wale ae aspect more favourable. Good my 

lords, 

Iam not prone to weeping, as our sex. 
Commonly are; the want of which vain dew 
Perchance shall dry yourpities: but Ihave x10 
‘That honourable grief lodged here which burns 
Worse than tears drown: beseech you all, my 

























1m. 

Though he does bear some signs of me, yet you 
Have too much blood in him. 

en. What is this? sport? 

Leon. Bear the boy hence; he shall not 

come about her; 
Away with him! and let her sport herself 60 
With that she’s big with; for tis Polixenes 
Has made thee swell thus. 

cr. But I’ld say he had not, 
And I'll be sworn you would believe my saying, 
Howe'er you lean to the nayward. 

Leon. You, my lords, 

Look on her, mark her well; be but about 
To say ‘she Is a goodly lady,’ and 
The justice of your hearts will thereto add 
‘Vig pity she’s not honest, honourable: 
Praise her but for this her without-door form, 
Which on my faith deserves high speech, and 

straight ; 7° 
The shrug, the hum or ha, these petty brands 
That calumny doth use—O, Tam out— 
That mei oes, for calumny will sear , 
Virtue itself : these shrugs, these huns and ha’s, 
W fe you haye said ‘she’s goodly,’ come 

tween 

Ere you can say ‘she’s honest;’ but be *t known, 
From him that has most cause to grieve it 

should be, 
She’s an adulteress. 


lords, 
With thoughts so qualified as your charities 
Shall best instruct you, measure me; and so 
The king’s will be perform’d! 
Leon. Shall I be heard? 
Her. Who is’t that goes with me? Beseech 
your highness, 
My women may be.with me; for you see 
My plight requires it. Donot weep, good fools ; 
There 1s no cause: when you shall know your 
Inistress) | , 
Has deserved prison, then abound in tears 120 
‘As I come out: this action [ now go on 
Ts for my better grace. Adicu, my lord: 
L never wish’d to see you sorry ; now 
I pets I shall. My women, come; you have 
leave. 
Leon. Go, do our bidding; hence! 
Exit Queen, guarded ; with Ladies. 
First Lord. Beseech your highness, call the 
queen again. | 4 
Ant. Be certain what you do, sir, lest your 
justice : Fi 
Prove polence in the which three great ones 
suffer, 
Yourself, your queen, your son, 
First Lord. Yor her, my lord, 
I dare my life lay down and will do’t, sir, | 130 
Please you to accept it, that the queen is spotless 
I’ the eyes of heaven and to you; I mean, 
In this which you accuse her. 
Ant. é If it PLONE 
tShe’s otherwise, I’1l keep my stables where 
Tlodge my wife; I'll go in couples with her; 
mney when I feel and see her no farther trust 
er ; 


is Should a villain say so, 

The most replenish’d villain in the wor d, 
Be Ge as mney more villain : you, my lord, 80 

'o but mistake. 5 

Leon. ‘You have mistook, my lady, 
Polixenes for Leontes : O thou thing! 
Which I’ll not call a creature of thy place, 
Lest barbarism, making me the precedent, 
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inch of woman in the world, 
Hor een, dram of woman's flesh is false, 


If she be. 
Leon. Hold your peaces. 


First Lord. Good my lord,— 
“Ant. Tt is for you we speak, not for our- 
selves : 140 


‘are abused and by some putter-on 
Tost wal be damn'd Yor *t; would I knew the 
illai A 
i eae y Ronen him. Beshe honour-flaw’d, 
Thave three daughters; the eldest is eleven ; 
The second and the third, nine, and some five; 
If this prove true, they ‘t pay for’t: by mine 


honour, i 
Tl geld em all; fourteen they shall not see, 
To bring false generations: they are co-heirs ; 
‘And had rather glib myself than they 
Should not produce fair issue. 

Leon. Cease ; no more. 
You smell this business with a sense as cold 151 
‘As is a dead man’s nose: but I do see’t and 

feel"t > 
As you feel doing thus ; and see withal 
The instruments that feel. 

Ant. If it be so, 

We need no grave to bury honesty : 


There’s not a grain of it the face to sweeten 
Of the whole dungy earth. eS 
Leon. What! lack I credit? 


First Lord. Ihad rather you did lack than 
I, my lord, = 
Upon this ground; and more it would content 
me 159 
To have her honour true than your suspicion, 
Be blamed for’t how you aight 
Leon. : _ Why, what need we 
Commune with you of this, but rather follow 
Our forceful instigation? Our prerogative 
Calls not your counsels, but our natural good- 


ness 

Imparts this ; which if you, or stupified 

Or seeming so in skill, cannot or will not 
Relish a truth like us, inform yourselves 

We need no more of your advice : the matter, 
The loss, the gain, the ordering on’t, is all 
Properly ours. 


Ant, AndT wish, my liege, x 
You had only in your silent Dee tried ee 
Without more overture. 


Leon. _ How could that be? 

Either thou art most ignorant by age, 

Or thou wert born a fool. Camullo’s flight, 

Added to their familiarity, 

Which wi as gross as ever touch’d conjecture, 

That lack’d sight only, nought for approbation 

But only seeing, all other cireumstances 

Be p to the deed, doth push on this pro- 

ing ; 

Yet, for a greater confirmation, 180 

For in an act of this importance ’twere 

Most piteous to be wild, [have dispatch’din post 

Lo sacred Delphos, to Apolio’s temple, 

Cleomenes and Dion, whom you know 

Of stuff’d sufficiency: now from the oracle 

They will bringall; whosespiritual counsel had, 

Shall pop or spurme. Have I done well? 
First Lord. Well done, my lord. 
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Leon. Though I am satisfied and need no 


more 
Than what I know, yet shall the oracle 1 
Give rest to the minds of others, such as he 
Whose ignorant credulity will not 
Come up to the truth. So have we thought it 
001 

From our free person she should be confined, 
Lest that the treachery of the two fled hence 
Be left her to perform. Come, follow us; 
We are to speak in public; for this business 
Will raise us all. 

Ant. LAside) To laughter, as I take it, 
If the good truth were known. [Excunt. 


go 


Scene II. A prison. 
Enter PAULINA, a Gentleman, and Attendants. 


Paul. _The keeper of the prison, call to him ; 
Let him have knowledge who I am. : 
[Lxit Gent. 
3 Good lady, 
No court in urope is too good for thee ; 
What dost thou then in prison? , 


Re-enter Gentleman, with the Gaoler. 
Now, good sir, 
You know me, do you not? 
Gaol. For a worthy lady 
And one whom much I honour. 
Paul. Pray you then, 
Conduct me to the queen. 
‘aol. I may not, madam: 
To the contrary I have express commandment. 
Paul. Here’s ado, 
To lock up honesty and honour from 10 
The access of gentle visitors! Is’t lawful, pray 
you, 
To see her women? any of them? Emilia? 
Gaol. So please you, madam, 
To put apart these your attendants, I 
Shall bring Emilia forth. 


Paul. 
Withdraw yourselves. 
[Exeunt Gentleman and Attendants. 
Gaol. And, madam, 
I must be ae at your conference. | 
Paul. Well, be’t so, prithee. [Lit Gaoler. 
Here’s such ado to make no stain a stain 
As passes colouring. 


Re-enter Gaoler, with EMILta. 


aan , Dean eile vamens 29) 
‘ow fares our gracious lady 
Emil. As well as one so great and go forlorn 
May hold together : on her frights and griefs, 
Which never tender lady hath borne greater, 
She is something before her time deliver’d. 

Paul. A boy? 

Emil. “A daughter, and a goodly babe, 
Lusty and like to live: the queen receives 
Much comfort in’t; says ‘My poor prisoner, 
Tam innocent as you.’ 

Paul. I dare be sworn: 
These dangerous unsafe lunes i’ the king, be- 

shrew them! ae 

He must be told on‘t, and he shall; the office 
Becomes a woman best; 1’ll take’t upon me 


I pray now, call her. 
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If J prove honcy-mouth’d, let my tongue blister | See how he fares. [Ewit Serv.] Fie, fie! no 
‘And never to my red-look’d anger be thought of him: 

The trumpet any more. Pray you, Emilia, The very thought of my revenges that way 
Commend my best obedience to the queen: Recoil upon me: in himself too mighty, 20 
If she dares trust. me with her little babe, ‘And in his parties, his alliance ; let him be 

T’ll show’t the king and undertake to be Until a time may serve: for present vengeance, 
Her advocate to the loud’st.. We.do not know | Take it on her. Camillo and Polixenes 

How he may soften at the sight o' the child: 4o | Laugh at me, make their pastime at my sorrow : 
The silence often of pure innocence They should not laughif I could reach them, nor 
Persuades when speaking fails. Shall she within my power. 


Emit. Most worthy madam, z A 
Your honour and your goodness is so evident ; Enter PAvLina, with a child. 
First Lord. You must not enter. 


That your free undertaking cannot miss 
A thriving issue: there is no lay living Paul. Nay, rather, good my lords, besecond 
So meet forthis greaterrand. Please your lady- to me: 
Fear you his tyrannous passion more, alas, 

‘Than the queen's life? a gracious innocent soul, 
More free than he is jealous. 

Ant. That’s enough. 30 

See. Serv. Madam, he hath not slept to- 

night; commanded 

None should come at him. . 

Paul. . Not so hot, good sir: 
I come to bring him sleep. nite such as you, 

YY 

















ship 
To visit the next room, I'll presently 
Acquaint the queen of your most noble offer ; 
‘Who but to-day hammer'd of this design, 
But durst not tempt a minister of honour, — 50 
Lest she should be denied. " 

Paul. Tell her, Emilia, 
T’ll use that tongue I have: if wit flow from’t 
‘As boldness from my bosom, let’t not be 


- doubted ‘That creep like shadows him and do sigh 


I shall do good. 5 At each his needless heavings, such as you 
. Emil. Now be you blest for it! Nourish the cause of his awaking: 


Do come with words as medicinal as true, 


I’ll to the queen: please you, come something it i 
Honest as either, to purge him of that humour 


nearer. 
Gaol. Madam, if’t please the queen to send | That presses him from s! cep : 
the babe, Leon. ; What noise there, ho? 
I know not what I shall incur to pass it, Paul. No noise, my lord; but needful con- 
Having no warrant. 2 ference a . 40 
Punt. You need not fear it, sir: About some gossips for your highness. 
This child was prisoner to the womb and is How! 


On. 
Away with that audacious lady ! Antigonus, 
{charged theethatsheshould notcome aboutme: 
I knew she would. 
Ant. Ttold her so, my lord, 
On your displeasure’s peril and on mine, 
She should not visit you. 
Leon. “What, canst not rule her? 
Paul. From all dishonesty he can: in this, 
Unless he take the course that you have done, 
Commit me for committing honour, trust it, 
He shall not rule me. 
Ant. 4 La you now, you hear: 50 
When she will take the rein I let her run; 
But she'll not stumble. a 
Pau. Good my liege, I come; 
And, I beseech you, hear me, who profess 
Myself your loyal servant, your physician 
Your miost obedient counsellor, yet that dare 
Less appear so in comforting your evils, 
Than such as most seem yours: Isay, I come 
From your good queen. 
Leon. Good queen! 
Pau. Good queen, my lord, 
Good queen; I say good queen ; 
‘And would by combat make her good, so were I 
‘A man, the worst about you. 
con. ae Force her hence. 61 
Paul. Let him that makes but trifles of his 
eyes 
First hand me: on mine own accord I'll off; 
But first L’ll do my errand. The good queen, 
For she is good, hath brought you forth a 
daughter ; 


By law and process of great nature thence 60 
Freed and enfranchised, not a party to 
The anger of the king nor guilty of, 
Tf any be, the trespass of the queen. 

Gaol. Ido believe it. ; 

Paul. Donotyou fear: upon mine honour, I 
Will stand betwixt you and danger. [Exceunt. 


Sornr III. A room in LEONTES’ palace. 


Enter LEONTES, ANTIGONUS, Lords, and 
Servants. 


Leon. Nor night nor day no rest: it is but 


weakness 
To bear the matter thus; mere weakness. If 
The cause were not in being,—part 0” the cause, 
She the adulteress ; for the harlot king 
Is quite beyond mine arm, out of the blank 
‘And level of my brain, plot-proof; but she 
T can hook tome: say that she were gone, 
Given to the fire, a moiety of my, rest 
‘Might come to me again. Who’s there? 
Birst Serv. My lord? 
‘Leon. How does the boy? : 
First Serv. He took good rest to-night ; 10 
*Tis hoped his sickness is discharged. 
Leon. To see his nobleness! 
Conceiving the dishonour of his mother, 
He straight declined, droop’d, took it deeply, 
Tasten’d and fix’d the shame on’t in himself, 
Threw off his spirit, his appetite, his sleep, 
‘And downright languish’d. Leave me solely: 


£0, 
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Paul. A most unworthy and unnatural lord 
Can do no more. 

Leon. T’ll ha’ thee burnt. 

Paul. 2 I care not; 
Tt is an heretic that makes the fire, 
Not she which burns int I'll not call you 

tyrant; 

But this most cruel usage of your queen, 
Not able to produce more accusation 
Than your own weak-hinged fancy, something 





















*tis; commends it to your Dlessing. _. 
ade oaaing down the cl ities 
ul 


Leon. $ 
A mankind witch! Hence with her, outo’ door: 
"A most intelligencing bawd ! 

Paul. Not so: 

Tamas ignorant in that as you 

Tn so entitling me, and no less honest 7 

Than you are mad; which is enough, I'll 
warrant, 

As this world goes, to pass for honest. 

Leon. i ‘Traitors | 
Will you not pushherout? Give her the bastard. 
Thou dotard! thou art woman-tired, unroosted 
By thy dame Partlet here. Take up the bastard ; 
Take’t up, I say; give’t to thy crone. 


aul. 

Unvenerable be thy hands, if thou 
Takest up the princess by that forced baseness 
Which he has put upon ‘t! cs 


Of tyranny and will ignoble mah 

yranny and will ignoble make you, 

Yea, scandalous to the world, ae 

e0n. E n your allegiance, 

Out of the chamber with her! ‘Were La tyrant, 

Where were her life? she durst not call me so, 

Forever |lishedid know meone. Away with her! 
Paul. pray you, do not push me; I'll be 


gone. ° 
Look to your babe, my lord; ’tis yours: Jove 


Leon. He dreads his wife. send her, a ff 
Paul. So I would you did; then ’twere past | A. better guiding spirit! What needs these 
all doubt 80 hands? , 

You'ld call your children yours. You, that are thus so tender o’er his follies, 

Leon. ‘A nest of traitors! | Will never do him good, not one of you. 

‘Ant. Iam none, by this good light. So, so: farewell; we are gone. (Eee 130 

Paul. Nor J, nor any con. ‘Thou, traitor, hast set on thy wife to 
But one that’s here, and that’s himself, for he this. 


My child? away with’t! Even thou, that hast 
‘A heart so tender o’er it, take it hence 
‘And sce it instantly consumed with fire ; 
Even thou and none but thou. ‘Take it up 
_ Straight : 3 a 
Within this hour bring me word ’tis done, 
And by good testimony, or Ill seize thy life, 
With what thou else call’st thine. If thou refuse 
‘And wilt encounter with my wrath, say s0; 
The bastard brains with these my proper hands 
Shall I dash out. Go, take it to the fire; 141 
Tor thou set’ston thy wife. = -. . 
Ant. I did not, sir: 
These lords, my noble fellows, if they please, 
Can clear me in’t. : 
Lords. We can: my royal liege, 
He is not guilty of her coming hither. 
Leon, You're liars all. d “ 
First Lord. Beseech your highness, give us 
better credit : 


The sacred honour of himself, his queen’s, 
His hopeful son's, his babe's, betrays to slander, 
Whose sting is sharper than the sword’s; and 
will not— 
For, as the case now stands, it is a curse 
He cannot be compell’d to’t—once remove 
The root of his opinion, which is rotten 
As ever oak or stone was sound. 
con. A callet go 
Of boundless tongue, who late hath beat her 
husband 
And now baits me! This brat is none of mine ; 
It is the issue of Polixenes: 
Hence with it, and together with the dam 
Commit them to the fire! 
‘aul. It is yours; 
And, might we lay the old proverb to your 
Bis, 


charge 
So like you, ’tis the worse. Behold, my lords, 
Although the print be little, the whole matter 
And copy of the father, eye, nose, lip, Wehavealways truly served you,and beseech you 
The ride of’s frown, his forehead, nay, the | So to esteem of us, and on our knees we beg, 
Th val ey, dimples of his chi co | As recompense of our dear services toe 
uF e pare ty ples of his chin and cheek, Past and to come, that you do change this pur 
5 


The very mould and frame of hand, nail, finger : Which iin so horrible, so bloody, must 
ena eeholcocd goddess Nature, which hast aca on too foul issue; we all knee! that 
made it 5 : vin 
So like to him that got it, if thou hast ee Pas canes aera 
The ordering) of the mind too, ’mongst all | Shall I live on to sce this bastard kneel 
N cellent 1 And call me father? better burn it now 
Hovehildven t, lest she suspect, as he does, Than curse it then. But be it; lebitlive. |. 
Be a en not pa aa ce eee You, sir, come you hither; 
* gross hag You that haye heen so tenderly oflicious 
feel Jezel, thou art worthy to be hang’d, With Lady Margery, your midwife there, ‘36° 
hat wilt not stay ner tong nate ae saye this bastard’s life,—for *tis a ae 4 
* he husbands 30 sure as thi Fi —what will you ack 
‘That cannot do that feat, you'll leave yourself. etetaag RELIC ‘ 


My one subject. toe save this brat’s life? 


Once more, take her hence. nt. Any thing, my lord, 
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ScENE 111] 


That my ability, may undergo 

And nobleness impose: at least thus much: 

I'll pawn the little blood which I have left 

To save the innocent: any thing possible. 
Leon. It shall be possible. Swear by this 


sword 
Thou wilt perform my bidding. 
Ant. I will, my lord. 


Laces iat and perform it, see’st thou? for 

the fai 170 

Of any point in’t shall not only be 

Death to thyself but to thy lewd-tongued wife, 

oybon for this time we pardon. We enjoin 

hee, 

As thou art liege-man to us, that thou carry 

This female bastard hence and that thou bear it 

To some remote and desert place quite out 

Of our dominions, and that there thou leave it, 

Without more mercy, to it own protection 

BaD of the climate. As by strange for- 
une 

It came to us, I do in Hustle charge thee, 180 

On thy soul’s peril and thy body's torture, 

That thou commend it strangely to some place 

Where chance may nurse or end it. ‘Take it up. 

Ant. IJ swear to do this, though a present 

death 

Had been more merciful. Come on, poor babe: 

Some powerful spirit instruct the kites and 
Tavens 

To be thy nurses! Wolves and bears, they say, 

Casting their sayageness aside have done 


Like offices of pity. Sir, be prosperous 
In more than this deed does require! And 
blessing 190 


Against this cruelty fight on thy side, 
Poor thing, condemn’d to loss! 
[Exit with the child. 
Leon. No, I'll not rear 
Another's issue. 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv. Please your highness, posts 
From those you sent to the oracle are come 
An hour since : Cleomenes and Dion, 

Being well arrived from Delphos, are both 
landed, 
Hasting to the court. z 

First Lord. So please you, sir, 
Hath been beyond account. 

Leon. ‘Twenty three days 
They have been absent: ‘tis good speed; fore- 


their speed 


ells 
The great Apollo suddenly. will have 200 
The truth of this appear. Prepare you, lords ; 


Summon a session, that we may arraign 
Our most disloyal lad y, for, as she hath 

Been publicly accused, so shall she have 

‘A just and open trial. While she lives 

My heart will be a burthen tome. ‘Leave me, 
And think upon my bidding. [Bceunt. 


ACT TL. 
Scene. A sea-port in Sicilia. 
Enter CLEOMENES and Dion. 


Cleo. The climate’s delicate, the air most 
sweet, 
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Fertile the isle, the temple much surpassing 
The common praise it bears. 

Dion. I shall report, 
For most it caught me, the celestial habits, 
Methinks I so should term them, and the rever- 


ence 
Of the grave wearers. O, the sacrifice ! 
How ceremonious, solemn and unearthly 
It was i’ the offering ! 
C0. But of all, the burst 
And the ear-deafening voice o’ the oracle, 
cin to Jove’s thunder, so surprised my sense, 10 
That I was nothing. - 
_ Dion. f the event o’ the journey 
Prove as successful to the queen,—O bet so!— 
‘As it hath been to us rare, pleasant, speedy, 
‘The time is worth the use on’t. 
C0. Great Apollo 
Turn all to the best! These proclamations, 
So forcing faults upon Hermione, 
Little like. ; a 
Dion. The violent carriage of it 
Will clear or end the business: when the oracle, 
Thus by Apollo’s great divine seal'd up, 
Shall the contents discover, something rare 20 


Even then will rush to knowledge. Go: fresh 
horses ! 
And gracious be the issue! [ZLaewnt. 


ScenelIL. A court of Justice. 
Enter LEonTES, Lords, and Officers. 


Leon. This sessions, to our great grief we 
pronounce, | 5 

Even pushes ’gainst our heart: the party tried 
The daughter of a king, our wife, and one 
Of us too much beloved. Let us be clear'd 
Of being tyrannous, since we so openly 
Proceed in justice, which shall have due course, 
Kven to the guilt or the purgation. 
Produce the prisoner. 

Of. Itishis highness’ pleasure that the queen 
Appear in person here in court. Silence! 10 


Enter Hermione guarded ; PAULINA and 
Ladies attending. 


Leon. Read the indictment. 

Og. [Reads] Hermione, queen to the worthy 
Leontes, king of Sicilia, thou art here accused 
and arraigned_of high treason, in committin, 
adultery with Polixenes, king of Bohemia, and 
conspiring with Camillo to take away the life of 
our sovereign lord the king, thy royal husband; 
the pretence whereof being by circumstances 
partly laid open, thou, Hermione, contrary to the 
faith and allegiance of a true subject, didst coun- 
sel and aid them, for their better safety, to fly 
away by night. 

Bee A Smce what I am to say must be but 

thai 
Which contradicts my accusation and 
The testimony on my part no other 
But what comes from myself, it shall scarce boot, 


me 

To say ‘not guilty’ mine integrity 

Being counted falsehood, shall, as I express it, 
Besoreceived. But thus: if powers divine 


Behold our human actions, as they do, 30. 


CC-0 Kashmir Research Institute. Digitzed by eGangotri 











330 THE WINTER'S TALE 


T doubt not then but innocence shall make 
False accusation blush and tyranny 
Tremble at patience. You, my lor , best know, 
Who least will seem to do so, my past life 
Hath been as continent, as chaste, as true, 
‘As Jam now unhappy ; which is more 
Than history can pattern, though devised 
And play'd to take Spectators: For behold me 
‘A fellow of the royal bed, which owe 
"A moiety of the throne, a great king's daughter, 
The mother to a ho eful prince, here standing 4 
To prate and talk for life and honour ’fore |, 
Who please tocomeand hear. For life, I prize it 
As I weigh grief, which I would spare: for 
honour, ‘ 
"Tis a derivative from me to mine, 
And only that I stand for, Lappeal 
To your own conscience, sir, before Polixenes 
Came to your court, how I was in your grace, 
How merited to be so; since he came, 
With what encounter so uncurrent I 50 
Have strain’d to appear thus: if neo beyond 
Phe bound of honour, or in act or will 
That way inclining, harden’d be the hearts 
Of all that hear me, and my near'’st of kin 
Cry fie upon my graye! 
On. Ineer heard yet 
That any of these bolder vices want 
Less impudence to gainsay what they did 
Than to perform it first. 

Her. | : _ That’s true enough ; 
Though ’tis a saying, sir, not due to me. 

Leon, You will not own it. 

Her. +More than mistress of 60 
Which comes to me in name of fault, I must not 
Atallacknowledge. For Polixenes, 

With whom I am accused, I do confess 

Loved him as in honour he required, 

With such a kind of love as might become 

A lady like me, with a love even such, 

So and no other, as yourself commanded : 
Which not to have done I thinkhad been in me 
Both disobedience and ingratitude 

To you and toward your friend, whose love had 


spoke, | D 
‘Even since it could speak, from an infant, freely, 
That it was ours ow, for conspiracy, 
I know not how it tastes; though it be dish’a 
For me to try how: all I know of it 
Ts that Camillo was an honest man; 
And why he left your court, the gods them- 
selves, 
Wotting no more than J, are ignorant. 
sore You knew of his departure, as you 
know 
What you have underta’en to do in’s absence. 
Her. Sir,. 
7 on es a Janguaze ae at undead not: 
ite stands in the level of your 
Which Tl lay down: ee ge 
On. our actions are my dreams; 
You had a bastard by Polixenes, y 
And I but dream’d it. As you were past all 
sian F 
ose of your fact are so—so past all truth: 
Which to deny concerns more tl ils ; fo 
Thy brat hath heen cast out, ihe toe esis 


No father owning it,— hich is, indeed, 


[Act uy 


More criminal in thee than it,—so thou G5 
Shalt feel our justice, in whose easiest passage 
Look for no less than death. 

Herma Sir, spare your threats: 
The bug which you would fright me with I seek” 
‘fo me can life be no commodity : 

The crown and comfort of my life, your favour, 
Ido give lost; for I do feel it gone, 
But know not how it went. My second joy 
‘And first-fruits of my body, from his preseuce 
Lam barr’d, like one infectious. My third com- 


fort, he 
Starr'd most unluckily, is from my breast, 100 
'The innocent milk in it most innocent mouth, 
Haled out to murder: myself on every post 
Proclaim’d a strumpet : with immodest hatred 
The child-bed privilege denied, which, "longs 
To women of all fashion ; lastly, hurried 
Here to this place, i’ the open air, before, 
T have got strength of limit. Now, my liege, 
Tell me what blessings I have here alive, 
That I should fear to die? Therefore proceed, 
But yet hear this; mistake me not; no life, 110 
T prize it not a straw, but for mine honour, 
Which I would free, if I shall be condemn’d 
Upon surmises, all proofs sleeping else 
But what your jealousies awake, I tell you 
*Tis rigour and not law. Your honours all, 
I do refer me to the oracle : 
Apollo be my judge! 
irst Lord, This your request 
Is altogether just : therefore bring forth, 
And in Apollo’s name, his oracle. 
[Exeunt certain Officers. 

Her. The Emperor of Russia was my father: 
O that he were alive, and here beholding — 121 
His daughter's trial! that he did but see 
The flatness of my misery, yet with eyes 
OE pity, not revenge! 


Re-enter Officers, with CLEOMENES and Dion. 


Of., You here shall swear upon this sword 
of justice, 

That you, Cleomenes and Dion, have 

Been boty ee Delphos, and from thence have 
rough 

This seal’d-up oracle, by the hand deliver’d 

Of great Apollo's priest and that since then 

You have not dared to break the holy seal 130 

Nor read the secrets in’t. " 
0. Dion. All this we swear. 

Leon. Break up the seals and read, 

Of.. [Reads] Hermione is chaste ; Polixenes 
blameless ; Camillo a true subject; Leontes & 
jealoustyrant; his innocent babe truly begotten; 
and the king shall live without an heir, hat 


80 | which is lost be not found. 


Lords. Now blessed be the great Apollo! a! 


Her. 
Leon. Hast thou read truth? 
Of. ‘Ay, my lord; even 80 
As it is here set down. ; oe 
on. There ig no truth at alli’ the oracle: 
The eget shall proceed : this is mere false- 
nood. 


Enter Servant. 
Serv. My lord the king, the king! 
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Leon. What is the business ? 

Serv. O sir, I shall be hated to report it! 
The prince your son, with mere conceit and fear 
Of the queen’s speed, is gone. 


Leon. How! gone! 

Serv. Z Is dead. 

Leon. <Apollo’s angry; and the heavens 
themselves 


Do strike at my injustice. [Hermione swoons.] 
How now there! 
Pau. This news is mortal to the queen: 
look down 
And see what death is doing. 
con. Take her hence : 150 
Her heart is but o'ercharged ; she will recover : 
J have too much believed mine own suspicion : 
Beseech you, tenderly apply to her 
Some remedies for life. 
[Eacunt Paulina and Ladies, with Hermione. 
Apollo, pardon 
My great profaneness gainst thine oracle | 
Ill reconcile me to Polixenes, 
New woo my queen, recall the good Camillo, 
Whom I proclaim a man of truth, of mercy ; 
For, being transnered by my jealousies 
To blood: thoughts and to revenge, Ichose 160 
Camillo for the minister to poison 
My friend Polixenes: which had been done, 
But that the good mind of Camillo tardied 
My swift command, though I with death and 


with 
Reward did threaten and encourage him, 
Not doing’t and being done: he, most humane 
And fill’d with honour, to my kingly guest 
Unclasp'd my practice, quit his fortunes here, 
Which you knew great, and to the hazard 
Of all incertainties himself commended, 170 
No richer than his honour: how he glisters 
Thorough my rust! and how his piety 
Does my deeds make the blacker! 


Re-enter PAULINA. 


Paul. Woe the while! 
O, cut my lace, lest my heart, cracking it, 
Break too! : 

First Lord. What fit is this, good lady? 

Paul. What studied torments, tyrant, hast 


for me? 
What wheels? racks? fires? what flaying? boil- 


ing? 
In Tents or oils? what old or newer torture 
Must I receive, whose every word deserves 
To taste of thy most worst? Thy tyranny 180 
‘Together working with thy jealousies, - 
Fancies too weak for boys, too green and idle 
For girls of nine, O, think what they have done 
And then run mad indeed, stark mad! for all 
Thy by-gone fooleries were but spiccs of it. 
That thou betray’dst Polixenes, ‘twas nothing; 
That did but show thee, of a fool, inconstant 
‘And damnable ingrateful : nor was’t much, 
Thou wouldst have poison’d good Camillo’s 


honour, g 
To have him kill a king ; poor trespasses, _ 190 
More monstrous standing by : whereof I reckon 


~ "he casting forth to crows thy baby-daughter 


To be or none or little; though a devil 
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Would have shed water out of fire ere done’t: 

Nor is’t directly laid to thee, the death 

Of hg young prince, whose honourable 
thoughts, 

qTeouetS high for one so tender, cleft the 
heart 

That could conceive a gross and foolish sire 

Blemish’d his gracious dam: this is not, no, 

Laid to thy answer: but the last,—O lords, 200 

When I have said, cry ‘woe!’—the queen, the 
queen, 

The sweet'st, dear’st creature’s dead, and ven- 
geance for’t 

Not dropp'd down yet. ; 

First Lord. The higher powers forbid ! 
Pau. JI say she’s dead; I'll swear’t. If 

word nor oath x ‘ 

Prevail not, go and see: if you can bring 

Tincture or lustre in her lip, her ore 

Heat outwardly or breath within, L’ll serve you 

As I would do the gods. But, O thou tyrant ! 

Do not repent these things, for they are heavier 

Than all thy woes can stir: therefore betake 
thee 3 210 

To nothing but despair. A thousand knees 

Ten thousand years together, naked, fasting, 

Upon a barren mountain, and still winter 


In storm perpetual, could not move the gods 
To look that way thou wert. 
Leon. Go on, go on: 
Thou cane not speak too much; I have de- 
serve 
All tongues to talk their bitterest. 
Lirst Lord. Say no more: 


ower the business goes, you have made 
au 
TI the boldness of your speech. 

am sorry for’t: 


Paul. 
All faults I make, when I shall come to know 
them, 220 
Ido repent. Alas! I have show'd too much 
‘The rashness of a woman: he is touch’d 
To the noble heart. What's gone and what’s 


ast help 
Should be past grief : do not receive affliction 
At my petition ; I beseech you, rather 
Let me be punish’d, that have minded you 
Of Hi you should forget. Now, good my 

iege, ¥ 4 
Sir, royal sir, forgive a foolish woman: | 
The love I bore your queen—lo, fool again !— 
Tl speak of her no more, nor of your children; 
I'll not remember you of my own lord, 231 
Who is lost too: take your patience to you, 
And J’ll say nothing. f 

con. Thou didst speak but well 

When most the truth; which I receive much 


tter 
Than to be pitied of thee. Prithee, bring me 
‘To the dead bodies of my queen and son: 
One grave shall be for both : upon them shall 
‘The causes of their death appear, unto 
Our shame perpetual. Once a day I’ll visit 
The chapel where they lie, and tears shed there 
Shall be my recreation : so long as nature 241 
Will bear up with this exercise, so long 
I daily vow to use it. Come and lead me 
Unto these sorrows. [Exeunt. 
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But my heart bleeds; and most accursed am I 


SoENE III. Bohemia. A desert country REC | im, he py oath enjoin’d to this. Farewell! 

















the sea. 4 The day frowns more and more : thou’rt like to 
Enter ANTIGONUS with a Child, and @ have 
Mariner. ‘A lullaby too rough: I never saw 


The heavens so dim by day. A savage clamour! 
Well may I get aboard! his is the chase: 
Tam gone for ever. [ t, pursued by a bear, 


Enter a Shepherd. 


Ant. Thou art perfect then, our ship hath 
touch’d upon 


Bohemia ? 
The deserts of Bo bemin te eee read fear 


Mar. a 
We have landed in ill time: the skies look 











grimly ‘ Shep. I would there were no age between 
And threaten present blusters. In my con-| sixteen and three-and-twenty, or that youth 
science, J would sleep out the rest ; for there is nothing in 
The heavens with that we have in hand are| the between but getting wenches with child, 
angry wronging the ancientry, stealing, fighting— 
And frown upon’s Hark you now! Would any but these boiled 


‘Ant. Their sacred wills be done! Go, get 
aboard ; 
Look to thy bark: 17! not be long before 
I call upon thee. 

Mar. Make your best haste, and go not 10 
Too far? the land; ’tis like to be loud weather; 
Besides, this place is famous for the creatures 
Of prey that keep upon’t. 


brains of nineteen and two-and-twenty hunt, 
this weather? They have scared away two of 
my best sheep, which I fear the wolf will sooner 
find than the master: if any where I have 
them, ’tis by the seaside, browsing of ivy, 
Good luck, an’t be thy will! what have we 
here? Mercy on’s, a barne; a very pretty 
barne! A boy ora child, I wonder? <A pretty 
one; a very pretty one: sure, some ‘scape: 
though I am not bookish, yet I can read wait- 


nt. Go thou away: 
T’ll follow instantly. 


Mar. Tam glad at heart ing-gentlewoman in the ’scape. ‘This has been 
To be so rid 0” the business. [Zxit.| some stair-work, some trunk-work, some be- 
Come, poor babe: | hind-door-work: they were warmer that, got 


nt. 

I have peer but not believed, the spirits o’ the 
ear 

May walk again: if such thing be, thy mother 

Appear'd to me last night, for ne'er was dream. 

So like a waking. Tome comes a creature, 

Sometimes her head on one side, some another; 

I never saw a vessel of like sorrow, |. 2r 

So fill’d and so becoming: in pure white robes, 

Like very ennceity she did approach 

My cabin where jay; thrice bow’d before me, 

And gasping to begin some speech, her eyes 

Became two spouts: the fury spent, anon 

Did this break from her : ‘Good Antigonus, 

Since fate, against thy better disposition, 

Hath made thy person for the thrower-out 

OF my poor babe, according to thine oath, 30 

Places remote enough are in Bohemia, 

There weep andleave it crying; and, for the babe 

Is counted lost for ever, Perdita, 

Tprithee, call’t. For this ungentle business, 

Put on thee by my lord, thou ne'er shalt see 

Thy wife Paulina more.’ And so, with shrieks, 

She melted into air. Affrighted much, 

I did in time collect myself and thought. 

This was so and no slumber. Dreams are toys: 


this than the poor thing ishere. I'll take it up 
for pity: yet L’ll tarry till my son come; he 
hallooed but even now. Whoa, ho, hoa! 


Enter Clown. 


Clo. Hilloa, loa! 8 

Shep. What, art so near? If thon7lt seea 
thing to talk on when thou art dead and rotten, 
come hither. What ailest thou, man ? 

Clo. have seen tio such sights, by sea and 
by land} but I am not to say it is a sea, for itis 
now the sky ; betwixt the firmament and it you 
cannot thrust a bodkin’s point. 

Shep. Why, boy, how is it? E 

Clo, Iwould you did but see how it chafes, 
how it rages, how it takes up tlic shore! but 
that’snot tothe point. O, the most piteous cry 
of the poor souls! sometimes to see’em, and not 
to see’em; now the ship boring the moon with 
her main-mast, and anon swallowed with yest 
and froth, as you’ld thrust a cork into a hogs- 
head. And then for the land-service, to see how 
the bear tore out hisshoulder-bone; how heeried 
tome for help and said his name was Antigonus, 


Yet for this once, yea, superstitiously, 4o|anobleman. But to make an end of thes nip to 
Twill be shuared by this, I do believe see how the sea flap-dragoned it: but, first, how 
Hermione hath suifer'd death, and that the poor souls roared, and thesea mocked them; 


and how the poor gentleman roared and the bear 
mocked him, both roaring louder than the sea 
or weather. . 5 
Shep. Name of mercy, when was this, boy! 
lo. Now, now: I have not winked since I 
saw these sights: the men are not yet cold under 
water, nor the bear half dined on the gentleman: 
he’s at it now. 


at would, this being indeed the issue 

Ot Hing Polixenes, it should here be laid, 
Hither for life or death, upon the earth 

Of its right father. Blossom, speed thee well! 
There lie, and there thy claracter : there these; 
Which may, if fortune please, both breed thee, 


arity, L 
An ati ee thine. The storm begins: poor 
ch, 
That for thy mother’s fault art thus e: ed so | the old man! 
To loss and what may folloy! Weep 1 cannot,| Clo. I would you had been by the ship side, 
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‘Shep. Would I had been by, to have helped 


Scenx m1] 


to have helped her: there your charity would 
have lacked footing. 

Sie Heavy matters! heavy matters! but 
look thee here, boy. Now bless thyself: thou 
mettest with things dying, I with things new- 
born. Here’s a sight for thee; look thee, a 
bearing-cloth for a squire’s child! look thee 
here; take up, take up, boy; open’t., So, let’s 
see: it was told me L should be rich by the 
fairies. This issome changeling: open’t. Whiat’s 
within, boy? 

Clo. You’re a made old man: if the sins of 
your youth are forgiven you, you’re well to live. 
Gold! all gold}, 

Shep. This is fairy gold, boy, and. twill 
prove so: up with’t, keep itclose: home, home, 
the next way. We are lucky, boy; and to be 
so still requires nothing but secrecy. Let my 
sheep go: come, good boy, the next way home. 

Clo. Goyouthenext way with your findings. 
J'll go see if the bear be gone from the gentle- 
man and how much he hath eaten: they are 
never curst but when they are hungry : if there 
be any of him left, I'll bury it. __ 

Shep. That’s a good deed. If thou mayest 
discern by that which is left of him what he is, 
fetch me to the sight of him. 

Clo, Marry, will; and you shall help to put 
him i’ the ground. 140 

Shep. “Lis a lucky day, boy, and we'll do 
good deeds on’t. [Exeunt. 


ACTIV. Scene L 
Enier Tre, the Chorus. 


Time. I, that please some, try all, both joy 
and terror 

Of good and bad, that makes and unfolds error, 
Now take upon me, in the name of Time, 
To use my wings. ‘Tmpute it not a crime 
Lo me or my swift passage that I slide f 
O’er sixteen years and leave the growth untried 
Of that wide gap, since it isin my power 
To o'erthrow Jaw and in one self-born hour 
To plant and o’erwhelm custom. Let me pass 
The same I am, ere ancient’st order was 10 
Or what is now received: I witness to 
The times that brought them in ; so shall I do 
To the freshest things now reigning and make 


stale 
The glistering of this present, asmy tale 
Now seems to it. Your patience this allowing, 
T turn my glass and give my scene such growing 
‘As you had slept between: Leontes leaving, 
The effects of his fond jealousies so grieving 
That he shuts up himself, imagine me, 


Gentle spectators, that I now may be 20 


In fair Bohemia; and remember well, f 

IT mentioned a son o’ the king’s, which Florizel 
Tnow name to you; and wit speed so pace 
‘To speak of Perdita, now grown in grace 
Equal with wondering : w hat of her ensues 
List not prophesy ; but let Time’s news 


Beknown when ’tis brought forth. A shepherd's 


daughter, i 
And what to her adheres, which follows after, 
Is the argument of Time. Of this allow, 
If ever you have spent time worse cre how; 30 
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Té neyer, yet that Time himself doth say 5 
He wishes earnestly you never may. [2xit. 


SceneIL Bohemia. The palace of 
POLIXENES. 
Enter PoLIXENES and CAMILLO. 


_ Pol. I pray. thee, good Camillo, be no more 
importunate : ’tis a sickness denying thee any 


thing; a death to grant this. 

Cam. 
country : thane Lhave for the most part been 
aired abroad, I desire to lay my bones there. 


Besides, the penitent king, my master, hath sent 


for me; to whose feeling sorrows I might be 


some allay, or I o’erween to think so, which is 
10 


another spur tomy departure, Z 

ol. As thou lovest me, Camillo, wipe not 
out the rest of thy services by leaving me now: 
the need I have of thee thine own poodness 
hath made; better not to have had thee than 
thus to want thee: thou, having made me busi- 
nesses which none without thee can sufficiently 
manage, must cither stay to execute them thy- 
self or take away with thee the very services 
thou hast done; which if I have not enough con- 
sidered, as too much I cannot, to be more thank- 
ful to thee shall be my study, and my profit 
therein the heaping friendships. Of that fatal 
country, Sicilia, prithee speak no more; whose 
very naming punishes me with the remembrance 
of that penitent, as thou callest him, and recon- 
ciled king, my brother; whose loss of his most, 
precious queen and children are even now to be 
afresh lamented. Say to me, when sawest thou 
the Prince Florizel, my son? Kings are no less 
unhappy, their issue not being gracious, than 
they arein losing them when they have approved 
their virtues. | ; 

Cam. Sir, it is three days since I saw the 
prince. What his happier attairs may be, are to 
me unknown: but 1 have missingly noted, he is 
of late much retired from court and is less fre- 
quent to his princely exercises than formerly he 
hath appear 

Pol. Lhaveconsidered so much, Camillo, and 
with some care; so far that I have eyes under 
my service which look upon his removedness ; 
from whom J have this intelligence, that he is 
seldom from the house of a most homely shep- 
herd; aman, they say, that from very, nothing, 
and beyond the imagination of his neighbours, 
is grown into an unspeakable estate. 

Cam. have heard, sir, of such a man, who 
hath a daughter of most rare note : the report of 
her is extended more than can be thought to 
begin from such a cottage. keep tees 

Pol. That’s likewise part of my intelligence; 
but, I fear, the angle that plucks our son thither: 
Thou shalt accompany us to the place; where 
we will, not appearing what we are, have some 
question with the shepherd ; from whose sim- 
plicity [think it not uneasy to get the cause of 
my son’s resort thither. Prithee, be my pre- 
sent partne! is business, and lay aside the 
ae) ot a s , A 

(um. willingly obey yourcommand. 60 

Pol. My best Camillo! We must disguise 

ourselves. Exeunt. 
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It is fifteen years since I saw my 


Sa 
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ScENELI. A road near the Shepherd's cottage. 


Enter AUTOLYCUS, singing. 


‘When daffodils begin to peer, 
With heigh! the doxy over the dale, 
Why, then comes in the sweet 0’ the year 5 
For the red blood reigns in the winter's pale. 
The white sheet bleaching on the hedge, 
With neign the sweet pirds, O, how they 
sing 
Doth set my pugging tooth on edge; 
For a quart of ale is a dish for a king. 
The lark, that tirra-lyra chants, 
With heigh! with heigh! the thrush and the 
jay, 10 
Are summer songs for me and my aunts, 
While we lie tumbling in the hay. 


T have served Prince Florizel and in my time 
wore three-pile; but now I am out of service: 


But shall I go mourn for that, my dear? 
The pale moon shines by night : 
And when I wander here and there, 
I then do most go right. 
Tf tinkers may have leave to live, 
And bear the sow-skin budget, 20 
Then my account I well may give, 
And in the stocks avouch it. 


My trafficis sheets ; when the kite builds, look to 
lesser linen. My father named me Autolycus; 
who being, as I am, littered under Mercury, was 
likewise a snapper-up of unconsidered trifles. 
With die and drab I purchased this caparison, 
and my revenue is the silly cheat. Gallowsand 
knock are too powerful on the highway: beating 
and hanging are terrors to me: for the life to 
come, I sleep out the thought of it. A prize! 
a prize! 


Enter Clown. 


Clo. Let me see: every ‘leven wether tods; 
crenyitod) yields pound and odd shilling ; fifteen 
hundred shorn, what comes the wool to? 
Ate [Aside] If the springe hold, the cock’s 

ine. 


Clo. Icannot do’t without counters. Letme 


see; what am I to buy for our sheep-shearing | | 


feast? Three pound of sugar, five pound of cur- 
rants, rice,—what will this sister of mine do with 
rice? But my father hath made her mistress of 
the feast, and she lays it on. She hath made 
me four and twenty nosegays for the shearers, 
three-man-song-men all, and very good ones; but 
they are most of them means and Bases 3 butone 
pana amongst them, and he sings psalms to 
hornpipes. I must have saffron to colour the 
warden pies; mace; dates ?—none, that’s out of 
my note; nutmegs, seven; a race or two of 
ginger, putt that may, beg; four pound of 
, and as many of raisins o’ the sun. 
Aut. O that rer wes born! 
rovelling on the ground. 
siete eae 
- O, help me, help me! pluck bu 
these rags; and then, deat deat! poe 
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Glo. Alack, poor soul! thou hast need of 
more rags to lay on thee, rather than have these 


off. S 

‘Aut. Osir, the loathsomeness of them offends 
me more than the stripes I have received, which 
are mighty ones and millions. |. 61 

Clo. Alas, poor man! a million of beating 
may come to a great matter. 

‘Aut. I am robbed, sir, and beaten; my 
money and apparel ta’en from me, and these 
detestable things put upon me. 

Clo. What, by a horseman, or a footman ? 

Aut. <A footman, sweet sir, a footman, 

Clo. Indeed, he should be a footman by the 

arments he has left with thee: if this be a 
fiorsernan’s coat, it hath seen very hot service, 
Lend me thy hand, I’ll help thee: come, lend 
me thy hand. e 

Au. 0, good sir, tenderly, 0! 

Clo. Alas, poor soul! % 

Aut. O, sou sir, softly, good sir! I fear, 
sir, my show der-blade is out. 

Clo. How now! canst stand? 

Aut. [Picking his pockct] Softly, dear sir; 
good sir, softly. You ha’ done me a charitable 


office. r 

Clo. Dost lack any money? I have a little 
money for thee. A 

Aut. No, good sweet sir; no, I beseech you, 
sir: Ihave a kinsman not past three quarters of 
a mile hence, unto whom I was going; I shall 
there have money, or any thing I want: offer me 
no ioe I pray you; that kills my heart. 

Clo. What manner of fellow was he that 
robbed you? go 

Aut. A fellow, sir, that I have known to go 
about with troll-my-dames: I knew him once a 
servant of the prince: I cannot tell, good sir, 
for which of his virtues it was, but he was cer- 
tainly whipped out of the court. 

Clo. His vices, you would say; there’s no 
virtue whipped out of the court :they cherish it 
to make it stay there; and yet it will no more 
but abide. 3 99 

Aut. Vices, I would say, sir. I know this 
man well: he hath been since an ape-bearer; 
then a process-server, a bailitl; then he com- 
passed a motion of the Prodigal Son, and 
married a tinker’s wife within a mile where my 
and and living lics; and, having flown over 
many knavish Tio psegne he settled only in 
rogue: some call him Autolycus. - 

Clo. Out upon him! Dri, for my life, prig: 
he haunts wakes, fairs and hear-baitings. 

Aut. Very true, sir; he, sir, he; that’s the 
rogue that put me into this apparel. x10 

Clo. Not a more cowardly rogue in all, Bo- 
hemia: if I had but looked big and spit at 
him, he’ld have run. : 

Aut. I must confess to you, sir, I am no 
fighter: Iam false of heart that way ; and that 
he knew, I warrant him. 

Clo. How do you now? 

Aut. Sweet sir, much better than I was; I 
can stand and walk: I will even take my leave 
of you, and pace softly towards my kinsman s. 

Clo. Shall I bring thee on the way? _. 

Aut. No, good-faced sir; no, sweet sir. 
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Clo. Then fare thee well: I must go buy 
spices for our sheep-shearing. 

Aut. Prosper you, sweet sir! [Exit Clown.] 
Your purse is not hot enough to purchase your 
spice. I'll be with you at your sheep-shearing 
too: if 1 make not this cheat bring out another 
and the shearers prove sheep, let me be unrolled 
and my name put in the book of virtue! 131 

[Sings] Jog on, jog on, the foot-path way, 

‘And merrily hent the stile-a : 
A merry heart goes all the day, 
Your sad tires ina mile-a.  [Zxit. 


Or I my life. is 
Flo. ‘Thon dearest Perdita, 42 
With these forced thoughts, I prithee, darken 


not 
The mirth o’ the feast. OrI’ll be thine, my fair, 
Or not my father’s. For I cannot be 
Mine own, nor any thin to any, if 
Tbe notthine. To this lam most constant, 
Though destiny say no. Be merry, gentle; 
Strangle such thoughts as these with any thing 
That you behold the while. Your guests are 
coming : J 
Lift up your countenance, as it were the day 
Of celebration of that nuptial which 50 
We two have swom shall come. 
O lady Fortune, 

























Scent lV. Zhe Shepherd’s cottage. 
Enter FLorizeu and PEervIitA. 


tHe These your unusual weeds to each part 
of you 
Do give a life: no shepherdess, but Flora 
Peering in April’s front. This your sheep- 
shearing 
Ts as a meeting of the petty gods, 
And you the queen on't.. : 
Cr". Sir, my gracious lord, 
To chide at your extremes it not becomes me: 
O, pardon, that Iname them! Your high self, 
The gracious mark o’ the land, you have ob- 
_ seured ‘ 
With a swain’s wearing, and me, poor lowly 


maid 
Most goddess-like prank’d up: but that our 
feasts 10 
In every mess have folly and the feeders 
Digest it with a custom, I should blush 
To see you so attired, sworn, I think, 
To show myself a glass. z 
Flo. I bless the time 
When my good falcon made her flight across 
Thy father’s ground. 
Per, Now Jove afford you cause! 
To me the difference forges dread; your great- 


er". 

Stand you auspicious! 
Filo. See, your fests approach 8 

Address yourself to entertain them sprightly, 

‘And let’s be red with mirth. 


Enter Shepherd, Clown, Mopsa, Dorcas, and 
others, with POLIXENES and CAMILLO dis- 
quised. 

Shep. _ Fie, daughter! when my old wife 
_lived, upon 
This day she was both pantler, butler, cook, 
Both dame and servant; welcomed all, served 


all;. 
Would sing her song and dance her turn; now 


ere, 
At upper end 0” the table, now i’ the middle; 
On his shoulder, and his; her face o’ fire | 60 
With labourand the thing she took to quenchit, 
She would to cach one sip. You are retired, 
‘As if you were a feasted oneand not 
The hostess of the meeting: pray you, bid. | 
These unknown friends to’s welcome; for it is 
A way to make us better friends, more known. 
Come, quench your bl ushes and present yourseif 
That which you are, mistress 0’ the feast: 
come on, : 
And bid us welcome to foun sheep-shearing, 
‘As your good flock shall prosper. 
Per. To Pol.) Sir, welcome: 70 
It is my father’s will I should take on me 
The hostess-shipo’ the day. [Zo Cam.] You're 
_ welcome, sir. 
Give me those flowers there, Dorcas. Reverend 


ness 

Hath not heen used to fear. Even now] tremble 
To think your father, by some accident, 
Shouid pass this way as you did : O, the Fates! 
How would he look, to sec his work sonoble 2: 
Vilely bound up? What would he say ? Or how 
Should I, in these my borrow’d flaunts, behold 
The sternness of his presence? 

Flo. Apprehend 
Nothing but jollity.. The gods t hemselves, 
Humbling their deities to love, have taken 
The shapes of beasts upon them: Jupiter 
Becamea bull, and bellow’d; the green Neptune 
‘A ram, and bleated ; and the fire-robed god, 
Golden Apollo, a poor humble swain, 30 
AsIseemnow. ‘Their transformations 
‘Were never for a piece of beauty rarer, 

Nor in a way so chaste, since my desires 
Run not before mine, honour, nor my lusts 
Burn hotter than my faith. 3 

Per. O, but, sir, 

Your resolution cannot hold, when "tis 
Opposed, as it must be, by the power of the 


sirs, 
For you there’s rosemary and rue; these keep 
Sceming and savour all the winter long: 
Grace and remembrance be to you both, 
‘And welcome to our shearing ! 
Pol. Shepherdess,— 
‘A fair one are you—well you fit our ages 
With flowers of winter, 
er. Sir, the year growing ancient, 
Not yet on summer's death, nor on the birth 80 
Of trembling winter, the fairest flowers o° the 
season 
‘Are our carnations and streak’d gillyvors, 
Which some call nature’s bastards: of that kind 
Our rustic garden’s barren ; and I care not 
To get slips of them. 
Pol. Wherefore, gentle maiden, 
Do you neglect them? 
Per. For I have heard it said 


king : s 

One of fiese two must be necessities, 

Which then will speak, that you must change 
this purpose, 
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There is an art which in their piedness shares 
With great creating nature. 

‘0 iE : Say there be; 
Yet nature is made better by no mean 
But nature makes that mean; so, over that art 
Which you say adds to nature, isan art || gt 
That nature makes. You see, sweet maid, we 


marry 
A gentler scion to the wildest stock, _ 
‘And make conceive a bark of baser kind 
By bud of nobler race: this is an art 
Which does mend nature, change it rather, but 
ane art itself is pacar iti 

er". Olt ys ims Sepy ine en 
‘Pol. Then make your garden rich in gilly- 


yors, 
And do not call them bastards. 
Per, Dllnot put 
The dibble in earth to set one slip of them; 100 
No more than were I painted I would wish 
This youth should say ‘twere well and only 
therefore 
Desire to breed by me. Here’s flowers for you; 
Hot lavender, mints, savory, marjoram ; 
The marigold, that goes to bed wi’ the sun 
And with him rises weeping: these are flowers 
Of middle summer, and I think they are given 
To men of middle age. You're very welcome. 
Cam. I should leave grazing, were I of your 


Doi A NORTE 
nd o} ve by gazing. 
Per. u Mes Out, alas! 110 
You ld be so lean, that blasts of January 
Would blow you through and through. Now, 
my fair'st friend, f 
I proud had some flowers o’ the spring that 
might 
Become yourtime of day; and yours, and yours, 
That wear upon your virgin branches yet 
Your maidenheads growing: O Proserpina, 
For the flowers now, that frighted thou let’st fall 
From Dis’s waggon! daffodils, 
That come before the swallow dares, and take 
The winds of March with beauty ; violets dim, 
But_sweeter than the lids of Juno’s eyes — x22 
Or Cytherea’s breath ; pale primroses, 
That die unmarried, ere they can behold 
Bright Phebus in his strength—a malady 
Most incident to maids; bold oxlips and 
The crown imperial ; lilies of all kinds, 
The flower-de-luce being one! O, these I Jack, 
To make fou garlands of, and my sweet friend, 
ote ma o'er and o'er R asi 
0. hat, like a corse ? 
Per. No, like a bank for love to lie and play 


on; 
Not like a corse; or if, not to be buried, 
But quick and in mine arms. Come, take your 


flowers : 
Methinks I play as I have seen them do 
In Whitsun pastorals: sure this robe of mine 
Does change my disposition. 
Flo. i What you do 
eibeiars what is done. When you speak, 
eet, 
Ild have you do it ever: when yousin 
T’ld have you buy and sell so, a give aln 5 
Pray so; and, for the ordering your affairs, 


[Acr ry 
To sing them too: when you do dance, I wish 


you 4 14Q 

A a o’ the sea, that you might ever do 
Nothing but that ; move still, still so, 3 
‘And own no other function : each your doing, 
So singular in each particular, 
Crowns what you are doing in the present deed, 
That all your acts are queens. : 

Per. O Doricles, 
Your praises are too large : but that your youth, 
And the true blood which peepeth fairly 

through’t, aS 

Do plainly give you out an unstain’d shepherd, 
With wisdom I might fear, my Doricles, 150 
You woo'd me the false way. 

Flo. . I think you have 
As little skill to fear as I haye purpose 
To put youto’t. But come; our dance, I pray: 
Your hand, my Perdita: so turtles pair, 
That never mean to part. 

er I'll swear for ’em, 
Pol. This is the prettiest low-born lass that 


ever 
Ran on the green-sward; nothing she does or 
scems 
But smacks of something greater than herself, 
Too noble for this place. 
Cam. He tells her somethin 
That makes her blood look oué: good sooth, 
she is 160 
The queen of curds and cream. 4 
0. Come on, strike up! 
Dor. pois must be your mistress: marry, 
garlic, 
To mend her kissing with | 
DIop. Now, in good time! 
Clo. Notaword, aword ; we stand upon our 
manners. 
Come, strike up! 
[Mfusic. Here a dance of Shepherds and 
Shkepherdesses. 
oie Pray, good shepherd, what fair swainis 
is 
Which dances with your daughter? 
Shep. They call him Doricles; and boasts 
himself 
To have a worthy feeding : but I have it 
Upon his own report and I believe it ; 170 
He looks like sooth. He says he loves my 
daughter : 
I think so too; for never gazed the moon 
Upon the water as he'll stand and read : 
As "twere my daughter's eyes : and, to be plain, 
I think there is not half a kiss to choose 
Wh» loves another best. 
Pol. She dances featly. 
Shep. So she does any thing; though I re- 


port it, 

That should be silent : if young Doricles 

Do light upon her, she shall bring him that 
Which he not dreams of. 180 


Enter Servant. 


Serv. O master, if you did but hear the ped- 
lar at the door, you would never dance again 
aftera taborand pipe; no, the bagpipe could not 
move you: he sings several tunes faster than 
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‘oul tell money; he utters them as he had eaten 
lads and all men’s ears grew to his tunes. 
Clo. He could never come better; he shall 

come in. I love a ballad but even too well, if 
it be doleful matter merrily set down, or a very 
pleasant thing indeed and sung lamentably. 199 

Serv. He hath songs for man or woman, of 
all sizes; no milliner can so fit his customers 
with gloves : he has the prettiest love-songs for 
maids; so without bawdry, which is strange ; 
with such delicate burthens of dildos an 
fadings, ‘jump her and thump her ;’ and where 
some stretch-mouthed rascal would, as it were, 
mean mischief and break a foul gap into the 
matter, he makes the maid to answer ‘Whoop, 
do me no harm, good man;’ puts him off, 
slights him, with ‘Whoop, do me no harm, 
goo man.” 201 

Pol. This is a brave fellow. 

Clo. Believe me, thou talkest of an admir- 
able conceited fellow. Has he any unbraided 
wares ? 

Serv. He hath ribbons of all the colours i’ 
the rainbow; points more than all the lawyers 
in Bohemia can learnedly handle, though they 
come to him by the gross: inkles, caddisses, 
cambrics, lawns: why, he sings ’em over as 
they were gods or goddesses; you would think 
a smock were a shic-angel, he so chants to the 
sleeve-hand and the work about the square ont. 

Glo. Prithee bring him in; and let him 
approach singing. | Z 

Per. Forewarn him that he use no scurrilous 
words in’s tunes. Exit Servant. 

Clo. You have of these pedlars, that have 
more in them than you’ld think, sister. 

Per, Ay, good brother, or go about to think. 


Enter AUTOLYCUS, singing. 
Lawn as white as driven snow; 220 
Cyprus black as e’er was crow; 
Gloves as sweet as damask roses ; 
Masks for faces and for noses; 
Bugle bracelet, necklace amber, 
Perfume for a lady’s chamber ; 
Golden quoifs and stomachers, 
For my to give their dears: 
Pins and poking-sticks of steel, 
‘What maids lack from head to heel : 
Come buy of me, come; come buy, come buy; 
Buy, lads, or else your lasses ery: 231 


ome buy. : i 
Clo. If-L were not in love with non: thou 
shouldst take no money of me; but being en- 


thralled as I am, it will also be the bondage of 
certain ribbons and gloves. 5 

Mop. Iwas promised them against the feast; 
but thicy come not too late now. 

Dor. He hath promised you more than that, 
or there he liars. | 240 

‘Mop. He hath paid you all he promised you : 
may be, he has paid you more, which will shame 
you to give him again. i 

Clo. Is there no manners left among maids? 
will they. wear their. plackets where they should 
Lear their faces? . 1s there not-milking-time, 
when you are going to bed, or kiln-hole, to 
whistle off these secrets, but you must be tittle- 


THE WINTER'S TALE 











337 


tattling before all our guests? ’tis well they are 
whispering: clamour your tongues, and not a 
word more. 25h 

Mop. I haye done, Come, you promised 
me a tawdry-lace and a pair of sweet gloves. 

Glo. Have I not told thee how I was cozened 
by the way and lost all my money? 

Aut. And indeed, sir, there are cozeners 
abroad; therefore it behoves men to be wary. 

Clo. Fear not thou, man, thou shalt lose 
nothing here. i 

Aut. I hope so, sir; for I have about me 
many parcels of charge. 261 

Clo. What hast here? ballads? 

_ Mop. Pray now, buy some: T love a ballad 
in print o’ life, for then weare sure they are true. 

Aut. Here’s one toa very doleful tune, how 
a usurer’s wife was brought to bed of twenty 
money-bags at a burthen and how she longed. 
to eat adders’ heads and toads carbonadoed. 

Mop. Is it true, think you? 

Aut. Very true, and but a month old. 

Dor. Bless me from marrying a usurer! 

Aut. Here’s the midwife’s name_to’t, one 
Mistress Tale-porter, and five or six honest 
wives that were present. Why should I carry 
lies abroad? 

Mop. Pray you now, buy it. 

Clo. Come on, lay it by: and let’s first see 
moe ballads; we’ll buy the other things anon. 

‘Aut. Here’s another ballad of a fish, that 
appeared upon the coast on Wednesday the 
fourscore of April, forty thousand fathom above 
water, and sung this ballad against the hard 
hearts of maids: it was thought she was a 
woman and was turned into a cold fish for she 
would not exchange flesh with one that loved 
her: the ballad is very pitiful and as true. 

Dor. Is it true too, think you? : 

Aut. Five justices’ hands atit, and witnesses 
more than my pack will hold. 

Clo. Lay. it by too: another. 290 

Aut. This is a merry ballad, but a very 
pretty one. 

Mop. Let’s have some merry ones. 

Aut. Why, this is a passing merry one and 
goes to the tune of ‘Two maids wooing a man oH 
there’s scarce a maid westward but she sings. 
it; “tis in request, I can tell you. 

‘Mop. We can both sing it: if thou’lt bear 
a part, thou shalt hear; ’tis in three parts. 299 

Dor. We had the tune on’t a month ago. 

Aut. I can bear my part; you must Know 
"tis my occupation; have at it with you. 

Sone. 
A. Get you hence, for I must go 
Where it fits not you to know. 
D. Whither? Af. O, whither? D. Whither? 
MM. It becomes thy oath full well, 
Thou to me thy secrets tell. 
D._ Me too, let me go thither. 

M. Or thou goest to the grange or mill. 

D._ If to cither, thou dost ill. 310 
A. Neither. D. What, neither? A. Neither. 

D. Thou hast sworn my love to be. 

MM. Thou hast sworn it more to me: 

Then whither goest? say, whither? 


270 
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Clo. We'll have this song out anon by our- 
selves: my father and the gentlemen are in sai 
talk, and we’ll not trouble them. Come, bring 
away thy pack afterme. Wenches, I’ll buy for 
you both. Peday let’s have the first choice. 

‘ollow me, girls. 

Le [Zit with Dorcas and Mopsa. 

Aut. And you shall pay wellfor’em. 

[Follows singing. 


Will you buy any tape, 
Or lace for your cape, 

My dainty duck, my dear-a? 
Any silk, any thread, 
Any toys for your head, 

Of the new’st and finest, finest wear-a? 
Come to the pedlar; 

Money’s a medler, 
That doth utter all men’s ware-a. 


Re-enter Servant. 


Serv. Master, there is three carters, three 
shepherds, three neat-herds, three swine-herds, 
that have made themselves all men of hair, they 
call themselves Saltiers, and they have a dance 
which the wenches say is a gallimaufry of 
gambols, because they are not in’t; but they 
themselves are o’ the mind, if it be not too 
rough for some that know little but bowling, it 
will please plentifully. 339 

Shep. Away! well none on’t: here has 
been too much homely foolery already. I know, 
sir, we weary you. 

Pol. You weary those that refresh us: pray, 
let’s see these four threes of herdsmen. 

Serv. One three of them, by their own re- 
port, sir, hath danced before the king; and not 
the worst of the three but jumps twelve foot 
and a half by the squier. , 

Shep. Leave your prating : since these good 
men are pleased, let them come in ; but quickly 
now. 35r 

Serv. Why, they stay at door, sir. [Ezit. 
Here a dance of twelve Satyrs. 

O, father, you'll know more of that 


329 
[Bvit. 


Pol. 


ereafter. 

[To Cam.] Is it not too far gone? "Tis time 
to part them. 

He’s simple and tells much. [Zo Flor.] How 
now, fairshepherd! 

Your heart is full of something that does take 

Your mind from feasting. Sooth, when I was 


youn ; 
And handed love as you do, I was wont 
To load my she with knacks: I would have 


ransac! 
The pedlar’s silken treasury and have pour’d it 
To her mevetance yOu have lethim go 361 
And nothing mai with him. If your lass 
Interpretation should abuse and cali this 
Your lack of love or bounty, you were straited 
Fora reply, at least if you make a care 
Of happy holding her. 

Flo. Old sir, I know 


She Prizes not such trifles as these are : 
The ee she looks from me are pack’d and 
Up in my heart; which I have given already, 
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[Act rv 
But not deliver’d. O, hear me breathe my life 


d | Before this ancient sir, who, itshould seem, 371 


aah atte loved! I take thy hand, this 

hand a * 

‘As soft as doye’s down and as white as it, 

Or ertopae tooth, or the fann’d snow that’s 
bolted 

By the northern blasts twice o'er. 

%, ‘ol. What follows this? 
How prettily the young swain seems to wash 
The hand was fair before! I have put you out: 
But to your protestation ; let me hear 
What you profess, ; 

Filo. Do, and be witness to’t. 379 

Pol. And this my neighbour too? 

0. And he, and more 
Than he, i fase men, the earth, the heavens, 
and all: 
That, were I crown’d the mostimperial monarch, 
Thereof most worthy, were I the fairest youth 
That ever made eye swerve, had force and 
knowledge . 
ore than was ever man’s, I would not prize 
them. 
Without her love; for her employ them all; 
Commend them and condemn them to her 
service oe 
Or to their own perdition. __ 
. Fairly offer'd. 


“ol, 
Cam. This shows a sound affection. 


hep. $ But, my daughter, 
Say you the like to him? 

Per. 2 I cannot speak 390 
So well, nothing so well ; no, nor mean better: 
By the pattern of mine own thoughts I cut out 
The purity of his. 

Shep. Take hands, a bargain! 

And, friends unknown, you shall bear witness 


I give my daughter to him, and will make 

Her portion equal his. 
Flo. | O, that must be 

T the virtue of your daughter: one being dead, 

I shall have more than you can dream of yet; 

Enough then for your wonder. But, come on, 

Contract us fore these witnesses. 


Shep. Come, your hand; 
And, daughter, yours. 

Pol. Soft, swain, awhile, beseech you; 
Have you a father? . 
Flo, Thave: but what of him? 

Pol. Knows he of this? 
Flo, 4 He neither does nor shall. 
Pol. Methinks a father 
Is at the nuptial of his son a guest 
That best becomes the table. Pray you once 
more, 
Ts not your father grown incapable 
Of reasonable affairs? is he not stupid 
With age and altering rheums? can he speak? 
hear? aoe 
Know man from man? dispute his own estate? 
Lies he not bed-rid? and again does nothing 
But what he did being childish? A 
Flo. & No, good sir: 
He has his health and ampler strength indeed 
Than most haye of his age. 
‘ol. By my white beard, 
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You offer him, if this be so, a wrong 
Something unfilial; reason my son 
Should choose himself a wife, but as good 
reason 
The father, all whose joy is nothing else 
But fair posterity, should hold some counsel 
In such a business. 
Flo. T yield all this; 
But for some other reasons, my grave sir, 
Which ‘tis not fit you know, J not acquaint 
My father of this business. 
Pol. Let him know’t. 
Flo. He shall not. 





420 


Pol. Prithee, let him. 
Flo. Z No, he must not. 
Shep. Let him, my son: he shall not need 
to grieve i 
At knowing of thy choice. 
Ilo. Come, come, he must not. 
Mark our contract. 
Pol. Mark your divorce, young sir, 


er vering himself. 

Whom son I dare not call ; thou art, too base 

To be acknowledged : thoua sceptre’s heir, 

That thus attect’st a sheep-hook! Thou old 
traitor, 

Lam sorry that by hanging thee I can 

But shorten thy life one week. And 
fresh piece 

Of excellent witchcraft, who of force must know 

The royal fool thou copest with,— 


431 
thou, 


Shep. , my heart! 

Pol. Vl have thy beauty scratch’d with 
briers, and made 

More homely than thy state. For thee, fond 


OY, 
IfI may ever know thou dost but sizh 
That thou no more shalt see this knack, as 


never 
I mean thou shalt, we'll bar thee from suc- 
_ cession ; P 

Not hold thee of our blood, no, not our kin, 449 

Far than Deucalion off: mark thou my words : 

OU us to the court. Thou churl, for this 
AME, 

Though full of our displeasure, yet we free thee 

¥rom the dead blow of it. And you, enchant- 


ment,— 3 
Worthy enough a herdsman ; yea, him too, | 
That makes himself, but for our honour therein, 
Unworthy thee,—if ever henceforth thou 
These rural latches to his entrance open, 
Or hoop his body more with thy embraces, 


L will devise a death as cruel for thee 450 
‘As thou art tender to ’t. rac. 
Per. Even here undone! 


I was not much afeard ; for once or twice 
Twas about to speak and tell him plainly, 
The selfsame sun that shines upon his cow 
Hides not his visage from our cottage but 
Looks on alike. Will’t please you, sir, be 


one? 
I told you what would come of this: beseech 
you, ; 
Of vere own state take care: this dream of 
mine,— 


Being now awake, I’ll queen it no inch farther, 
But milk my ewes and weep. 
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Cum. Why, how now, father! 
Speak ere thou diest.. i 
Shep. T cannot speak, nor think, 
Nor dare to kmow that which I know. | O sir! 
You have undone a man of fourscore three, 
That thought to fill his grave in quict, yea, 
‘To die upon the bed my father died, 
Fo lie close by his honest bones: but now. 
Some hangman must put on my shroud and 
lay me < 
Where no priest shovels in dust. O cursed 
wretch, E 
That knew’st this was the prince, and wouldst 
adventure 47t 
To mingle faith with him! Undone! undone! 
If I might die within this hour, I have lived | 
To die when I desire. [Lrit. 
Filo. Why look you so upon me? 
Lam but sorry, not afeard; delay'd, 
But nothing alter'd : what I was, Lam; 
More straining on for plucking back, not fol- 
lowing | 
My leash unwillingly. , 
Cam. Gracious my lord, — 
You know your father’s temper: at this time 
He will allow no speech, which I do guess 
You do not purpose to him ; and as hardly 
Will he endure your, sight as yet, I fear: 
Then, till the fury of his highness settle, 
Come not before him., 
Flo, 5 I not purpose it 
I think, Camillo? 


Cam. Even he, my lord. 
Per. How often have Ttoid you ’twould be 
thus! | 

How often said, my dignity would last 
But till *twere known! : 

Flo. Tt cannot fail but by 
The violation of my faith ; and then 
Let nature crush the sides o’ the earth together 
‘And mar the seeds within! Lift up thy looks: 
From my succession wipe me, father; 49a 
Am heir to my affection. Z 

Cam. Be advised. 

Flo. Iam, and by my fancy: if my reason 
Will thereto be obedient, I have reason ; 
If not, my senses, better pleased with madness, 
Do bid it welcome. 


Cam. F 
Flo, So callit: b 
I needs must think it honesty. 
Not for Bohemia, nor the pomp that may 
Be thereat glean’d, for all the sun secs or _ 499 
The close earth wombs or the profound seas hide 
In unknown fathoms, will I break my oath 
fo this my fair beloved : therefore, I pray you 
As you A ever been my father’s honour’ 
riend, E 
When he shall miss me,—as, in faith, I mean 


480 


This is desperate, sir. 
but it does fulfil my vow ; 
Camillo, 


nol 

To see him any more,—cast your good counsels 
Upon his passion : let myself and fortune 
Tug-for the time to come. This you may know 
And 80 deliver, Iam put to sea 

With her whom here I cannot hold on shore; 
And most opportune toourneed Ihave — sro 
A vessel rides fast by, but not prepared 

For this design. What course I mean to hold 
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He chides to hell and bids the other grow 


i ge, nor A 
Shall nothing benefit your knowledge, 1 He chides t thought or time. 


Concern me the reporting. 





















. O my lord! Flo. _..,,. Worthy Camillo, 
I Cam your spirit were easier for advice, What colour for my visitation shall 
Or stronger for your need. ‘ Hold up before him ? . 
Flo. Hark, Perdita. [Drawing her aside. Cam. Sent by the king your father 


To greet him and to give him comforts. Sir, 
‘The mamner of your Hearing towards him, with 
What you as from your father shall deliver, 
Things known betiixt us three, L’ll write you 


L’'ll hear you by and by. 2 

am. 2 ‘He’s irremoveable, 
Resolved for flight. Now were I happy, if 
His going I could frame to serve my turTl, 
Save him from danger, do him love and honour, 
Purchase the sight again of dear Sicilia 52% 
‘And that unhappy king, my master, whom 
Iso much thirst to see. 





down : z __ 878 
The which shall point you forth at every sitting 
What you must say ; hat he shall not perceive 

But that you have your father 


‘And speak his very heart. 





's bosom there 


0. Now, good Camillo ; d 
Tam 60 fraught with curious business that Elo. . _ ._, Lam bound to you; 
T leave out ceremony. There is some sap in this. Si 
Sir, I think Cam. A course more promising 


Than a wild dedication of yourselves 

To unpath’d waters, undream’d shores, most 
certain 

To miseries enough ; no hope to help you, 

But as you shake off one to take another; 

Nothing so certain as your anchors, who 580 

Do their best office, if tee can but stay you 

Where youll be loath to be: besides you know 

Prosperity’s the very bond of love, 

Whose fresh complexion and whose heart to- 
gether 

Affliction alters. 


‘am. 
You have heard of my poor services, i’ the love 
That I have borne your father? 

Flo. E Very nobly 
Have you deserved: it is my father’s music 
To speak your deeds, not little of his care 
To have them recompensed as thought on. 

Cam. Well, my lord, 
If you may please to think I love the king 537 
‘And through him what is nearest to him, 

which. is Ly oth: 
Your gracious self, embrace bué my direction : 
If your more ponderous and settled project 
May suffer alteration, on mine honour, 
I'll point you where you shall have such 
receiving iy 

As shall become your highness; where you may 
Enjoy your mistress, from the whom, I see, 
There’s no disjunction to be made, but by— 
As heavens forfend !—vour ruin; marry her, 
And, with my best endeavours in your absence, 
Your discontenting father strive to qualify 
And bring him up to liking. 

Flo. : How, Camillo, 
May this, almost a miracle, be done? 
That I may call thee something more than man 


Ci". One of these is true: 
J think affliction may subdue the cheek, 
But not take in the mind. 
Cam. Yea, say you so? 
There shall not at your father’s house these 
seven years 
Be born another such. 
lo. My good Camillo, 
She is as forward of her breeding as 590 
+She is? the rear our birth. seat 
Cam. . T cannot say ’tis pity 
She lacks instructions, for she seems a mistress 
To most that teach. 


And after that trust to thee. Per. Your pardon, sir ; for this 
Cam. vy) Have you thought on | I’ll blush you thanks, 
A place whereto you'll go? Fl My prettiest Perdita! 


Flo. 

But O, the thorns we stand upon! Camillo, 
Preserver of my father, now of me, 

The medicine of our house, how shall we do? 
We are not furnish’d like Bohemia’s son, 
Nor shall appear in Sicilia. 


Flo. Not any yet: 
But as the unthought-on accident is guilty 
To what we wildly do, so we profess 
Ourselves to be the slaves of chance and flies 
Of every wind that blows. 


Cam. F ‘Then list tome: 551|_ Cam. My lord, 
This follows, if you will not’ change your | Fear ‘none of this: I think you know my 
fortunes 600 


purpose FIAT 
But undergo this flight, make for Sicilia, 


Do all lie there: i a 
And there present yourself and your fair de Miers aut spall peso 


To have you royally appointed as if 


rincess, The scene e, Jor instanc 
For so I see she must be, ’fore Leontes : i PEELS ete a ae lis 


She shall be habited as it becomes 

The partner of your bed. Methinks I see 
Leontes opening his free arms and weeping 
His welconies forth; asks thee the son forgive- 


ness, : 

As *twere i’ the father’ ; ki 4 
eye er’s person; kisses es 

Of your fresh princess ; o’er and o’erdivides him 


sie his unkindness and his kindness; the 


sir, 
That you may know you shall not want, one 
sont [They talk aside. 


Re-enter’ AUTOLYOUS. 

Aut, Ha, ha} what a fool Honesty is! and 
Trust, his sworn brother, a very simple gentle- 
man! I have sold all my. trumpery; not 
counterfeit stone, not a ribbon, glass, pom- 
ander, brooch, table-book, ballad, knife, tape, 
glove, shoe-tie, bracelet, horn-ring, to keep MY 
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re fasting: they throng who should 
buy first, as if my trinkets had been hallowed 
and brought a benediction to the buyer: by 
which means I saw whose purse was best in 
picture; and what I saw, to my good use I 
remembered. My clown, who wants but, some- 
thing to be a reasonable man, grew so in love 
with the wenches’ song, that he would _noé stir 
his pettitoes till he had both tune and words; 
which so drew the rest of the herd to me 
that all their, other senses stuck in ears: you 
might have pinched a placket, it was senseless ; 
‘twas nothing to geld a codpicce of a purse; I 
could have filed keys off that hung in chains: 
no hearing, no feeling, but my sir’s song, and 
admiring the nothing of it. So that in this 
time of lethargy I picked and cut most of their 
festival purses ; and had not the old man come 
in with a whoo-bub against his daughter and 
the king’s son and scared my choughs from the 
chaff, I had not left a purse alive in the whole 
army. 2 630 
[Camillo, Florizel, and Perdita come forward. 

Cam. Nay, but my letters, by this means 

being there | 

So soon as you.arrive, shall clear that doubt. 

Flo. And those that you’ll procure from 

King Leontes— 
Cam. Shall satisfy your father. 


Per. Happy be you! 
All that you speak shows fair. 
Cam. Who have we here? 


[Seeing Autolycus. 

We'll make an instrument of this, omit 
Nothing may give us aid. 

Aut. If they have overheard me now, why, 
hanging. 39 

Cam. How now, good fellow! why shakest 
thou so? Fear not, man; here’s no harm in- 
tended to thee. i 

Aut, Tama Pood fellow, sir. K 

Cam. Why, be so still; here’s nobody, will 
steal that from thee ; yet for the outside of thy 
poverty we must make an exchange; therefore 
disease thee instantly,—thou must think there’s 
a, necessity in’t,—and change garments with 
this gentleman : though the pennyworth on his 
side be the worst, yet hold thee, there ’s some 
boot. ait , 65° 

‘Aut. I am a poor fellow, sir. [Aside] I 
know ye well enough. |. 
_ Cam. Nay, prithee, dispatch : the gentleman 
is half flayed already. 7 5 

Aut. Are you in earnest, sir? [Aside] I 
smell the trick on’t. . 

Flo. ebisratee I prithee. 

‘Aut. Indecd, {have had earnest; but I can- 
not with conscience take it. 

Cam. Unbuckle, unbuckle. 660 

(florizel and Autolycus exchange garments. 
Fortunate mistress,—let my prophecy 
Come home to ye !—you must retire yourself 
Into some covert : take your sweetheart’s hat 
‘And pluck it o'er your brows, mufile your face, 
Dismantle you, and, as you can, disliken 
The truth of your own seeming , that you may— 
For I do fear eyes over—to shipboard 
Get undescried. 
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Per. I sce the play so lies 
That I must bear a part. 
i No remedy. 669 


‘am. 
Have you done there? 
Flo. Should I now meet my father. 
He would not call me son. 
Can. Nay, you shall haye no hat. 
Giving it to Perdita. 
Farewell, my friend. ; 
Aut. Adieu, sir. 
Flo. O Perdita, what have we twain forgot! 
Pray you, a wort. 
Cam. [Aside] What I do next, shall be to 
tell the king 
Of this escape and whither they are bound; 
Wherein my hope is 1 shall so prevail 
To force him after: in whose company 
Ishall review Sicilia, for whose sight 
Thaye a woman’s longing. 

Flo. 3 Fortune speed us! 
Thus we set on, Camillo, to the sea-side, 68x 
Cam. The swifter speed the better. . 

[Exeunt Florizel, Perdita, ond Camillo. 
Aut. I understand the business, [hearit; to 
have an open ear, a quick eye, and a nimble 
hand, is necessary for a cut-purse; a good nose 
is requisite also, to smell out work for the other 
senses. 


Come, lady, come. 


L see this is the time that the unjust 
man doth thrive. What an exchange had this 
been without boot! What a boot is here with 
this exchange! Sure the gods do this year 
connive at us, and we may do any thing ex 
tempore. The prince himself is about a piece 
of iniquity, stealing away from his father with 
his clog at his heels: if I thought it were a piece 
of honesty to acquaint the king wathal, I would 
not do’t: L hold it the more knavery to con- 
ceal it; and therein am I constant to my pro- 
fession. 

Re-enter Clown and Shepherd. 


Aside, aside; here is more matter for a hot 
brain: every, lane’s end, every shop, church, 
session, hanging, yields a careful man work. 

Clo. See, see; what a man you are now! 
There is no other way but to tell the king 
she’s a changeling and none of your flesh and 
blood. 

Shep. _Nay, but hear me. 

Clo. Nay, but hear me. 

Shep. Go to, then. 

Clo. She being none of your flesh and blood, 
your flesh and blood has not offended the king ; 
and so your flesh and blood is not to be punished 
by him. Show those things you found about 
her, those secret things, all but what she has 
with her: this being done, Iet the law go whistle: 
I warrant you, . 

Shep. 1 will tell the king all, every word, 
yea, and his son's pranks too; who, I may say, 
is no honest man, neither to_his father nor to 
me, to go about to make me the king's brother- 
in-law. 720 

Clo. Indeed, brother-in-law was the farthest 
off you could have been to him and then your 
blood had been the dearer by I know how much 
anounce. — rt : 

Aut. [Aside] Very wisely, puppics! 
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. Well, let us to the king: there is that 

in this fardel will make him scratch his beard. 
‘Aut. [Aside] I know not what impediment 
this complaint may be to theflight of my master. 
Clo. Pray heartily he be at palace. 730 
Aut, [Aside] Though I am not naturally 
honest, I am so sometimes by chance: let me 
pocket up my pedlar’s excrement. | [Lakes off 
a Salse beard.) How now, rustics! whither 


are you bound? aS i 
Shep. ‘To the palaces an it like your worship. 
‘Aut. Your atfairs there, what, with whom, 


the condition of that fardel, the place of your 
clyrelling) your names, your ages, of wha 
having, breeding, and any thing that is fitting 
to be known, discover. _ , 740 

Clo. Weare but plain fellows, sir. 

Aut. A lie; you are rough and hairy. Let 
me have no lying: it becomes none but trades- 
men, and they often give us soldiers thelie: but 
we pay them for it with stamped coin, not 
stabbing steel; therefore they do not give us 
the lie. 

Clo. Your worship had like to have given 
us one, if you had not taken yourself with the 
manner. $ 3 75% 

Shep. _Are you a courtier, an’t like you, sir? 

Aut. Whether it like me or no, I am a 
courtier, Seest thou not the air of the court 
jn these enfoldings ? hath not my gait in it the 
measure of the court? receives not thy nose 
court-odour from me? reflect Inot on thy base- 
ness court-contempt? Thinkest thou, for that I 
insinuate, or ttoaze from thee thy business, lam 
therefore no courtier? Iam courtier cap-a-pe ; 
and one that will either push on or pluck back 
thy business there: whereupon I command thee 
to open thy affair, oe 

Shep. My business, sir, is to the king. 

Aut. What advocate hast thou to him? 

Shep. I know not, an’t like you. 

Clo, Advocate’s the court-word for a phea- 
sant: say you have none. 

‘Shep. None, sir; I have no pheasant, cock 
nor hen. 77° 

Aut. How blessed are we that are not simple 

men! 
Yet nature might have made me as these are, 
Therefore Twill not disdain. 

Clo, This cannot be but a great courtier. 

Shep. His garments are rich, but he wears 
them not han eOmENy 

Clo. He seems to be the more noble in being 
fantastical : a great man, J’ll warrant; I know 
by the picking on’s teeth. ? 

‘Aut. The fardel there? what’s i’ the fardel? 
Wherefore that Lox? 781 

Shep. Sir, there lics such secrets in this fardel 
and box, which none must know but the king; 
and which he shall know within this hour, if I 
may come to the speech of him. 

Aut. Age, thou hast lost thy labour. 

Shep. Why, sir? 

Aut, Thekingis not atthe palace; he is gone 
aboard a new ship to purge melancholy and air 
himself; for, if thou beest capable of things 
pati thou must know the king is full of 
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t | have his daughter come into grace! 





[Act iv 


. So tis said, sir; about his son, that 
should have married a shepherd's daughter. 

‘Aut. Ifthat shepherd be not in hand-fast, let 
him fly : the curses he shall have, the tortures he 
shall feel, will break the back of man, the heart 
of monster. f 

Clo. Think you s0, sir? ’ 

Aut. Not he alone shall suffer what wit can 
make heavy and yengeance bitter; but those that 
are germane to him, though removed fifty times, 
shallall come under thehangman : which though 
it be great pity, yet it is necessary. An old 
sheep-whistling rogue, a ram-tender, to offer to 

! Some say 
he shall be stoned ; but that death is too soft for 
him, say I: draw our throne into a sheep-cote! 
all deaths are too few, the sharpest too easy. 

Clo. Has the old man e’er a son, sit, do you 
hear, an’t like you, sir? 810 

‘Aut. He hasason, who shall be flayed alive ; 
then ‘nointed over with honey, set on the head 
of a wasp’s nest; then stand till he be three 
quarters and a dram dead ; then recovered again 
with aqua-vite or some other hot infusion : 
then, raw as he is, and in the hottest day prog- 
nostication proclaims, shall he be set against a 
brick-wall, the sun looking with a southward 
eye upon him, where he is to behold him with 
flies blown to death. But what talk we of these 
traitorly rascals, whose miseries are to be smiled 
at, their offences being so capital? Tell me, for 
Feu seem to be honest plain men, what you 

have to the king: being something gently con- 
sidered, I’ll bring you where he is aboard, 
tender your persons to his presence, whisper 
him in your behalfs ; and if it be in man besides 
the king to effect your suits, here is man shall 

0 it. 

Clo. Heseems to be of great authority : close 
with him, give him gold; and though authority 
bea stubborn bear, yet he is oft led by the nose 
with gold: show the inside of your purse to the 
outside of his hand, and no moreado. Remem- 
ber ‘stoned,’ and ‘Hayed alive.’ 

‘Shep. An’t please you, sir, to undertake the 
business for us, here is that gold I have: I'l 
makeitas much more and leave this young man 
in pawn till I bring it you. 

Aut. After I have done what I promised ? 

Shep. Ay, sir. 840 

Aut. Well, give me the moiety. Are you a 
party in this business? 

Clo. Insome sort, sir: but though my case be 
a’pitiful one, Lhope Tshall not be flayed out of it. 

Aut. O, that’s the case of theshepherd’s son: 
hang him, he’]l be made an example. 

Clo. Comfort, good comfort! We must to the 
king and show our strange sights : he must know 
tis none of your daughter nor my sister; we are 
gone else. Sir, I will give you as much_as this 
old man does when the business is performed, 
and remain, as he says, your pawn till it be 
brought you. 

Aut. 1 will trust you. Walk before toward 
the sea-side; go on the right hand: I will but 
look upon the hedge and follow you. 

Clo. We are blest in this man, as I may say, 
even blest. 
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Shep. Let’s before ashe bids us: he was pro- 
vided to do us good. 
Exeunt Shepherd and Clown. 


Aut. If Thal a mind to be honest, I see For- | I 


tune would not suficr me: she drops booties in 
my mouth. [ am courted now with a double 
occasion, gold and a means to do the prince my 
master good; which who knows how that may 
turn back tomy advancement? I will bring these 
two moles, these blind ones, aboard him: if he 
think it fit to shore them again and that the 
complaint they have to the king concerns him 
nothing, let him call me rogue for being so far 
officious ; for I am proof against that title and 
what shame else belongs to’t. To him will I 
present them: there may be matter in it. 
[Exit 


ACT V. 
Scene. 4 room in LEoNTES’ palace. 


Enter LEONTES, CLEOMENES, Dion, PAULINA, 
and Servants, 


Cleo. Sir, pyou have done enough, and have 
perform’ 
A saint-like sorrow : no fault could you make, 
picts you have not redeem'd; indeed, paid 
down, 
More penitence than done trespass : at the last, 
Do as the heavens have done, forget your evil ; 
With them forgive yourself. 
Leon. : Whilst I remember 
Her and her virtues, I cannot forget _ 
My blemishes in them, and s0 still think of 
The wrong I did m self; which was so much, 
That heirless it hath made my kingdom and 10 
Destroy’d the sweet’st companion that e’er man 
Bred his hopes out of. : 
Pau. True, too true, my lord: 
Tf, one by one, you wedded all the world, 
Or from the all that are took something good, 
To make a perfect woman, she you kill’d 
Would be unparallel’d. ' 
Leon, Ithink so. Kill’d! 
She I kil’'d! I did so: but thou strikest me 
Sorely, to say I did; it is as bitter 
Upon thy tongue as in my thought: now, good 
now, 


Say so but seldom. 
Cleo. Not atall, good lady: 20 
You might have spoken a thousand things that 
wou 


Have done the time more benefit and graced 
Your kindness better. 


Paul. You are one of those 
Would have him wed again. 
i If you would not so, 


ion. 
You pity not the state, nor the remembrance 
Of his most sovereign name; consider little 
‘What dangers, by his highness’ fail of issue, 
May drop upon his kingdom and devour 
TIncertain lookers on. What were more holy 
Than to rejoice the former queen is well? 30 
What holier than, for royalty’s repair, 

For mreeent comfort and for future good, 

To bless the bed of majesty again 

With a sweet fellow to’t? 
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Paul. There is none worthy, 
Respecting her that’s gone. Besides, the gods 
Will have fulfill’d their secret purposes ; 
or has not the divine Apollo said, 

Is’t not the tenour of his oracle, z 
That King Leontes shall not have an heir 
Till his lost child be found ? which that it shall, 
ds all as monstrous to our human reason 4r 
ss my Antigonus to break his grave _ 

And come again to me; who, on my life, 
Did perish with the infant. “Tis your counsel 
My lord should to the heavens be contrary, 
Oppose against their wills. [Z’o Leontes.] Care 

not for issue; 
The crown will find an heir: great Alexander 
Left his to the worthiest ; so his successor 
Was like to be the best. : 

con. Good Paulina, 
Who hast the memory of Hermione, 50 
I know, in honour, O, that ever I 

d squared me to thy counsel! then, even 


now, 
I might have look’d upon my queen’s full eyes, 
Have taken treasure from her lips— 


‘aul. 5 And left them 
More rich for what they yielded. 
On. ‘ Thou speak’st truth. 
No more such wives; therefore, no wife: one 
worse, 
And better used, would make her sainted spirit 
Again possess her corpse, and on this stage, 
Where we’re offenders now, appear soul-vex’d, 
tAnd begin, ‘ Why to me?’ 
Paul. | Had she such power, 60 
She had just cause. 
Leon. She had ; and would incense me 
To murder her I marri 
aul. T should so. 
Were I the shost that walk’d, I’ld bid you mark 
Her eye, and tell me for what dull part in’t 
You chose her; then I’ld shriek, that even your 


ears 
Should rift to hear me; and the words that 
Tollow'd 
Should be ‘ Remember mine.’ 
Stars, stars, 


Leon. 
And all eyes else dead coals! Fear thou no 


wife ; 4 x 
I'll have no wife, Paulina, _ 
‘aul. Will you swear 
Never to marry but by my free leave? 70 
Leon. Never, Paulina; so be blest my spirit! 
Paul. Then, good my lords, bear witness to 


is oath. i 
Cleo. You tempt him over-much. 
Paul. - . _ , Unless another, 
As like Hermione as is her picture, 
Affront his eye. 
Cleo. Good madam,— 
Ihave done. 


aul. 

Yet, if my lord will marry,—if you will, sir, 

No remedy, but you will,—give me the office 

To choose you a queen: she shall not be so 
youn 

As was your former; but she shall be such 

As, walk’d your first queen’s ghost, it should take 
joy 80 

To see her in your arms. 
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Leon. My true Paulina, 
We shall not marry till thou bid’st us. 
Pau. That | 
Shall be when your first queen’s again in 
breath ; 
Never till then. 


Enter a Gentleman. 
Gent. One that gives out himself Prince 
Florizel, Bi ca 0 

Son of Polixenes, with his princess, she 
The fairest I have yet beheld, desires access 
To your high presence. 

Leon. ‘What with him? he comes not 
Like to his father’s greatness : his approach, 
So out of circumstance and sudden, tells us go 
"Tis not a visitation framed, but forced 
By need and accident. What train? 

Gent. But few, 
And those but mean. oe 

Leon. His princess, say you, with him? 

Gent. Ay, the most peerless piece of earth, 

think, L 
That e’er the sun shone bright on. 

Paul. _O Hermione, 
As every present time doth boast itself 
Above a better gone, so must thy grave 
Give way to what’s scen now! Sir, you yourself 
Have said and writ so, but your writing now 
Is colder than that theme, ‘She had not been, 100 
Nor was not to be equall’d ;’—thus your verse 
Blow orwie her beauty once: ‘tis shrewdly 

e a 
To say you have seen a better. 

Gent. Pardon, madam : 
The one I haye almost forgot,—your pardon,— 
The other, when she has obtain’d your eye, 
Will have your tongue too. This is a creature, 
Would she begin a sect, might quench the zea! 
Of all professors else, make proselytes 

* Of who she but bid follow. 
Paul. ; How! not women? 
Gent. Women will love her, that she is a 
woman 110 
More worth than any man; men, that she is 
The rarest of all women. 

On. ; , Cleomenes ; 
Yourself, assisted with your honour’d friends, 
Bring them to our embracement. Still, “tis 

strange  [Haeunt Cleomenes and others. 
He thus should steal upon us. 4 

aul. __ , Had our prince, 
Jewel of children, seen this hour, he had pair’ 
Well with this lord: there was not fulla month 
Between their births. 

Leon. Prithee, no more; cease; thou know’st 
He dies to me again when talk’d of: sure, | x20 
When I shall see this gentleman, thy speeches 
Will bring me to consider that which may 
Unfurnish me of reason. ‘They are come. 


Re-enter CLEOMENES and others, with 
FLORIZEL and PERDITA. 
Your mother was most true to wedlock, prince; 
For she did print your royal father off, 
Conceiving you: were I but twenty one, 
Your father's et is so hit in you, 
His very air, that [ should call you brother, 
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As I did him, and speak of something wildly 
By us perform’d before. 
‘And your fair princess,—goddess !—O, alas! 131 
T Jost a couple, that ‘twixt heaven and earth 
Might thus haye stood begetting wonder as 
You, gracious couple, do : and then L lost— 
All mine own folly—the-society, 

‘Amity too, of your brave father, whom, 
Though bearing misery, I desire my life. 

Once more to look on him, 




















Flo. 
She came from Libya. 





{Act v 


Most dearly welcome! 


By his command 


Flo. 
Have I here touch’d Sicilia and from him 
Give you all greetings that a king, at friend, 140 
Gan send his brother: and, but infirmity 
Which waits upon worn times hath something 


seize! 
His wish’d ability, he had himself 
The lands and waters ’twixt your throne and his 
Measured to look upon you; whom he loyes— 
He bade me say so—more than all the sceptres 
‘And those that bear them living. 


my brother, 


con. 
Good gentleman! the wrongs I have done thee 


str 
Afresh within me, and these thy offices, 
So rarely kind, are as interpreters 150 
Of my behind-hand slackness. Welcome hither, 
As is the spring to the earth. 
Exposed this paragon to the fearful usage, 
‘At least ungentle, of the dreadful Neptune, 
To greet a man not worth her pains, much less 
The adventure of her person? 


And hath he too 


Good my lord, 


Leon. “Where the warlike Smalus, 


That noble honour’d lord, is fear'd and loved } - 


Flo. Most royal sir, from thence; from him, 
_ whose daughter 


His tears proclaim’d his, parting with her: 


thence, 


160 
A prosperous south-wind friendly, we have 


cross’d, 
To execute the charge my father gave me 
For visiting your highness :- my best train 
T have from your Sicilian shores dismiss'd ; 
Who for Bohemia bend, to signify 
Not only my success in ‘Libya, sir, 
But my arrival and my wife's in safety 
Here where we are. 

con. __ The blessed gods 
Purge all infection from our air whilst you 
Do climate here! You havea holy father, 170 
A graceful gentleman ; against whose person, 
So sacred as it is, [have done sin: 
For which the heavens, taking angry note, 
Have left me issueless; and your father’s blest, 
As he from heaven merits it, with you 
Worthy his goodness. What might I have been, 
Might I a sonand daughter now have look’d on, 
Such goodly things as you! 


Enter a Lord. 


Lord. Most noble sir, 
That which I shall report will bear no credit, 
Were not the proof so nigh. Please you, eres 

Sir, x 
Bohemia greets you from himself by me; 
Desires you to attach his son, who 
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His dignity and duty both cast off— 
Fled from his father, from his hopes, and with 
A shepherd's daughter. 
Leon. ____ Where’s Bohemia? speak. 
tba Here in your city; I now came from 
him ; 
I speak amazedly ; and it becomes 
My marvel and my message... ‘l'o. your court 
Whiles he was hastening, in the cliase, it seems, 
Of this fair couple, meets he on the way 190 
The father of this seeming lady and 
Her brother, having both their country quitted 
With this young prince. * 
Lilo. Camillo has betray'd me; 
Whose honour and whose honesty till now 
Endured all weathers. 
ord. ti Lay’t so to his charge: 
- He’s with the king your father. 
Leon. ae Who? Camillo? 
Lord. Camillo, sir ; I spake with him; who 
now C 
Has these poor men in question. Never saw I 
W. sa so quake: they kneel, they kiss the 
earth ; 
Forswear themselves as often as they speak: 200 
Bohemia stops his ears, and threatens them 
With divers deaths in death. 

Per. 2 O my poor father! 
The heaven sets spies upon us, will not haye 
Our contract celebrated. 

You are married? 


Leon. 
Flo, Weare not, sir, nor are we like to be; 
The stars, I see, will kiss the valleys first: 


The odds for high and low’s alike. 





Leon. My lord, 
Is this the daughter of a king? 
Fl She is, 


0. 
When once she is my wife. 
Leon. That ‘once,’ I see by your good 
_ father’s speed, 210 
Will come on very slowly. Iam sorry, 
Most sorry, you have broken from his liking 
Where you were tied in duty, and as sorry 
Your choice is not so rich in worth as beauty, 
That you might well enjoy her. 
Flo. Sie Dear, look up: 
Though Fortune, visible an enemy, es 
Should chase us with my father, power no jot 
Hath she to change our loves. Beseech you, 
sir, 
Remember since you owed no more to time 
Than I do now : with thought of such afiections, 
Step forth mine advocate; at your request. 221 
My father will frant precious things as trifles. 
Leon. Would he doso, I’ld beg your precious 


mistress, 
Which he counts but a trifle.__ . 
Paul. Sir, my liege, 
Your eye hath too much youth in’t: not a 
month : 
Fore your queen died, she was more worth such 
gazes 
Than what you look on now. 
On. I thought of her, 
Eyen in these looks I made. [Z'o Florizel.] 
ut your petition _ 
Is yet unanswer'd. I will to your father: 
Your honour not o’erthrown by your desires, 230 


Zz 
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I am friend to them and you: upon which 


errand 


Inow go toward him; therefore follow me 
And mark what way I make: come, 


fave my 


lord. Tixeunt. 


Scenell. Before Leones’ palace. 
Enter Autouycus and a Gentleman, 


Aut. Beseech you, sir, were you present at 
this relation? f 

First Gent. Iwas by at the opening of the 
fardel, heard the old shepherd deliver tlie 
manner how he found it: whereupon, after a 
little amazedness, we were all commanded out * 
of the chamber; only this methought I heard 
the shepherd ay he found the child. 

rates I would most gladly know the issue 
of it. 9 

First Gent. I make a broken delivery of the 
business; but the changes I perceived in the 
king and Camillo were very notes of admira- 
tion: they seemed almost, with staring on one 
another, to tear the cases of their eyes; there: 
was speech in their dumbness, language in their 
very gesture; they looked as they had heard 
of a world ransomed, or one destroyed :; a not- 
able passion of wonder appeared in them; but 
the wisest beholder, that knew no more but 
seeing, could not say if the importance were 
joy or sotrow ; but in the extremity of the one, 
1t must needs be. 


Enter another Gentleman. 


Here comes a gentleman that haply knows 
more. The news, Rogero? 

Sec. Gent. Nothing but bonfires: the oracle 
is fulfilled ; the king's daughter is found; sucha 
deal of wonder is broken out within this hour 
that ballad-makers cannot be able to express it. 


Enter a third Gentleman. 


Here comes the Lady Paulina’s steward : he can 
deliver you more. How goes it now, sir? this 
news which is called true is so like an old tale, 
that the verity of it is in strong suspicion: has 
the king found his heir? 3 

Third Gent. Most true, if ever truth were 
pceuany by circumstance : that which you 
hear you'll swear you see, there is such unity 
in the proofs. The mantle of Queen Hermione’s 
her jewel about the neck of it, the letters of 
Antigonus found with it which they know to 
be his character, the majesty of the creature in 
resemblance of the mother, the affection of 
nobleness which nature shows above her breed- 
ing, and many other evidences proclaim her 
with all certainty to be the king's daughter. 
Did you see the meeting of the two kings? 

Sec. Gent. No. 

Lhird Gent. Then have you lost a sight, 
which was to be seen, cannot be spoken of, 
There might: you have beheld one joy crown 
another, so and in such manner that it seemed 
sorrow wept to take leave of them, for their 
joy waded in tears. There was casting up of 
eyes, holding up of hands, with countenance of 
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such distraction that/they were to be known by 
garment, not by fayour. Our king, being ready 
to leap out of himself for joy of his found 
daughter, as if that joy were now become a loss, 
crics ‘O, thy mother, thy mother!’ then asks 
Bohemia forgiveness; then embraces his son- 
in-law ; then again worries he his daughter with 
clipping her ; now he thanks the old shepherd, 
which stands by like a weather-bitten conduit 
of many kings’ reigns. I never heard of such 
anothicr encounter, which lames report to follow 
it and undoes description to do it. : 

Sec. Gent. What, pray you, became of Anti- 
gonus, that carried hence the child? . “ 

Third Gent. Like an old tale still, which 
will have matter to rehearse, though credit be 
asleep and not an ear open. He was torn to 
pieces with a bear: this avouches the shepherd's 
son; who has not a ee innocence, which 
seems much, to justify him, buta handkerchief 
and rings of his that Paulina knows. 

First Gent. What became of his bark and 
his followers? : 

Third Gent. Wrecked the same. instant of 
their master’s death and in the view of, the 
shepherd: so that all the instruments which 
aided to expose the child were even then lost 
when it was found. But O, the noble combat 
that twixt joy and sorrow was fought in Paulina! 
She had one eye declined for the loss of her 
husband, another elevated that the oracle was 
fulfilled: she lifted the princess from the earth 
and so locks her in embracing, as if she would 
pin her to her heart that she might no more be 
in danger of losing. 

First Gent. The di 
worth the audience of 
by such was it acted. 

Third Gent. One of the prettiest touches 
of all and that which angled for mine eyes, 
caught the water though not the fish, was when, 
at the relation of the queen’s death, with the 
manner how she came to’t_bravely confessed 
and lamented by the king, how attentiveness 
wounded his daughter; till, from one sign of 
dolour to another, she did, with an ‘ Alas,’ 
would fain say, bleed tears, for I am sure my 
heart wept blood. Who was most marble there 
changed colour; some swooned, all sorrowed : 
if all the world could have seen ‘t, the woe had 
been universal. 100 

Hirst Gent. Are they returned to the court? 

Third Gent. No: the princess hearing of 
her mother’s statue, which is in the keeping of 
Paulina,—a piece many years in doing and now 
newly performed by that rare Italian master, 
Julio Romano, who, had he himself eternity 
and could put breath into his work, would 
bepuile Nature of her custom, so petlechy he 
is her ape: he so near to Hermione hath do 
Hermione that they say one would speak to her 
and stand in hope of answer: thither with all 

ediness of aflection are they gone, and there 
ey intend to sup. 

Sec. Gent. I thought she had some great 
matter there in hand; for she hath privately 
twice or thrice a day, ever since the death of 
Hermione, visited that removed house, Shall 


nity of this act was 
ings and princes; for 
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we thither and with our company piece the 
rejoicing? 






















[Act v 


"First Gent.. Who would be thence that has 


the benefit of access? every wink of an eye 
some new grace will 
makes us unthrifty to our knowledge. Let's 
along. 


be born: our absence 


[Bveunt Gentlemen. 


‘Aut. Now, had I not the dash of my former 


life in me, would preferment, drop on my head. 
I brought the old man and 
prince; told him I heard them talk of a fardel 
and I know not what: | 
over-fond of the shepherd’s daughter, so he then 
took her to be, who began to be much sea-sick, 
and himself little better, extremity of weather 
continuing, this mystery remained undiscovered, 
But ’tis all one tome; for had I been the finder 
out of this secret, ) 
among my other discredits. 


his son aboard the 


but he at that time, 


it would not have relished 


Enter Shepherd and Clown. 


Here come those I have done good to against 
my will, and already appearing in the blossoms 
of their fortune. 


Shep. Come, boy; I am past moe children, 


but thy sons and daughters will be all gentle- 
men born. 


Clo. You are well met, sir. You denied to 


fight with me this other day, because I was no 
gentleman born. 
you see them not and think me still no gentle- 
man born: you were best say these robes are 
not gentlemen born: give me the lie, do, and 
try whether I am not now a gentleman born. 


See you these clothes? say 


‘Aut. I know you are now, sir, a gentleman 


orn. 
Clo. Ay, and have been so any time these 


four hours. 


Shep. And so have I, boy. 149 
Clo. So you have: but I was a gentleman 


born before my father; for the king's son took 


me by the hand, and called me brother; and 
then the two kings called my father brother; 
and then the punee my brother and the princess 


T| my sister called my father father ; and so we 


wept, and there was the first gentleman-like tears 
that ever we shed. 

Shep. We may live, son, to shed many more. 

Clo. Ay; or else ’twere hard luck, being in 
so preposterous estate as we are. | 159 

Aut. I humbly beseech you, sir, to pardon 
me all the faults I have committed to your 
worship and to give me your good report to the 
prince my master. 

Shep. Prithee, son, do; for we must be 
gentle, now we are gentlemen. 

Clo. Thou wilt amend thy life? 

Aut. Ay, an it like your good worship. 

Clo. Give me thy hand: I will swear to the 
prince thou art as honest a true fellow as any 18 
in Bohemia. 170 

Shep. You may say it, but not swear it. 

Clo. Not swear it, now I ama gentleman? 
Let boors and franklins say it, I'll swear it. 

Shep. _How if it be false, son? 

Clo. If it be ne’er so false, a true gentleman 
may swear it in the behalf of his friend: and 
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I'll swear to the prince thou art a tall fellow 
of thy hands and that thou wilt not be drunk; 
but I know thou art no tall fellow of thy hands 
and that thou wilt be drunk: but I'll swear it, 
and I would thou wouldst be a tall fellow of 
thy hands. 
Aut, Iwill prove so, sir, to my power. 

., Glo, Ay, by any means prove a tall fellow: 
if I do not wonder how thou darest venture to 
be drunk, not being a tall fellow, trust me not. 
Hark! the kings and the princes, our kindred, 
are going to see the queen's picture. Come, 
follow us: we'll be thy good masters. [Eceunt. 


Scene IIL .A chapel in Paunia’s house. 


Enter Lrontes, Poutxenes, FLorieEL, Per- 
DITA, CAMILLO, PAULINA, Lords, and At- 
tendants. 


Leon. O grave and good Paulina, the great | § 


comfort 
That I have had of thee! 
Paul. What, sovereign sir, 
I did not well I meant well. All my services 
You Haye paid home: but that you have vouch- 
_ safed, 
With your crown’d brother and these your con- 
_tacted 
Heirs of your kingdoms, my poor house to visit, 
It is a surplus of your grace, which never 
My life may last to answer. 
Con. z Paulina, 
We honour you with trouble: but we came 
To see the statue of our queen your gallery 10 
ve We pass’d through, not without much con- 
en’ 
In many singularities; but we saw not 
That which my daughter came to look upon, 
The statue of her mother. 
Paul. i As she lived peerless, 
So her dead likeness, I do well believe, 
£xcels whatever yet you look’d upon E 
Or hand of man hath done ; therefore I keep it 
Lonely, apart. But here it is: prepare 
To see the life as lively mock’d as ever 4 
Still sleep mock’d death: behold, and sa: *tis 
well. [Paulina draws a curtain, and dis- 
covers Hermione standing like a statue. 
Tlike your silence, it the more shows off ar 
Your wonder: but yet speak; first, you, my 


iege, i 
Comes it not something near? 

con. Her natural posture ! 
Chide me, dear stone, that I may say indeed 
Thou art Hermione; or rather, thou art she 
In thy not chiding, for she was as tender 
As infancy and grace. But yet, Paulina, - 
Hermione was not so much wrinkled, nothing 
So aged as this seems. 

‘ol. O, not by much. 

Paul, So much the more our carver’s excel- 

lence; Siar 30 

aynich lets go by some sixteen years and makes 


her 
As she lived now. = 
Leon. As now she might have done, 
So much to my good comfort, as it is 
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Now piercing tomy soul. O, thus she stood, 
Even with such life of majesty, warm life, 
As now it coldly stands, when first I woo'd her! 
Tam ashamed : does not the stone rebuke me 
For being more stone than it? O royal piece, 
There ’s magic in thy majesty, which has 
My evils conjured to remembrance and 40 
From thy admiring daughter took the spirits, 
Standing like stone with thee. 
cr, 4 And give me leave, 

And do not say ’tis superstition, that 
L kneel and then paplore her blessing. Lady, 
Dear queen, that ended when I but began, 
Give me that hand of yours to kiss, ; 

Pau. . O, patience ! 
The statue is but newly fix’d, the colour ’s 
Not dry. 

Cam. My lord, your sorrow was too sore 

Jaid on, 

Which sixteen winters cannot blow away, 
o many summers dry; scarce any joy 
Did ever so long live; no sorrow 
But kill'd itself much sooner. 

Pol. Dear my brother, 
Let him that was the cause of this have power 
To take off'so much grief from you as he 


wet piece up in himself. 


5° 


aul. ._, indeed, my lord, 
If [had thought the sight of my poor image 
Would thus have wrought you,—for the stone 


is mine— “i 
I’ld not have show'd it. 
Leon. Do not draw the curtain. 


Paw. No longer shall you gaze on't, lest 
your fancy 60 
May think anon it moves. 
Leon. Let he, let he, 
Would I were dead, but that, methinks, al- 


ready— 
What was he that did make it? See, my lord, 
Would you not deem it breathed? and that 
_, those veins 
Did verily bear blood ? 
Pol. Masterly done: 


‘ol. 
The very life seems warm upon her ipsa 
Leon. The fixure of her eye has motion in*t, 
As we are mock'd with art. i 
aul, I'll draw the curtain: 
My lord’s almost so far transported that 
He'll think anon it lives. . 
Leon. O sweet Paulina, 
Make me to think so twenty years together! 
No settled senses of the world can match 
The pleasure of that madness, Let’t alone. 
Paul. Iam sorry, sir, I have thus far stirr’d 
you: but 
I could afflict you farther. ; 
Loon. Do, Paulina; 
Tor this affliction has a taste as sweet 
As any cordial comfort. Still, methinks, 
There is an air comes from her: what fine chisel 
Could ever yet cut breath? Let no man mock 


me, 
For I will kiss her. 
Paul. Good my lord, forbear: 80 
The ruddiness upon her lip is wet; 
Youll mar it if you kiss it, stain your own 
With oily painting. Shall I draw the curtain? 


go 
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Leon. 
Per. 

Stand by, a looker on. 


No, not these twenty years. 
$o long could I 


Paul. Either forbear, 

Quit presently the chapel, or resolve you | 

Yor more amazement. If you can behold it, 

Tll make the statue move indeed, descend 

‘And take you by the hand: but then you "l 
think— 5 

Which I protest against—I am assisted go 

By wicked powers. 

Leon. What you can make her do, 
Tam content to look on: what to speak, 

Tam content to hear; for ’tis as easy 
To make her speak as move. | : 

Paul. A Itis required 
You do awake your faith. Then al stand still; 
On: those that think it is lawful business 
I am about, let them depart, 


Ficon. ; Proceed : 
No foot shall stir. 

Paul. Music, awake her; strike ! [DLusie. 
‘Tis time; descend; be stone no more; ap- 


| proach ; 99 
Strike all that look upon with marvel. Come, 
T’ll fill your grave up: stir, nay, come away, 
Bequeaty to death your numbness, for from 

him 

Dear life redeems you. You perceive she stirs: 
| [Hermione comes down. 

Start not; her actions shall be holy as 

You hear my spell is lawful: do not shun her 

Until you see her die again ; for then 

You kill her double. Nay, present your hand : 

When she was young you woo'd her; now in 


age 
Is she become the suitor? 

Leon. 3 , she’s warm! 
If this be magic, let it be an art 


Lawful as eating. 

ol. She embraces him. 
Cam. She hangs about his neck: 
If she pertain to life let her speak too. 

ols ay and make’t manifest where she has 
ived, 
Or how stolen from the dead. 
Paul. That she is living, 
Were it but told you, should be hooted at 


110 


THE WINTERS TALE 


Like an old tale : but it appears she lives, 
Though yet she speak not. Mark a little while. 
Please you to interpose, fair madam: kneel 
‘And pray your mother's blessing. 










[Aor v 


Turn, good 
QUY 5, 120 
Our Perdita is found. 

Her. You gods, look down 
And from your sacred vials pour your graces 
Upon my daughter's head! Tellme, mine own, 
Where hast thou been preserved? where lived? 

how found 
Thy father’s court? for thou shalt hear that J, 
Knowing by Paulina that the oracle 
Gave hope thou wast in being, have preserved 
Myself to see the issue, 

aul. There’s time enough for that ; 
Lest they desire upon this push to trouble 
Your joys with like relation, Go together, 130 
You precious winners all; your exultation 
Partake to every one. I, an old turtle, 
Will wing me to some wither'd bough and there 
My mate, that’s never to be found again, 
Lament till L am lost. F 

con. 0, peace Paulina! 

Thou shouldst a husband take by my consent, 
As I by thine a wife: this is a match, 
Andmade between’s by vows. Thou hast found 
mine} 
But how, is to be question’d ; for Tsaw her, , 
‘As I thought, dead, and have in vain said 
many 140 
A prayer upon her grave. I'll not seck far— 
For him, 1 partly know his mind—to find thee 
‘An honourable husband. Come, Camillo, 
‘And take her by the hand, whose worth and 
honesty = 
Ts richly noted and here. justified 
By us, a pair of kings. Let’s from this place. 
What! look upon my brother: both your 
pardons, 
That e’er 1 put between your holy looks 
My ill suspicion. ‘This is your son-in-law 
And son unto the king, who, heavens directing, 
Ts troth-plight to your daughter. Good Paulina, 
Lead us from hence, where we may leisurely 
Each one demand and answer to his part 
Perform’d in this wide gap of time since first 
We were dissever'd: hastily leadaway.[Exeunt. 


149 
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THE LIFE AND DEATH OF 


IKING 


JOHN 


DRAMATIS PERSONA 


Kine Joun. 

Prince Henny, son to the king. 

ECS Duke of Bretagne, nephew to the 
king, 

The Maal of PEMBROKE. 

The Earl of Essex. 

The Karl of SALISBURY. 

The Lord Bicor. 

Hubert DE Burcu. 

Robert FAULCONBRIDGE, son to Sir Robert 
Fauleonbridge. 

Puitte the BAsTanp, his half-brother. 

JAMES GURNEY, servant to Lady Faulcon- 

* _ bridge. 
Perer of Pomfret, a prophet. 


Puuuip, King of France. 


ACT L 
Scene I. Kine Joun’s palace. 


Enter King JOHN, QUEEN ELINoR, PEm- 
BROKE, ESSEX, SALISBURY, and other's, with 
CHATILLON. 


EK, John. Now, say, Chatillon, what would 
France with us? i 4 
Chat. Thus, after greeting, speaks the King 
of France E 
In my behaviour to the majesty, 
The borrow’d majesty, of England here. 
Lui. A strange beginning: ‘borrow’d ma- 
jesty !? 
K. John. 
embassy. an 
Chat. Philip of France, in right and true 
behalf sts 
Of thy deceased brother Geffrey’s son, 
Arthur Plantagenet, lays most lawful claim. 
To this fair island and the territories, _ 10 
To Ireland, Poictiers, Anjou, Touraine, Maine, 
Desiring thee to lay aside the sword 
Which sways usurpingly tliese several titles, 
And put the same into young Arthur's hand, 
Thy nephew and right royal sovereign. 
K. John. What follows if we disallow of 





Silence, good mother; hear the 


this? 
Chat. The proud control of fierce and bloody 


war, ‘ fa 

To enforce these rights so forcibly withheld. 

EK. Jolkn. Here have we war for war and 
blood for blood, 


Controlmentfor controlment: soanswer France. 


Lewis, the Dauphin. 

Lynoces, Duke of AusTRIA. 

CARDINAL PANDULPH, the Pope's legate. 

MELUtN, a French Lord. 

ENS LLON, ambassador from Trance to King 
ohn. 


QUEEN ELtNor, mother to King John. 
ConsTANCE, mother to Arthur. 
BLANCH of Spain, niece to King John. 
Lapy FavuLconsripce. 


Lords, Citizens of Angiers, Sheriff, Heralds, 
Officers, Soldiers, Messengers, and other 
Attendants, 


Scene: Partly in England, and partly in 
France. 


Chat. Then take my king's defiance from my 
mouth, 21 
The farthest limit of my embassy. 
X, John. Bear mine to him, and so depart 
inpeace: 
Be thou as lightning in the eyes of France; 
For ere thou canst report I will be there, 
The thunder of my cannon shall be heard; 
So hence! Be thou the trumpet of our wrath 
And sullen presage of your own decay. 
An honourable conduct Jet him have: - 
Pembroke, look to’t. Farewell, Chatillon. 30 
[Exeunt Chatillon and Pembroke, 
Eli.. What now, my son! have I not ever 


said 
How that ambitious Constance would not cease 
‘Till she had kindled France and all the world, 
Upon the right and party of her son? 
This might have been prevented and made 
whole 
With very easy arguments of love, 
Which now the manage of two kingdoms must 
With fearful bloody issue arbitrate. 
ES n, Ourstrong possession and our right 
or us. 
Eli. Your strong possession much more than 
vous right, i 40 
Or else it must go wrong with you and me: 
So much my conscience whispers in your ear, 
Byuten none but heaven and you and [ shall 
hear. 


Enter a Sheriff. 


Essex. My liege, here is the strangest con- 
troversy 
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Come from the country to be judged by you 

That e’er I heard: shall I produce the men? 
K. John. Let them approach. 

Our abbeys and our priories shall pay 

This expedition’s charge. 


Enter ROBERT FAULCONBRIDGE, and PHILIP 
his bastard brother. 
What men are you? 
Bast. Your faithful subject I, a gentleman 
Born in Northamptonshire and eldest son, 5x 
‘As I suppose, to Robert Faulconbridge, 
‘A soldier, by the honowr-giving hand 
Of Ceeur-de-lion knighted in the field. 
K. John. What art thou? 
Rob. 1 The son and heir to that same Faulcon- 
bridge. 
us John. Is that the elder, and art thou the 
heir? 
You came not of one mother then, it seems. 
Bast. Most certain of one mother, mighty 


ing; ¥ 
That is well known; and, as I think, one father : 
But for the certain lmowledge of that truth 6: 
I put you o’er to heaven and to my mother: 
OF that I doubt, as all men’s children may. 
Eli. Out on thee, rude man! thou dost shame 
thy mother 3 ae 
And wound her honour with this diffidence. , 
Bast. J,madam? no, Lhaye no reason for it; 
That is my brother's plea and none of mine; 
The which if he can prove, v pops me out 
At least from fair five hundred pound a year: 
Heaven guard my mother’s honour and my land! 
KE. John. A good bluntiellow. Why, being 
younger born, ee . 7 
Doth he lay claim to thine inheritance? 
Bast. know not why, except to get the land. 
But once he slander’d me with bastardy : 
But whether I be as true begot or no, 
‘That still I lay upon my mother's head ; 
But that I am as well begot, my liege,— 
Fair fall the bones that took the pains for me!— 
Compare our faces and be judge yourself. 
If old sir Robert did beget us both 80 
And were our father and this son like him, 
O old sir Robert, father, on my knee 
I give heaven thanks I was not like to thee! 
&, John. Why, what a madcap hath heaven 
lentus here! , 
ti. He hath a trick of Cceur-de-lion’s face ; 
The accent of his tongue affecteth him. 
Do you not read some tokens of my son 
In the large composition of this man? 
KE. John, Mine eye hath well examined his 


arts 
Andi finds them perfect Richard. Sirrah, speak, 
Wa ote moye you to claim your brother’s 
an 
Bast. Because he hath a half-face, like site 


father. 
With half that face would he have all my Jand : 
A half-faced groat five hundred pound a year! 
Rob. My gracious liege, when that my father 


iver 
Your brother did employ my father much,— 
Boas Well, sir, by this you cannot get my 


KING JOHN 


Your tale must be how he employ’d my mother. 








[Act r 


Rob. Andonce dispatch’d him in an embassy 
To Germany, there with the emperor _ 100 
To treat of high affairs touching that time. 
The advantage of his absence took the king 
And in the mean time sojourn’d at my father’s; 
Where how he did prevail I shame to speak, 
But atl is truth: large lengths of seas and 

shores 
Between my father and my mother lay, 
‘As I have heard my father speak himself, 
When this same lusty gentleman was got. 
Upon his death-bed he by will bequeath’d 
His lands to me, and tookit on his death, 110 
That this my mother’s son was none of his ; 
And if he were, he came into the world _ 
Vull fourteen weeks before the course of time. 
Then, good my liege, let me have what is mine, 
My father’s land, as was my father’s will, 

K. John. Sirrah, your brother is legitimate; 
Your father’s wife did after wedlock bear him, 
And if she did play false, the fault was hers ; 
Which fault lies on the hazards of all husbands 
That marry wives, Tell me, how if my brother, 
Who, as you say, took pains to get this son, rar 
Had of youn father claim’d this son for his? 

In Boo! h, good friend, your father might have 
ep 


t ¢ 
This calf bred from his cow from all the world; 


Tn sooth he might; then, ifhe were my brother's, 
My proces might not claim him; nor your 
_ father, FE , ; 
Being none of his, refuse him ; this concludes; 
My mother’s son did get your father’s heir; 
Your father’s heir must have your father’s land. 
Rob. Shall then my father’s will be of no 
force : lea : 130 
To dispossess that child which is not his? 
Bast. Ofno more force to dispossess me, sit, 
Than was his will to get me, as 1 think. 
Eli. Whether hadst thou rather bea Faul- 
conbridge 
And like thy brother, to enjoy thy land, 
Or the reputed son of Ceeur-de-lion, 
Lord of thy presence and no land beside? 
we Madam, an if my brother had my 
shape, 
And I had his, sir Robert's his, like him; 
And if my legs were two such cin estou, 140 
My arms such eel-skins stuff’d, my face so thin 
That in mine ear I durst not stick a rose 
Lest, men should say “Look, where three-farth- 
ings goes!’ . 
And, to his shape, were heir to all this land, 
Would I might never stir from off this place, 
I would give it every foot to have this face ; 
I would not be sir Nob in any case. 
Eli. T like thee well: wilt.thou forsake thy 


ortune, 
Bequeath thy land to him and follow me? 
Lain a soldier and now bound to France, 15° 
Bast. Brother, take you my land, I'll take 
my chance. 
Your face hath got five hundred pound a year, 
Yet sell your face for five pence and ’tis dear. 
Madam, I’ll follow you unto the death. 
le nay, I would have you go before me 
ither. 
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SorNE I] 
Bast. 


way. 
K. John. What is thy name? 
Bast. Philip, my liege, sois my name begun; 
Philip, good old sir Robert's wife's eldest son. 
4d, John, From henceforth bear his name 
whose form thou bear'’st : 160 
Kneel thou down Philip, but rise more great, 
‘Arise sir Richard and Plantagenet. 
Bast. Brother by the mother’s side, give me 
your hand: 
My father gave me honour, yours gave land. 
Now blessed be the hour, by night or day, 
When I was got, sir Robert was away! 
Eli. The very spirit of Plantagenet! 
Tam thy andany Richard; call me so. 
Bast. Madam, by chance but not by truth; 
what though? 
Something about, a little from the right, 
In at the window, or else o'er the hatch : 
Who dares not stir by day must walk by night, 
_And have is have, however men do catch: 
Near or far off, well won is still well shot, 
And Lam I, howe’er I was begot. 
K, John. Go, Faulconbridge: now hast thou 
thy desire ; 
A landless knight makes thee a landed squire. 
Come, Daa and come, Richard, we must 
spee 
For race for France, for it is more than need. 
Bast. Brother, adieu: good fortune come to 
thee! 180 
For thou wast got?’ the way of honesty. 
[Zxeunt all but Bastard. 
A foot of honour better than I was; 
But many a many foot of land the worse. 
Well, now can I make any Joan a lady. 
aGocd den, sir Richard! °_‘God-a-mercy, fel- 
low LP — 
And if his name be George, I'll call him Peter ; 
For new-made honour doth forget men’s names ; 
*Tis too respective and too sociable 
For your conversion. Now your traveller, 
Heand his toothpick at my worship’s mess, 190 
And when my knightly stomach is sufficed, 
Why then I suck my teeth and catechize | 
My picked man of countries: ‘My dear sir,’ 
‘Thus, leaning on mine elbow, I begin, 
‘Tshall beseech you’—that is question now ; 
And then comes answer like an Absey book : 
*O sir,’ says answer, ‘at your best command; 
At your employment; at your service, sir:’ 
‘No, sir,’ says question, ‘I, sweet sir, at yours :’ 
d so, ere answer knows what question would, 
Saving in dialogue of compliment, . 201 
And talking of the Alps and Apennines, 
The Pyrenean and the river Po, | 
It draws toward supper in conclusion so. 
But this is worshiptul society 
And fits the mounting spirit like myself, 
Yor he is but a bastard to the time 
That doth not smack of observation ; 
And so am I, whether I smack or no; 
And not alone in habit and device, 
Exterior form, outward accoutrement, 
But from the inward motion to deliver 
Sweet, sweet, sweet poison for the age’s tooth : 
Which, though I will not practise to deceive, 


Our country manners give our betters 


170 


210 
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Yet, to avoid deceit, [mean tolearn; , . 

For it shall strew the footsteps of my rising. 
But who comes in such haste in riding-robes ? 
What woman-post is this? hath she no husband 
That will take pains to blow a horn before her? 


Enter Lavy FAuLconprwGk and JAMES 
GURNEY. 

Ome! it ismy mother. How now, good lady! 

What brings you here to court so hastily? 221 
Lady F.. Where is that slave, thy brother? 

where is he, 

That holds in chase mine honour up and down? 

Bast. My brother Robert? old sir Robert's 


son? 
Colbrand the giant, that same mighty man? 
Is it sir Robert’s son that you seek so? 
Lady F. Sir Robert’s son! Ay, thou un- 
_ reverend boy, - 
Sir Robert’s son: why scorn’st thou at sir 
Robert? 
He is sir Robert's son, and so art thou, 
Bast. James Gurney, wilt thou give us leave 


awhile? 230 
Gur. Good leaye, good Philip. 
Bast. ‘Philip ! sparrow: James, 
There’s toys abroad: anon I’ll tell thee more. 
2 Exit Gurney. 
Madam, I was not old sir Robert's son: 
Sir Robert might have cat his part in me 
Upon Good-I’riday and ne’er broke his fast: 
Sir Robert could do well: marry, to confess, 
Could he get me? Sir Robert could not do it: 
We know his handiwork: therefore, good 
mother, : 
To whom am I beholding for these limbs? 
Sir Robert never holp to make this leg. 240 
Lady F. Hast thou conspired with thy bro- 
ther too, : = 
That for thine own gain shouldst defend mine 
honour? 
What means this scorn, thou most untoward 
knave? : i 
Bast. Knight, knight, good mother, Basi- 


isco-like, = 
What! Iam dubb’d! I have it on my shoulder. 
But, mother, [am not sir Robert's son ; 
Thave disclaim’d sir Robert and my land; 
Legitimation, name and all is gone: 
Then, good my mother, let me know my father; 
Some proper man, I hope: who was it, mother? 
Lady #. Hast thou denied thyself a Taul- 
conbridge?. 25 
Bast. .As faithfully as I deny the devil. 
Lady F, King Michard Coeur-de-lion was 
thy father: t 
By long and vehement suit I was seduced 
To make room for him in my husband's bed : 
Heaven lay not my transgression to my charge! 
Thou art the issue of my dear offence, 
Which was so strongly urged past my defence. 
Bast. Now, by thislight, were I to get again, 
Madam, I would not wish a better father. 260 
Some sins do bear their privilege on earth, 
And so doth yours; your fault was not your 


folly: 
Needs must you lay your heart at his dispose, 
Subjected tribute to commanding love, 
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Against whose fury and unmatched force 
The aweless lion could not wage the fight, 
Nor keep his princely heart from Richard’s hand. 
He that perforce robs lions of their hearts 
May easily win a woman’s. Ay, my mother, 
With all my heart I thank thee tor my father! 
‘Who lives and dares but say thou didst not well 
When I was got, I'll send his soul to hell. 
Come, lady, I will show thee to my kin ; 
‘And they shall say, when Richard me begot, 
Ié thou hadst said him nay, it had been sin: 
Who says it was, he lies; I say "twas not. 
[Lccunt. 


ACT I. 
SornelI. France. Before Angiers. 


Enter Austria and forces, drums, ete. on one 
side: on the other Kine Puiuie of France 
and his power; LEWIS, ARTHUR, CON- 
STANCE and attendants. 


Lew. Before Angiers well met, brave Austria. 
Arthur, that great forerunner of thy blood, 
Richard, that robb’d the lion of his heart 
And fought the holy wars in Palestine, 

By this brave duke came early to his graye: 

And for amends to his posterity, 

At our importance hither is he come, 

To spread his colours, boy, in thy behalf, 

And to rebuke the usurpation 

Of thy unnatural uncle, English John: Bie) 
Bite him, love him, give him welcome 

hither. 
le God shall forgive you Cceur-de-lion’s 
eath 

The rather that you give his offspring life, 
Shadowing theirright under your wings of war: 
I give you welcome with a powerless hand, 
But with a heart full of unstained love: 
Welcome before the gates of Angiers, duke. 

tat ee noble boy! Who would not do thee 

right 

Aust. Upon thy cheek lay I this zealous kiss, 
As seal to this indenture of my love, 20 
That to my home I will no more return, 

Till Angiers and the right thou hast in France, 

onees with that pale, that white-faced shore, 

W. are foot spurns back the ocean’s roaring 
ides 

And coops from other lands her islanders, 

Even till that England, hedged in with the main, 

That water-walled bulwark, still secure 

And confident from foreign purposes, 

Eyen till that utmost corner of the west 

Salute thee for her king: till then, fair boy, 30 

Will I not think of home, but follow arms. 

OH st. * O, take his mother’s thanks, a widow's 

thanks, 

Till your strong hand shall help to give him 
strength 
To make a more requital to your love! 
Aust. The nea of heaven is theirs that lift 
their swo: 
In such a just and charitable war. 
K. Phi. Well then, to work: our cannon 
shall be bent 
Against the brows of this resisting town. 


KING JOHN 
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Call for our chiefest men of discipline, 
To cull the plots of best advantages : 
We'll lay before this town our royal bones, 
Wade ES the market-place in Frenchmen’s 
(00 

But we will make it subject to this boy. 

Const. Stay for an answer to your embassy, 
Lest unadyised you stain your swords with 


ood: 

My Lord Chatillon may from England bring 
That right in peace which here we urge in war, 
And then we shall repent each drop of blood 
That hot rash haste so indirectly shed. 


Enter CHATILLON. 


K. Phi. A wonder, lady! lo, upon thy wish, 
Our messenger Chatillon is arrived ! 5r 
What England says, say briefly, gentle lord ; 
We coldly pause ‘or thee; Chatillon, speak. 

Chat. Then turn your forces from this paltry 

siege 
And stir them up against a mightier task. 
England, impatient of your just demands, 
Hath put himself in arms: the adverse winds, 
Whose leisure I haye stay’d, haye given him 
time 
To land his legions all'as soon as I; 
His marches are expedient to this town, 60 
His forces strong, his soldiers confident. 
With him along is come the mother-queen, 
An Ate, stirring him to blood and strife; 
With her her niece, the Lady Blanch of Spain; 
With them a bastard of the king’s deceased ; 
And all the unsettled humours of the Jand, 
Rash, inconsiderate, fiery voluntaries, 
With ladies’ faces and fierce dragons’ spleens, 
Have sold their fortunes at their native homes, 
Bearing their birthrights proudly on their backs, 
To make a hazard of new fortunes here: 7 
In brief, a braver choice of dauntless spirits 
Than now the English bottoms have waft o'er 
Did never float upon the swelling tide, 
To do offence and scath in Christendom. 
x > F {Drum beats. 
The interruption of their churlish drums 
Cuts off more circumstance: they are at hand, 
eo parley or to fight; therefore prepare. 
«Phi. How much unlook’d for is this ex- 
pedition ! 

Aust. By how much unexpected, by 50 

much 80 
We must awake endeavour for defence; 
For courage mounteth with occasion : 
Let them be welcome then; we are prepared. 


Enter Kixe Joun, Evinor, Buancu, 
the Bastard, Lords, and forces. 
XK. John, Peace be to France, if France in 
peace permit 
Our just and lineal entrance to our own; 
If not, bleed France, and peace ascend to 
heayen, 
Whiles we, God’s wrathful agent, do correct 
Their proud contempt that beats His peace to 


heaven. 
K. Phi. Peace be to England, if that war 
return 8&9 


From France to England, there to live in peace. 
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SoENE 1] 


England we love; and for that England's sake 
With burden of our armour here we sweat. 
This toil of ours should bea work of thine; 
But thou from loving England art so far, 
That thou hast under-wrought his lawful king, 
Cut off the sequence of posterity, 
Out-faced infant state and done a rape 
Upon the maiden virtue of the crown. 
Look here upon thy brother Geffrey’s face; 

_ These eyes, these brows, were moulded out of 


h 
This little abstract doth contain that large 
Which died in Geflrey, and the hand of time 
Shall draw this brief into as huge a volume. 
That Getfrey was thy elder brother born, 
And this his son; England was Geffrey’s right 
And this is Geflrey’s: in the name of God 
How comes it then that thou art call’da king, 
When living blood doth in these temples beat, 
Which owe the crown that thou o’ermasterest? 
K. John. From whom hast thou this great 
commission, France, . 110 
To draw my answer from thy articles? ‘ 
K. Phi. - ¥rom that supernal judge, that stirs 
good thoughts ‘ 
In any breast of strong authority, 
‘To look into the blots and stains of right: 
That judge hath made me guardian to this boy : 
Under whose warrant I impeach thy wrong 
And by whose help I mean to chastise it. 
KK. John. _Alack, thou dost usurp authority. 
K. Phi, Excuse; it is to beat usurping down. 
Eli. Who is it thou dost usurper, 
France? 120 
Const. Let me make answer; thy usurping 


son. 
_ _ Eli. Out, insolent! thy bastard shall be king, 

That feu mayst be a queen, and check the 

world! 

Const. My bed was ever to thy son as true 
As thine was to thy husband; and this boy 
Liker in feature to his father Geftrey_ 3 
Than thou and John in manners; being as like 
As rain to water, or devil to his dam. 

My boy a bastard! By my soul, [ think 
His father never was so true begot : 130 
It cannot be, an if thou wert his mother. 

£li. There’s a good mother, boy, that blots 

thy father. 

Const. There’s a good grandam, boy, that 

would blot thee. 

Aust, Peace! ; 

Bast. Hear the crier. , 

Aust. What the devil art thou? 

Bast. 


One that will play the devil, sir, with 
you, % 
An y may catch your hide and you alone: 
You are the hare of whom the proverb goes, 
Whose valour plucks dead lions by the Deard : 
Tl smoke your skin-coat, an catch you right; 
Sirrah, ook to’t; P faith, Twill, ? faith. — ry0 
Blanch. 0, well did he become that lion's 


robe 
That did disrobe the lion of that robe! : 
Bast. It lies as sightly on the back of him 
As great Alcides’ shows upon an ass: 
But, ass, I'll take that burthen from your back, 
Or Jay on that shall make your shoulders crack. 
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What cracker is this same that deafs 
_ our cars 
With this abundance of superfluous breath? 
K. Phi. Lewis, determine what we shall do 
straight. 
Lew. 
. ference, 

ren John, this is the very sum of all; . 

England and Ireland, Anjou, Touraine, Maine, 

In right of Arthur do I claim of thee: 

Wilt thou resign them and lay down thy arms? 
K. John. My life as soon: I do defy thee, 

France, 

Arthur of Bretagne, yield thee to my hand; 

And out of my dear love I'll give thee more 

Than ¢’er the coward hand of J"rance can win: 

Submit thee, boy. 

Eli. Come to thy grandam, child. 
Const. Do, child, go to it grandam, child; 

Give grandam kingdom, and it grandam will 

Give it a plum, a cherry, and a fig: 

There’s a good grandam. 

Arth, Good my mother, peace! 

I would that I were low laid in my grave: 

Tam not worth this coil that’s made for me. 
Ett, His mother shames him so, poor boy, 
he weeps. 

Const. Now shame upon you, whether she 
_ does or no! 

His grandam’s wrongs, and not his mother’s 

shames, 

Draws those heaven-moving pearls from his poor 


Aust. 


Women and fools, break off your con- 
150 


eyes, 
Which heayen shall take in nature of a fee; 170 
Ay, with these crystal beads heaven shall be 
bribed | 
To do him justice and revenge on you. 
Eli, Thou monstrous slanderer of heaven 
and earth! 
Const. Thou monstrous injurer of heayen 
and earth! 5 
Call not me slanderer; thou and thine usurp 
The dominations, royalties and rights 
Of this oppressed boy: this is thy eld’st son’s 


son, * . . 
Infortunate in nothing but in thee: 
Thy sins are visited in STOO child; 
The canon of the law is laid on him, 180 
Being but the second generation 
Removed from thy sin-conceiving womb. 
K. John. , have done. 
‘onst. Ihave but this to say, 
That he is not only plagued for her sin, 
But God hath made her sin and her the plague 
On this removed issue, plagued for her 
And with her plague; her sin his injury, 
Her injury, the beadle to her sin, 
‘All punish’d in the person of this child, 
And all for her; a plague upon her! 190 
Eli, Thou unadvised scold, I can produce 
A will that bars the title of thy son. 
Const. Ay, who doubts that? a willl a 
wicked will; 
A woman’s will; a canker’d grandam’s will! 
K. Pht. Peace, lady! pause, or be more tem- 
: poets 4 
It ill beseems this presence to cry aim 
‘To these ill-tuned repetitions. 
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Some trumpet summon hither to the walls 
These men of Angiers: let us hear them speak 
Whose title they admit, Arthur’s or John’s. 200 


Trumpet sounds. Enter certain Citizens 
upon the walls. 


First Cit. Who is it that hath warn’d us to 

the walls? 
i, "Tis France, for England. _ 
K. John. England, for itself. 
You men of Angiers, and my loving subjects,— 
Phi. You loving men of <Angiers, 
Arthur's subjects, - 

Our trumpet cull’d you to this gentle parle— 

K. ble For our advantage ; therefore hear 
us first. 

These flags of France, that are advanced here 

Before the eye and prospect of your town, 

Have hither marcl’d to yout endamagement: 

The cannons have their bowels full of wrath, 

And ready mounted are they to spit forth 211 

Their iron indignation ’gainst your walls: 

All yrenaration for a bloody siege 

And merciless proceeding by these French 

Confronts your city’s eyes, your winking gates; 

And but for our approach those sleeping stones, 

That as a waist doth Jae you abont, 

By the compulsion of their ordinance _ 

by this time from their fixed beds of lime 

Had been dishabited, and wide hayoc made 220 

For bloody power to rush Ge your peace. 

But on the sight of us your lawful king, 

Who painfully with much expedient march 

Have brought a countercheck before your gates, 

To save unscratch’d your city’s threatened 


cheeks, 
Behold, the French amazed vouchsafe a parle; 
And now, instead of bullets wrapp’d in fire, 
To make a shaking fever in your walls, 
They shoot but calm words folded up insmoke, 
To make a faithless error in your ears: 230 
Which trust accordingly, kind citizens, 
And let usin, yourking, whose labour’d spirits, 
Yorwearied in this action of swift speed, 
Crave harbourage within your city walls. 

. Phi. When I have said, make answer to 

us both. ‘ 

Lo, in this right hand, whose protection 
Is most divinely vow'd upon the right 
Of him it holds, stands young Plantagenet, 
Son to the elder brother of this man, 
And king o’er him and all that he enjoys: 240 
For this down-trodden equity, we tread 
In warlike march these greens before your town, 
Being no further ene to you 
Than the constraint of hospitable zeal 
In the relief of this oppressed child 
Religiously provokes, Be pleased then 
To pay that duty which you truly owe 
To him that owes it, namely this young prince: 
And then our arms, like toa muzzled bear, 
Save in aspect, hath all offence seal'd up ; 

ur cannons’ malice vainly-shall be spent 
Against the invulnerable clouds of heaven ; 
And with a blessed and unvex’d retire, 
With unhack’d swords and helmets all un- 


bruised, 
We will bear home that lusty blood again 


250 


KING JOHN 


{Acr m 


Which here we came to spout i.gainst your 
town 
And leave your children, wives and you in 


peace. 4 
But if you fondly pass our proffer’d offer, 
‘Tis not the roundure of your old-faced walls 
Can hide you from our messengers of war, 260 
Though al these English and their discipline 
Were harbour’d in their rude circumference. 
Then tell us, shall your city call us lord, , 
In that behalf which we have challenged it? 
Orshall we give the signal to our rage 
And stalk in blood to our possession ? 
First Cit, In brief, we are the king of 
England's subjects : : 
For him, and in his right, we hold this town, 
K, John, Acknowledge then the king, and 
let me in. 
First Cit. That can we not; but he that 
proves the king, . 
To him will we prove loyal: till that time 
Have we ramm’d up our gates against the world. 
KX, John. Doth not the crown of England 
rove the king? z 
And if not that, I bring you witnesses, 
Twice fifteen thousand hearts of England’s 


reed,— 
Bast. Bastards, and else. ; 
K. John. To verify our title with their lives. 
4K. Phi. As many and as well-born bloods 
as those,— 
Bast.” Some bastards too. 
EK. Phi. Stand in his face to contradict his 
claim. e 280 | 
First Cit. Till you compound whose right is 
worthiest, 
We for the worthiest hold the right from both. 
XK. John. Then God forgive the sin of all 
those souls 
That to their everlasting residence, 
Before the dew of evening fall, shall fleet, 
In dreadful trial of our kingdom’s king! 
. Phi. Amen, amen! Mount, chevaliers! 
to arms! 
Bast. Saint George, that swinged the dragon, 
.,_ and e’er since 
Sits on his horse back at mine hostess’ door, 
Teach us some fence! [Zo Aust.] Sirrah, were 
Tat home, 290 
At your den, sirrah, with your lioness, 

I would set an ox-head to your lion’s hide, 
And make a monster of you. 
Aust, Peace! no more. 

Bast. O, tremble, for you hear the lion roar. 
K. John. Up higher to the plain; where 
we'll set forth 
best appointment all our regiments. 
Bish peed then, to take advantage of the 


eld. 
K. Phi. Tt shall be so; and at the other hill 
Command the rest to stand. God and our 
right! [Exeunt. 


Here after excursions, enter the Herald of 
France, with trumpets, to the gates. 
F. Her. You men of Angiers, open wide 
your gates, 302. 
And let young Arthur, Duke of Bretagne, in, 
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Scene 1] 
Who by the hand of France this day hath 


made 

Much work for tears in many an English 
mother, 

Whose sons lie scattered on the bleeding 


ground ; 

Many a widow’s husband grovelling lies, 
Coldly embracing the discolour’d earth ; 
And victory, with little loss, doth Rey 
pon the dancing banners of the French, 

Who are at hand, triumphantly display’d, 

To enter conquerors and to proclaim 310 
Arthur of Bretagne England’s king and yours. 


Enter English Herald, with trumpet. 


E. Her, Rejoice, you men of Angiers, ring 
_ your bells ; 2 
King John, your king and England’s, doth ap- 


proach, 
Commander of this hot malicious day: 
we Canons that march’d hence so silver- 
__bright, ae 
Hither return all gilt with Frenchmen’s blood ; 
There stuck no plume in any English crest 
That is removed by a staff of France ; 
Our colours do return in those same hands 
That did display them when we first march’d 
forth ; 320 
And, like a jolly troop of huntsmen, come 
Our lusty English, all with purpled hands, 
Dyed in the dying slaughter of their foes: 
Open your gates and give the victors way. 
First Cit. Heralds, from off our towers we 
might behold, : 
From first to last, the onset and retire 
Of both your armies; whose equality 
By our best eyes cannot be censured : 
Blood hath bought blood and blows have 
answer'd blows ; 
Strength match’d with strength, and power con- 
fronted power: r 4 330 
Both are alike; and both alike we like. 
One must prove greatest: while they weigh so 


even, 
We hold our town for neither, yet for both. 


Re-enter the two KANGS, with their powers, 
several ly. 


EE, John. France, hast thou yet more blood 
to cast away ? r 
aay, shall the current of our right run on? 
Whose passage, vex'd with thy impediment, 
Shall leave his native channel and o’erswell 
‘With course disturb'd even thy confining shores, 
Unless thou let his silver water keep 
A peaceful progress to the ocean. 
K. Phi. England, thou hast 
drop of blood, 
In this hot trial, more than we of France; 
Rather, lost more. And by this hand I swear, 
That sways the earth this climate overlooks, 
Before we will lay down our just-borne arms, 
We'll Put thee down, ’gainst whom these arms 
we bear, 
Or add a royal number to the dead, 
Gracing the scroll that tells of this war's loss 
With slaughter coupled to the name of kings. 


340 
not saved one 


KING JOHN 


355 
Bast. Ha, majesty! how high thy glory 
to] 


towers, 35 
When the rich blood of kings is set on fire! 
O, now doth Death line his dead chaps with 


steel ; 
The swords of soldiers are his teeth, his fangs; 
And now he feasts, mousing the flesh of men, 
In undetermined differences of kings. 
Why stand these royal fronts amazed thus? 
Cry, ‘havoc!’ kings; back to the stained field, 
You equal potents, fiery kindled spirits ! 
Then let confusion of one part confirm 
The other’s peace; till then, blows, blood and 
death | 360 
K. John. Whose party do the townsmen yet 
admit? 
K. Phi. Speak, citizens, for England; who’s 


your king? : 
Furst Cit. The king of England, when we 
know the king. 
XK. Phi. Know him in us, that here hold up 
his right. 
K. John. In us, that are our own great 
deputy, ; E 
And bear possession of our person here, 
Lord of our presence, Angiers, and of you. | 
Ode Ue A greater power than we denies 
all this; 
And till it be undoubted, we do lock 
Our former scruple in our strong-barr'd gates; 
King'd of our fears, until our fears, resolved, 371 
Be by some certain king purged and deposed. 
Bast. By heaven, these scroyles of Angiers 
flout you, kings, , 
And stand securely on their battlements, | 
As in a theatre, whence they gape and point 
At your industrious scenes and acts of death. 
Your royal presences be ruled by me: 
Do like the mutines of Jerusalem, 
Be friends awhile and both conjointly bend 
Your sharpest deeds of malice on this town: 
By east and west let France and England 
mount 81 
Their battering cannon charged to the mouths 
Till their soul-fearing clamours have brawl'd 


lown 
The flinty ribs of this contemptuous city : 
I’ld play incessantly upon these jades, 
Even till unfenced desolation 
Leave them as naked as the vulgar air. 
That done, dissever your united strengths, 
And part your mingled colours once again ; 
‘Turn face to face and bloody point to point ; 390 
Then, in a moment, Fortune shall cull forth 
Out of one side her happy minion, 
To whom in favour she shall give the day, 
And kiss him with a glorious victory. 
How like you this wild counsel, mighty states? 
Smacks it not something of the policy? 
K. Jolin. Now, by the sky that hangs above 
our heat 
T like it well. France, shall we knit our powers 
And lay this Angiers even with the ground ; 
Then after fight who shall be king of it? 400 
Bast. Anif thou hast the mettle of a king, 
Being wrong’d as we are by this neerisht town, 
Turn thou the mouth of thy artillery, 
As we will ours, against these saucy walls; 
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And when that we have dash’d them to the 


‘ound, 
Why then defy each other, and pell-mell 
Make work upon ourselves, for heaven or hell. 
. &. Phi. Let it be so. Say, where will you 


assauli? ; 
K. John. We from the west will send de- 
struction 
Into this city’s bosom. 
Aust. J from the north. 
K, Phi. Our thunder from the south 
Shall rain their drift of bullets on this town. 
Bast. ‘ O prudent discipline! From north to 
south : 
Austria and France shoot in each other's mouth : 
I'll stir them to it. Come, away, away! 
First Cit. Hear us, great kings: vouchsafe 
awhile to stay, . 
And I shall show you peace and fair-faced 
league ; ‘i 
Win you this city without stroke or wound ; 
Rescue those breathing lives to die in beds, 
That here come sacrifices for the field: 
Persever not, but hear me, mighty kings. 
&. John. Speak on with favour; we are bent 
to hear. 2 
First Cit. That daughter there of Spain, the 
Lady Blanch, 
Is niece to England: look upon the years | 
Of Lewis the Bauphin and that loyely maid : 
If lusty love should go in quest of beauty, 
‘Where should he find it fairer than in Blanch? 
If zealous love should go in search of virtue, 
Where should he find it purer than in Blanch? 
If love ambitious sought a match of birth, 430 
ose veins bound richer blood than Lady 
Blanch? | " 
Such as she is, in beauty, virtue, birth, 
Ts the young pesoatin every way complete: 
Té not complete of, say he is not she ; 
d she geo wants nothing, to name want, 
If want it be not that she is not he: 
He is the half part of a blessed man, 
Left to be finished by such as she; 
And she a fair divided excellence, 
‘Whose fulness of perfection liesin him, 440 
O, two such silver currents, when they join, 
Do islonly the banks that bound them in; 
And two such shores to two such streams made 


410 


420 


one, 
Zwosuch controlling boundsshall you be, kings, 
To these two princes, if you marry them. 
This union shall do more than battery can 
To our fast-closed gates ; for at this match, 
With swifter spleen than powdencan! enforce, 
The mouth of passage shall we fling wide ope 
d give you entrance ; but without this match, 
The sea enraged is not half so deaf, 451 
Lions more confident, mountains and rocks 
More free from motion, no, not Death himself 
In mortal fury half so peremptory, 
As we to keep this city. a 
Bast. Here’s a stay 
That shakes the rotten carcass of old Death 
nut of his rags! Here’s a large mouth, indeed, 
t spits forth death and mountains, rocks and 


seas, 
Talks as familiarly of roaring lions 


KING JOHN 


[Acr ur 


As maids of thirteen do of puppy-dogs! 460 
What cannoneer begot this lusty blood? 
He speaks plain cannon fire, and smoke and 
bounce; f RS 
He gives the bastinado with his tongue: 
Our ears are cudgell’d: not a word of his 
But buffets better than a fist of France : 
Zounds! I was never so bethump ‘d with words 
Since I first call’d my brother's father dad, 
Elt. Son, list to this conjunction, make this 
match; 
Give with our niece a dowry large enough: 
or by this knot thou shalt so surely tie 470 
‘Thy now unsured assurance to the crown, 
That yon green boy shall have no sun to ripe 
The bloom that promiseth a mighty fruit, 
I sce a yielding in the looks of France; 
Mark, how they whisper: urge them while their 


souls - a 
Are capable of this ambition, 
Lest zeal, now melted by the windy breath 
Of soft petitions, pity and remorse, 
Cool and congeal again to what it was, 
First, Cit. Why answer not the double 
_ Majesties 480 
This friendly treaty of our threaten’d town? 
K, Phi. Speak England first, that hath been 
forward first 
To speak unto this city: what say you? 
KK. John. If that the Dauphin there, thy 
princely son, 
Can in this book of beauty read ‘I love,’ 
Her dowry shall weigh equal with a queen ‘i 
For Anjou and fair Touraine, Maine, Poictiers, 
And all that we upon this side the sea, 
Except this city now by us besieged, 
Find liable to our crown and dignity, 90 
Shall gild her bridal bed and make her rich 
In titles, honours and promotions 
As she in beauty, education, blood, 
Holds hand with any princess of the world. 
K, Phi. What say’st thou, boy? look in the 
lady’s face. 
Lew. I do, my lord; and in her eye I find 
A wonder, or a wondrous miracle, 
The shadow of myself form’d in her eye; 
Which, being but the shadow of your son, 
Becomes a sun and makes your son a shadow: 
Ido protest I never loved myself 50r 
Till now infixed I beheld myself 
Drawn in the flattering table of her eye. 
Vhispers with Blanch 
Bast. Drawn in the flattering table of her eye! 
Hang’d in the frowning wrinkle of her brow! 
And quarter’d in her heart! he doth espy 
Himself love’s traitor: this is pity now, 
That, hang’d and drawn and quarter’d, there 
should be 
In such a love so vile a lout as he. g 
Blanch. My uncle’s will in this respect is 
R 10 


mine: 5 
Tf he see aught in you that makes him like,, 

t any thing he sees, which moves his liking, 
I can with ease translate it to my will; 
Or if you will, to speak more properly, 
Twill enforce it easily to my love. 
Further I will not flatter you, my lord, 
That all I see in you is worthy love, 
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Sonne 1] 


Than this; that nothing do I see in you, 
Though churlish thoughts themselves should be 
your judge 
That I can find should merit any hate. 20 
i. John. What say these young ones? What 
say you, my niece? 
PHAR That she is bound in honour still 
odo 
What you in wisdom still youchsafe to say. 
i. John. Speak then, prince Dauphin; can 
you love this lady? 
Lew, Nay, ask me if I can refrain from love; 
For I do love her most unfeignedly. 
K. John. Then do I give Volquessen, Tou- 
_raine, Maine, 
Poictiers and Anjou, these five provinces, 
With her to thee; and this addition more, 
Full thirty thousand marks of English coin. 530 
Philip of I’rance, if thou be pleased withal, 
Command thy son and daughter to join hands, 
KX, Phi. Tt likes us well; young princes, 
close your hands, 
Aust. And your lips too; for I am well 
assured 
That I did so when I was first assured. 
KE. Phi. Now, citizens of Angiers, ope your 


‘ates, 
Let a that amity which you have made; 
For at Saint Mary’s chapel presently _ 
The rites of marriage shall be solemnized. 
Is not the Lady Constance in this troop? 
I know she is not, for this match made up 
Her presence would have interrupted much : 
Where is she and her son? tell me, who knows. 

Lew. She is sad and passionate at your 

highness’ tent. - : 

K. Phi. And, by my faith, this league that 

_, we have made . 

Will give her sadness very little cure. 
rappel of England, how may we content 

his widow lady? In her right we came ; 
Which we, God knows, have turn’d another way, 
To our own vantage. ; 

I, John. We will healupall; 550 
For we’ll create young Arthur Duke of Bretagne 
And Earl of Richmond ; and this rich fair town 
‘We make him lord of. Call the Lady Constance ; 
Some speedy messenger bid her repair 
To our solemnity: I trust we shall, 

Tf not fill up the measure of her will, 

Yet in some measure satisfy her so 

That we shall Btgp her exclamation. 

ie We eeiveliaa hase will eae us, sf 
'o this unlook’d for, unprepared pomp. 5 

[Lxeunt all but the Bastard. 
Bast. Mad world! mad kings! mad compo- 
sition ! 

John, to stop Arthur's title in the whole, 

Wath willingly departed with a part, 

And France, whose armour conscience buckled 


on, A 
Whom zeal and charity brought to the field 
As God’s own soldier, rounded in the ear : 
With that same purpose-changer, that sly devil, 
That broker, that still breaks the pate of faith, 
That daily break-vow, he that wins of all, 
Of kings, of beggars, old men, young men, 
maids, 57° 


540 


KING JOHN 


357 


Who, having no external thing to lose p 
But the word ‘maid,’ cheats the poor maid of 


that, 
That Cus eteed gentleman, tickling Com- 
modity, 
Commodity, the bias of the world, 
The world, who of itself is peised well, 
Made to run even upon even ground, 
Till this advantage, this vile-drawing bias, 
This sway of motion, this Commodity, 
Makes it take head from all indifferency, 
From all direction, purpose, course, intent: 580 
And this same bias, this Commodity,, 
This bawd, this broker, this all-changing word, 
Gisep d on the outward eye of fickle France, 
Hath drawn him from his own determined aid, 
From a resolved and honourable war, 
To a most base and vile-concluded peace. 
And why rail I on this Commodity 7 
But for because he hath not woo'’d me yet: 
Not that I have the power to clutch my hand, 
When his fair angels would salute my palm ; 
But for my hand, as unattempted yet, 5Qr 
Like a poor beggar, raileth on the rich. 
Well, whiles I am a begaar, I will rail 
And say there is no sin but to be rich; 
And being rich, my virtue then shall be 
To say there is no vice but beggary. 
Since kings break faith ap commodity, 
Gain, be my lord, for I will worship thee. (Beit. 


ACT IIL. 
Scexel The French Kina's pavilion. 
Enter CoNSTANOE, ARTHUR, and SALISBURY. 
Const. Gone to be married! gone to sweara 


peace! ‘Sa 

False blood to false blood join’d! gone to be 
friends! 

Shall Lewis have Blanch, and Blanch those 
provinces? : 

It is not so; thou hast misspoke, misheard ; 

Be well advised, tell o’er thy tale again : 

Tt cannot be; thou dost but say ’tis so: 

I trust I may not trust thee; for thy word 

Ts but the vain breath of a common man : 

Believe me, I do not believe thee, man ; 

Thaye a king’s oath to the contrary. 


190 
Thou shalt be punish’d for thus frighting me, 


For I am sick and capable of fears, 
Oppress’d with wrongs and therefore full of 


fears 
A a? husbandless, subject to fears, 
‘A woman, naturally born to fears ; 
And though thou now confess thou didst but 


jest, Le 

with my vex’d spirits I cannot take a truce, 
But they will quake and tremble all this day. 
What dost thou mean by shaking of thy head t 
Why dost thou look so sadly on my son? 20 
Ryne ¥ meats that hand upon that breast of 

thine , 
Why holds thine eye that lamentable rheum, 
Like a proud river peering o’er his bounds} 
Be these sad signs confirmers of thy words? 
‘Then speak again ; not all thy former tale, 
But this one word, whether thy tale be true, 
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SHE As true as I believe you think them 
false 
That give you cause to prove my saying true. _ 
Const. O, if thou teach me to Believe this 
SOITOW, a 
Teach thou this sorrow how to make me die, 30 
And let belief and life encounter so 
As doth the fury of two desperate men 
Which in the very meeting fall and dic. 
Eee marry Blanch! O boy, then where art 
thou? 
France friend with England, what becomes of 


me? 
Fellow, be gone: I cannot brook thy sight : 
This news hath made thee a most ugly man. 
Sal. What other harm have I, good lady, 


lone, . 
But spoke the harm that is by others done? _ 
Const. Which harm within itself so heinous is 
As it makes harmful all that speak of it. 40 
Arth. Ido beseech you, madam, be content. 
Const. If thou, that bid’st me be content, 
wert grim, 
Uely and slanderous to thy mother’s womb, 
Full of unpleasing blots and sightless stains, 
Lame, foolish, crooked, swart, prodigious, 2 
Patch'd with foul moles and eye-offending 


marks, 
L would not care, I then would be content, 
For then I should not love thee, no, nor thou 
Become thy great birth nor deserve a crown. 50 
But thou art fair, and at thy birth, dear boy, 
Nature and Fortune join’d to make thee great: 
Of Naiure’s gifts thou mayst with lilies boast 


And with the half-blown rose, But Fortune, O, | Ar 


She is corrupted, changed and won from‘thee; 
She adulterates hourly with thine uncle John, 
eet Tae her golden hand hath pluck’d on 


‘ranee 
To tread down fair respect of sovereignty, 
And made his majesty the bawd to theirs. 59 
France is a bawd to Fortune and King John, 
That strumpet Fortune, that usurping John | 
Tell me, thou fellow, is not France forsworn? 
Envenom him with words, or et thee gone 
And leave those woes alone which I alone 
Am bound to under-bear, 
al. A Pardon me, madam, 
I may not go without you to the kings. 
Const.. Thou mayst, thou shalt; I will not 
go with thee: 
I will instruct my sorrows to be proud ; 
For grief is proud and makes his owner stoop. 
To me and to the state of my great grief 7° 
Let kings assemble; for my grief’s so great 
That no supporter but the huge firm earth 
Can hold it up: here [ and sorrows sit ; 
Here is my throne, bid kings come bow to it. 
[Seats herself on the ground. 


Enter Kixe Joun, Kine Purp, Lewrs, 
Buancu, Exinor, the BASTARD, AUSTRIA, 
and Attendants. 


KE. Phi. >Tis true, fair daughter; and this 
blessed day 
er in France shall be kept festival : 
‘To solemnize this day the glorious sun 


KING JOHN 


[Act mz 


Stays in his course and plays the alchemist, 

Turning with splendour of his precious eve 

The meagre cloddy earth to glittering gold: 8 

The yearly course that brings this day about 

Shall never see it but a holiday. 

Const. A wicked day, and not a holy day! 

visting. 

What hath this day deserved? what hath 4 


lone, 
That it in golden letters should be set 
Among the high tides in the calendar? 
Nay, rather turn this day out of the week, 
This day of shame, oppression, perjury. 
Or, if it must stand stil, let wives with child 
Pray that their burthens may not fall this day, 
Lest that their hopes prodigiously be cross’d : 
But on this day let seamen fear no wreck ; 
No bargains break that are not this day made: 
This day, all things begun come to ill end, 
Yea, faith itself to hollow falsehood change! 
K. Phi. By heayen, lady, you shall have no 
cause 
To curse the fair proceedings of this day: 
Have I not pawn'd to you my majesty ? 
Cae You have beguiled me with a counter- 
ei 
eset majesty, which, being touch’d and 
ried, 100 
Proves valueless: you are forsworn, forsworn ; 
ou came in arms to spill mine enemies’ blood, 
But now in arms you strengthen it with yours: 
The grappling vigour and rough frown of war 
Is cold in amity and painted peace, e 
And our oppression hath made up this league. 
ats arm, you heavens, against these perjured 
kings! 
A widow cries ; be husband to me, heavens! 
Let not the hours of this ungodly day 
Wear out the day in peace ; but, ere sunset, 110 
Set armed discord twixt these perjured kings! 
Hear me, O, hear me! 
Aust. Lady Constance, peace! 
Const. War! war! no peace! peace is tome 
a war. 
O Lymoges! O Austria! thou dost shame 
That bloody spoil: thou slave, thou wretch, thou 
cowa) 
Thou little valiant, great in villany ! 
Thou ever strong upon the stronger side! 
Thou Fortune’s champion that dost never fight 
But when her humorous ladyship is b 
To teach thee safety! thou art perjured too, 120 
And soothest up greatness. \What a fool art 


u, 
A ramping fool, to brag and stamp and swear 
Upon my party! ‘Thou cold-blooded slave, 
Hast thou not spoke like thunder on my side, 
Been sworn my soldier, bidding me depend 
Upon thy stars, thy fortune and thy strength, 
And dost thou now fall over to my foes? 
Thou wear a lion’s hide! doff it for shame, 
And hang a calf’s-skin on those recreant limbs. 
Aust. O, that a man should speak those 


words to me! 130 
Bast. And hang a calf’s-skin on those re- 
creant limbs. 


ee Thou darest not say so, villain, for thy 
ife. 
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Bast. And hang a calf’s-skin on those re- 
creant limbs. 

K. John. We like not this; thou dost forget 
thyself. 


Enter PANDULPH. 
XK. Phi. Here comes the holy legate of the 


pope. : 
Pand. Hail,you anointed deputies of heaven ! 
To thee, King J olin, my holy errand is. 
I Pandulph, of fair Milan cardinal, 
And from Pope Innocent the legate here, 
Do in his name religiously demand 140 
Why thou against the church, our holy mother, 
So wilfully dost spurn; and force perforce 
Keep Stephen Langton, chosen archbishop 
Of Canterbury, from that holy sce? 
This, in our foresaid holy father’s name, 
Pope Innocent, I do demand of thee. 
K, John. What earthy name to interro- 
gatories ? 
Can task the free breath of a sacred king? 
Thou canst not, cardinal, devise a name 
So slight, unworthy and ridiculous, 150 
To charge me to an answer, as the pope. 
Tell him this tale; and from the mouth of 
England : 
Add thus much more, that no Italian priest 
Shall tithe or toll in our dominions; 
But as we, under heaven, are supreme head, 
So under Him that great supremacy, 
Where we do reign, we will alone mahal, 
Without the assistance of a mortal hand : 
So tell the pope, all reverence set apart 
To him and his usurp’d authority. 160 
K, Phi, Brother of England, you blaspheme 


in this. 
K, John. Though you and all the lengs of 
Christendom * : 3 
Are led so grossly by this meddling priest, 
Dreading the curse that money may buy out; 
And by the merit of vile gold, dross, dust, 
Purchase corrupted pardon of a man,, 
Who in that sale sells pardon from himself, 
Though you and all the rest so grossly led 
This Juggling witchcraft with revenue cherish, 
Yet I alone, alone do me oppose | 170 
Against the pope and count his friends my foes. 
and. Then, by the lawful power that I 


aye, : 
Thou shalt stand cursed and excommunicate : 
And blessed shall he be that doth revolt 
From his allegiance to an heretic; . 
And meritorious shall that hand be call’d, 
Canonized and worshipp’d as a saint, 
That takes away by any secret course 
Thy hateful life. 


Const. O, lawful let it be : 
That I have room with Rome to curse awhile! 
Good father cardinal, cry thou amen 181 


To my keen curses; for without my wrong | 
There if no tongue hath power to curse him 
right. 
Pand. There’s law and warrant, lady, for 


my curse. = 
Const. And for mine too: when law can do 


no right, 
Let it be Sawful that law bar no wrong: 


KING JOHN 
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Law cannot give my child his kingdom here, 
For he that holds his kingdom holds the law 
‘Therefore, since law itself is perfect wrong, 189 
How can the law forbid my tongue to curse? 
Pand. Philip of France, on peril of a curse, 
Let go the hand of that_arch-heretic ; 
And raise the power of France upon his head, 
Unless he do submit himself to Rome. 
Li. Look’st thou pale, France? do not let 
go thy hand. 7! 
Const. Look to that, devil; lest that France 
repent, | 
And by disjoining hands, hell lose a soul. 
Aust. King Philip, listen to the cardinal. 
Bust. And hang a calf's-skin on his re- 
creant limbs. 
Aust. Well, ruffian, I must pocket up these 
wrongs, 200 
Because—_ 
Bast. Your breeches best may carry them, 
K. John. Philip, what say’st thou to the 
cardinal? 
Cae avast should he say, but as the car- 
inal 
Lew. Bethink you, father; for the difference 
Is purchase of a heavy curse from Nome, 
Or the dene loss of England for a friend : 
Forego the easier. . 
Blanch. _That’s the curse of Rome. 
Const. O Lewis, stand fast! the devil tempts 
thee here 
In likeness of a new untrimmed bride. 
Blanch.. The Lady _Constance speaks not 


from her faith, 210 
But from her need. 
t O, if thou grant my need, 


‘onst. } 
Which only lives but by the death of faith, 
That ueed must needs infer this principle, 
That faith would live again by death of need, 
O then, tre;d down my need, and faith 
_ mounts up; amc 
Keep my need up, and faith is trodden down! 
KK. John. The king is moved, and answers 
not to this. 
Const: O, be removed from him, and answer 
we 
Aust. Do so, King Philip; hang no more 
in doubt. . ek ats 
Bast. Hang nothing but a calf’s-skin, most 
sweet lout. . 220 
K. Phi. Iam perplex’d, and know not what 


to say. : 
Pand. What canst thou say but will perplex 
thee more, ‘ 
Tf thou stand excommunicate and cursed ? 
KE. Phi. Good reverend father, make my 
erson yours,, 
And tell me how you would bestow yourself, 
This royal hand and mine are newly knit, 
And the conjunction of our inward souls 
Married in league, coupled and link’d together 
With all religious strength of sacred vows; 229 
The latest breath that gave the sound of words 
Was deep-sworn faith, peace, amity, true love 
Between our kingdoms and our royal selves, 
And even before this truce, but new before, 
No longer than we well could wash our hands 
To clap this royal bargain up of peace, 
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Heaven knows, they were besmear'd and over- 
___. stain z 
With slaughter’s pencil, where revenge did 


aint 
The fearful difference of incensed kings: 
And shall these hands, so lately purged of 


ood, é 5 
So newly join’d in love, so strong in both, 240 
Unyoke this seizure and this kind regreet? . 
Play fast and loose with faith? so jest with 
heaven, 

Make such unconstant children of ourselves, 
As now again to snatch our palm from palm, 
Unswear faith sworn, and on the marriage-bed 
Of smiling peace to march a bloody host, 
And make a riot on the gentle brow 
Of true sincerity? O, holy sir, 
My reverend father, let it not be sol 
Out of your grace, devise, ordain, impose. 250 
Some gentle order; and then we shall be blest 
To do your pleasure and continue friends. 

Pand. All form is formless, order orderless, 
Save what is opposite to England's love. 
Therefore to arms! be champion of our church, 
Orlet the church, our mother, breathe her curse, 
A mother’s curse, on her revolting son. 
France, thou mayst hold a serpent by the 

tongue, 

A chafed lion by the mortal paw, 
A fasting tiger safer by the tooth, | 260 
note Keep in peace that hand which thou dost 


hold. 
K. Phi. I may disjoin my hand, but not 
my faith. 
ond So makest thou faith an enemy to 
‘aith ; 
And like a civil war set’st oath to oath, 
Thy tongue against thy tongue. O, let thy vow 
First made to heaven, first be to heaven per- 
form’d, 
That is, to be the champion of our church ! 
What since thou sworest is sworn against thy- 


sel 
And may not be performed by thyself, 
For that which thou hast sworn to do amiss 
Is not amiss when it is truly done, 271 
And being not done, where doing tends to ill, 
The truth is then most done not doing it: 
The better act of purposes mistook 
Is to mistake again; though indirect, 
Yet indirection thereby grows direct, 
And falsehood falsehood cures, as fire cools fire 
Within the scorched veins of one new-burn’d, 
It is religion that doth make vows kept; 


But thou hast sworn against religion 280 
By what thou swear'’st against the thing thou 
swear’st, 


And makest an oath the surety for thy truth 
Against an oath: tthe truth thou art unsure 
To swear, swears only not to be forsworn ; 
Else what a mockery should it be to swear! 
But thou dost swear only to be forsworn ; 

id most forsworn, to keep what thou dost 

swear. 

Therefore thy later vows against thy first 
Is in thyself rebellion to thyself ; 289 
And better conquest never canst thou make 
Than arm thy constant and thy nobler parts 


KING JOHN 


[Aor mr 


Against these giddy loose suggestions : 

Upon which better part our prayers come in, 
If thou youchsafe them. Butif not, then know 
The peril of our curses light on thee 

So heavy as thou shalt not shake them off, 
But in despair die under their black weight. 

Aust. Rebellion, flat rebellion! | 

Bast. i Will’t not be? 
Will not a calf’s-skin stop that mouth of thine? 

Lew. Father, to arms! ; 

Blanch. Upon thy wedding-day? 300 
Against the blood that thou hast married? 
What, aa our feast be kept with slaughter’d 

men 
ual eto tbe and loud churlish drums, 
Clamours of hell, be measures to our pomp? 
O husband, hear me! ay, alack, how new 
Ts husband in my mouth! even for that name, 
Which till this time my tongue did ne'er pro- 
nounce, 
Upon my knee I beg, go not to arms 
Against mine uncle. 
Const. § O, upon my knee, 
Made hard with kneeling, I do pray to thee, 310 
‘Thou virtuous Dauphin, alter not the doom 
Forethought by heaven! 
Blanch. Now shall I see thy love: what 
motive may 
Be stronger with thee than the name of wife? 

Const. That which upholdeth him that thee 

_ upholds, : 

His honour: O, thine honour, Lewis, thine 
honour! ; 

Lew, I muse your majesty doth seem so 


cold, 
When such profound respects do pull vou on. 
Pand, Iwill denounce a curse upon his head. 
K, Phi. Thou shalt not need. England, I 
will fall from thee. aeac0) 
Const. O fair return of banish’d majesty ! 
4ili._ O foul revolt of French inconstaney ! 
K. John. France, thou shalt rue this hour 
within this hour. 
Bast. Old Time the clock-setter, that bald 
_ Sexton Time, 
Is it as he will? well then, France shall rue. , 
Blanch. The sun’s o’ercast with blood : fair 
day, adieu | 
Which is the side that I must go withal ? 
Tam with both: each army hath a hand ; 
And in their rage, I having hold of both, 
They whirl asunder and dismember me. _,33° 
Husband, I cannot pray that thou mayst win; 
Uncle, I needs must pray that thou mayst lose ; 
Father, I may not wish the fortune thine ; 
Grandam, I will not wish thy wishes thrive : 
Whoever wins, on that side shall I lose ; 
Assured loss before the match be play’d. 
Lew, Lady, with me, with me thy fortune 


ies. 

Blanch, There where my fortune lives, there 
my life dies, - 

K. John. Cousin, go draw_our puissance 
together. [Exit Bastard. 
France, Iam burn’d aD with inflaming wrath ; 
A rage whose heat hath this condition, Bat 

That nothing can allay, nothing but blood, 
The blood, and dearest-valued blood, of 'rance. 
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Scune 1] KING 


K.. Phi. Thy rage shall burn thee up, and 
thou shalt turn 
To ashes, ere our blood shall quench that fire: 
Look to thyself, thou art in jeo ardy. 
XK. John. No more than he that threats. To 
arms leb’s hie! [Exeunt. 


Scene IL YLhesame. Plains near Angiers. 


Alarums, excursions. Enter the BASTARD, 
with AUSTRIA’S head. 
Bast. Now, by my life, this day grows won- 
drous hot ; 
Some airy devil hovers in the sky 
And pours down mischief. Austria’s head lie 


there, 
While Philip breathes, 


Enter Kixe Jonny, Antnur, and Hopert. 
KK. John. Hubert, keep this boy, Philip, 
make up; 
My mother is assailed in our tent, 
And ta’en, I fear, 
Bast. _ , My lord, T rescued her; 
Her highness is in safety, fear you not: 
ut on, my liege; for very little pains 
Will bring this labour to an! appy end. [Lxeunt. 





Scene IIL Zhe same. 


Alarwms, excursions, retreat. Enter Kine 
Joun, Extnor, Arruur, the BAsTarp, 
Husert, and Lords. 


EK. John. (zo Elinor] So. shall it be; your 
grace shall sta behind , 
So strongly guarded. [Yo Arthur] Cousin, 
look not sad: 3 
Thy grandam loves thee; and thy uncle will 
dear be to thee as thy father was. ‘ 
Ath, O, this will make my mother die 
with grief! : 
. John. (Zo the Bastard] Cousin, away 
for England! haste before : . 
And, ere our coming, see thou shake the bags 
Of hoarding abbots ; unprsoned angels 
Set at liberty ; the fat ribs of peace 
Must by the hungry now be fed.upon : 10 
se our commission in his utmost force... __ 
Bast. Bell, book, and candle shall not drive 
me back, 
When gold and silver becks me to come on. 
Tleave your highness, Grandam, I will pray, 
If ever I remember to be holy, 
For your fair safety ; so, I kiss your hand. 
Eli. Farewell, gentle cousi 
AK, John. Coz, farewell. [Exit Bastard. 
Eli. Pome hither, little kinsman; hark, a 
word. 
K. John. Come hither, Hubert. O my gentle 
Hubert, ote 
We owe thee much! within this wall of flesh 20 
here is a soul counts thee her creditor 
d with advantage means to pay thy love: 
nd, my good friend, thy voluntary oath 
Lives in this bosom, dearly cherished. 
Give me thy hand. I had a thing to say, 
But I will fit it with some better time. 
By heayen, Hubert, J am almost ashamed 





JOHN 


‘To say what good ect I have of thee. _ 
Tub. Tam much bounden to your majesty. 
K, John. Good friend, thou Bast no cause 

to say so yet, 30 

But ean shalt have ; and creep time ne'er so 

slow, 

Yet it shall come for me to do thee good. 

Thad a thing to say, but let it go: 

The sun is in the heaven, and the proud day, 

Attended with the pleasures of the world, 

Zs all too wanton and too full of gawds 

To give me audience: if the midnight bell 

Did, with his iron tongue and brazen mouth, 

Sound on into the drowsy race of night; 

Li this same were a churchyard where we stand, 

And thou possessed witha thousand wrongs, 41 

Or if that surly spirit, melancholy, ; 

Had baked thy blood and made it heavy-thick, 

Which else runs tickling up and down the yeins, 

Making that idiot, laughter, keep men's eyes 

And strain their cheeks to idle merriment 

A passion hateful to my purposes, 

Or if that thou couldst see me without eyes, 

Hear ime without thine ears, and make reply 

Without a tongue, using conceit alone, 50 

Without eyes, ears and hatinful sound of words; 

Then, in despite of brooded watchful day, 


361 





I would into thy bosom pour my thoughts: 
But, ah, Iwill not! yet 1 love thee well; 
And, by my troth, think thou lovest me well. 
see So well, that what you bid ime under: 
take, 
Though that my death were adjunct to my act, 
By heaven, I would do it. 

I. John. Do not I know thou wouldst? 
Good Hubert, Hubert, Hubert, throw thine eye 
On yon young boy: I'll tell thee what, my 

friend, $ 60 
He is a very serpent in my way; 
And wheresoe’er this foot of mine doth tread, 
He lies before me: dost thou understand me? 
Thou art his keeper. js 
Lub. And I'll keep him so, 
That he shall not offend your majesty. 


K. John. Death. 
Hub. My lord? 
KK. John. A grave. 
TTub, He shall not live, 
K. John. Enough. 


I could be merry now. Hubert, I love thee; 
Well, I°ll not say what I intend for thee: 
Remember. Madam, fare you well: 

I'll send those powers o'er to your majesty. 70 

Eli._ My blessing go with thee! 

K. John. For England, consin, go: 
Hubert shall be your man, attend on you 
With all true duty. On toward Calais, ho! 

[Zceunt. 


ScengIV. Lhesame. The French Krne’s 


tent. 
Enter Kixc Putri, Lewis, Panpuren, and 
Attendants. 


K, Phi. So, by a roaring tempest on the 


ood, 
A whole armado of convicted sail 
Is scatter'd and disjoin’d from fellowship. 
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Pand. Courage and comfort! all shall’ yet 


‘o well. 
a Phi. What can go well, when we have 
run s0 ill? a 
Are we not beaten? IsnotAngierslost? 
‘Arthur ta’en prisoner? divers dear friends slain? 
‘And bloody England into England gone, 
O'erbearing interruption, spite of France? 
Lew. What he hath won, that hath he 
fortified: aie et 10 
So hot a speed with such advice disposed, 
Such temperate order in so ficrce a cause, 
Doth want example: who hath read or heard 
Of any kindred action like to this? 
K. Phi. Well could I bear that England 
had this praise, 
So we could find some pattern of our shame. 


Enter CONSTANCE. 


Look, who comes here! a grave unto a soul ; 
Holding the eternal spirit, santas her will, 

In the vile prison of afflicted breath. 

I prithee, lady, go away with me. _ 20 

Const. Lo, now! now see the issue of your 

eace, 
«Phi. Patience, good lady ! comfort, gentle 
Constance! 

Const. No, I defy all counsel, all redress, 
But that which ends all counsel, true redress, 
Death, death; O amiable lovely death! 
Thou odoriferous stench! sound rottenness! 
Arise forth from the couch of lasting night, 
Thou hate and terror to prosperity, 
And I will kiss thy detestable bones 
And put my eyeballs in thy vaulty brows to) 
And ring these fingers with thy household 

worms 

And stop this gap of breath with fulsome dust 
And be a carrion monster like thyself: 
Come, grin on me, and I will think thou smilest 
And buss thee as thy wife. Mlisery’s love, 
O, come to me! 

K. Phi. O fair affliction, peace! 

Const. No, no, I will not, having breath to 

cry: 

O, that M tongue were in the thunder’s mouth! 
Then with a passion would I shake the world; 
And rouse from sleep that fell anatomy 40 
Which cannot hear a lady’s feeble voice, 
Which scorns a modern invocation. 

Pand. Lady, you utter madness, and not 

sorrow. 

Const. Thou art not holy to belie me so; 
Tam not mad: this hair I tear is mine ; 

My name is Constance; I was Geffrey’s wife ; 
Young Arthur is my son, and he is lost: 
Tam not mad: I would to heaven I were! 
For then, ’tis like I should forget myself : 

O, if I could, what grief should I forget! 50 
Preach some philosophy to make me mad, 
And thou shalt be canonized, cardinal ; 

For being not mad but sensible of grief, 

My reasonable part produces reason 

How Imay be deliver’d of these woes, 

And teaches me to kill or hang myself : 

if I were mad, I should forget my son 

Or madly think a babe of clouts were he: 
Iam not mad; too well, too well I feel 


KING JOHN 


[Act un 


The different plague of each calamity. Co 
Lele Bind up those tresses. O, what love 
note 
In the fair multitude of those her hairs! 
Where but by chance a silver drop hath fallen, 
Even to that drop ten thousand wiry friends 
Do glue themselves in sociable grief, 
Like true, inseparable, faithful loves, 
Sticking together in calamity. 
Const. ‘To England, if you will. 
KK. Phi. __ Bind up your hairs, 
Const. Yes, that I will; and wherefore will 


0 it? 
I tore them from their bonds and cried aloud 70 
“O that these hands could so redeem my son, 
As they have given these hairs their liberty ! 
But now I envy at their liberty, 
And will again commit them to their bonds, 
Because my poor child is a prisoner. 
And, father cardinal, I have heard you sa; 
That we shall see and know our friends in 
heaven : 

If that be true, I shall see my boy again ; 
¥or since the birth of Cain, the first male child, 
To him that did but yesterday suspire, 80 
There was not such a gracious creature born. 
But now will canker sorrow eat my bud 
And chase the native beauty from his cheek 
And he will look as hollow as a ghost, 
As dim and meagre as an ague’s fit, 
And so he’ll die; and, rising so again, 
‘When I shall meet him in the court of heaven 
I shall not know him: therefore never, never 
Must I behold my pretty Arthur more. 

Pand. You hold too heinous a respect of 


grief. go 
Const. He talks to me that never had a son. 
K. Phi. You are as fond of grief as of your 


child. 
Const. Grief fills the room up of my absent 


child 
Lies in his bed, walks up and down with me, 
Puts on his pretty looks, repeats his words, 
Remembers me of all his gracious parts, 
Stuffs out his vacant garments with his form; 
Then, have I reason to be fond of grief % 
Fare you well :-had you such a Joss as I, 
I could give better comfort than you do. 
I will not keep this form upon my head, 
When there is such disorder in my wit. 
O Lord! my boy, my Arthur, my fair son ! 
My life, my joy, my food, my all the world! 
My widow-comfort, and my sorrows’ Cae, 7 
Ube 
XK. Phi. I fearsome outrage, and I'll follow 
er. [Zxit. 
Lew. There’s nothing in this world can 
_, make me joy: ; 
Life is as tedious as a twice-told tale 
Vexing the dull ear of a drowsy man ; . 
eae bie shame hath spoil’d the sweet world’s 
as! 110 
That it : vlelds nought but shame and bitterness. 
Pand. Before the curing of a strong disease, 
Even in the instant of repair and health, 
The fit is strongest ; evils that take leaye, 
On their departure most of all show evil: 
What have you lost by losing of this day? . 


100 
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Lew. All days of glory, joy and happiness. 
Pand. If youhad won it, certainly you had. 
No, no; when Fortune means to men most 


ood, 

She fooks upon them witha threatening eye. r20 

Tis strange to think how much King John 

hath lost 

In this which he accounts so clearly won : 

Are not you grieved that Arthur is his prisoner? 
Lew. As heartily as he is glad he hath him. 
eee Your mind is all as youthful as your 

ood, . 

Now hear me speak with a prophetic spirit ; 

Tor even the breath of what I mean to speak 

Shall blow each dust, each straw, each little rub, 

Out of the path which shall directly lead 

Thy foot to England’s throne; and therefore 

mark, 3 130 

John hath seized Arthur; and it cannot be 

That, whiles warm life plays in that infant’s 


veins, 
The misplaced John should entertain an hour, 
One minute, nay, one quict breath of rest. 
A sceptre snatch’d with an unruly hand 
Must be as boisterously maintain’d as gain’d; 
And he that stands upon a slippery place 
Makes nice of no vile hold to stay him up: 
That John may stand, then Arthur needs must 


all; 
So be it, for it cannot be but so. 140 
Lew. But what shall I gain by young Ar- 
thur's fall? 
Pand. You, in the right of Lady Blanch 
your wife, 3 
May. then make all the claim that Arthur did. 
w. And lose it, life and all, as Arthur did. 
Pand. How green you are and fresh in this 
old world! % 5 
John lays you plots; the times conspire with 


ou; 

Forhe that BESBS his safety in true blood 

Shall find but bloody safety and untrue. 

This act so evilly born shall cool the hearts 

Of all his people and freeze up their zeal, _ 150 

That none so small advantage shall step forth 

Zo check his reign, but they will cherish it; 

No natural exhalation in-the sky, 

No scope of nature, no distemper'd day, 

No common wind, no customed event, 

But they will pluck away his natural cause 

And call them meteors, prodigies and signs, 

Abortives, presages and tongues of heaven, 

Plainly Gchouncing vengeance upow John. 
Lew. May be he will not touch young 

Arthur's life =, x 

But hold himself safe in his prisonment. 

Pand. O, sir, when he shall hear of your 


approach, 
If that young Arthur be not gone already, 
Even at that news he dies ; and then the hearts 
Of all his people shall revolt from him 
And kiss the lips of unacquainted change 
And pick strong matter of revolt and wrath 
Out of the bloody fingers’ ends of John. 
Methinks I sce this hurly all on foot: 
And, O, what better matter breeds for you 170 
Than IT have named! The bastard Iaulcon- 


bridge 


KING JOHN 
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Is now in England, ransacking the church, 
Offending charity : if but a dozen French 
Were there in arms, they would be as a call 
To train ten thousand English to their side, 
Or asa little snow, tumbled about, ; 
Anon becomesa mountain, O noble Dauphin, 
Go with me to the king: *tis wonderful 
What may be wrought out of their discontent, 
Now that their souls are topfull of offence. 180 
Yor England go: I will whet on the king, _ 
Lew. Strong reasons make strong actions: 
let us go: 3 Z 
If you say ay, the king will not say no. 
[Exeunt. 


ACT IV. 


Scene I. A room in a castle. 
Enter Hupert and Executioners. 


Hub. Feat me these irons hot; and look 
thou stand - 
Within the arras: when I strike my foot 
Upon the bosom of the ground, rush forth, 
And bind the boy which you shall find with 


me 
Fast to the chair: be heedful : hence, and watch. 
Livst Exec. I hope your warrant will bear 
out the deed. 
Hub. Uncleanly scruples fear not you: 
look to’t. [Ezeunt Executioners. 
Young lad, come forth; £ have tosay with you. 


Enter ARTHUR. 

Arth. Good morrow, Hubert. 

Hub. Good morrow, litile prince. 

Arth. As little prince, having so great a title 
To he more prince, as may be. You are sad. 

Hub. Indeed, TY have been merrier. 

Arth, Mercy on me! 
Methinks no body should be sad but I: 
Yet, I remember, when I was in France, 
Young gentlemen would be as sad as night, 
Quly ‘or wantonness. By my christendom, 
So I were out of prison and kept sheep, 

T should be as merry as the gay is long; 
And so I would be here, but that I doubt 
My uncle practises more harm to me: 

He is afraid of me and I of him: 

Ts it my fault that I was Geftrey’s son ? 

No, indeed, is’t not ; and I would to heayen 
I were your son, so you would love me, Hubert, 

Hub. [Aside] Tt I talk to him, with his 

innocent pra’ 


60 | He will awake my mercy which lies dead : 


Therefore I will be sudden and dispatch. 
Arth, Ayre you sick, Hubert? you look pale 


to-day : 
In sooth, I would you were a little sick, 
That I might sit all night and watch with you: 
I warrant I love you more than you do me. 3x 
Hub. tdsiae} His words do take possession 
of my bosom. 
Read here, young Arthur. [Showing a paper. 
* Pasi ¢] How now, foolish rheum! 
OUD: dispiteous torture out of door! 
I must be brief, lest resolution drop 
Out at mine eyes in tender womanish tears, 
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Can you not read it? is it not fair writ? 
‘Arth. Too fairly, Hubert, for so foul effect : 
Must you with hot irons burn out both mine 


Huh. y boy, I 5. 
ub, Young boy, I must. 7 
Arth, te And will you? 
Aud. And Iwill. 40 
‘Arth.. Haye you the heart? When your 
head did but ache, 
Lknit my handkercher about your brows, 
The best I had, a princess wrought it me, 
And J did never ask it you again ; 
‘And with my hand at midnight held your head, 
‘And like the watchful minutes to the hour, 
Still and anon cheer'd up the heavy time, __ 
Saying, ‘What lack you?’ and * Where lies 
your grief?’ 
Or ‘What good love may I perform for you?’ 
Many a poor man’s son would have lien still 
‘And ne'er have spoke a loving word to you; 5r 
But you at your sick service had a prince, 
Nay, you. may think my love was crafty love 
‘And call it cunning: do, an if you will: | 
Tf heaven be pleased that you must use me ill, 
Why then you must. Will you put out mine 
eyes? 
These Be that never did nor never shall 
So much as frown on you. x 
Hub. 5 Lhave sworn to do it; 
And with hot irons must I burn them out. 
Arth, Ah, none but in this iron age would 
60 


do it! 
The iron of itself, though heat red-hot, _ 
Approaching near these eyes, would drink my 


tears 

And quench his fiery indignation 

yen in the matter of mine innocence ; 

Nay, after that, consume away in rust, 

But for containing fire to harm mine eye. 

Are You more stubborn-hard than hammer'd 
jron 

An if an angel should have come to me 

And told me Hubert should put out mine eyes, 

{ would not have believed him,—no tongue but 
Hubert’s. 7° 

Hub. Come forth. [Stamps. 


Re-enter Executioners, with a cord, irons, &c. 


Do as I bid you do. 
Arth. O, save me, Hubert, save me! my 
eyes are out 
Even with the fierce looks of these bloody men. 
Hub. Give me the iron, I say, and bind him 


here. 
Arth. Alas, what need you be so boisterous- 
rough? : . 
I will not struggle, I will stand stone-still. 
For heaven sake, Hubert, let me not be bound! 
Nay, hear me, Hubert, drive these men away, 
And TI will sit us quiet as a lamb ; 80 
T will not stir, nor wince, nor speak a word, 
Nor look upon the iron angerly : : 
Thrust but these men away, and I’ll forgive 
you, 
Whatever torment you do put me to. 
Hib. Go, stand within ; let me alone with 


KING JOHN 








[Act iv 


First Exec. I am best pleased to be from 
such a deed. [Bxeunt Exccutioners, 

Arth, Alas, I then have chid away my 
friend! 


He hath a siern look, but.a gentle heart: 
Let him come back, that his compassion may 
ei ue to yours. 


ub. Come, boy, prepare yourself, 
‘Arth. Is there no remedy? 2 


Hub. None, but to lose your eyes, 
Arth. O heaven, that there were but a mote 
-in yours, 


A grain, a dust, a gnat, a wandering hair, 
Any annoyance in that precious sense! 


2 


Then feeling what small things are boisterous 


there, 


eye . 
Your vile intent must needs seem horrible. 


Hub. Isthis your promise? go to, hold your 
tongue. 

Agth. Hubert, the utterance of a brace of 
tongues 


Must needs want pleading for a pair of eyes: 
Let me not hold my tongue, let me not, Hubert; 
Or, Hubert, if you will, cut out my tongue, ror 
So I may keep mine eyes: O, spare mine eyes, 
Though to no use but still to look on you! 

Lo, by my troth, the instrument is cold 

And would not harm me, 


TER i i I can heat it, boy. 
Arth. No, in good sooth; the fire is dead 
_ With grief, : 

Being create for comfort, to be used 

In undeserved extremes : sce else yourself ; 

There is no malice in this burning coal; 

The breath of heaven hath blown his spirit 

out 110 

And strew’d repentant ashes on his head. 

Hub. But with my breath I can revive it, 


An if you do, you will but make it 
blush ; 
And glow with shame of your proceedings, 

Lubert: cs 
Nay, it perchance will sparkle in your eyes 5 
And like a dog that is eo aNG to fight, 
Snatch at his master that doth tarre him on. 
All things that you should use to do me wrong 
Deny their office: only you do lack 
That merey which fierce fire and iron extends, 
Creatures of note for mercy-lacking uses, r2t 
Hub. Well, see to live; I Will not touch 
_ thine eye 
For all the treasure that thine uncle owes: 
Yet am I sworn and I did purpose, boy, 
With this same very iron to burn them out. 
Arth, O, now you look like Hubert! all this 


while 
You were disguised. 
Hub. Peace; no more. <Adicu. 


Your uncle must not know but you are dead ; 
T'll fill these dogged spies with false reports : 
And, pretty child, sleep doubtless and secure, 
That Hubert, for the wealth of all the world, 
Will not offend thee. 
Arth,  Oheaven! I thank you, Hubert. 
Hub. Silence; no more: go closely in with 


ry 


me?! 
Much danger do I undergo for thee. [Zxeunt. 
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SornE II. Kine Jony’s palace. 


Enter Kine Jonny, Pemproxe, SALISBURY, 
-and other Lords, 


K. John. Here once again we sit, once again 
crown'd, 
And looked upon, I hope, with cheerful eyes. 
Pem, This ‘once again,’ but that your high- 
ness pleased, 
Was once superfluous: you werecrown’d before, 
And that high royalty was ne'er pluck’d off, 
The faiths of men ne'er stained with revolt; 
Fresh expectation troubled not the land 
With any long’d-for change or better state. 
Sal. Therefore, to be possess’d with double 


pomp, : 
To guard a title that was rich before, 10 
To gild refined gold, to paint the lily, 
To throw a perfume on the violet, 
‘To smooth the ice, or add another hue 
Unto the rainbow, or with taper-light 
To seek the beauteous eye of heaven to garnish, 
Is wasteful and ridiculous excess. 
eis But that your royal pleasure must be 
done, 
This act is as an ancient tale new told, 
And in the last repeating troublesome, 
Bein, urged at a time unseasonable. 20 
Sa _ In this the antique and well noted face 
Of Blain old form is much disfigured ; 
And, like a shifted wind unto a sail 
It makes the course of thoughts to fetch about, 
Startles and frights consideration, 
Makes sound opinion sick and truth suspected, 
For putting on so new a fashion’d robe. 
Pem. When workmen strive to do better 
than well, ere ions 
They do confound their skill in covetousness ; 
And oftentimes excusing of a faulé. 30 
Doth make the fault the worse by the excuse, 
As patches set upon a little breach 
Discredit more in hiding of the fault 
Than did the fault before it was so pateh'd, 
Sal. To this eflect, before you were ney 
crown’d, A 
We breathed our counsel; but it pleased your 
highness 
To overhear it, and we are all well pleased, 
Since all and every part of what we would 
Doth make a stand at what your highness will, 
K. John. Some reasons of this deuble coro- 
nation a 40 
{ haye possess’d you with and think them 
strong ; 
And more, more strong, then lesser is my fear, 
I shall indue you with ; meantime but ask 
‘What you would have reform’d that is not well, 
And well shall you perceive how willingly 
I will both hear and grant you your requests. 
Bette Then J, as one that am the tongue of 
hese 
To sound the purposes of all their hearts, 
Both for myself and them, but, chief of all, 
Your safety, for the which myself and them 50 
Bend their hest studies, heartily request 


The cnfranchisement of Arthur; whose re-| KX. John. 


straint 


KING JOHN 


Doth move the murmuring lips of discontent 
To break into this dangerous argument,— 
If what in rest you haye in right you hold, 
Why then your fears 


our tender kinsman and to choke his days 
With barbarous ignorance and deny his youth 
The rich advantage of good exercise? : 
That the time’s enemies may not have this 
To grace occasions, let it be our suit 
That you have bid us ask his Lier : 
Which for our goods we do no further ask 
Than whereupon our weal, on you depending, 
Counts it your weal he have his liberty. 


Enter Wuserr. 

K. John. Let it be so: I do commit his 
youth 

To your direction. Hubert, what news with 

you? [Zaking him apart, 

Pem._ This is the man should do the bloody 


deed ; f 
He show’d his warrant to a friend of mine: 70 
The image of a wicked heinous fault | 
‘Lives in his eye; that close aspect of his 
Does show the mood of a much troubled breast; 
And I do fearfully believe ’tis done, 
What we so fear'd he had a eharge to do. 
Sal. 4 The colour of the king doth come 
an 
Between his purpose and his conscience, 
Like heralds. ’twixt tivo dreadful battles set: 
His passion is so ripe, it needs must break. 
Pem. And when it breaks, I fear will issue 
thence d 
The foul corruption of a sweet child’s death. 
os Rio let. We cannot hold mortality’s strong 
hand ; F 
Good lords, although my will to give is living, 
The suit which you demand is gone and dead : 
He tells us Arthur is deceased to-night. 
Sal. Indeed we fear'd his sickness was past 


cure. 7 
Pem. Indeed we heard how near his death 


he was 
Before the child himself felt he was sick: 
This must be answer'd either here or hence. 

K. John. Why do you bend such solemn 
brows on me? z 
Think you I bear the shears of destiny ?_ 
Have I commandment on the pulse 

Sal. It is apparent foul play; and 
That greatness should so grossly offer it: — 
So thrive it in your game! and so, farewell.” 

Pem. Stay yet, Lord Salisbury ; 17ll go with 


thee 

And find the inheritance of this poor child, 

His little kingdom of a forced graye. 

That blood which owed the breadth of all this 
isle, 

Three foot of it doth hold: bad world the 
while! 190 

This mise not be thus borne: this will break 


ou 
To all our sorrows, and ere long I doubi. 
eed Loy ds. 





fe? 
shame 


They burn in indignation, I 
repent: 
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M which, as they say, attend 
The steps of wrong, should moye you to mew up 








366 


There is no sure foundation set on blood, 
No certain life achieved by others’ death. 


Enter a Messenger. 
A fearful eye thou hast: where is that blood 
That I have seen inhabit in those cheeks? 
So foul a sky clears not without a storm: 
Pour down thy weather : how goes all in France? 
‘Mess, Krom France to England. Neversuch 
a power | * 110 
For any foreign preparation 
‘Was levied in the body of a z 
The copy of your speed is learn’d by them ; 
For when you should be told they do prepare, 
The tidings comes that they are all arrived. 
John. ©, where hath our intelligence 
been drunk? “ 5 
Where hath it slept? Where is my mother’s 


care, = 
That such an army could be drawn in France, 
And she not hear of it? 

Mess. My liege, her ear. 
Isstopp’d with dust; the first of April died 120 
Your noble mother: and, as I hear, my lord, 
The Lady Constance in a frenzy died 
Three days before: but this from rumour's 


land. ~ 


tongue 
Lidly heard ; if true or false I know not. 
~ John. Withhold thy speed, dreadful 
occasion ! ‘ 
O, make a league with me, till I have pleased 
My discontented peers! What! mother dead! 
How wildly then walks my estate in France! 
Under whose conduct came those powers of 


France 
That thou for truth givest out are landed here? 
Mess. Under the Dauphin. ; 
K. John. ‘Thou hast made me giddy 13: 
With these ill tidings. 


Enter the BASTARD and PETER of Pomfret. 


e Now, what says the world 
To your proceedings ? do not seck to stuff 
aya with more ill news, for it is full. 
ast. Butif you be afeard to hear the worst, 
Then let the worst unheard fall on your head. 
K. John. Bear with me, cousin; for I was 


amazed 
Under the tide: but now I breathe again 
Aloft the flood, and can give audience 
To any tongue, speak it of what it will. 
Bast. He 


men, 

The sums I have collected shall express. 

But as I travell’d hither through the land, 

I find the people eran eely fantasied ; 

Possess'd with rumours, full of idle dreams, 

Not knowing what they fear, but full of fear: 

And here’s a prophet, that I.brought with me 

Bron fore e streets of Pomfret, whom I 
‘oun 

With many hundreds treading on his heels ; 

To whom he sung, in rude harsh-sounding 


Thymes, 15° 
That, ere the next Ascension-day at noon, 
Your highness shoul)! deliver up your crown. 

Lhe hn. pos idle dreamer, wherefore didst 
OU SO 


140 
ow I have sped among the clergy- 


KING JOHN 


[Act rv 
Peter. Woreknowing that the truth will fall 


out so. z : i 7 
K. John. Hubert, away with him ; imprison 


him ; 
And on that day at noon, whereon he says 
shall yield up my crown, let him be hang’d. 
Deliver him to safety ; and return, 
For I must use thee. [exit Hubert with Peter, 
Omy gentle cousin, 
Hear’st thou the news abroad, who are arrived? 
Bast. The French, my lord; men’s mouths 
are full of it: . 4, 16r 
Besides, I met Lord Bigot and Lord Salisbury, 
With eyes as red as new-enki led fire, 
And others more, going to seek the graye 
Of Arthur, whom they say is kill'd to-night 
On your suggestion. 4 
K. John. Gentle kinsman, go, 
And thrust thyself into their companies : 
Thave a way to win their loves again ; 
Bring them before me. 
Bast. I will seek them out. 
K. John. Nay, but make haste; the better 
foot before. fe : 170 
O, Jet me have no subject enemies, 
When adverse foreigners affright my towns 
With dreadful pomp of stout invasion} 
Be Mercury, set feathers to thy heels, 
And fly like thought from them to me again. 
Bast. The spirit of the time shall teach me 
speed. , 5 [ Exit. 
K. John. Spoke likea sprightful noble gentle- 





man. 
Go after him ; for he perhaps shall need 
Some messenger betwixt me and the peers; 
And be thou he. 
Mess. With all my heart, my liege. 180 


[Exit 
K. John. My mother dead! 


Re-enter HuBERT. 


Hub. My lord, they say five moons were 
seen to-night; 
Four fixed, and the fifth did whirl about 
The other four in wondrous motion. 

K. John. Five moons! 

Hub. Old men and beldams in the streets 
Do prophesy upon it dangerously : f 
Young Arthur’s death is common in their 

mouths: ' 
And when they talk of him, they shake their 
And wis herinith 

id whisper one another in the ear; P 
And Hp a speaks doth gripe the hearers 

wrist, 190 
Whilst he that hears makes fearful action, |. 
With wrinkled brows, with nods, with rolling 


eyes. 
I saw a smith stand with his hammer, thus, 
The whilst his iron did on the anvil cool, 
With open mouth swallowing a tailor’s news, 
Who, with his shears and measure in his hand, 
Standing on slippers, which his nimble haste 
Had falsely thrust upon contrary feet, 
Told of a many thousand warlike French 
That were embattailed and rank’d in Kent ‘200 
Another lean unwaslr'd artificer 
Cuts off his tale and talks of Arthur's death. 
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K. John. Why seek’st thou to possess me 
with these fears ? 
Why urgest thou so oft ygung Arthur's death ? 
Thy hand hath murder'd him: I had a mighty 
cause 
To a him dead, but thou hadst none to kill 
he 
Hub. No had, my lord! why, did you not 
ITOK me? 
K, John. It is the curse of kings to be at- 
tended 
By slaves that take their humours fora warrant 
To break within the bloody house of life, 210 
And on the winking of authority 
‘To understand a Jaw, to know the meaning 
Of dangerous majesty, when perchance it 
Trowns 
More upon humour than advised respect. 
Hwb. Here is your hand and seal for what I 


aid, 
K, John. ©, when the last account "twixt 
heaven and earth 
Is to be made, then shall this hand and seal 
Witness against us to damnation | 
How oft the sight of means to do ill deeds 
Make deeds ill done! Hadst not thou been by, 
A fellow by the hand of nature mark'd, 221 
Quoted and sign’d to do a deed of sham’ 
This murder had not come into my mind: 
But taking note of thy abhorr’d aspect, 
Finding thee fit for bloody villany, 
Apt, liable to be employ’d in danger, 
I faintly broke with thee of Arthur’s death; 
And thou, to be endeared toa king, | 
Made it no conscience to destroy a prince. 
Hub, My lord.— 230 
KK. John. Hadst thou but shook thy head or 
made a pause 
When I spake darkly what I purposed, 
Or turn’d an eye of doubt upon my face, 
As bid me tell ay tale in express words, 
eek shame had struck me dumb, made me 
reak off, . 
And those thy fears might have wrought fears 


in me: 
But thou didst understand me by my signs 
And didst in signs again parley with sin; 

Yea, without stop, didst let thy heart consent, 
And consequently thy rude hand toact 240 
The deed, which both our tongues held vile to 


name. 

Out of my sight, and never see me more ! 

My nobles leave me; and my state is braved, 

Even at my gates, with ranks of foreign powers: 

Nay, in the Bod of this fleshly Iand, 

This kingdom, this confine of blood and breath, 

Hostility and civil tumult reigns aM 

Between my conscience and my cousin’s death. 
Hub. Arm you against your other enemies, 

T’ll make a peace between your soul and you. 

Young Arthur is alive: this hand of mine 25r 

Is yet a maiden and an innocent hand, 

Not painted with the crimson spots of blood. 

Within this bosom never enter'd yet 

The dreadful motion of a murderous thought; 

And you have slander’d nature in my form, 

Which, howsoever rude exteriorly, 

Is yet the cover of a fairer mind 


JOHN 


Than to be butcher of an innocent child.’ 
KX. John. Doth Arthur live? O, haste thee 
to the peers, rae 260 
Throw this report on their incensed rage, 
And make them tame to their obedience! 
Forgive the comment that my passion made 
Upon thy feature; for my rage was blind, 
And foul imaginary eyes of blood 
Presented the more hideous than thou art. 
O, answer not, but to my closet bring 
‘The angry lords with all expedient haste. 
I conjure thee but slowly ; run more fast. 
[Zzeunt. 


Sornr IIL. Before the castle. 
Enter AntHorR, on the walls. 


ree The wall is high, and yet will I leap 
down + 
Good ground, be pitiful and hurt me not! 
There's few or none do know me: if they did, 
This Ste oovie semblance hath disguised me 
quite, 
Tam afraid; and yet I'll venture it. 
If I get down, and do not break my limbs, 
I'll find a thousand shifts to get away : 
As good to die and go, as die and stay. 
Sines osae [Leaps down, 
O me! my uncle’s spirit ‘s in these stones: 
Heaven take my soul, ard England keep my 
bones! [Dies. 10 


Enter PeMBrokeE, SALISBURY, and Bicor. 


Sal. Lords, I will meet him at Saint Ed- 
_ Mundsbury : 
It is our safety, and we must embrace 
This gentle offer of the perilous time. 
Pem._ Who brought that letter from the 
cardinal? 
Sal. The Count Melun, a noble lord of 
France; . : 
Whose private with me of the Dauphin’s love 
Is much more general than these lines import. 
Big. To-morrow morning let us meet him 
then. 
Sal. Or rather then set forward; for twill be 
Two long days’ journey, lords, or ere we meet. 


Enter the BASTARD. 


Bast. Once more to-day well met, distem- 
pend lords! ar, 
The king by me requests your presence strai ight. 
Sal. The king hath dispossess'd himself of us: 
We will not line his thin bestained cloak 
With our pure honours, nor attend the foot 
That leaves-the print of blood where’er it walks. 
Return and tell him so: we know the worst. 
Bast. Whate’er you think, good words, I 
think, were best. 
Sal. Our grieis, and not our manners, rea- 
son now. moe . 29 
Bast. But thereis little reason in your grief; 
Therefore ’twere reason you had manners now. 
Pem. Sir, sir, impatience hath his privilege. 
Bast. "Tis true, to hurt his master, no man 


else. 
Sal. This isthe prison. What is he lies here? 
[Seeing Arthur 


367 
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Pem. O death, made proud with pure and| Big. Out, dunghill! darest thou brave a 
princely beauty ! nobleman ? 


The earth had not a hole to hide this deed. 
Sal. Murder, as hating what himself hath 


done, 
Doth lay ‘it open to urge on revenge. 
Big. Or, when he doom’d this beauty to a 


graye, : ¢ 

Found it too precious-princely fora grave. 40 
Sai Se Richard, what think you? have you 

eheld, c 

Or have youread or heard? or could you think? 

Ordo you almost think, although you see, 

That yeu do see? could thought, without this 

objec 


ject, Pits 
Form such another? This is the very top, 
The height, the crest, or crest unto the crest, 
Of murder’s arms: this is the bloodiest shame, 
The wildest savagery, the vilest stroke, 
That ever wall-eyed wrath or staring rage 
Presented to the tears of soft remorse. 50 
ae All murders past do stand excused in 
this: 
And this, so sole and so unmatchable, 
Shall give a holiness, a purity, 
To the yet unbegotten sin of times; _ 
And prove a deadly bloodshed but a jest, 
Exampled by this heinous spectacle. 
Bast. Itisadamved and a bloody work; 
The graceless action ia heavy hand, 
Tf that it be the worn of any hand. 
Sal. If that it be the work of any hand! 60 
We had a kind of light what would ensue: 
Tt is the shameful work of Hubert’s hand; 
The practice and the purpose of the king: 
From whose obedience J forbid my soul, 
Kneeling before this ruin of sweet life, 
And breathing to his breathless excellence 
‘The incense of a yow, a holy vow, 
Never to taste the pleasures of the world, 
Never to be infected with delight, 
Nor conversant with ease and idleness, jo 
‘Till I have set a glory to this hand, 
By giving it the worship of revenge. 
Pem. i Our souls religiously confirm thy 
Big. words. 


Enter HUBERT. 
Hub. Lords, I am hot with haste in seeking 


you: 
Arthur doth live; the king hath sent for you. 
‘Sal. O, he is bold and blushes not at death. 
Avaunt, thou hateful villain, get thee gone! 
Hub. Lam no villain, 
Sal. Musi I rob the law? 
_ (Drawing his sword. 
Bast. Your sword is bright, sir; put it up 


again. 
Sal Not till I sheathe it in a murderer's 


skin. 80 
Hub. Stand back, Lord Salisbury, stand 
back, say 5 
By heaven, I think my sword’s as sharp as 
yours : 
L-would not have you, lord, forget yourself, 
Nor tempt the danger of my true defence; 
‘Lest I, by marking-of your rage, forget 
‘Your worth, your greatness and nobility. 


Hub. Not ior my life: but yet I dare defend 

My innocent life against an emperor. 

Sal. Thou art a murderer, 
Hub. Do not prove me so; 

Yet my am none: whose tongue soc’er Bieaka 

alse, 

Not truly speaks; who speaks not truly, lies, 
Pem, Cut him to pieces. : 
Bast. Keep the peace, I say, 

Sal. Stand by, or I shall gall you, laulcon- 


bridge. f 
Bast. Thou wert better gall the devil, Salis- 


ury + 

If thou but frown on me, or stir thy foot, 

Or teach thy hasty spleen to do me shame, 

Ll strike thee dead. Put up thy sword betime ; 
Or I'l so maul you and your toasting-iron, 
That you shall think the devil is come from 


neu. 100 
Big.. What wilt thou do, renowned Faulcon- 
bridge? 
Second a villain and a murderer? 
Hub. Lord Bigot, Iam none. : 
ig. Who kill'd this prince? 
H{fub. *Tis not an hour since I left him well: 
Thonour’d him, I loved him, and will weep 
My date of life out for his sweet life’s loss. 
Sal. Trust not those cunning waters of his 


eyes, 3 

For villany is not without such rheum ; 
And he, long traded in it, makes it seem 
Like rivers of remorse and innocency. 110 
Away with me, all you whose souls abhor 
The uncleanly savours of a slaughter-house; 
For J am stifled with this smell of sin. - 

Big. Away toward Bury, to the Dauphin 


there! ; 
Pem. There tell the king he may inquire 
us out. [Ereunt Lords. 


Bast. Here’s a good world! Knew you of 
this fair work? 

Beyond the infinite and boundless reach 

Of mercy, if thou didst this deed of death, 

Art thou damn’d, Hubert. 4 
Hub. Do but hear me, sir. 
Bast. Ha! I'll tell thee what; 120 

Bhat eet as black—nay, nothing is so 

ack ; 

Thou art more deep damn’d than Prince Lucifer: 

There is not yet so ugly a fiend of hell 

As thou shalt be, if thou didst kill this child. 
Hub. Upon my soul— 

Bast, If thou didst but consent 

To this most cruel act, do but despair ; 

And if thou want'st a cord, the smallest thread 

That ever spider twisted from her womb 

Will serve to strangle thee; a rush will be a 


eam. 
To hang thee on; or wouldst thou drown thy- 
self, 130 

Put but a little water in a spoon, 
And it shall be as all the ae c 
Enongh to stifle such a villain up. 
I do suspect thee very grievously. 

Hub. Tt Lin act, consent, or sin of thought, 
Be guilty of thestealing that sweet breath 
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Which was embounded in this beauteous clay, 
Let hell want pains enough to torture me, 
T left him well. 

Bast. Go, bear him in thine arms. 
Iam amazed, methinks, and lose my way _ 140 
Among the thorns and dangers of this world. 
How casy dost thou take all England up! 
From forth this morsel of dead royalty, 

The life, the right and truth of all this realm 

Ts fled to heaven ; and England now is left 

To tug and scamble and to part by the teeth 

The unowed interest of proud-swelling state. 

Now for the bare-pickedl bone of majesty 

Doth dogged war bristle his angry crest 

And snarleth in the gentle eyes of peace: — 150 

N Oe powers from home and discontents at 

home 

Meet in one line; and vast confusion waits, 

As doth a raven on a sick-fall’n beast, 

The imminent decay of wrested pomp. 

Now happy he whose cloak and cincture ean 

Hold out this tempest. Bear away that child 

And follow me with speed; [7ll to the king : 

A thousand businesses are brief in hand, 

And heaven itself doth frown upon the land, 
[Excunt. 


ACT Y. 
Sornr L Kine Joun’s palace. 


Enter Kine Joun, Panpuspu, and 


Attendants. 





EK. esol: Thus have J yielded up into your 
Dan 
The circle of my glory. [Giving the crown. 
Pand. Take again. 


From this my hand, as holding of the pope 
Your sovereign greatness and authority. 
KE. John. Now keep your holy word: go 
meet the French, 
And from his holiness use all your power 
To stop their marches ‘fore we are inflamed. 
Our discontented counties do revolt ; 
Our people quarrel with obedience, 
Swearing allegiance and the love of soul 
Yo stranger blood, to foreign royalty. 
This inundation of mistemper’ ‘d humour 
Rests by you only to be qualified: r 
Then pause not; for the present time’s so sick, 
That present medicine must be minister’d, 
Or overthrow incurable ensues. : 
Pand. It was my breath that blew this 
tempest up, 
Upon your stubborn usage of the pope; 
But since you are a gentle conyertite, 19 
My tongue shall hush again this storm of war 
‘And make fair weather in your blustering land. 
On this Ascension-day, remember well, 
Upon your oath of service to the pope, | 
Go I to make the French lay down their arms. 


F [Exit 
K. John. Is this Ascension-day? Did not 
the prophet : 
Say that before Ascension-day at noon. 
My crown I should give off? Even so I have: 


190 
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T did suppose it should be on constraint ; 
But, heaven be thank’d, it is but voluntary. 


Enter the BASTARD. 


Bast. All Kent hath yielded; nothing there 
holds out ‘ 30 
But Dover castle: London hath received, 
Like a kind host, the Dauphin and his powers: 
Your nobles will not hear you, but are gone 
‘To offer service to your enemy, 
And wild amazement hurries up and down 
The little number of your doubtful friends. 
K. John, Would not my lords return to me 
again, 
After they heard young Arthur was alive? , 
Bast. They found him dead and cast into 
the streets, r s 
An empty casket, where the jewel of life 40 
By some danin’d band was robb’d and ta’en 
away. 
K. John. That villain Hubert told me he 
did liye. S 
pat: So, on my soul, he did, for aught he 
new. 
But Wheretore do you droop? why look you 
sad 
Be great in act, as you have been in thought; 
Let not the world see fear and sad distrust 
Govern the motion of a kingly eye: 
Be stirring as the time; be fire with fire ; 
Threaten the threatener and outface the brow 
Of bragging horror: so shall inferior eyes, 
That borrow their behaviours from the great, 
Grow great by your example and put on 
The dauntless spirit of resolution. 
Away, and glister like the god of war, 
When he intendeth to become the field: 
Show boldness and aspiring confidence. 
What, shall they seek the lion in his den, 
And fright him there? and make him tremble 
there 
O, let it not be said: forage, and run 
To meet displeasure farther from the doors, 60 
And grapple with him ere he come so nigh. 
K. John. The legate of the pope hath been 
with me, fone. 
And I have made a happy peace with him ; 
And he hath promised to dismiss the powers 
Led by the Dauphin. . ke 
Bast. O inglorious league! 
Shall we, open the footing of our land, 
Send fair-play orders and make compromise, 
Insinuation, parley and base truce 
To arms inyasiye? shall a beardless boy, 
A cocker’d silken wanton, brave our fields, 
And flesh his spirit in a warlike soil, 
Mocking the air with colours idly spread, 
And find no check? Let us, my liege, to arms: 
Perchance the cardinal cannot make your peace; 
Orif he do, let it at least be said 
They saw we had a purpose of defence. 
K. John. Have thou the ordering of this 
present time. k 
Bast. Away, then, with good courage! yet, 
I know, 
Our party may well meet a prouder foe. 
[Zzeunt, 


50 





79° 


CC-0 Kashmir Research Institute. Digitzed by eGangotri 








370 


Scene Il. Zhe Daupuin’s camp at 
St Edmundsbury. 


Enter, in arms, Lewis, SALISBURY, MELUN, 
PEMBROKE, Bicor, and Soldiers. 


Lew. My Lord Melun, let this be copied 


out, 

And keep it safe for our remembrance :_ 
Return the precedent to these lords again ; 
That, having our fair order written down, 
Both they and we, perusing o’er these notes, 

fay know wherefore we took the sacrament 
And Keon our faiths firm and inviolable. 

Sal. Upon our sides it never shall be broken. 

And, noble pan phD albeit we swear 
‘A voluntary zeal and an unurged faith == .10 
To your proceedings; yet believe me, prince, 
Tam not glad that such a sore of time 
Should seek a plaster by contemn’d revolt, 
And heal the inveterate canker of one wound 
By making many. _Q, it grieves my soul, 
That I must draw this metal from my side 
To be a widow-maker! ©, and there 
Where honourable rescue and defence 
Cries out upon the name of Salisbury! 
But such is the infection of the time, 20 
That, for the health and physic of our right, 
We cannot deal but with the very hand 
Of stern injustice and confused wrong. 
And is’t not pity, O my grieved friends, 
That we, the sons and children of this isle, 
Were born to see so sad an hour as this; 
Wherein we step after a stranger march. 
Upon her gentle bosom, and fill up 
Her enemies’ ranks,—{ must withdraw and 


_ weep - 

Upon the spot of this enforced cause,— 30 
To grace the gentry of a land remote, 

And follow unacquainted colours here? 


What, here? O nation, that thou couldst re- | His 


move! 
That Neptune’s arms, who clippeth thee about, 
Would bear thee from the knowledge of thyself, 
And grapple thee unto a pagan shore; 
W Bae these two Christian armies might com- 
ine 
The blood of malice in a vein of league, 
And not to spend it so unneighbourly ! 
ei A noble temper dost thou show in 
US 5 {e) 
And great affections wrestling in thy bosom : 
Doth make an earthquake of nobility. z 
O, what a noble combat hast thou fought 
Between compulsion and a brave respect ! 
Let me wipe off this honourable dew, 
That silverly doth progress on thy cheeks : 
My heart hath melted at a lady’s tears, 
Being an ordinary inundation; 
But this effusion of such manly drops, 49 
This shower, blown up by tempest of the soul, 
Startles mine eyes, and makes me more amazed 
Than had I seen the yaulty top of heaven 
Figured quite o’er with burning meteors. 
‘t up thy brow, renowned Salisbury, 
And with a t heart heave away this storm: 
Commend these waters to those baby eyes 
That never saw the giant world enrage 8 


KING JOHN 


[Act y 


Nor met with fortune other than at feasts, 

Full of warm blood, of mirth, of gossiping. 

Come, come; for thou shalt thrust thy hand as 
eep iE “ 60 

Into the purse of rich prosperity 

As Lewis himself: so, nobles, shall vou all, 

That knit your sinews to the strength of mine. 

And even there, methinks, an angel spake ; 


Inter PANDULPH. 


Look, where the holy legate comes apace, 
To give us warrant from the hand of heaven, 
ail on our actions set the name of right 
With holy breath. ; 

Pand. _ Hail, noble prince of France! 
The next is this, King John hath reconciled 
Himself to Rome ; his spirit is come in, 7° 
That so stood out against the holy church, 

The great metropolis and see of ome: | 

Therefore thy threatening colours now wind up; 

And tame the savage spirit of wild war, 

That, like a lion foster’d up at hand, 

It may lie gently at the foot of peace, 

‘And be no further harmful than in show. 
Age a Your grace shall pardon me, I will not 

acl: + 

Iam too high-born to be propertied, 

‘To be a secondary at control, 80 

Or useful serving-man and instrument, 

To any sovereign state throughout the world. 

Your breath first kindled the dead coal of wars 

Between this chastised onedom and myself, 

And brought in matter that should feed this 


3 
And now’tis far too huge to be blown out 
With that same weak wind which enkindled it. 
You taught me how to know the face of right, 
Acquainted me with interest to this land, 

Yea, thrust this enterprise into my heart; _ 99 
And come ye now to tell me John hath made 
peace with ‘Rome? What is that peace 


to me 
I, by the honour of my marriage-bed, : 
After young Arthur, claim this land for mine; 
And, now it is half-conquer’d, must I back . 
Because that John hath made his peace with 


ome ? 
Am a Rome’s slave? What penny hath Rome 
jorne, 
What men provided, what munition sent, 
To underprop this action? Is’t not I 
That undergo this charge? who else but I, 
And such as to my claim are liable, 
Sweat in this business and maintain this war? 
Haye I not heard these islanders shout out 
‘ Vive le roi!’ as I have bank’d their towns? 
Have I not here the best cards for the game, 
To win this easy match play’d for a crown? 
And shall I now give o’er the yielded set? 
No, no, on my soul, it never shall be said. 
Pand. You look but on the outside of this 


100 


we 
Lew. Outside or inside, I will not return rr0 

Till my atieminy so much be glorified 

As to my ample hope was promised 

Before 1 drew this gallant Pend of war, 

And cull'd these fiery spirits from the world, 

To outlook conquest and to win renown 
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Scenz 11] KING 


Even in the jaws of danger and of death. 
(eames sounds. 
What lusty trumpet thus doth summon us? 


Enter the BASTarn, attended. 


Bast. According to the fair play of the world, 
Let me have audience; {am sent to speak : 
My holy lord of Milan, from the king 120 
I come, to learn how you have dealt for him; 
And, as you answer, I do know the scope 
And warrant limited unto my tongue. 

Pand, The Dauphin is too wiliul-opposite, 
And will not temporize with my entreaties; 

He flatly says he'll not lay down his arms. 
001 


Bast. By all the d that ever fury 
breathed, 
The youth says well. Now hear our English 
king 3 


For thus his royalty doth speak in me. 
Heis Drepared, and reason too he should: 130 
This apish and unmannerly approach, 
This harness'd masque and unadvised revel, 
This unhair'd sauciness and boyish troops, 
The king doth smile at; and is well prepared 
To whip this dwarfish war, these pigmy arms, 
From out the circ!e of his territories. 
ae hand which had the strength, even at your 
oor, 
To cudgel you and make you take the hatch, 
To dive like buckets in concealed wells, 
To crouch in litter of your stable planks, 140 
To lie like pawns lock’d up in chests and trunks, 
To hug with swine, to seck sweet safety out 
In vaults and prisons, and to thrill and shake 
Eiyen at the crying of your nation’s crow, 
Thinking his voice an armed Englishman ; 
Shall that victorious hand be feebled here, 
That in your chambers gave you chastisement? 
No: know the callant monarch is in arms 
And like an eagle o’er his aery towers, | 
To souse annoyance that comes near his nest. 
And you Mceenerate, you ingrate revolts, 251 
You bloody Neroes, ripping up the womb 
Of your dear mother England, blush for shame ; 
For your own ladies and. pale-visaged maids 
Like Amazons come tripping after drums, 
Their thimbles into armed fenurtlees change, 
Their needles to lances, and their gentle hearts 
To fierce and bloody inclination. 
Lew. There end thy brave, and turn thy face 
in peace ; 
We grant thou canst outscold us: fare thee well ; 
We hold our time too precious to be spent 361 
With such a brabbler,_ i 
Pand. .._ Give me leave to speak 
Bast. No, I will peal i 
Lew. “We will attend to neither. 
Strike up the drums; and let the tongue of war 
Plead for our interest and our being here, 
Bast. Indeed, your drums, being beaten, will 


ery out; 
And By shall you, being beaten: do but start 
An ccho with the clamour of thy drum, 
‘And even at hand a drum is ready braced 
‘That shall reverberate all as loud as thine; 170 
Sound but another, and another shall 
As loud as thine rattle the welkin’s ear 


JOHN 371 
And mock the deep-mouth’d thunder: for at 


and, 
Not trusting to this halting legate here, 
Whom he hath used rather for sport than need, 
Is warlike John ; and in his forehead sits 
A bare-ribb’d death, whose office is this day 
To feast upon whole thousands of the French, 
Lew. Strike up your drums, to find this 
danger out. Nu “ 
Bast. And thou shalt find it, Dauphin, do 
not doubt. [Excunt. 180 


Scene Ill. The field of buttle. 
Alarums. Enter Kina JouN and HuBert. 


K. John. How goes the day with us? O, 
tell me, Hubert. 
Hub. Badly, Ufear. Hove fares younmalesiyit 
K. John. This fever, that hath troubled me 
_ so long, 
Lies heavy on me; O, my heart is sick! 


Enter a Messenger. 
Mess, My lord, your valiant kinsman, Faul- 
conbridge, 
Desires your majesty to leave the field 
And send him word by me which way you go. 
K. John. Tellhim, toward Swinstead, to the 
abbey there. 
Mess. Be of good comfort; for the great 
supply 
That was ex 
Are wreck’ 
Sands. 
This news was brought to Richard but even 
now: 
The French fight coldly, and retire themselves. 
K. John. Ay me! this tyrant fever burns 


cted by the Dauphin here, 10 
three nights ago on Goodwin 


me up, 
And will not let me welcome this good news. 
Set on toward Swinstead : to my litter straight 5 
Weakness possesseth me, and 1 am faint. 
([Exceunt. 


ScEnELY. Another part of the field. 
Enter SALISBURY, PEMBROKE, and BIGOT. 


Sal. I did not think the king so stored with 
friends. 2 ie 
Pem. Up once again; put spirit in the 
French: c 
If they miscarry, we miscarry too. 
Sal, That misbegotten devil, Paulconbridge, 
In spite of spite, alone upholds the day. 
Pem. They say King John sore sick hath 
left the field. 


Enter MELUN, wounded. 
ates Lead me to the revolts of England 


here. 
Sal. When we were happy we had other 


names. 
Pem. Itis the Count Melun. 
Sal. Wounded to death. 
Mel. Fly, noble English, you are bought 
and sold; 10 
Unthread the rude eye of rebellion 
And welcome home again discarded faith. 
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Seck out King John and fall before his fect ; 
For if the eran be lords of this loud day, 
He means to recompense the pains you take 
By cutting off your heads: thus hath he sworn 
And I with him, and many moe with me, 
Upon the altar at Saint Edmundsbury ; 
Even on that altar where we swore to you 
Dear amity and everlasting love. 20 
Sal. May this be possible? may this be true? 
Mel, Have I not hideous death within my 
view, " : 
Retaining but a quantity of life, 
Which bleeds away, even as a form of wax 
Resolveth from his figure gainst the fire? _ 
What in the world should make me now deceive, 
Since I must lose the use of all deceit? 
‘Why should I then be false, since it is true 
That I must die hére and live hence by truth? 
Tsay again, if Lewis do win the day, 30 
He is forsworn, if e’er those eyes of yours 
Behold another day breakin the east: 
Butteven this night, whose black contagious 
reath, 
Already smokes about the burning crest 
Of the old, feeble and day-wearied sun, 2 
Even this il] night, your breathing shall expire, 
Paying the fine of rated treachery x 
Even with a treacherous fine of all your lives, 
If Lewis by your assistance win the cay 
Commend me to one Hubert with your king: 40 
The love of him, and this respect besides, 
For that my grandsire was an Englishman, 
Awakes my conscience to confess all this. 
In lieu whereof, I pray you, bear me hence 
From forth the noise and rumour of the field, 
‘Where I may think the remnant of my thoughts 
Im peace, and part this body and my soul 
With contemplation and devout desires. 
Y We do believe thee: and beshrew my 


sou 

But I do love the favour and the form 

Of this most fair occasion, by the which 

We will untread the steps of damned flight, 

And like a bated and retired flood, 

Leaving our rankness and irregular course, 

Stooplow within those bounds we hayeo'erlook’d 

And calmly run on in obedience 

Even to our ocean, to our great King John. 

My arin shall give thee help to bear thee hence ; 

For I do see the cruel pangs of death 

Right anotiine eye. Away, my friends! New 
ight; 60 

And happy newness, that intends old right. 

[Eaeunt, leading of Melun. 


ScENE V. The French camp. 
Enter Lewis and his train. 


Lew, The sun of heaven methought was 
But stayed and toadé t k 

ut stay’d and made the western welkin blush, 
When English measure backward their own 

ground 
In faint retire. O, bravely came we off, 
When with a volley of our needless shot, 
qyateuch bloody toil, we pid Sood night 
wound our tattering colours clearly wp, 

Last in the field, and almost lords of itt ee 


KING JOHN 


[Act y 


Enter a Messenger. 


Mess. Where is my prince, the Dauphin? 
Lew. Here: what news? 
JDfess. The Count Melunisslain; the English 
lords ‘ ‘ e 10 
By his persuasion are again fall'n off, | 
And your supply, which you have wish’d so 
long, " 
Are cast away and sunk on Gcodwin Sands, 
Lew. Ah, foul shrewd news! beshrew thy 
very heart! 2 
I did not think to be so sad to-night 
‘As this hath made me. Who was he that said 
King John did fly an hour or two before 
The stumbling night did part our weary powers? 
Mess. Whoever spoke it, it is true, my lord, 
Lew. Well; keep good quarter and good 
care to-night: 20 
The day shall not be up so soon as I, 
‘To try the fair adventure of to-morrow. 
[Exeunt, 


Seene VI. An open place in the neighbour- 
hood of Swinstead Abbey. 


Enter the Bastarv and Hupert, severally. 
Hub. Who’s there? speak, ho! speak quickly, 


or I shoot. 
Bast. A friend. What art thou? 
Hub. Of the part of England. 


Bast. Whither dost thou go? 
Hub. What’s that to thee? why may not I 
demand 

Of thine affairs, as well as thou of mine? 

Bast. Hubert, I think? 

Hub. Thou hast a perfect thought: 
T will upon all hazards well believe si 
Thou art my friend, that know’st my tongue so 


well. 
Who art thou? 
Bast. 


Who thou wilt: and if thou please, 
‘Thou mayst befriend me so muchas to think 10 
I come one way of the Plantagenets. 

Hub. Unkind remembrance! thou and eye- 

less night 

Have done meshame : brave soldier, pardon me, 
That any accent breaking from thy tongue 
Should *scape the true acquaintance of mine 


ear. 
Bast. Come, come; sans compliment, what 
news abroad? 
Hub. Why, here walk I in the black brow 
of night, 
To find you out. i 
Bast. Brief, then; and what's the news? 
ae oh my sweet sir, news fitting to the 
night, 
Black, fearful, comfortless and horrible. , 20 
Bast. Show me the very wound of this ill 
news : 
am no woman, I?ll not swoon at it. 
Hub. Theking, I fear, is poison’d by amonk: 
I left him almost speechless ; and broke out 
To acquaint you with this evil, that you migh 
The better arm you to the sudden time, 
Than if you had at leisure known of this. 
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ScENE V1] 


Bas MY did he take it? who did taste to 
him. 

Hub. A monk, Ttell you; a resolved villain, 
Whose bowels suddenly burst out: the king 30 
Yet speaks and peradyenture may recover. 

Bast. Who didst thou leave to tend his 

majesty? 

Hub. Why, know you not? the lords are all 

come back, 
And brought Prince Henry in their company ; 
At whose request the king hath pardon’d them, 
And they are all about his majesty, 
Bast. Withhold thine indignation, mighty 
heaven, 
And tempt us not to bear above our power! 
Tl tell thee, Hubert, half my power this night, 
Passing these flats, are taken by the tide; 40 
These Lincoln Washes have devoured.them ; 
Myself, well mounted, hardly have escaped. 
Away before; conduct me to the king; 
I doubt he will be dead or ere I come. 
[Exeunt. 








Scene VIL. Lhe orchard in Swinstead Abbey. 
Enter Prince Henry, SatisBury, and BIGor. 


P. Hen. 
blood i 
Is touch’d corruptibly, and his pure brain, 
puich some suppose the soul’s frail dwelling- 
house 
Doth by the idle comments that it makes 
Foretell the ending of mortality. 


It is too late: the life of all his 


Enter PEMBROKE. 


Bebe gee highness yet doth speak, and holds 
elie 

That, being brought into the open air, 

It would a Hay the burning quality _ 

Of that fell poleen which assaileth him. 


P. Hen. Lethim be brought into the orchard 
here. 10 
Doth he still rage? [Exit Bigot. 


Pem. He is more patient 
Than when you left him; eyen now he sung. 
. Hen. O vanity of sickness! fierce ex- 
tremes | Ps ~ 
In their continuance will not feel themselves. 
Death, having prey’d upon the outward parts, 
Leaves them invisible, and his siege is now 
Against the mind, the which he pricks and 
_ wounds P 
With many legions of strange fantasies, 
Which, in’ their throng and press to that last 


hold, 
Confound themselves. *Tis strange that death 
should sing. C 5 20 

Tam the cygnet to this pale faint swan, 
Who chants a doleful hynin to his own death, 
And from the organ-pipe of frailty sings 
His soul and body to their lasting rest. 

Sat Be of good comfort, prince; for you are 


orn 
To set a form upon that indigest 
Which he hath left so shapeless and so rude. 


KING JOHN 
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Enter Attendants, and Bicor, carrying 


Kune JOHN in a@ chair. 
K. John. Ay, marry, now my soul hath 
elbow-room ; 
Tt would not out at windows nor at doors. 
‘There is so hot a summer in my bosom, 30 
That all my bowels crumble up to dust + 
Tama scribbled form, drawn with a pen 
Upon a parchment, and against this fire 
Do I shrink up. ; 
P, Hen. How fares your majesty ? 
K. John. Poison’d,—ill fare—dead, forsook, 
cast off: 
And none of you will bid the winter come 
To thrust his icy fingers in my maw, | 
Nor let my kingdom’s rivers take their course 
purouelt my burn’d bosom, nor entreat the 
north 
To make his bleak winds kiss my parched lips 
And comfort me with cold. I do not ask you 
much, f AL 
I beg cold comfort; and you are so strait 
And so ingrateful, you deny me that. _ x 
P. Hen. O that there were some virtue in 
my tears, 
That might relieve you! 3 
KK. John. The salt in them is hot. 
Within me is a hell ; and there the poison 
Is as a fiend confined to tyrannize 
On unreprievable condemned blood. 


Enter the BASTARD. 


Bast. O, I am scalded with my violent 
motion, 
And spleen of speed to see your majesty! 50 
K. John. O cousin, thou art come to set 
mine eye: f 
The tackle of my heart is crack’d and_burn’d, 
And a the shrouds wherewith my life should 
sai 
Are turned to one thread, one little hair : 
My heart hath one Poor string to stay it by, 
Which holds but till thy news be uttered ; 
And then all this thou seest is but a clod 
And module of confounded royalty. | 
Bast. The Dauphin is preparing hitherward, 
Where heaven He knows how we shall gnsyee 


him; 
For in a night the best part of my power, 
‘As L upon advantage did remove, 
Were in the Washes all unwarily 
Devoured by the unexpected flood. Y 
(Lhe king dies, 
Sal. You breathe these dead news in as dead 
an ear. 
My liege! my lord! but now a king, now thus 
P. Hen. ‘yen so must I run on, and even 
so stop. 
What surety of the world, what hope, what stay, 
When this was now a king, and now is clay? 
Bast.. Art thou gone so? 1 do but stay 
behind _ 7o 
To do the office for thee of revenge, 
And then my soul shall wait on thee to heayen, 
As it on earth hath been thy servant still. 
Now, now, you stars that move in your right 
spheres, 
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Whee be your powers? show now your mended 
‘aiths, 

And instantly return with me again, 

‘To push destruction and perpetual shame 


Out of the weak door of our fainting land. 

Straight see us seek, or straight we shall be 
sought ; 

The Dauphin rages at our very heels. 80 


Sal. 1t seems you know not, then, so much 


as we: 
The Cardinal Pandulph is within at rest, 
Who half an hour since came from the Dauphin, 
And brings from him such offers of our peace 
AAs we with honour and respect may take, 
With purpose presently to leave this war. 

Bast. He will the rather do it when he sees 
Ourselves well sinewed to our defence. 

Sal. Nay, it is in a manner done already ; 
For many carriages he hath dispatch’d 90 
To the sea-side, and put his cause and quarrel 
To the disposing of the cardinal : 

With whom yourself, myself and other lords, 
If you think meet, this afternoon will post 
To consummate this business happily. 

Bast. Let it beso: and you, my noble prince, 

With other princes that may best be spared, 


KING JOHN 


[Acr Vv 


Shall wait upon your father's funeral. 
P. Hen. At Worcester must his body he 


interr'd; 
For so he will'd it. hi 
Bast. Thither shall it then : 100 


And happily may your sweet self put on 
The ling state and glory of the land! 
Yo whom, with all submission, on my knee 
I do bequeath my faithful services 
And true subjection everlastingly. 
See eae the like tender of our love we 
make, 
To rest without a spot for evermore. 
P. Hen. Lhaveakind soul that would give 
ren thanks , é 
And knows not how to do it but with tears. 
Bast. O, let us pay the time but needful woe, 
Since it hath been beforehand with our griefs, 
This England never did, nor never shall, 
Lie at the proud foot of a conqueror, 
But when 11 first did help to wound itself, 
Now these her princes are come home again, 
Come the three corners of the world in arms, 
And we shall shock them. Nought shall make 


us ru im 
Tf England to itself dorest but true. [/xeunt. 
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THE TRAGEDY OF 
KING RICHARD II 


DRAMATIS PERSONA: 


Kune Ricitarp the Second. 

JOUN OF Gaunt, Duke 
of Lancaster, 

EpMunp or Lanatey, 
Duke of York, 

HENRY, surnamed BoLincproke, Duke of 
Hereford, son to John of Gaunt; after- 
wards Kine Henry LY. 

Dias OF AUMERLE, son to the Duke of 

ork. 

TuHostAs Mowsnray, Duke of Norfolk. 

DUKE OF SuRREY. 

EARL OF SALISBURY. 

Lorp BerKELeEy. 

Busuy, 

BAaGot, } servants to King Richard. 

GREEN, 

EARL OF NORTHUMBERLAND. 

Henry Percy, surnamed Hotspur, his son. 


i to the King. 


ACT I. 
Scene I. Zondon. Kine Ricuarn’s palace. 


Enter Kina RIcHARD, JOHN oF GAUNT, with 
other Nobles and Attendants. 


KX, Rich. Old John of Gaunt, time-honour'd 
Lancaster, 
Hast thou, according to thy oath and band, 
Brought hither Henry Hereford thy bold son, 
Here to make good the boisterous late appeal, 
Which then our leisure would not let us hear, 
aa Bt tie Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mow- 
ray 
Gaunt. Thave, my liege. 
, Rich. Tell me, moreover, hast thou 
sounded him, : & 
If he appeal the duke on ancient malice; 
Or worthily, as a good subject should, x0 
On some known ground of treachery in him? 
Gaunt. As near as I could sift him on that 
argument, z 
On some apparent danger seen in him 
Aim/’d at your highness, no inveterate malice. 
, Rich. Then call them to our presence; 
face to face, 
«And frowning brow to brow, ourselves will hear 
The accuser and the accused freely speak : 
High-stomach’d are they both, and full of ire, 
In rage deaf as the sea, hasty as fire, 





Lorp Ross. 

Lorp WittoucHsy. 

Lorp Firzwarter. 

Bishop of Carlisle. 

Abbot of Westminster. 

Lord Marshal. 

Str STEPHEN Scroopr. 

Sir Prence of Exton. 

Captain of a band of Welshmen. 


QUEEN to King Richard. 
Ducuess or York. 
DucHEss OF GLOUCESTER. 
Lady attending on the Queen. 


Lords, Heralds, Officers, Soldiers, two Garden- 
ers, Keeper, Messenger, Groom, and other 
Attendants. 


Scene: England and Wales. 


Entcr BOLINGBROKE and Mowsray. 


Boling. Many years of happy days befal 20 
My gracious sovereign, my most loving liege! 

Mow. Each day still better other’s ha ap iness 5 
Until the heavens, envying earth’s good hap, 
Add an immortal title to your crown! 

K, Rich. We thank you both: yet one but 

flatters us, 

As well appeareth by the cause you come ; 
Namely, to appeal each other of high treason. 
Cousin of Hereford, what dost thou object 
Against the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mow- 


bray? 
Boling, First, heaven be the record to my 
speech! 30 


In the devotion of a subject’s love, 
Tendering the precious safety of my prince, 
And free from other misbegotten hate, 

Come I appellant to this princely presence. 
Now, Thomas Mowbray, do I turn to thee, 
And mark my grecting well; for what I speak 
My body shall make good upon this earth, 

Or my divine soul answer it in heaven. 
Thou art a traitor and a miscreant, 

Too good to be so and too bad to live, 

Since the more fair and crystal is the sky, 
The uglier seem the clouds that in it fly. 
Once more, the more to aggravate the note, 
With a foul traitor’s name stuif I thy throat; 


40 
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And wish, so please my sovereign, ere I move, 
- What my tongue speaks my right drawn sword 
may prove. 
Mow. Let not my cold words here accuse 
_ my zeal: 
*Tis not the trial of a woman’s war, 
The bitter clamour of two eager tongues, 
Can arbitrate this cause betwixt us twain; | 50 
The blood is hot that must be cool'd for this : 
Yet can I not.of such tame patience boast 
As to be hush’d and nought at all to say : 
First, the fair reverence of your highness 
curbs me _ 
From giving reins and spurs to my free speech ; 
Which else would post until it had return’d 
These terms of treason doubled down his throat. 
Setting aside his high blood's royalty, 
And let him be no kinsman to my liege, 
Ido defy him, andIspitathim; | 
Call him a slanderous coward and a villain: 
Which to maintain I would allow him odds, 
And meet him, were I tied to run afoot 
Even to the frozen ridges of the Alps, 
Or any otlier ground inhabitable, 
Where ever Englishman durst set his foot. 
Mean time let this defend my loyalty, 
By all my hopes, most falsely doth he lie. 
Boling. Paletrembling coward, there I throw 
_ ny gage, : 
Disclaiming here the kindred of theking, 70 
And lay aside my high blood’s royalty, 
Which fear, not reverence, makes thee to except. 
If guilty dread have lefé thee so much strength 
As to take up mine honour’s pawn, then stoop: 
By that and all the rites of knighthood else, 
Will I make good againsi thee, arm to arm, 
What I have spoke, or thou canst worse devise. 
Mow. I take it up; and by that sword I 
Swear, 3 
Which gently laid my Inighthood on my 
shoulder, 3 
I'll answer thee in any fair degree, 80 
Or chivalrous design of knightly trial: 
And when I mount, alive may I not light, 
Té I be traitor or uni usey fight ! 
A. Rich. What doth our cousin lay to Mow- 
bray’s charge? é : 
It must be great that can inherit us 
Somuch as of a thonght of ill in him. 
Boling. Look, what I speak, my life shall 
prove it true; K a 
That Mowbray hath received cight thousand 
nobles / s < 
Jn name of Jendings for your highness’ soldiers, 
The which he hath detain’d for lewd employ- 
ments, pate b. 
Like a false traitor and injurious villain. 
Besides I say and will in battle prove, 
Or here or elsewhere to the furthest verge 
That ever was survey'd by English eye, 
That all the treasons for these eighteen years 
Complotted and contrived in this land 
Fetch from false Mowbray their first head and 


sprin 
Further ea and further will maintain 
Upon his bad life to make all this good, 
That he did plot the Duke of Gloucester's death, 


i Or 


Suggest his soon-belicving adversaries, 


O 


. KING RICHARD IL 


[Act x 


And consequently, like a traitor coward, 
Sluiced out his innocent soul through streams 


of blood: 
Which blood, like sacrificing Abel's, cries, 
Even from the tongucless caverns of the earth, 
To me for justice and rough chastisement ; 
And, by the glorious worth of my descent, 
This arm shall do it, or this life be spent. 
K. Rich. How high a pitch his resolution 


soars! 
Thomas of Norfolk, what say’st thou to this? 
SH O, let my sovereign turn away his 
ace IIL 
And bid his ears a little while be deaf, 
‘Till [ have told this slander of his blood, 
How God and good men hate so foul a liar, 
K. Rich. Mowbray, impartial are our eyes 
and ears : 


Were he my brother, nay, my kingdom’s heir, . 


As he is but my father’s brother's son, 
Now, by my sceptre's awe, 1 make a vow, 
Such neighbour nearness to our sacred blood 
Should nothing privilege him, nor partialize 
The unstooping firmness of my upright soul; 
He is our subject, Mowbray ; so art thou: 
Free speech and fearless I to thee allow. 
Jfow. Then, Bolingbroke, as low as to thy 
heart, 
arcu the false passage of thy throat, thou 
iest. 
Three parts of that receipt I had for Calais 
Disbursed I duly to his highness’ soldiers ; 
The other part reserved I by consent, 
For that my sovereign liege was in my debt 
Upon remainder of a dear account, 130 
Since last I went to France to fetch his queen: 
Now swallow down that lie. For Gloucester's 
death, 
Islew him not; but to my own disgrace 
Neglected my sworn duty in that case. 
For you, my noble Lord of Lancaster, 
The honourable father to my foe, 
Once did J lay an ambush for your life, 
A trespass that doth vex my grieved soul; 
But ere I last received the sacrament 
I did confess it, and cacy begged 
Your grace’s pardon, and I hope 1 had it. 
This is my fault: as for the rest appeal’d, 
It issues from the rancour of a villainy 
A recreant and most degenerate traitor ; 
Which in myself I boldly will defend ; 
And interchangeably hurl down my gage 
Upon this overweening traitor’s foot, 
To prove myself a loyal gentleman 
Even in the best, blood chamber’d in his bosom. 
In haste whereof, most heartily I pray 150 
Your highness to assign our trial day. 
ue Rich. Wrath-kindled gentlemen, be ruled 
by me; 
Let’s purge this choler without Ictting blood: 
This we prescribe, though no physician ; 
Deep malice makes too deep incision ; 
Forget, forgive; conclude and be agreed; 
Our doctors say this is no month to bleed. 
Gootl uncle, let this end where it begun ; 
We'll calm the Duke of Norfolk, you_your son. 
Gaunt. To be a make-peace shall become 
my age: sqath 


140 
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Throw down, my son, the Duke of Norfolk’s 
gage. 
K. Rich. And, Norfolk, throw down his. 
Gaunt. _. When, Harry, when? 
Obedience bids I should not bid again. 
K. Rich. Norfolk, throw down, we bid; 
there is no hoot. 
Mow. Myself I throw, dread sovereign, at 
thy foot. 
My life thou shalt command, but not my shame: 
The one my duty owes; but my fair name, 
Despite of death that lives upon my graye, 
‘To dark dishonour's use thou shalt not have. 
Tam disgraced, impeach’d and baffled here, r7> 
Pierced to the soul with slander’s venom’'d spear, 
The which no balm can cure but his heart-blood 
Which breathed this poison. 
K, Rich, Rage must be withstood : 
Give me his gage: lions make leopards tame. 
Mow. Yea, but not change his spots: take 
but my shame, 
And I resign my gage. My dear dear lord, 
‘The purest treasure mortal times atlord 
Is spotless reputation: that away, 
Men are but gilded loam or painted clay. 
A jewel in a ten-times-barr’d-up chest 180 
Is a bold spirit in a loyal breast. | 
Mine honour is my life; both grow in one; 
‘ake honour from me, and my life is done: 
Then, dear my liege, mine honour let me try ; 
In that I live and for that will L die. 
K. Rich. Cousin, throw up your gage; do 
you begin. 
Boling. O, God defend my soul from such 
deep sin! ¥ 
Shall I seem crest-fall'n in my father’s sight? 
Or with pale beggar-fear impeach my height 
Before this out-dared dastard? Ere my tongue 
Shall wound my honour with such feeble wrong, 
Or sound so base a parle, my teeth shall tear 
The slavish motive of recanting fear, 
And spit it bleeding in his high disgrace, ~ 
Where shame doth harbour, even in Mowbray’s 
ace, [Exit Gaunt. 
K. Rich. We were not born to sue, but to 
command ; 2 
Which since we cannot do to make you friends, 
¢ ready, as your lives shall answer it, 
At Coventry, upon Saint Lambert's day: — 199 
There shall your swords and lances arbitrate 
The swelling difference of your settled hate: 
Since we can not atone you, we shall see 
Justice design the victor's chivalry. 
Lord marshal, command our officers at arms 
Be ready to direct these home alarms. [Hxewnt. 


Scene I. Zhe Duke or LANCASTER’S palace. 


Enter JOHN oF GAuNT with the DUCHESS 
Or GLOUCESTER. 


Sree Alas, the part I had in Woodstock’s 
001 
Doth more solicit me than your exclaims, 
Yo stir against the butchers of his life! 
But since correction lieth in those hands 
Which made the fault‘that we cannot correct, 
Put we our quarrel to the will of heaven ; 
+ Who, when they see the hours ripe on earth, 
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Will rain hot vengeance on offenders’ heads. 
Duch. Finds brotherhood in thee no sharpér 


spur? . 
Hath love in thy old blood no living fire? 10 
idward 's seven sons, whereof thyself art one, 
Were as seven vials of his sacred blood, 
Or seven fair branclres springing from one root: 
Some of those seven are dried by nature's 
course, 
Some of those branches by the Destinies cut ; 
But Thomas, my dear lord, my life, my Glou- 
cester, 
One vial full of Edward’s sacred blood, 
One flourishing branch of his most royal root, 
Is crack’d, and all the precious liquor spilt, 
Is meciag down, and his summer leaves all 
‘aded, 20 
By envy’s hand and murder’s bloody axe. 
Ah, Gaunt, his blood was thine! that bed, that 
womb, 
That metal, that self mould, that fashion’d thee 
Made him a man; and though thou livest and 
breathest, 
Yet art thou slain in him: thou dost corisent 
In some large measure to thy father's death, 
In that thou seest thy wretched brother die, 
Who was the model of thy father's life. 
Call it not patience, Gaunt; it is despair : 
In suffering thus thy brother to be slaughter'd, 
Thou showest the naked pathway to thy life, 3: 
Teaching stern murder how to butcher thee : 
That which in mean men we intitle patience 
Ts pale cold cowardice in noble breasts, 
What shall I say? to safeguard thine own life, 
The best way is to venge my Gloucester’s death. 
Gaunt. God’s is the quarrel; for God's sub- 
stitute, Wren, 
His deputy anointed in His sight, _ 
Hath caused his death: the which if wrongfully, 
Let heaven revenge; for I may never lift 40 
An angry arm against His minister. 
Duch. Where then, alas, may I complain 
myself? i % 
Gaunt. To God, the widow’s champion and 


defence. 2 
Duch. Why, then, I will. Farewell, old 
“Gaunt. 3 
Thou goest to Coventry, there to behold 
Our cousin Hereford and fell Mowbray fight: 
O, sit my husband’s wrongs on Hereford’s 


spear, - 
Thatit may enter butcher Mowbray’s breast! 
Or, if misfortune miss the first career, 
Be Mowbray’s sins so heavy in his bosom, __ 50 
That they may break his foaming courser'’s 


back, 
And throw the rider headlong in the lists, 
A caitiff recreant to iy cousin Hereford ! 
arene old Gaunt: thy sometimes brother's 
wile 
With her companion grief must end her life. 
Gaunt. Sister, farewell; I must to Coventry: 
As much good stay with thee as go with me! 
Duch. Yet one word more: grief boundeth 
where it falls, 
Not with the empty hollowness, but weight: 
I take my leave before I have begun, 60 
For sorrow ends not when it scemeth done. 
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Commend me to thy brother, Edmund York. 
Lo, this is all:—nay, yet depart not so; 

Though this be all, do not so quickly go; 

I shall remember more. Bid him—ah, what ?— 
With all good speed at Elushy visit me. 

Alack, and what shall good old York there see 
But empty lodgings and unfurnish'd walls, 
Unpecopled offices, untrodden stones ? 

And whet hear there for welcome but my 


groans? ’ 7° 
Therefore commend me; Ict him not come 
there, 


To scek out sorrow that dwells every where. 

Desolate, desolate, will I hence and die : 

The last leave of thee takes my weeping eye. 
[£xcunt. 


Scene IIL. The lists at Coventry. 


Enter the Lord Marshal and the Duke or 
AUMERLE. 


Mar. al Lord Aumerle, is Harry Hereford 
arm’d? 

Aum. Yea, at all points; and longs to 
enter in. 

Mar. The Duke of Norfolk, sprightfully and 


old, 
Stays but the summons of the appellant's 
trumpet. 
Aum. Why, then, the champions are pre- 
pared, and stay = 
For nothing but his majesty’s approach. 


The trumpets sound, and the Kinc_enters 
with his nobles, GAUNT, Busuy, Bacor, 
GREEN, and others. When they are set, 
enter MOWBRAY in arms, defendant, with 
@ Herald. 


4X, Rich. Marshal, demand of yonder cham- 
pion 
The cause of his arrival here in arms: 
Ask him his name and orderly proceed 
To swear him in the justice of his cause. 10 
Mar. In God's name and the king’s, say 
who thou art heen = 
And why thou comest thus knightly clad in 


arms, 
Against what man thou comest, and what thy 


uarrel : , 

Speats truly, on thy knighthood and thy oath; 
As so defend thee heaven and ty valour! 

Mow. My name is Thomas Mowbray, Duke 

of Norfolk ; 

. Who hither come engaged by my oath— 
Which God defend a knight should violate !— 
Both to defend my loyalty and truth — 
To God, my king and my succeeding issue, 20 
Against the Duke of Hereford that appeals me; 
And, by the grace of God and this mine arm, 
To prove him, in defending of myself, 
A traitor to my God, my king, and me: 
And as I truly fight, defend me heaven ! 


The trumpets sound. Enter BOLINGBROKE, 
appellant, in urmour, with a Herald, 


K. Rich. Marshal, ask yonder knight in 
arms, 
Both who he is and why he cometh hither 


KING RICHARD II 


[Acr r 


Thus plated in habilimenis of war, 
And formally, according to our law, 
Depose him in the justice of his cause. 30 
Mar. What is thy name? and wherefore 
comest thou hither, 
Before King Richard in his royal lists ? 
Against whom comest thou? and whai’s thy 
uarrel # 
Speak like a true knight, so defend thee heaven! 
soli: Harry of Lereford, Lancaster and 
Derby 


Am I; who ready here do stand in arms, 

‘To prove, by God's grace and my body's valour, 

Tn lists, on ‘Thomas Mowbray, Duke of Norfolk’ 

That he is a traitor, foul and dangerous, 

To God of heaven, King Richard i 

Andas I truly fight, defend me he: 
ee On pain of death, no p 

0 







Or daring-hardy as to touch the lists, 
Except the marshal and such officers 
Appointed to direct these fair designs. 
Boling. Lord marshal, let ine kiss my soye- 
reign’s hand, 
And bow my knee before his majesty : 
For Mowbray and myself are like two men 
That yow a long and weary pilgrimage ; 
Then let us take a ceremonious leave 50 
And loying farewell of our several friends. 
Afar, Vhe appellant in all duty greets your 
highness, 
And craves to kiss your hand and take his 


leave. 
EK. Rich. We will descend and fold him in 

our arms. Maybe < 

Cousin of Hereford, as thy cause is right, 

So be thy fortune in this royal fight ! 

Farewell, my blood; which if to-day thou shed, 
ament we may, but not revenge thee dead. 
Boling. _O, Ict no noble eye profane a tear 

For me, if I be gored with Mow bray’s spear : 60 

As contident as is the faleon’s flight 
gainst a bird, do I with Mowbray fight. 

ny Ly loving lord, I take my leave of you; 

Of you, my noble cousin, Lord Aumerle; 

Not sick, although I have to do with death, 

But lusty, young, and cheerly drawing breath. 

Lo, as at English feasts, so I regreet 

The daintiest last, to make the end most sweet: 

O thou, the earthly author of my blood, 

Whose youthful spirit, in me regenerate, 79 

Doth with a twofold vigour lift me up 

To reach at yictory above my head, 

Add proof unto mine armour with thy prayers; 

And with thy blessings steel my lance’s point, 

That it may enter Mowbray’s waxen coat, 

And furbish new the name of John a Gaunt, 

Eyen in the lusty haviour of his son. 

Gaunt. Godin thy good cause male thee 
prosperous! 

Be swift like lightning in the execution ; 

And let thy blows, doubly redoubled, £0 

Tall like amazing thunder on the casque 

Of thy adverse pernicious enemy : f 

Hote up thy youthful blood, be valiant and 

ive. 
Boling. Mine innocency and Saint George 
to thrive! 
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Scunu m1} 
Mow. However God or fortune cast my lot, 


There lives or dies, true to King Richard’s | Y: 


throne, 
A loyal, just and Upright gentleman: 
Never ditt cay ptive with a freer heart 
Cast off his chains of bondage and embrace 
His golden uncontroll’d enfranchisement, 90 
More than my dancing soul doth celebrate 
This feast of battle with mine adversary. 
Most mighty liege, and my companion peers, 
‘fake from my mouth the wish of happy years: 
As gentle and as jocund as to jest 
Go J to fight: truth hath a quiet breast. 
i. Rich, Warewell, my lord; securely I espy 
Virtue with valour couched in thine eye. 
Order the trial, marshal, and begin, 
Mar, Harry of Hereford, Lancaster and 
Dezby, . 100 
Receive thy lance; and God defend the right ! 
Boling, Strong as a tower in hope, 1 ery 
amen, ; 
Mar. Go bear this lance to Thomas, Duke 
of Norfolk. 
Tivst Her. Harry of Hereford, Lancaster 
and Derby, 3 
Stands here for God, his sovereign and himself, 
On pain to be found false and reereant, 
To BIOS the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mow- 
ra 


Y> 
A traitor to his God, his king and him; 
And dares him to set forward to the fight. 
Sec. Her, Here standeth Thomas Mowbray, 
Duke of Norfolk, 110 
On pain to be found false and recreant, 
Both to defend himself and to approve 
Henry of Hereford, Lancaster, and Derby, 
Lo God, his sovereign and to him disloyal ; 
Courageously and with a free desire 
Attending but the signal to begin. 
‘av. Sound, trumpets; and set forward, 
combatants. A charge sounded. 
Stay, the king hath thrown his warder down. 
ie Rich. Let them lay by their helmets and 
their spears, ; ; : 
And both return back to their chairs again : 120 
Withdraw with us: and let the trumpets sound 
While we return these dukes what we decree. 
[A long jlowrish. 
Draw near, . : 
And list what with our council we have done. 
For that our kingdom's earth should not be 


soil'd 
With that dear blood which it hath fostered ; 
And for our eyes do hate the dire aspect 
Of civil wounds plough’d up with neighbours’ 


sword ; : . 
And for we think the eagle-winged pride 
Of sky-aspiring and ambitious thoughts, 130 
With rival-hating envy, set on you 
To ae our peace, which in our country’s 
cradle 
Draws the sweet infant breath of gentle sleep ; 
Which so roused up with boisterous untuned 


. ms, z 
With harsh-resounding trumpets’ dreadful bray, 
nd grating shock of wrathful iron arms, 
Might from our uted confines fright fair peace 
And make us wade even in our kindred’s blood; 
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Therefore, we banish you our territories: 

You, cousin Hereford, upon pain of life, 1 
Till-twice five summers haye enrich’d our fields 
Shall not reereet our fair dominions, 

But tread the stranger paths of banishment. 
Boling. Your will be done: this must my 
comfort be, 4 
That stin that warms you here shall shine 
on ine; 
And those his golden beams to you here lent 
unllpont on me and gill my Manian 
KE. Rich. Norfolk, for thee remains a heavier 
doom, | 
Which I with some unwillingness pronounce; 
Phe sly slow hours shall not determinate — 150 
the dateless limit of thy dear exile; 
The hopeless word of ‘never to return’ 
Breathe I against thee, upon pain of life. 
Jfow. A heavy sentence, my most sovereign 


liege, 
Andalfu: nlook’d for from your highness’ mouth: 
A dearer merit, not so deep a maim 
As to be cast forth in the common air, 
Mave I deserved at your hizliness’ hands. 
The language I have learn'd these forty years, 
My native inglish, now I must forego : 160 
nd now my tongue’s use is to me no more 
Than an unstringed viol or a harp, 
Or like a cunning instrument cased up, 
Or, being open, put into his hands 
‘That knows no touch to tune the harmony : 
Within my mouth you have engaol’d my 


tongue, : 
Doubly portcullis'd with my teeth and lips; 
And dull unfeeling barren apnor ance 
1s made my gaoler to attend on me. 
Tam too old to fawn upon a nurse, 170 
‘Too far in years to be a pupil now: 
What is thy sentence then but speechless death, 
Which robs my tongue irom breathing native 
breath? 
K. Rich. It boots thee not to be compas- 
sionate: aa 
After our sentence plaining comes too late. 
Mow. Then thust turn me from my country’s 


light, : 
To dwell in solemn shades of endless night, 
XK. Rich. Return again, and take an oath 
with thee. ode 
Lay on our royal sword your banish’d hands; 
Swear by the duty that you owe to God— 180 
Our part therein we banish with yourselves— 
‘To keep the oath that we administer : 
You never shall, so help you truth and God! 
Embrace each other's love in banishment ; 
Nor never look upon each other's face ; 
Nor never write, regreet, nor reconcile 
This louring tempest of your home-bred hate; 
Nor never by advised purpose meet 
‘To plot, contrive, or complot any ill 
*Gainst us, our state, our subjects, or our land. 
~Boling. Iswear, 2 19 
Mow. And I, to keep all this. . 
Boling. Norfolk, so far as to mine enemy :— 
By this time, had the king permitted us, 
One of our souls had wander'd in the air, 
ish’d this frail sepulchre of our flesh, 
‘As now our flesh is banish’d from this land: 
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Confess thy treasons ere thou fly the realm ; 
Since thou hast far to go, bear not along 
The clogging burthen of a guilty soul. 200 
Mow. No, OMAEUTOke: if ever I were traitor, 
My name be blotted from the book of life, 
And I from heaven banish’d as from hence! 
But what thou art, God, thou, and I do know ; 
And all too soon, J fear; the king shall rue. 
Farewell, my liege. Now no way can I stray; 
Save back to England, all the world’s my AEM 
SU, 
K. Rich. Uncle, even in the glasses of thine 
eyes 
Isee thy grieved heart: thy sad aspect 
Hath from the number of his banish'd years 
Pluck’d four away. [Zo Boling.) Six frozen 
winters spent, " 21t 
Return with welcome home from banishment. 
polar: How long a time lies in one little 
word! 2 : 
Four lagging winters and four wanton springs 
End ina word: such is the breath of kings. 
Gaunt. I thank my liege, that in regard 
of me 2 
He shortens four years of my son’s exile: 
But little vantage shall I reap thereby ; 
For, ere the six years that he hath to spend 
Can change their moons and bring their times 
about, . 22 
My oil-dried lamp and time-bewasted light 
Shall be extinct with age and endless night ; 
My inch of taper will be burnt and done, 
And blindfold death not let me see my son. 
EK. Rich. Why, uncle, thou hast many years 
to live. P he 
Gaunt. But not a minute, king, that thou 
canst give: 4 
Shorten my days thou canst with sullen sorrow, 
And pluck nights from me, but not lend a 
morrow; ‘ 
Thou canst help time to furrow me with age, 
But stop no wrinkle in his pilgrimage ; 2 
Thy word is current with him for my death, 
But dead, thy kingdom cannot buy my breath. 
Hi Je Thy son is banish’d upon good 
vice, 
Whereto thy. tongue a party-verdict gave : 
Why at our piuseice seem’st thou then to lour? 
Gaunt. Things sweet to taste prove in diges- 
tion sour. ; 
You urged me as a judge: but I had rather 
You would have bid me argue like a father. 
O, had it been a stranger, not my child, 
To smooth his fault I should have been more 
mild: : 240 
A partial slander sought I to avoid, 
And in the sentence my own life destroy’d. 
Alas, I look’d when some of you should say, 
I was too strict to make mine own away ; 
But you gave leave to my unwilling tongue 
Against my will to do myself this wrong. 
&. Rich. Cousin, farewell ; and, uncle, bid 
poy DIT S02) as 
Six years we banish him, and he shall go. 
[Plourish. Exeunt King Richard and train. 
Aum. Cousin, farewell : what presence must 
not know, 
From where you do remain let paper show. 250 


30 
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Mar. My lord, no leave take I; for I wil) 


ride, 
‘As far a land will Jet me, by your side. 
Gaunt. O, to what purpose dost thou hoard 
thy words, 2 
That thou return’st no greeting to thy friends? 
Boling. I have too few to take my leave of 


you. é 
When the tongue’s office should be prodigal 
To breathe the abundant dolour of the heart. 


Gaunt. Thy grief is but thy absence for a 
time. 

Boling. Joy absent, grief is present for that 
time. 

Gaunt. Whatis six winters? they are quickly 
gone. = ; 260 

Boling. Tomenin joy; but grief makes one 
hour ten. 

Gaunt. Call it a travel that thou takest for 
pleasure. 


Boling. My heart will sigh when I miscall 


it so. 
Which finds it an inforced pilgrimage. 
Gaunt, ‘the sullen passage of thy weary steps 
Esteem as foil wherein thou art to set 
The precious jewel of thy home return. 
Boling. Nay, rather, every tedious stride 


make 
0 | Will but remember me what a deal of world 


I wander from the jewels that I love. 270 
Must I not serve a long apprenticchood 
To foreign passages, and in the end, 
Having my freedom, boast of nothing else 
But that I was a journeyman to grief? 
Gaunt. All places that the eye of heayen 
visits 
Are to a wise man ports and happy havens. 
Teach thy necessity to reason thus ; 
‘There is no virtue like necessity. 
Think not the king did banish ines, 
But thou the king. Woe doth the heavier sit, 
Where it perceives it is but faintly borne. 281 
Go, say I sent thee forth to purchase honour 
And not the king exiled thee; or suppose 
Devouring pestilence hangs in our air 
And thou art flying to a fresher clime: 
Look, what thy soul holds dear, imagine it 
To lie that way thou go’st, not whence thou 
comest: |. 
Suppose the singing birds musicians, 
The grass irhereon thou tread’st the presence 
strew'd, : 
The Howers fair ladies, and thy steps no more 
Than a delightful measure ora dance; 29x 
For gnarling sorrow hath less power to bite 
The man that mocks at it and sets it light. 
Boling. O, who can hold a fire in his hand 
By thinking on the frosty Caucasus? 
Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite 
By bare imagination of a feast? 
Or wallow naked in December snow 
By thinking on fantastic summer’s heat? 
Q, no! the apprehension of the good 300 
Gives but the greater feeling to the worse : 
Fell sorrow’s tooth doth never rankle more 
Than when he bites, but Janceth not the sore. 
Gaunt. Come, come, my son, I’ll bring thee 
on thy way: 


CC-0 Kashmir Research Institute. Digitzed by eGangotri 








Scenz 111] 


Had I thy youth and cause, I would not stay. 
Boling. Then, England's ground, farewolle 
sweet soil, adieu; 
My mother, and my nurse, that bears me yet! 
Where'er I wander, boast of this I can, 
Though banish’d, yet a trueborn Englishman. 
[Exeunt. 


Scene IV. The court. 


Enter the Kine, with Bacor and Green at 
one door; and the DuKE oF AUMERLE 
at another, 


K. Rich. We did observe, Cousin Aumerle, 
How far brought you high Hereford on his way? 
Ai I brought high Hereford, if you call 
nim so, 
But to the next highway, and there I left him. 
K, Rich. And say, what store of parting 
tears were shed? 
Aum. Faith, none for me; except the north- 
east wind, 
Which then blew bitterly against our faces, 
Awaked the sleeping rheum, and so by chance 
Did grace our hollow parting with a tear. 
KX, Rich. What said our cousin when you 
parted with him? 10 
Aum. ‘Farewell:’ 
And, for my heart disdained that my tongue 
Seoul sso profane the word, that taught me 
craft 
To counterfeit oppression of such grief 
That.words seem’d buried in my sorrow’s grave. 
Marry, would the word ‘farewell’ have length- 
en'd hours Z 
And added years to his short banishment, 
He should have had a volume of farewells ; 
But since it would not, he had none of me. |. 
. Rich. He is our cousin, cousin; but "tis 


doubt, 20 
When time shall call him home from banish- 


ment, 
Whether our kinsman come to see his friends. 
Ourself and Bushy, Bagot here and Green 
Observed his courtship to the common people ; 
How he did seem to diye into their hearts 
‘With humble and familiar courtesy, 
‘What reverence he did throw away on slaves, 
Wooing poor craftsmen with the craft of smiles 
And patient underbearing of his fortune, 
As’twere to banish their affects with him. 
Off goes his bonnet to an oyster-wench ; 
brace of draymen bid God speed him well 
And had the tribute of his supple knee, f 
With ‘Thanks, my countrymen, my loving 
friends ;’ ‘ es 
As were our England in reversion his, 
And he our subjects’ next degree in hope. 
Green. Well, he is gone; and with him go 
these thoughts. __ : 
Now for the rebels which stand out in Ireland, 
Expedient manage must be made, my liege, 
Ere further leisure yield them further means 40 
For their advantage and your highness’ loss. _ 
K. Rich. We will ourself in person to this 


3° 


war: 
And, for our coffers, with too great a court 
And liberal largess, are grown somewhat light, 
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We are inforced to farm our royal realm; 

The revenue whereof shall furnish us 

For our affairs in hand: if that come short, 

Our substitutes at home shall have blank 
charters ; 

Whereto, when they shall know what men are 


rich, 
They shall subscribe them for large sums of 
gold 5° 
And send them after to supply our wants; 
For we will make for Ireland presently. 
Enter Busuy. 
Bushy, what news? ant A 2 
Bushy. Old John of Gaunt is grievous sick, 
my lor¢ 
Suddenly taken; and hath sent post haste 
To entreat your majesty to visit hin, 


KK. Rich. Where lies het 
Bushy. At Ely House. 


KE. atts Now put it, God, in the physician’s 
mind 
To help him to his grave immediately ! 60 
The lining of his coffers shall make coats 
To deck our soldiers for these Irish wars. 
Come, gentlemen, let’s all go visit him : 


Pray a we may make haste, and come too 
ate! 
All. Amen. [Zxcewnt. 


ACT IL. 


Scene I. Ely House. 


Enter JOHN OF GAUNT sick, with the DUKE 
or York, de. 


Gaunt. Will the king come, that I may 
breathe my last 
In wholesome counsel to his unstaid youth? : 
York. Vex not yourself, nor strive not with 
your breath ; t 
For all in yain comes counsel to his ear. 
Gaunt. O, but they say the tongues of dying 


men 
Enforce attention like deep harmony : 
Where words are scarce, they are seldom spent 


in vain, = 
For they breathe truth that breathe their words 
in pain. sae 
He that no more must say is listen’d more 
Than they whom youth and ease have taught 


to glose ; Siro: 
More are men’s ends mark’d than their lives 
before: 


The setting sun, and music at the close, 
As the last taste of sweets, is sweetest last, 
Writ in remembrance more than things long 


past: 2 
Though Richard my life’s counsel would not 


hear, 

My death's sad tale may yet undeaf his ear. 

York. No; itis stopp'd with other flattering 

sounds, 

As praises, of whose taste the wise are fond, 
Lascivious metres, to whose venom sound 
The open car of youth doth always listen ; 
Report of fashions in proud Italy, 
Whose manners still our tardy apish nation 


20 
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Limps after in base imitation. i 
Where doth the world thrust forth a vanity— 
So it be new, there’s no respect how vile— 
That is not quickly buzz’d into his ears? 

Then all too late comes counsel to be heard, 
Where will doth mutiny with wit’s regard. 
Direct not him whose way himself will choose : 
Tis breath thou lack’st, and that breath wilt 


thou lose, a) 
Gaunt. Methinks I am a prophet new in- 
spired 


And thus expiring do foretell of him: 
His rash fierce blaze of riot cannot last, 
For violent fires soon burn out themselves ; 
pool showers last long, but sudden storms are 
short ; f 
He tires betimes that spurs too fast betimes ; 
With eager feeding food doth choke the feeder : 
Light vanity, insatiate cormorant, | 
Consuming means, soon preys upon itself. 
aehis royal throne of kings, this scepter’d isle, 
this earth of majesty, this seat of Mars, 4r 
This other Eden, denii- radise, 4 
This fortress built by Nature for herself 
Against infection and the hand of war, 
this happy breed of men, this little world, 
This precious stone set in the silver sea, 
Which serves it in the office of a wall 
Oras a moat defensive to a house, 
Against the envy of less happier lands, 
This blessed plot, this earth, this realm, this 
_ England, | : 5° 
This nurse, this teeming womb of royal kings, 
Fear'd by their breed and famous by their birth, 
Renowned for their deeds as far from home, 
For Christian service and true chivalry, 
As is the sepulchre in stubborn Jewry 
Of the world’s ransom, blessed Mary’s Son, 
ans anal of such dear souls, this dear dear 
aN 
Dear for her reputation through the world, 
Is now leased out, I die pronouncing it, 
Like to a tenement or pelting farm: 
England, bound in with the triumphant sea, 
Whose rocky shore beats back the envious siege 
Of watery Neptune, is now bound in with 
_ shame, 
With any blots and rotten parchment bonds: 
That ugland, that was wont to conquer others, 
Hath made a shameful conquest of itscli. 
Ah, would the scandal yanish with my life, 
How happy then were my ensuing death! 


Enter King Ricwarp and QUEEN, AUMERLE, 
Busuy, GREEN, Bacor, Ross, and Wit- 
LOUGHBY. 

York. The king is come: deal mildly with 
his youth ; F 

For young hot colts being raged do rage the 

more, Jo | 

Queen. How fares our noble uncle, Lan- 
caster a 

K. Rich. What comfort, man? how is’t 
with aged Gaunt? 

Ces ‘ O, how that name befits my compo- 
sition ! 

Old Gaunt indeed, and gaunt in being old: 

Within me grief hath kept a tedious fast; 
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And who abstains from meat that is not gammt? 
Yor sleeping England long time have | watelvd; 
Watching breeds leanuess, leanness is all gaunt: 
The pleasure that some fathers feed upon, 79 
Is my strict fast; I mean, my children’s looks; 
And therein fasting, hast chou made me gaunt: 
Gaunt am I for the grave, gaunt as a graye, 
Whose hollow womb inherits nought but bones, 
KK, Rich, Can sick men play so nicely with 
their names? _ : 
Gate No, misery makes sport to mock 
itself: 
Since thou dost seck to kill my name in me, 
Imock my name, great king, to flatter thee. 
X. Rich, Should dying men flatter with 
those that live? ans 
Gaunt. No, no, men living flatter those 
that die. 3 
K, Rich, Thou, now a-dying, say’st thou 
flatterest me. 90 
Gaunt. O, no! thou diest, though I the 
sicker be. 
KK. Rich, Iam in health, I breathe, and see 
_thee ill. 
Gaunt. Now He that made me knows I see 
_ thee ill; : iets 
Til in myself to see, and in thee seeing ill. 
Thy death-bed is no lesser than thy land 
Wherein thou liest in reputation sick ; 
And thou, too careless patient as thou art, 
Commit’st thy anointed body to the cure 
Of those physicians that first woundeil thee: 
A thousand flatterers sit within thy crown, 100 
Whose compass is no bigger than thy head; 
And yet, incaged in so small a verge, 
The waste is no whit lesser than thy land. 
O, had thy grandsire with a prophet’s eye 
Seen how his son’s son should destroy his sons, 
From forth thy reach he would have laid thy 
shame, : 
Deposing thee before thou wert possess’d 
Which art possess'd now to depose thyself. 


60] Why, cousin, wert thou regent of the world, 


It were a shame to let this land by Iease; x10 
But for thy world enjoying but this Jand, 
Is it not more than shame to shame it so? 
Landlord of England art thou now, not king: 
‘Thy state of law is bondslave to the law ; 
And thou— i 
K. Rich, A lunatic lean-witted fool, 
Presuming on an ague’s privilege, 
Darest with thy frozen admonition 
Make pale our cheek, chasing the royal blood 
With fury from his native residence. 
Now, by my seat’s right royal majesty, 120 
Wert thou not brother to great Idward’s son, 
This tongue that runs so roundly in thy head 
Should run thy head from thy unreverent 
shoulders. 
Gaunt, O, spare me not, my brother Ed- 
ward's son, | 
For that I was his father Edward's son ; 
‘That blood already, like the pelican, 
Hast thou tapp’d out and drunkenly caroused : 
My brother Gloucester, plain well-nieaning soul, 
Whom fair befal in heaven ’mongst happy 
souls! 
May be a precedent and witness good. 130 


CC-0 Kashmir Research Institute. Digitzed by eGangotri 


meet 








Scene 1] 


KING RICHARD IL 


383 


That thou respect’st not spilling Edward's] 0 Richard! York is too far gone with grief, 


blood: 
Join with the present sickness that I have; 
And thy unkindness be like crooked age, 
To crop at once a too long wither’d flower. 
‘Live in thy shame, but die not shame with thee! 
These words hereafter thy tormentors be! 
Convey me to my bed, then to my grave: 
Love they to live that love and honour have. 
_, Lkxit, borne af by his Attendants. 
KK. Rich. And let them die that age and 
sullens have ; 
For both hast thou, and hoth become the graye. 
York. 1 do beseech your majesty, impute 
his words 141 
To wayward sickliness and age in him: 
He loves you, on my life, and holds you dear 
As Harry Duke of Hereford, were he here. 
K. Rich. Right, you say true: as Hereford’s 
love, so his; 
As theirs, so mine; and all beas it is. 


Enter NorTHUMBERLAND. 


Worth. My liege, old Gaunt commends him 

to your majesty. 

K. [tich. Whatsayshe? . 

North. | Nay, nothing; all is said: 
His tongue is now a stringless instrument : 
Words, life and all, old Lancaster hath spent. 

York. Be York the next that must be bank- 

rupt so! i 151 
Though death he poor, it ends 2 mortal woe. 

K. Rich. The ripest fruit first falls, and so 

_ doth he; ‘ 
His time is spent, our pilgrimage must be. 

So much for that. Now for our Irish wars: 
We must supplant those rough rug-headed 





kerns, 

Which live like venom where no venom else 
But only they have privilege to live. 
And for these great afiairs do ask some charge, 
Towards our assistance we do seize tous 160 
The plate, coin, revenues and moyeables, 
Whercof our uncle Gaunt did stand possess’d. 

York. How long shall I be patient? ah, how 


ong 
Shall (ender duty make me suffer wrong? _ 
Not Gloucester’s death, nor Hereford’s banish- 


ment, % 
Not Gaunt’s rebukes, nor England’s private 

wrongs, : 

or the prevention of poor Bolingbroke 

About Ins marriage, nor my own disgrace, 
Have ever made me sour my patient clieck, 
Or bend one wrinkle on my sovereign’s face. 170 
Lam the last of noble Edward’s sons, i 
Of whom thy father, Prince of Wales, was first : 
In war was never lion raged more fierce, 
In peace was never gentle lamb more mild, 
Than was that young and princely gentleman. 
His face thou hast, for even so lool’d he, 
Accomplish’d with the number of thy hours ; 
But when he frown’d, it was against the French 
And not against his friends; his noble hand 
Did win what he did spend and spent not that 
Which his triumphant father’s hand had won; 
His hands were guilty of no kindred bleod, 
But bloody with the enemies of his kin. 


Or else he never would compare between. 
K. Rich. Why, uncle, what’s the matter? 
York. O my liege, 
Pardon me, if you please; if not, J, pleased 
Not to be pardon’d, am content withal. 
Seek you to seize and gripe into your hands 
The royalties and rights of banish’d Here- 
ford? 199 
Is not Gaunt dead, and doth not Hereford live? 
Was not Gaunt just, and is not Harry true? 
Did not the one deserve to have an heir? 
Ts not his heir a well-deserving son? 
ee. Hereford’s rights away, and take from 
Time 
His charters and his customary rights ; 
Let not to-morrow then ensue to-day ; 
Be not thyself; for how art thou a king 
But by fair sequence and succession ? 
Now, afore God—God forbid I say true!— 200 
Jf you do wrongfully seize Hereford’s rights, 
Call in the Jetters patents that he hath. 
By his attorneys-general to sue 
His livery, and deny his offer'd homage, 
You pluck a thousand dangers on your head, 
You lose a thousand well-disposed hearts 
And prick my tender patience to those thoughts 
Which honour and allegiance cannot think. 
K, Rich. Think what you will, we seize 
_ Into our hands || 
His plate, his goods, his money and his lands. 
York. I'll not be by the while: my liege, 
farewell: 21t 
What will ensue hereof, there’s none can tell; 
But by bad courses may be understood 
That their events can never fall out good. 


aut, 
KC. Rich. Go, Bushy, to the Earl of wiltchive 
_, Straight: 
Bid him repair to us to Hly House 
To see this business. To-morrow next 
Ve will for Ireland; and ’tis time, 1 trow: 
And we create, in absence of ourself, 
Our uncle York lord governor of England; 220 
For he is just and always loved us well. 
Come on, our queen ; to-morrow must we part; 
Be merry, for our time of stay is short. 
[Hlourish. Exeunt King, Queen, Aumerle, 
Bushy, Green, and Bagot. 
North. Well, lords, the Duke of Lancaster 
isdead. | 5 F 
ss! And living too; for now his son is 
duke, 
Willo. Barely in title, not in revenues. 
Aad Richly in both, if justice had her 
right. i 
Ross. My heart is great; but it must break 
with silence. i : 
Ere’t be disburden’d with a liberal tongue. 
North. Nay, speak thy mind; and Jet him 
ne'er speak: more 230 
That speaks thy words again to do thee harm! 
Willo._ Tends that thou wouldst speak to 
_ the Duke of Hereford? 
If it be so, out with it boldly, man; 
Quick is mine ear to hear of good towards him. 
Ross. No good at all that £ can do for him; 
Unless you call it good to pity him, 
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Bereft and pelded of his patrimony. 
North. Now, afore God, ’tis shame such 
wrongs are borne 
In him, a royal prince, and many moe 
Of noble blood in this declining land. 240 
The king is not himself, but basely led 
By flatterers; and what they will inform, 
Merely in hate, ’gainst any of us all, 
That will the king Several y prosecute ‘ 
*Gainst us, our lives, our children, and our heirs. 
Ross. ‘the commons hath he pill’d with 
grievous taxes, 
tAnd quite lost their hearts: the nobles hath 
he fined ¢ ; 
For ancient quarrels, and quite lost their hearts. 

Willo, And daily new exactions are devised, 
As blanks, benevolences, and I wot not what: 
But what, o' God’s name, doth become of this { 

North. Wars have not wasted it, for warr'd 

he hath not, * 
But basely yielded upon compromise 
ey Ruliteh his noble ancestors achieved with 
OWS: 
More hath he spent in peace than they in wars. 

Ross. The Ivarl of Wiltshire hath the realm 

infarm, | 

Willo. The king’s grown bankrupt, like a 

broken man. : 

Worth. Reproach and dissolution hangeth 

over him. 

Ross. He hath not money forthese Irish wars, 
His burthenons taxations notwithstanding, 260 
But by the robbing of the banish’d duke. 

Worth. His noble kinsman : most degenerate 





cing | 
But, lords, we hear this fearful tempest sing, 
Yet seck no shelter to avoid the storm; 
We sce the wind sit sore upon our sails, 
And yet we strike not, but securely perish. 
Ross. We see the very wreck that we must 


suffer; 
And unavoided is the danger now, 
For suflering so the causes of our wreck. 
Worth. Not so; even through the hollow 
eyes of death 270 
I spy life peering; but I dare not say 
How near the tidings of our comfort is. 
Willo. Nay, let us share thy thoughts, as 
thou dost ours. 
‘oss. Be confident to speak, Northumber- 


land: 
We three are but thyself; and, speaking so, 
Thy words are but as thoughts; therefore, be 


old. 
Novih, Then thus: I have from Port le 
Blane, a bay 
In Brittany, received intelligence 
That Harry Duke of Hereford, Rainold Lord 
Jobham, 
That late broke from the Duke of Exeter, 
His brother, Archbishop late of Canterbury, 
Sir Thomas Erpingham, Sir John Ramston, 
Sir John Norbery, Sir Robert Waterton and 
Francis Quoint 
All these well furnish’d by the Duke of Bretagne 
With ei; ht tall ships, three thousand men of war, 
Are mika hither with all due expedience 
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And shortly mean to touch our northern shore: 
Perhaps they had ere this, but that they stay 
The first departing of the king for Ireland, 290 
If then we shall shake off our slavish yoke, 
Imp out our drooping country’s broken wing, 
Radeon from broking pawn the blemish’d crown, 
Wipe off the dust that hides our sceptre’s gilt 
And make high majesty look like itself, 
Away with me in post to Ravenspurgh ; 
But if you faint, as fearing to do so, 
Stay and be secret, and myself will go, 
oss. To horse, to horse! urge doubis to 
them that fear. 
Willo, Hold out my horse, and I will first 
be there. [Eceunt. 300 


Scene Il. Windsor Castle. 
Enter QUEEN, Busuy, and Bacov. 


7a Madam, your majesty is too much 
sad: 
You promised, when you parted with the king, 
To lay aside life-harming heaviness 
And entertain a cheerful disposition. 
Queen. To please the king L did; to please 
myself 
I cannot do it; yet I know no cause 
Why Ishould welcome such a guest as grief, 
Save bidding farewell to so sweet a guest 
As my sweet Richard: yet again, methinks, 
Some unborn sorrow, ripe in fortune’s womb, 
Is coming towards me, and my inward soul ir 
With nothing trembles: at some thing ic 
grieves, - 
More than with parting from my lord the king. 
Bushy. Kach substance of a grief hath 
twenty shadows, 
Which shows like grief ifself, but is not so; 
For sorrow’s eye, glazed with blinding tears, 
Divides one thing entire to many objects; 
Like perspectives, which rightly gazed upon 
Show nothing but confusion, eyed awry 
Distinguish form: so your sweet majesty, 20 
Looking awry upon your lord’s departure, 
Find shapes of grief, more than himself, to 


wail ; 
Which, look’d on as it is, is nought but shadows 
Of what itis not. Then, thrice-gracious queen, 
More than your lord's departure weep not: 
more’s not seen ; 
Or if it be, ’tis with false sorrow’s eye, 
Which for things true weeps things imaginary. 
Gucen It may be so; but yet my inward 
sow 
Persuades me it is otherwise: howe’er it be, 
I cannot but be sad; so heavy sad 30 
As, though on thinking on no thought I think, 
Makes me with heavy nothing faint and shrink. 
Bushy. ’Tis nothing but conceit, my gracious 
Y- rere 
Queen. “Tis nothing less: conceit is still 
deriy 
From some forefather gricf; mine is not so, 
For nothing hath begot my soinething grief’ 5 
Or something hath the nothing that 1 grieve: 
“Tis in reversion that I do possess; 
But what it is, that is not yet known; what 
I cannot name; ’tis nameless woe, I wot. 4° 
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Enter GREEN. 


Green. God save your majesty! and well 
met, gentleme: 
T hope the king is not yet shipp’d for Ireland. 
Cteen: Why hopest thou so? “tis better hope 
he is; 
For his designs crave haste, his haste good hope: 
Then wherefore dost thou hope he is not 
shipp'd? 
Green. Thathe, our hope, might have retired 
his power, 
And driven into despair an enemy’s hope, 
Who strongly hath set footing in'this land : 
The banish’d Bolingbroke repeals himself, 
And with uplifted arms is safe arrived 
At Ravenspurgh. 
Queen. Now God in heaven forbid! 
Green. Ah, madam, ’tis too true: and that 








50 


is worse, 
The Lord Northumberland, his son young 
Henry Percy, 
The Lords of Ross, Beaumond, and Willoughby, 
With all their powerful friends, are fled to him. 
Bushy. Why have you not proclaim’d 
Northumberland 
And all the rest revolted faction traitors? 
Green. We have: whereupon the Earl of 
Worcester 
Hath broke his staff, resign’d his stewardship, 
And all the household servants fled with him 
To Bolingbroke. _ ot 
Queen. So, Green, thou art the midwife to 
my woe 2 
And Bolingbroke my sorrow’s dismal heir: 
Now hath my soul brought forth her prodigy, 
And I, a gasping new-deliver’d mother, 
Have woe to woe, sorrow to sorrow join’d. 
Bushy. Despair not, madam. fs 
Queen. Who shall hinder me? 
I will despair, and be at enmity 
With cozening hope: he is a flatterer, 
A parasite, a keeper back of death, * 179: 
Who gently would dissolve the bands of life, 
Which false hope lingers in extremity. 


Enter York. 


Geen. Here comes the Duke of York. 
Queen. With signs of war about his aged 


neck: 
O, full of careful business are his looks! 
Uncle, for God's sake, speak comfortable words. 
York. Should I do so, I should belie my 
thoughts : 
Comfort’s in heaven ; and we are on the earth, 
Where nothing lives but crosses, cares and 


rief. 
Your husband, he is gone to save far off, 80 
Whilst others come to make him lose at home: 
Here am I left to underprop his land, % 
Who, weak with age, cannot support myself : 
Now comes the sick hour that his surfeit made ; 
Now shall he try his friends that flatter’d him. 


Enter aw Servant. 


Serv. My lord, your son was gone before 
I came. 
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waa lets was? Why, so! go all which way 
it will! 
The nobles they} are fled, the commons they are 
cold, 
And will, I fear, revolt on Hereford’s side. 
Sirah, get thee to Plashy, to my sister Glou- 
_. cester; go 
Bid her send me presently a thousand pound: 
Hold, take my ring. 
Serv. My lord, L had forgot to tell your lord- 


ship, 
To-day, as I came by, I called there; 
But I shall grieve you to report the rest. 
York. What is't, knave? 
An hour before I came, the duchess 





died. 
York. God for his mercy! what a tide of 
woes 
Comes rushing on this woeful land at once! 
I know not what to do: I would to Goi, 
So my untruth had not provoked him to it, 
The king had cut off my head with my brother's. 
punt ae there no posts dispatch’d for Ire- 
an 
How shall we do for money for these wars? 
Come, sister,—cousin, I would say,—pray, par- 
don me. 
Go, fellow, get thee home, provide some carts 
And bring away the armour that is there. 
[Lxit Servant. 
Gentlemen, will you go muster men? 
If I know how or which way to order these 
affairs 
Thus thrust disorderly into my hands, 
Never believe me. Both are my kinsmen: 
The one is my sovereign, whom both my oath 
And duty bids defend; the other again 
Is my kinsman, whom the king hath wrong’d, 
Whom conscience and my kindred bids to right. 
Mer ROMER NAG we must do. Come, cousin, 


rco 


110 


Dispose of you. 

Gentlemen, go, muster up your men, 

And meet me presently at Berkeley. 
Lshould to Plashy too; 

But time will not permit: all is uneven, 
And every thing is left at six and seven. 

Exeunt York and Quecn, 
sits fair for news to go to 


120 


Bushy. The win 
Ireland, 
But none returns. For us to levy power 
Proportionable to the enemy 
Ts all unpossible. w8 
Green. Besides, our nearness to the king in 


love 
Is near the hate of those love not the king. 
Bagot. And that’s the wavering commons: 
for their love 129 
Lies in their purses, and whoso empties them 
By so much fills their hearts with deadly hate. 
Bushy. Wherein the king stands generally 
condemn’. f 
Bagot. If judgement lie in them, then so do 
we, 
Because we ever have been near the king. 
@reen. Well, I will for refuge straight to 
Bristol castle: 
The Earl of Wiltshire is already there. 
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Busky. Thither will I with you; for litile | Then with directions to repair to Ravenspurgh, 


office 
The hateful commons will perform for us, 
Except like curs to tear us all to pieces. 
Will you go along with us? ‘ _ 140 
Bagot. No;I will to Ireland to his majesty. 
Farewell: if heart's presages be not vain, 
We three here part that ne’er shall meet again. 
Bushy. That’s as York thrives to beat back 
Bolingbroke. 
Oats Alas, poor duke! the task he under- 
takes 
Is numbering sands and drinking oceans dry: 
‘Where one on his side fights, thousands will fly. 
Farewell at once, for once, for all, and ever. 
Bushy. Well, we may mect agiin. 
Bagot. I fear me, never. 
[éxeunt. 


Scenn IIL Wilds in Gloucestershire. 


Enter BOLINGBROKE and NORTHUMBERLAND, 
with Forces. 


Boling. Wow far is it, my lord, to Berkeley 
now? 
North. Believe me, noble lord, 
Tam a stranger here in Gloucestershire: 
These high wild hills and rough uneven ways 
Draws out our miles, and makes them weari- 
some; 
And yet your fair discourse hath heen as sugar, 
Making the hard way sweet and delectable. 
But I bethink me what a weary way 
From Ravenspurgh to Cotswold will be found 
In Ross and Willoughby, wanting your com- 


any, 

whith J protest, hath very much beguiled 
The tediousness and process of my travel : 

But theirs is sweetened with the hope to have 
The present benefit which I possess; 

And hope to joy is little less in joy 

Than hope enjoy’d: by this the weary lords 
Shall make their way seem short, as mine hath 


done 
By sight of what I have, your noble company. 

Boling. Of much less value is my company 

Than your good words. But who comes here? 
Enter Henry Percy. 

North. Itis my son, young Harry Percy, 2 
Sent from my brother Worcester, whencesoever. 
Harry, how fares your uncle? 

Percy. I had thought, my lord, to have 

learn’d his heaith of you. 

Worth. Why, is he not with the queen? 

Percy. No, my good lord; he hath forsook 

the court, 
Broken his staff of office and dispersed 
The household of the king: 

North. Vhat was his reason? 

He was not so resolved when last we spake 
together. 
ercy. Because your lordship was pro- 
claimed traitor. go 

But he, my lord, is gone to Ravenspurgh, 

'o offer service to the Duke of Hereford, 
And sent me over by Berkeley, to discover 
What power the Duke of York had levied there; 


North. Have you forgot the Duke of Here- 
ford, boy ? 5 
Percy. No, my good lord, for that is not 


orgot . 
wna ne’er I did remember: to my know- 
edge, ; é 
I never in my life did look on him. 
North. Then learn to know him now; this 
istheduke. 40 
Perey, My gracious lord, I tender you my 
service, | 
Such as it is, being tender, raw and young; 
Which elder days shall ripen and confirm 
To more approved service and (desert. 
Boling. Ithank thee, gentle Percy; and be 
sure 
I count inyself in nothing else so happy 
As in a soul remembering my good friends; 
And, as my fortune ripens with thy love, 
Jt shall be still thy true love's recompense: 
My heart this covenant makes, my hand thus 


seals it. aoe 50 
North. How far is it to Berkeley ? and what 


stir 
Keeps good old York there with his men of 
war? 
Percy. There stands the castle, by yon tuft 


of trees, 
Mann’d with three hundred men, as I have 
heard; 
And in it are the Lords of York, Berkeley, and 
_ Seymour; FS 
None else of name and noble estimate. 


Enter Ross and WILLouGHBY. 


North. Here come the Lords of Ross and 
Willoughby, 
Bloody with spurring, fiery-red with haste. 
Boling. Welcome, my lords. I wot your 
love pursues 
A banislvd traitor: all my treasury 
Is yet but unfelt thanks, which more enrich'd 
Shall be your love and labour’s recompense. 
Ross. Your presence makes us rich, most 
noble lord. 
Willo, And far surmounts our labour to 
attain it. 
Boling. Iyermore thanks, the exchequer of 
the poor; 
Which, till my infant fortune comes to years, 
Stands for my bounty. But who comes here? 


Enter BERKELEY. 
Worth. Tt ismy Lord of Berkeley, as I guess. 
Berk. My Lord of Hereford, my message is 


to you. 4 
Boling. My lord, my answer is—to Lan- 
caster ; f 3 
And Lam come to seek that name in England ; 
And I must find that title in your tongue, 
Before I make reply to aught you say. |, 
Berk. Mistake me not, my lord; ’tis not 
my meaning 
To raze one title of your honour out: : 
To you, my lord, I come, what lord you will, 
From the most gracious regent of this Jand, 
The Duke of York, to know what pricks you on 
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To take advantage of the absent time 
And fright our native peace with self-born arms. 


Enter York attended, 


Boling. I shall not need transport my words 
by you; | 81 
Here comes his grace in person. 
. My nobic uncle! [Xneels, 
Y (ase Show me thy humble heart, and not 
thy knee, 
Whose duty is deceiveable and false. 
Boling. My gracious uncle— 
York. Tut, tut! 
Grace me no grace, nor uncle me no uncle: 
Zam no traitor’s uncle; and that word ‘grace’ 
In.an ungracious mouth is but profane, 
Why have those banish’d and forbidden legs 90 
Dared once to touch a dust of England's ground 
But then more ‘why? why have they dared to 
march | 
So many miles upon her peaceful bosom, 
Frighting her pale-faced yiilages with war 
And ostentation of despised arms? 
Comest thou because the anointed king is hence? 
Why, foolish Li the king is left behind, 
And in my loya bosom lies his power. 
Were I but now the lord of such hot youth 
As when brave Gaunt, thy father, and myself 
Rescued the Black Prince, that young Mars of 


men, OL 
From forth the ranks of many thousand French, 
QO, then how quickly should this arm of mine, 
Now prisoner to the palsy, chastise thee 
And minister correction to thy fault! 
Bolte My gracious uncle, let me know my 
aul: 
On what condition stands it and wherein ? 
York. ven in condition of the worst degree, 
In gross rebellion and detested treason : 
‘Lhou art a banish’d man, and here art come 1:0 
Before the expiration of thy time, 2 
In braving arins against thy sovereign. 
Boling. As I was banish’d, I was banish’d 
Hereford; . 
But as I come, I come for Lancaster. 
And, noble uncle, I beseech your grace 
ook on my wrongs with an indifferent eye: 
You are my father, for methinks in you 
I see old Graunt alive; O, then, my father, 
Will you permit that [shall stand condemn’d 
A wandering vagabond ; my rights and royalties 
Pluck’d from my arms perforce and given away 
Lo upstart unthrifts? Wherefore was I born? 
f that my cousin king be King of England, 
Jt must be granted Lam Duke of Lancaster. 
You have a son, Aumerle, my noble cousin; 
Had you first died, and he been thus trod down, 
Ife should have found his uncle Gaunt a father, 
Lo rouse his wrongs and chase them to the bay. 
Tam denied to sue my livery: here, 
And yet my Ietters-patents give me leaye: 130 
My father’s goods are all distrain’d and sold, 
And these and all are all amiss employ’d. “ 
‘What would you have me do? Iam a subject, 
And I challenge law: attorneys are denicd me; 
And theref6re personally J lay my claim 
Lo my inheritance of free descent. 
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North, The noble duke hath been too much 
abused. ‘ 
It stands your grace upon to do him 





. Base men by his endowments are 
made great. 

My lords of England, let me tell you 
149 





this: 
Thave had feeling of my cousin's wrongs 
And labour'd all I could to do him right; 
But in this kind to come, in braving arms, 
Be his own carver and cut out, his way, 
To find out right with wrong, it may not be; 
And you that do abet him in this kind 
Cherish rebellion and are rebels all. ‘ 
North. Vhe noble duke hath sworn his 
coming is 
But for his own ; and for the right of that 
Weall have strongly sworn to give him aid; 150 
And let him ne'er see joy that breaks that oath! 
York, Well, well, (sce the issue of thesearms: 
[ cannot mend it, { must needs confess 
Because my power is weak and all ill left : 
But if [ could, by’Him that gave me Ife, 
TI would attach you all and make you s:cop 
Unto the sovereign mercy of the king; 
But since I cannot, be it known to you 
Ido remain as neuter. So, fare you well; 
Unless you please to enter in the castle 
And there repose you for this night. 
Boling. An offer, uncle, that we will accept: 
But we must win your grace to go with us 
‘To Bristol castle, which they say is held 
By Bushy, Bagot and their complices, 
The caterpillars of the commonwealth. 
Which I have sworn to weed and pluck away. 
York. * It may be I will go with you: but yet 
Ill pause; 
For Iam loath to break our country’s laws. 
Norfriends nor fves, to me welcome you are: 170 
Things past redress are now with me past care. 
Veroune 





160 


Scene IV. A camp in Wales. 
Enter SAvisBury and a Welsh Captain. 


Cap. My Lord of Salisbury, we have stay'd 
ten days, 
And hardly kept our countrymen together, 
And yet we hear no tidings from the kinz; 
Therefore we will disperse ourselves: farewell. 
Sal. Stay yet another day, thou trusty 
Welshman: i 
The king reposeth all his confidence in thee. . 
Cap. ‘Tis thought the king is dead; we will 
not stay. . 
The bay-trees in our country are all wither'd 
And meteors fright the fixed stars of heaven ; 
The pale-faced moon looks bloody on the earth 
And_Jean-look’d prophets whisper fearful 
change; It 
Rich men look sad and ruffians dance and leap, 
‘The one in fear to lose whut they enjoy, 
The other to enjoy by rage and war: Z 
These signs forerun the death or fa'l of kings, 
Farewell: our countrymen are gone an:t fled, 
As well assured Richard their king is dead, 
[Zzit. 
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Sal. Ah, Richard, with the eyes of heavy | With letters of your love to her at large. 


mind : 

Isee thy glory like a shooting star 

Fall to the base earth from the firmament. 20 

Thy sun sets weeping in the lowly west, 

‘Witnessing storms to come, woe and unrest : 

Thy friends are fled to wait upon thy foes, 

«ind crossly to thy good all fortune HORS y 
Exit. 


ACT II. 


Scene I. Bristol. Before the castle. 


Enter BoutINnGBROKE, York, NoRTHUMBER- 
LAND, Ross, Percy, WILLOUGHBY, with 
Busuy and GREEN, prisoners. 


Boling. Bring forth these men. 
Bushy and Green, I will not vex your souls— 
Since presently your souls must part your 

jodies— 

With too much urging your pernicious lives, 
For ’twere no charity; yet, to wash your blood 
From off my hands, wees in the view of men 
I will unfold some causes of your deaths. 
You have misled a prince, a royal king, 
A happy gentleman in blood and lineaments, 
By you unhappied and disfigured clean : 10 
You have in manner with your sinful hours 
Made a divorce betwixt his queen and him, 
Broke the possession of a royal bed 
And stain’d the beauty of a fair queen's cheeks 
With tears drawn from her eyes by your foul 


wrongs. 
Myself, a prince by fortune of my birth, 
Near to the king in blood, and near in love 
Till you did make him misinterpret me, 
Have stoop'd my neck under your injuries, 
Andsigh’d my English breath in foreign clouds, 
Eating the bitter bread of banishment ; 21 
Whilst you have fed upon my signories, 
Dispark'd my parks and fell’d my forest woods, 
From my own windows tern my household 
coat, 
Razed out my imprese, leaving me no sign, 
Save inen’s opinions and my living blood, 
‘To show the world Iam a gentleman. 
This and much more, much more than twice all 


this, 
Condemns you to the death. See them deliver’d 


ver 

To execution and the hand of death. 30 
ushy. More welcome is the stroke of death 
to me 


Than Bolingbroke to England. Lords, farewell. 
Green. My comfort is that heaven will take 
our souls _ F 
And plague injustice with the pains of hell. 
Boling. iy Lord Northumberland, see them 
dispatch’d. 
[Exeunt Northumberland and others, 
with the prisoners. 
Uncle, you say the queen is at your house ; 
For God’s sake, fairly let her be entreated : 
Tell her I send to her my kind commends; 


Take special care my greetings be deliver'd. 
York. A gentleman of mine I have dis- 
patch’d 40 


Boling. Thanks, gentle uncle. Come, lords, 
away, v 4 
To fight with Glendower and his complices: 
Awhile to work, and after holiday. [2zeunt, 


Scene I. The coast of Wales. A castle 
un view. 


Drums: flowrish and colours. Enter King 
Ricuanrp, the Bishop o# CARLISLE, Av- 
MERLE, and Soldiers. 


K. Rich. Barkloughly castle call they this 
at hand? 
Awm. Yea, my lord. 
grace the air, | A 
After your late tossing on the breaking seas? 
4 Rich. Needs must I like it well: I weep 
‘or joy 7 ; 
To stand upon my kingdom once again. 
Dear earth, I do salute thee with my hand, 
Though rebels wound thee with their horses’ 
noofs : 
As a long-parted mother with her child 
Plays fondly with her tears and smiles in 
meeting, 
So, weeping, smiling, greet I thee, my earth, 10 
And do thee favours with my royal hands. 
eed not thy sovereign’s foe, my gentle earth, 
Nor with thy sweets comfort his ravenous sense; 
But let thy spiders, that suck up thy yenom, 
And heavy-gaited toads lie in their way, 
Doing annoyance to the treacherous fect 
Which with usurping steps do trample thee: 
Yield stinging nettles to mine enemics ; 
And when they from thy bosom pluck a flower, 
Guard it, I pray thee, with a lurking adder 20 
Whose double tongue may with a mortal touch 
Throw death upon thy sovereign’s enemies. 
Mock not my senseless conjuration, lords : 
This earth shall have a feeling and these stones 
Prove armed soldiers, ere her native king 
Shall falter under foul rebellion’s arms. 
Car. Fear not, my lord: that Power that 
made you king 
Hath power to kee} 
The means that 


How brooks your 


you king in spite of all. 
heaven yields must be em- 


raced, 
And not neglected; clse, if heaven would, 30 
And we will not, heaven’s offer we refuse, 
he proffer’ means of succour and redress, 
Aum. He means, my lord, that we are too 
remiss ; : 
Whilst Bolingbroke, through our security, __ 
Grows strong and great in substance and in 
ower, 
~ Rich. 
thou not 4 
That when the searching eye of heaven is hid, 
Behind the globe, that lights the lower world, 
Then thieves and robbers range abroad unseen 
In murders and in outrage, boldly here ; 49 
But when from under this terrestrial ball 
He fires the proud tops of the eastern pines 
And darts his light through every gui ty hole, 
Then murders, treasons and detested sins, |. 
The fens of night being pluck’d from off their 
jacks, 


Discomfortable cousin! know’st 
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Stand bare and naked, trembling at themselves? 

So when this thief, this traitor, Bolingbroke, 

Who all this while hath revell'd in the night 

Whilst we were wandering with the antipodes, 

Shall see us rising in our throne, the east, 50 

His treasons will sit blushing in his face, 

Not able to endure the sight of day, 

But self-aflrighted tremble at his sin. 

Not all the water in the rough rude sea 

Can wash the balm off from an anointed king ; 

The breath of worldly men cannot depose 

The deputy elected by the Lord: 

For every man that Bolingbroke hath press’d 

‘To lift shrewd steel against our golden crown, 

God for his Richard hath in heavenly pay 60 

A glorious angel; then, if angels fight, 

Weak fifi must fall, for heayen still guards the 
right. 





Enicr Sautspury. 


Welcome, my lord: how far off lies your power? 
ie 480: near nor farther off, my gracious 
‘ord, 
Than this weak arm: discomfort guides my 
tongue 
And bids me speak of nothing but despair. 
One day too late, I fear me, noble lord, 
Hath clouded all thy happy days on earth: 
O, call back yesterday, bid time return, 
And thou shalt haye twelve thousand fighting 
men! Jo 
To-day, to-day, unhappy day, too late, 
O'erthrows thy joys, friends, fortune and thy 
state: 
For all the Welshmen, hearing thou wert dead, 
Are gone to Bolingbroke, dispersed and fled. 
Aum. Comfort, my hege: why looks your 


Fas so pale? 5 
. Rich. But now the blood of twenty thou- 
. ,8and men 
Did triumph in my face, and they are fled ; 
And, till so much blood thither come again, 
Have I not reason to look pale and dead? 
All souls that will be safe fly from my side, 80 
For time hath set a blot upon my pride. 
Aum. Comfort, my liege; remember who 


you are. 
ue ie I had forgot myself: am I not 

king i 
Awake, thou coward majesty! thou sleepest. 
Ts not the king's name twenty thousand names? 
Arm, arm, my name! a puny subject strikes 
At thy great glory. Look not to the ground, 
Ye favourites of a king: are we not high? 
High be our thoughts; J know my uncle York 
Hath power enough to serve our turn. But who 

comes here? 90 


Enter Scroopr. 


Scroop. More health and happiness betide 
my liege ' i 
Than can my care-tuned tongue deliver him! 
KK. Rich. Mine ear is open and my: heart 
prepared: 
The worst is worldly loss thou canst unfold. 
Say, is my kingdom lost? why, ‘twas my care ; 
And what loss is it to be rid of care? 
Strives Bolingbroke to be as great as we? 
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Greater he shall not be; if he serve God, 

We'll serve Him too and be his fellow so: 

Revolt our subjects? that we cannot mend; x00 

They break their faith to God as well as us: 

Cry woe, destruction, ruin and decay; 

The worst is death, and death will have his day. 

Scroop. Glad am I that your highness is so 

arm'd : 

To bear the tidings of calamity. 

Like an unseasonable stormy day, g 

Which makes the silver rivers drown their 
shores, 

As if the world were all dissolved to tears, 

So high above his limits swells the rage 

Of Bolingbroke, covering your fearful land _rro 

With hard bright steel and hearts harder than 


steel. 
White-beards have arm’d their thin and hairless 
scalps 
Against thy majesty; boys, with women’s 
_. , Voices, eae 
Strive to speak big and clap their female joints 
In stiff unwieldy arms against thy crown: 
Thy very beadsmen learn to bend their bows 
OF double-fatal yew against thy state; 
Yea, distaffvomen manage rusty bills 
Against thy seat: both young and old rebel, 
And all goes worse than I have power to tell. 120 
K. Rich. Too well, too well thou tell’st a 
tale so ill. Z 
Where is the Earl of Wiltshire? where is Bagot? 
What is become of Bushy? where is Green? 
That they have let the dangerous enemy 
Measure our confines with such peaceful steps? 
If we prevail, their heads shall pay for it: 3 
I warrant they have made peace with Boling- 
broke. 
Scroop. Peace have they made with him 
indeed, my lord. z 
K. Rich. 0 villains, vipers, damn’d without 


redemption ! 
Dogs, easily won to fawn on any man! 130 
Snakes, in my heart-blood warm’d, that sting 
my heart! 


Three Judases, each one thrice worse than 
Judas! g 
Would they make peace? terrible hell make war 
Upon their spotted souls for this offence! - 
Scroop. Sweet love, I see, changing his 
property, 
Turns to the sourest and most deadly hate: 
Again uncurse their souls; their peace is made 
With heads, and not with hands: those whom 
you curse : 
Have felt the worst of death’s destroying wound 
and lie full low, graved in the hollow ground. 
Aum. Is Bushy, Green, and the Earl of 
Wiltshire dead? 14t 
Scroo . Ay, all of them at Bristol Jost their 
eads. 
Aum. Where is the duke my father with his 
ower? 
. Rich. No matter where; of comfort no 
man speak ; a 
Let’s talk of graves, of worms and epitaphs; 
Make dust our paper and with rainy eyes 
Write sorrow on the bosom of the earth, 
Let's choose executors and talk of wills : 


CC-0 Kashmir Research Institute. Digitzed by eGangotri 





390 


And yeé not so, for what can we bequeath 
Save our deposed boilies to the ground? 150 
Our lands, our lives and all are Bolingbroke's, 
And nothing can we call our own but death 
And that small model of the barren earth 
‘Which serves as paste and cover to our bones, 
For God's sake, let us sit upon the ground 

And tell sad stories of the death of kings: _ 
How some have been deposed ; some slain in 


war; 
Some haunted by the ghosts they have deposed ; 
Somes fan! by their wives; some sleeping 


Wed; 

All murder'd : for within the hollow crown x60 
That rounds the mortal Lembles ofaking 
Keeps Death his court and there the antic sits, 
Scotting his state and grinning at his pomp, 
Allowing him a breath, a little scene 
Yo monarchize, be fear'd and kill with looks, 
Infusing him with self and vain conceit 
Asif this flesh which walls about our life 
Were brass impregnable, and humour’d thus 
Comes at the last and witha little pin 169 
Bores through his castle wail, and farewell king! 
Cover your heads and mock not flesh and blood 
With solemn reverence: throw away respect, 
Tradition, form and ceremonious duty, 
For you have but mistook me all this while : 
tI live with bread like you, feel want, 
Taste grief, need friends : subjected thus, 
How can you say to me, Tama king? 

Car. My lord, wise men ne'er sit and wail 

their woes, 
But presently prevent the ways to wail. 
To fear the foe, since fear oppresseth strength, 
Gives in your weakness strength unto your 
‘oe, 181 

And so your follies fight against yourself. 
Fear, and be slain; no worse can come to fight: 
And fight and die is death destroying death; 
Where fearing dying pays death servile breath, 

Aum. My father hath a power; inquire of 


him, 
And learn to make a body of a limb. 
Rich. Thou chidest me well: proud 
Bolingbroke, I come 
To change blows with thee for our day of doom. 
This ague fit of fear is over-blown ; 190 
An easy task it is to win our own, 
Say, Scroop, where lies our uncle with his power? 
Speak sweetly, man, although thy looks be sour. 
Scroop. Men judge by the complexion of the 


Sky Spee 
The state and inclination of the day: 
So may you Be my dull and heavy eye, 
My tongue hath but a heavier tale to say. 
T play the torturer, by small and small 
To lengthen out the worst that must be spoken 8 
Your uncle Yorkis join’d with Bolingbroke, 2co 
And all your northern castles yielded up, 
And all your southern gentlemen in arms 
Upon his 5 party, 5, 
K. Rich. — Thou hast said enough. 
Beshrew thee, cousin, which didst lead me forth 
% [Zo Aumerte. 
Of that sweet way I was in to despair! 
i oy you now? what comfort have we 
now 
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By heaven, I’ll hate him everlastingly 
‘That bids me be of comfort any more. 
Go to Flint castle: there I’ll pine away ; 
A king, woe’s slave, shall kingly woe obey. 210 
That power I have, discharge; and let them go 
To ear the land that hath some hope to grow, 
Wor I have none: let no man speak again 
Yo alter this, for counsel is but vain, 

Aum. My liege, one word. 

KK. Rich. He does me double wrong 
That wounds me with the flatteries of hig 

tongue. 
Discharge my followers: let them hence away, 
From Richard’s night to Bolingbroke’s es day, 
Mceunt, 


Scene IT. Wales. Before Flint castle. 


Enter, with drwi and colours, BOLINGBROKE, 
York, NoRTHUMBERLAND, Attendants, and 
Sorees. 

Boling. So that by this intelligence we leam 

The Welshmen are dispersed, and Salisbury 

Is gone to meet the king, who lately landed 

Witli some few private friends upon this coast. 
North, The news is very fair and good, my 


lord: 
Richard nos far from hence hath hid his head. 
York. It would bescem the Lord Northum- 
berland 
To say ‘King Richard:’ alack the heavy day 
When such a sacred king should hide his head. 
North. Your grace mistakes; only to be 
brief, 10 
Left I his title out. 
York. The time hath been, 
Would you have been so brief with him, he 
wou! 
Have been so brief with you, to shorten you, 
For taking so the head, your whole “head’s 
length. 
Boling. Mistake not, uncle, further than you 
should. 
York. ‘Take not, good cousin, further than 
you should, 
Lest you mistake the heavens are o’er our heads. 
Boling. I know it, uncle, and oppose not 
myself 
Against their will. But who comes here? 


Enter PERcy, 


Welcome, Harry: what, will not this castle 
yield? 3 20 
Percy. The castle royally is mann’d, my lord, 
Against thy entrance. 
Boling. Royally ! 
Why, it contains no king? 

Perey. 2 Yes, my good lord, 
Tt doth contain a king ; King Richard lies 
Within the limits of yon lime and stone: 

And with him are the Lord Aumerle, Lord 
_ Salisbury, 

Sir Stephen Scroop, besides a clergyman 

Of holy reverence ; who, I cannot Jearn, 

North. O, belike it is the Bishop of Carlisle. 

Boling. Noble lords 3 3t 
Go to the rude ribs of that ancient castle; 
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Through brazen trumpet send the breath of 
parley | 

Into his ruin’d ears, and thus deliver : 

Henry Bolingbroke : 

On ity his knees doth kiss King Richard’s 
hand 

And sends allegiance and true faith of heart 

To his most royal person, hither come 

Even at his fect to lay my arms and power, 

Proyided that my banishment repeal'd 4o 

And lands restored again be freely granted : 

Ji not, I'll use the advantage of my power 

“An fay the summer's dust with showers of 
DLOOU 

Rain‘d from the wounds of slaughter’d English- 


men: 

The which, how far off from the mind of 
_ Bolingbroke 

Tt is, such crimson tempest should bedrench 
The fresh green lap of fair King Richard's land, 
My stooping duty tenderly shall show. 
Go, signify as much, while here we march 
Upon the grassy carpet of this plain. 50 


Let’s march without the noise of threatening 


rum, 
That from this castle’s tatter’d battlements 
Our fair appointments may be well perused. 
Methinks King Richard and myself should 
meet. 
With no less terror than the elements 
Of fire and water, when their thundering shock 
At mecting tears the cloudy cheeks of heaven. 
Be he the fire, Ill he the yielding water: 
‘The rage be his, whilst on the earth I rain 
My waters; on the earth, and not on him. 60 
Bare ron, and mark King Richard how he 
‘ooks. 


Parle without, and answer within. Then a 
Aowrish. Enter on the walls, KiNG R1cHARD, 
the BISHOP OF CARLISLE, AUMERLE, SCROOP, 
and SALISBURY. 


See, see, King Richard doth himself appear, 
As doth the blushing discontented sun 
From out the fiery portal of the east, 
When he perceives the envious clouds are bent 
To dim his glory and to stain the track 
Of his bright passage to the occident. 
Bere Yet looks he like a king: behold, 
his eye, é 
As bright as is the eagle’s, lightens forth 
Controlling majesty : alack, alack, for woe, 70 
That any harm should stain so fair a show! 
XK, Rich. We are amazed; and thus long 
have we stood 
To watch the fearful bending of thy knee, 
Lo North. 
Because we thought ourself thy lawful king : 
And if we be, how dare thy joints forget 
Lo pay their awful duty to our presence ? 
£ we be not, show us the hand of God Z 
That hath dismiss’d us from our stewardship ; 
For well we know, no hand of blood and bone 
Can gripe the sacred handle of our sceptre, 8&0 
Unless he do profane, steal, or usurp. 
d though you think that all, as you have 
lone, 
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Haye torn their souls by turning them from us, 

And we are barren and bereit of friends ; 

Yet know, my master, God omnipotent, 

1s mustering in his clouds on our behalf 

Armies of pestilence; and they shall strike 

Your children yet unborn and unbegot, 

That lift your vassal hands against my head 

And threat the glory of my precious crown. 90 

Tell Bolingbroke—for yond methinks he 

stands— 

That every stride he makes upon my land 

Js dangerous treason : he is come to open 

The purple testament of bleeding war 5 

Lut ere the crown he looks for live in peace, 

‘Ten thousand bloody crowns of mothers’ sons 

Shall ill become the flower of England’s face, 

Change the complexion of her maid-pale peace 

‘Lo scarlet indignation and bedew 

Her pastures’ grass with faithful English blood. 
Worth. The king of heaven forbid our lord 

the king 101 

Should so with civil and uncivil arms 

Le rush’d upon! Thy thrice noble cousin 

Harry Bolingbroke doth humbly kiss thy hand Q 

And by the honourable tomb he swears, 

‘ihat stands upon your royal grandsire’s bones, 

And by the royalties of both your bloods, 

Currents that spring from one most gracious 


cad, 
And by the buried hand of warlike Gaunt, 
And by the worth and honour of himself, 120 
Comprising all that may be sworn or said, 
His coming hither hath no further scope 
‘Than for bis lineal royalties and to beg 
Enfranchisement immediate on his knees: 
Which on thy royal party granted once, 
His glittering arms he will commend to rust, 
His Bacbed steeds to stables, and his hear 
To faithful service of your majesty. | 
This swears he, as he is a prince, is just; 
And, as lama gentleman, I credithim. 120 
K. Rich. Northumberland, say thus the 
king returns: | N 
His noble cousin is right weleome hither 3 
And all the number of his fair demands 
Shall be accomplish’d without contradiction : 
With all the gracious utterance thou hast 
Speak to his gentle hearing kind commends. 
We do debase ourselves, cousin, do we not, 
[Yo Aumerle, 
To look so poorly and to speak so fair? 
Shall we call back Northumberland, and send 
Defiance to the traitor, and so die 4 130 
Aum. No, good my lord; let’s fight with 
gentle words . ES 
Till time lend friends and friends their helpful 
swords. 7 
K. Rich. O God, O God! that eer this 
tongue of mine, . 
That laid the sentence of dread banishment 
On yon proud man, should take it off again 
With words of sooth! O that [ were as great 
As is my grief, or lesser than my name! 
Or that I could forget what I have been, 
Or not remember what I must be now! 
Swell’st thou, proud heart? I'll give thee scope 
to beat, 140 
Since foes have scope to beat both thee and me. 
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Aum. Northumberland comes back from 
Bolingbroke. 
K. Rich. What must the king do now? 
must he submit? 
The king shall do it: must he be deposed? 
The king shall be contented: must he lose 
The name of king? 0’ God’s name, let it go: 
I'll give my jewels for a set of beads, 
My gorgeous palace for a hermitage, 
My gay apparel for an almsman’s gown, 
My figured goblets for a dish of wood, 
My sceptre for a palmer’s walking-staff, 
My subjects for a pair of carved saints 
And my large kingdom for a little grave, 
A little little grave, an obscure grave ; 
Or I'll be buried in the king’s highway, | 
Some way of common trade, where subjects 


150 


ect 

May hourly trample on their sovereign’s head ; 
For on my heart they tread now whilst I live ; 
And buried once, why not upon my head ? 
Aumerle, thou weep’st, my tender-hearted 

cousin | 160 
We'll make foul weather with despised tears ; 
Our sighs and they shall lodge the summer 


corn, 

And make a dearth in this revolting land. 

Or shall we play the wantons with our woes, 

aay BUNS some pretty match with shedding 
cars 

As thus, to drop them still upon one place, 

Till they have fretted us a pair of graves 

Within the carth ; and, therein Jaid,—there lies 

Two kinsmen digg'd their graves with weeping 


eyes. 
Would noé this ill do well? Well, well, I see 
I talk but idly, and you laugh at me. 171 
Most mighty prince, my Lord Northumberland, 
What says King Bolingbroke? will his majesty 
Give Richard leave to live till Richard die? 
You make a leg, and Bolingbroke says ay. 
North. My lord, in the base court he doth 
attend — ~ 
To speak with you; may it please you to come 
own. 
K, Rich. Down, down I come ; like glister- 
ing Phaethon, 
Wanting the manage of unruly jades. 
In the base court? Base court, where kings 
grow base, x 
To come at traitors’ calls and do them grace. 
In the base court? Come down? Down, court ! 
down, king! 
For night-owls shriek where mounting larks 
should sing. _ LExeunt srom above. 
Boling. What says his majesty? 
North, Sorrow and grief of heart 
Makes him speak fondly, like a frantic man; 
Yet he is come. 


Enter Kine RicHann and his attendants 
below. 
Boling. Stand all apart, 
And show fair duty to his majesty. 
. ie kneels down. 
My gracious lord, — = 
K. Rich. Fair cousin, you debase your 
princely knee 190 
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To make the base earth proud with kissing it: 
Me rather had my heart might feel your love 
Than my unpleased eye sce your courtesy, 
Up, cousin, up; your heart is up, I know, 
Thus high at least, although Hour knee be low, 
Boling. My gracious lord, I come but for 
mine own. y 
K. Rich. Yourown is yours, and I am yours, 
and all. , : 
Bo: So far be mine, my most redoubted 
ord, 
As my true service shall deserve your love. 
KK. Rich. Well you deserve: they well de- 
serve to have, 200 
That know the strong’st and surest way to get. 
Uncle, give me your hands ; nay, dry your eyes; 
Tears show their love, but want their remedies. 
Cousin, I am too young to be your father, 
Though you are old enough to be my heir. 
What you will have, L’ll give, and willing too; 
For do we must what force will haye us do, 
Set on towards London, cousin, is it so7 
Boling. Yea, my good lord. 
KK, Rich. Then [ must not say no. 
[Llourish. Kvewnt. 








Scene IV. Langley. The DUKE oy York’s 
garden. 


Enter the QUEEN and two Ladies. 


Queen. What sport shall we devise here in 
this garden, 

To drive away the heavy thought of care? 
Lady. Madam, we’ll play at bowls. 2 
Queen. “T'will make me think the world is 

full of rubs, ! : 

And that my fortune runs against the bias. 
Lady. Madam, we'll dance. F 
CLs ay legs can keep no measure In 

elight, 

When my poor heart no measure keeps in grief: 

Therefore, no dancing, girl; some other sport. 


Lady. Madam, we'll tell tales. 10 
CMe: Of sorrow or of joy? | 
Lady. Of either, madam. 


Queen. Of neither, girl: 
For if of joy, being altogether wanting, 
It doth remember me the more of sorrow; 
Or if of grief, being altogether had, | 
It adds more sorrow to my want of joy: 
For what I have I need not to repeat; 
And what I want it boots not to complain. 
Lady. Madam, Ill sing. 
Queen. "Tis well that thou hast cause; 
But thou shouldst please me better, wouldst 
thou weep. . 20 
Lady. I could weep, madam, would it do 
you good, s r 
Queen. And I could sing, would weeping do 
me good, 
And never borrow any tear of thee. 


Enter a Gardener, and two Servants. 


But stay, here come the gardeners : 

Let’s step into the shadow of these trees. 
My wretchedness unto a row of pins, 
They’ll talk of state; for every one doth so 
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Against a change ; woe is forerun with woe. 
. , [Queen and Ladies retire. 
Gard. Go, bind thou up yon dangling apri- 
cocks, 
Which, like unruly children, make their sire 30 
Stoop with oppression of their prodigal weight: 
Give some supportance to the bending twigs. 
Go thou, and like an executioner, 
Cut off the heads of too fast growing sprays, 
That look too lofty in our commonwealth : 
All must be even in our government, 
You thus employ’d, I will go root away 
The noisome weeds, which without profit suck 
The soil’s fertility from wholesome flowers, 
Serv. Why should we in the compass of a 
,._ pale 4o 
Keep law and form and due proportion, 
Showing, as in a model, our firm estate, 
When our sea-walled garden, the whole land, 
Ts full of weeds, her fairest flowers choked up, 
Her fruit-trees all unpruned, her hedges ruin‘d, 
Her knots disorder'd and her wholesome herbs 
Swarming with caterpillars? 
tard, _ _Hold thy peace: 
He that hath suffer'd this disorder'd spring 
Hath now himself met with the fall of leaf : 
The weeds which his broad-spreading leaves did 
shelter, 
That seem’d in eating him to hold him up, 
Are pluck’d up root and all by Bolingbroke, 
I mean the Earl of Wiltshire, Bushy, Green. 
Serv. What, are they dead? 7 
Gard. hey are; and Bolingbroke 
Hath seized the wasteful king. O, what pity 


is it 
aia ne had not so trimm’d and dress’d his 
and 
As we this garden! We at time of year 
Do wound the bark, the skin of our fruit-trees, 
Lest, being over-proud in sap and blood, 
With too much riches it confound itself: 60 
Had he done so to great and growing men, 
They might have lived to bear and he to taste 
Their fruits of duty: superfluous branches 
We lop away, that bearing boughs may live: 
Had he done so, himself had borne the crown, 
mubroh waste of idle hours hath quite thrown 
down, 

Serv. What, think you then the king shall 

be deposed ? 

Gard. Depress'd he is already, and deposed 
*Tis doubt he will be: letters came last night 
To a dear friend of the good Duke of York's, 70 
That tell black tidings. 

* Queen. O, I am press’d to death through 
want of speaking! [Coming forward. 
Thou, old Adam’s likeness, set to dress this 


garden, 
How dares thy harsh rude tongue sound this 
unpleasing news ? 
What live, what serpent, hath suggested thee 
Lo make a second fall of cursed man? 
Why dost thou say King Richard is deposed ? 
Darest thou, thou little Better thing than earth 
Divine his downfal? Say, where, when, an 


how, 
Camest thou by this ill tidings? speak, thou 
wretch. 80 
cc 
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Gard. madam: little joy 
have I . 
To breathe this news; yet what I say is true. 
Ring Michard, he is in the mighty hold 
Of SPUR Groke : their fortunes both are 
weigh’d: 
In your lord's scale is nothing but himself, 
And some few vanities that make him light; 
But in the balance of great Bolingbroke, 
Besides himself, are all the English peers, 
So aD that odds he weighs King Richard 
down, 
Post you to London, and you will find it so; 90 
Ispeak no more than every one doth know, 
Queen. Nimble mischance, that art so light 
of foot, 
Doth not thy embassage belong to me, arate 
And am I last that knows it? O, thou think’st 
To serve me last, that I may longest keep 
Thy sorrow in my breast. Come, ladies, go, 
Lo meet at London London’s king in woe, 
What, was I born to this, that my sad look 
Should grace the triumph of great Bolingbroke? 
Gardener, for telling me these news of woe, 100 
Pray God the plants thou graft’st may never 
grow. [Excunt Queen and Ladies, 
Gard. Poor queen! so that thy state might 
be no worse, 
I would my skill were subject to thy curse. 
Here did she fall a tear; here in this place 
I'll set a bank of rue, sour herb of grace : 
Rue, even for ruth, here shortly shall be seen, 
In the remembrance of a weeping queen. 
[Exeunt, 


Pardon me, 


ACT IV. 
Scene I. Westminster Hall. 


Enter, a3 to the Parliament, BoLINGBROKE, 
AUMERLE, NORTHUMBERLAND, PERcY, 
Firazwater, SurREY, the Bisuop oF Car- 
LISLE, the ABBOT OF WESTMINSTER, and 
another Lord, Herald, Officers, and BAGot. 


Boling. Callforth Bagot. 
Now, Bagot, freely speak thy mind: 
What thou dost know of noble Gloucester’s 


death, ie : 
Who wrought it with the king, and who 
perform'd 3 
The bloody office of his timeless end. 
Bagot. Then set before my face the Lord 
Aumerle, 
Boling. Cousin, stand forth, and look upon 
that man. 
Bagot. My Lord Aumerle, I know your 
daring tongue 5 
Scorns to unsay what once it hath deliver'd. 
In that dead time when Gloucester's death was 
plotted, 
T heard you say, ‘Is not my arm of length, 
That reacheth from the restful English court 
As far as Calais, to mine uncle’s head?” 
Amongst much other talk, that very time, 
I heard you say that you had rather refuse 
The offer of an hundred thousand crowns 
Than Bolingbroke’s return to England; 
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Adding withal, how blest this land would be 
Tn this your cousin’s death. . 
Aum. Princes and noble lords, 
What answer shall I make to this base man? 20 
Shall I so much dishonour my fair stars, 
On equal terms to give him ¢ hastisement? 
ither I must, or have mine honour soil’d 
With the attainder of his slanderous lips. 
There is my gage, the manual seal of death, 
That marks thee out for hell: I say, thou liest, 
And will maintain what thou hast said is false 
In thy heart-blood, though being all too base 
To stain the temper of my knightly sword, 
Boling. Bagot, forbear; thou shalt not take 
it up. 
Aun. 
hest 
In all this presence that hath moved me so. 
Fitz. If that thy valour stand on sympathy, 
There is my gage, Aumerle, in gage to thine: 
By that fair sun which shows me where thou 
stand'st, : . 
T heard thee say, and vauntingly thou spakest it, 
a ghaw wert cause of noble Gloucester’s 
eath. 
If thou deny’st it twenty times, thou liest ; 
And I will turn thy falsehood to thy heart, 
Where it was forged, with my rapier’s point. 40 
Awn. Thou darest not, coward, live to sce 
that day. 
Bigs Now, by my soul, I would it were this 
our. 
Aum. Fitzwater, thou art damn‘d to hell 
for this. 
Percy. Aumerle, thou liest; his honour is 
as true 
In this appeal as thou art all unjust ; 
And that thou art so, there I throw my gage, 
To prove it on thee to the extremest point 
Of mortal breathing: svize it, if thou darest. 
awn. An if I do not, may my hands rot off 
And never brandish more revengeful steel 50 
Over the glittering helmet of my foe! 
Another Lord. task the carth to the like, 
forsworn Aumerle ; : 
And spur thee on with full as many lies 
As may be holloa’d in thy treacherous ear 
From sun to sun: there is my honour's pawn; 
Engage it to the trial, if thou darest. 
um. Who sets me else? by heaven, I'll 
throwatall: |, 
T have a thousand spirits in one breast, 
To answer twenty thousand such as you. 
Sa My Lord litzwater, I do remember 
we 
The very time Aumerle and you did talk. 
ae ‘Tis very true: you were in presence 
then; i 
And you can witness with me this is true. 
Surrey. As false, by heaven, as heaven 
itself is true. 
Fitz. Surrey, thou liest. 
Surrey. Dishonourable boy ! 
That lie shall lie so heavy on my sword, 
That it shall render vengeance and revenge 
Till thou the lie-giver and that lie do lie 
In earth as quiet as thy father's skull : 
In proof whereof, there is my honour's pawn ; 


3° 
Excepting one, I would he were the 
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Engage it to the trial, if thou darest. 7 

Fitz. Flow fondly dost thou spur a forward 
horse! , 

If I dare eat, or drink, or breathe, or live, 

I dare meet Sarrey in a wiklerness, 

And spit upon him, whilst L say he lies, 

And lies, and lies: there is my bond of faith, 

To tic thee to my strong correction. 

As J intend to thrive in this new world, 

‘Aumerle is guilty of my true appeal : 

Besides, I heard the banish’d Norfolk 

That thou, Aumerle, didst send tw 

To execute the noble duke at Calais, 
Aum. Some honest Christian trust me with 


say fo 
of thy men 











agage, 
That Rorelk lies: here do I throw down this, 
1f he may be repeal’, to try his honour, 
Boling. These difierences shall all rest under 
zASE 
‘Till Norfolk be yepeal’d: repeal'd he shall be, 
And, though mine enemy, restored again 
To all his lands and signories: when he’s 
return’d, ; 
Against Aumerle we will enforce his trial. 90 
Car. That honourable day shall ne’er be 


seen. 
Many a time hath banish’d Norfolk fought 
For Jesu Christ in glorious Christian field, 
Streaming the ensign of the Christian cross 
Against black pagans, Turks, and Saracens; 
And toil’d with works of war, retired himself 
To Italy; and there at Venice gave 
His body to that pleasant country’s earth, 
And his pure soul unto his captain Christ, 
Under whose colours he had fought so long. 100 
Boling. Why, bishop, is Norfolk dead? 
Car, As surely as I live, my lord. 
Boling. Sweet peace conduct his sweet soul 
to the bosom 
OF good old Abraham! Lords appellants, 
Your differences shall all rest under gage 
Till we assign you to your days of trial. 


Enter York, attended. 
York. Great Duke of Lancaster, I come to 


thee 
From piumenpiacd Richard; who with willing 
Sou 
Adopts thee heir, and his high sceptre yields 
To the possession of thy royal hand: 110 
Ascenil his throne, descending now from him; 
And long live Henry, fourth of that name! 
Boling. In God's name, 17] ascend the regal 
throne. . 
Car. Marry, God forbid! : 
Worst in this royal presence may I spealk, 
Yet best beseeming me to speak the truth. 
Would God that any in this noble presence 
Were enough noble to be upright judge 
OF noble Richard! then true noblesse would 
Izam him forbearancefromso foula wrong. 129 
What subject can give sentence on his king? 
And who sits here that is not Richard's sulnect? 
‘Thieves are not judged but they are by to hear, 
Although eprercat eult be seen in them ; 
And shall the figure of God’s majesty, 
His captain, steward, deputy-elect, 
Anointed, crowned, planted many years, 
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Be judged by subject and inferior breath, 
odes himself not present? O, forfend it, 
rod, 

That in a Christian climate souls refined _ 130 

Should show so heinous, black, obscene a deed ! 

I speak to subjects, and a subject speal 

Stirr'd up by God, thus boldly for his 

My Lord of Hereford here, whom you call kin, 

Isa foul traitor to proud Hereford’s king: 

And if you crown him, let me prophesy : 

The blood of English shall manure the ground, 

And future ages groan for this foul act ; 

Peace shall go ep with Turks and infidels, 

And in this seat of peace tumultuous wars. 140 

Shall kin with kin and kind with kind 
confound; _ 

Disorder, horror, fear and mutiny 

Shail here inhabit, and this land be call’d 

The field of Golgotha and dead men’s skulls. 

O, if you raise this house against this house, 

Tt will the woefullest division prove 

That ever fell upon this cursed earth. 

Prevent it, resist it, let it not be so, 

Lest, child, child’s children, cry against you 


North. Well have you argued, sir; and, for 
your pains, 150 
Of capital treason we arrest you here. 
My Lord of Westminster, be it your charge 
To keep him safely till his day of trial. 
May it please you, lords, to grant the commons’ 


suit. 
Boling. Fetch hither Richard, that in com- 
mon view 
He may surrender; so we shall proceed 
Without suspicion. 
York. I will be his conduct. [Ezrit. 
Boling. Lords, you that here are under our 
arrest, 
Procure your sureties for your days of answer. 
Little are we beholding to your love, 160 
And little look’d for at your helping hands. 


Re-enter Yor«, with RoHARD, and Officers 
bearing the regulia. 


K. Rich. Alack, why am I sent for toa king, 
Before I haye shook off the regal thoughts 
Wherewith I reign’? I hardly yet have learn’d 

. To insinuate, flatter, bow, and bend my limbs: 
Give sorrow leaye awhile to tutor me 
‘’'o this submission. Yet I well remember 
The favours of these men: were they not mine? 
Did they not sometime ery, ‘all hail!’ to me? 
So Judas did to Christ: but he, in twelve, 170 
Found truth in all but one; I, in twelve 

thousand, none. 
God save the king ! Will no man say amen? 
Am I both priest and clerk? well then, amen. 
God save the king! although I be not he; 
And yet, amen, 1f heaven do think him me. 
To do what service am I sent for hither? 
York. To do that office of thine own good 











will 
Which tired majesty did make thee offer, 
The resignation of thy state and crown. 
To Henry Bolingbroke. 180 
EK. Rich. Give me the crown. Here, cousin, 
seize the crown ; 
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Here, cousin; , 
On this side my hand, and on that side yours. 
Now is this golden crown like a deep well 
That owes two buckets, filling one another, 
The emptier ever dancing in the air, 
The other down, unseen and full of water: 
That bucket down and full of tears am I, 
anne my griefs, whilst you mount up on 
high. : 
Boling. I thought you had been willing to 
resign. 3 199 
K. Rich, My crown I am; but still my griefs 
are mine: 
You may my glories and my state depose, 
But not my grief; still am L king of those. | 
Boling. Part of your cares you give me with 
your crown, 
EK. Rich. Your cares set up do not pluck my 
cares down. : 
My care is loss of care, by old care done; 
Your care is gain of care, by new care won: 
The cares I give I have, though given away; 
They tend the crown, yet still with me they 


stay. 
Boling. Are you contented to resign the 
crown? 200 


K. Rich. Ay, no; no, ay; for I must 
nothing be; A : 
Therefore no no, for I resign to thee. 
Now mark me, how I will undo myself: 
I give this heavy weight from off my head 
And this unwieldy sceptre from my hand, 
The pride of kingly sway from out my heart; 
With mine own tears I wash away my balin, 
With mine own hands I give away my crown, 
With mine own tongue deny my sacred state, 
With mine own breath release all duty’s rites: 
All pomp and majesty I do forswear ; ait 
My manors, rents, revenues I forego; 
My acts, decrees, and statutes I deny: 
God pardon all oaths that are broke to me! 
God keep all vows unbroke that swear to thee! 
Make me, that nothing have, with nothing 
pencved) 4 
And thou with all pleased, that hast all 
achieved ! Aaah 

Long mayst thou live in Richard's seat to sit, 
And soon lie Richard in an earthy pit! 219 
God save King Harry, unking’d Richard says, 
And send him many years of sunshine days! 
What more remains ? 

North ‘o more, but that you read 
These accusations and these grievous crimes 
Committed by your person and your followers 
Against the state and profit of this land; 

That, by confessing them, the souls of men 
May deem that you are worthily deposed. 
K, Rich. Must I do so? and must I ravel 


out 
My weaved-up folly? Gentle Northumberland, 
If thy offences were upon record, 230 
Would it not shame thee in so fair a troop 
To read a lecture of them? If thou wouldst, 
There shouldst thou find one heinous article, 
Containing the deposing of a king 
And cracking the strong warrant of an oath, 
Markd with a blot, damn’d in the book of 
heaven : i 
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Nay, all of you that stand and look upon, 
Whilst that my wretchedness doth bait myself, 
Though some of you with Pilate wash your 
hands : z 
Showing an outward pity; yet you Pilates 240 
Have here deliver'd me to my sour cross, 
And water cannot wash away your sin. 
North. My lord, dispatch; read o’er these 
articles, 
K. Rich. Mine eyes are full of tears, I can- 


not see: i 
And yet salt water blinds them not so much 
But they can see a sort of traitors here. 
Nay, if I turn mine eyes upon myself, 
I find myself a traitor with the rest ; 
For I have given here my soul’s consent 
To undeck the pompous body ofaking; 250 
Made glory base and sovereignty a slave, 
Proud majesty a subject, state a peasant. 
North. My lord,— P 
K. Rich. No lord of thine, thou haught in- 
sulting man, 
Nor no man’s lord ; I have no name, no title, 
No, not that name was given me at the font, 
But ’tis usurp'd: alack the heavy day, 
That I have worn so many winters out, 
And know not now what name to call myself ! 
O that I were a mockery king of snow, 260 
Standing before the sun of Bolingbroke, 
To melt myself away in water-drops! 
Good king, great king, and yet not greatly good, 
An if my word be sterling yet in England, 
Let it command a mirror hither straight, 
That it may show me what a face I have, 
Since it is bankrupt of his majesty. 
Boling. Gosome of you and fetch a looking- 
glass. _ [Exit an attendant. 
North. Read o’er this paper while the glass 
doth come. 


K. Rich. Fiend, thou torment’st me ere I 
come to hell! 270 

Boling. Urge it no more, my Lord Northum- 
berland. 

North. The commons will not then be 
satisfied. s 

K. Rich. They shall be satisfied: I*ll read 


enough, s 
When I do see the very book indeed 
Where all my sins are writ, and that’s myself. 


"Re-enter Attendant, with a glass. 


Give me the glass, and therein will I read. 
No deeper wrinkles yet? hath sorrow struck 
So many blows upon this face of mine, 
And made no deeper wounds? O flattering glass, 
Like to my followers in prosperity, 2 
Thou dost beguile me! Was this face the face 
That every day under his household roof 
Did keep ten thousand men? was this the face 
That, like the sun, did make beholders wink? 
Was this the face that faced so many follies, 
And was at last out-faced by Bolingbroke? 
A brittle glory shineth in this face: 
As brittle as the glory is the face ; 

[Dashes the hess against the ground. 
For there it is, crack’d in a hundred shivers. 
Mark, silent king, the moral of this sport, 290 
How soon my sorrow hath destroy’d my face. 
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Boling. The shadow of your sorrow hath 
destroy’d 
The shadow of your face. 
K. Rich. Say that again. 
The shadow of my sorrow! ha! let's see: 
“Tis very true, my grief lies all within ; 
And these external manners of laments 
Are mere shadows to the unseen grief 
That swells with silence in the tortured soul; 
There lies the substance: and I thank thee, 





king, 
For thy great bounty, that not only givest 300 
Me cause to wail but teachest me the way 
How to lament the cause, I'll beg one boon, 
And then be gone and trouble you no more, 
Shall I obtain it? _ E 
Boling. Name it, fair cousin. 
K. Rich. ‘Fair cousin’? Iam greater than 
aking: 
For when I was a king, my flatterers 
Were then but subjects; being now a subject, 
Thave a king here to my flatterer, 
Being so great, I have no need to beg. 
Boling. Yet ask. 310 
XC. Rich, And shall I have? 
Boling. You shall. 


XK. Rich. Then give me leave to go. 
Boling. Whither? 
K. Rich. Whither you will, so I were from 


your sights. 
Boling. Go, some of you convey him to the 
Tower. 
K. Rich. 
you all, 
That rise thus nimbly by a true king’s fall. 
[Zeunt King Richard, some Lords, 
and a Guard. 
Boling. On Wednesday next we solemnly 
set down 
Our coronation: lords, prepare yourselves. 320 
[Bxeunt all except the Bishop of Carlisle, the 
Abbot of Westminster, and Aumerte. 
ater A woeful pageant have we here be- 
held. 
Car. 


O, good! convey? conveyers are 


The woe’s to come; the children yet 


unborn 

Shall feel this day as sharp to them as thorn. 
Aum. You holy clergymen, is there no plot 

To rid the realm of this pernicious blot? 
Abbot. My lord, 

Before I freely speak my mind herein, 

You shall not only take the sacrament 

To bury mince intents, but also to effect 

Whatever I shall happen to devise. 330 

I sce your brows are full of discontent, 


80 | Your hearts of sorrow and your eyes of tears: 


Come home with me to supper; and I'll lay 
A plot shall show us alla merry day. [Zivewnt. 


ACT V. 
Scene I. London. A street leading to the 
Tower. 
Enter QueEN and Ladies. 5 
Queen. This way the king will come; this is 
the way 
To Julius Ceesar’s ill-erected tower, 
To whose flint bosom my condemned Jord 
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Is doomd a prisoner by proud Bolingbroke : 
Here let us rest, if this rebellious earth 
Have any resting for her true king’s queen. 


Enter Ricwarp and Guard. 


But soft, but see, or rather do not see, 
My fair rose wither: yet look up, behold, 
That you in pity may dissolve to dew, 
And wash him fresh again with true-love tears. 
ah, thou, the model where old ‘Troy did stand, 
Hee anny of honour, thou King Richard’s 
Omlb, 
And not King Richard ; thou most beauteous 


inn, 
Why should hard-favourd grief be lodged in 


nee, 
When triumph is become an alehouse guest ? 
4. Rich. Join not with grief, fair woman, 

do not so, 

To make my end too sudden: learn, good soul, 

Yo think our former state a happy dream ; 

From which awaked, the truth of what we are 

Shows us but this: [am sworn brother, sweet, 

To grim Necessity, and he and I 21 

Will_keep a league till death. Hie thee to 
France 

And cloister thee in some religious house : 

Our holy lives must win a new world’s crown, 

Which our profane hours here have stricken 


What, is my Richard both in shape 
and mind 
Transform’d and weaken’d? hath Bolingbroke 
_ deposed é 
Thine intellect? hath he been in thy heart? 
The lion dying thrusteth forth his paw, r 
And wounds the earth, if nothing else, with 


rage 30 

To be o’erpower'd ; and wilt thou, pupil-like, 

Take thy correction mildly, kiss the rod, 

And fawn on rage with base humility, 

Which art a lion and a king of beasts? _ 

K. Rich. A king of beasts, indeed; if aught 

but beasts, 

Thad been still a happy king of men. 

Good sometime queen, prepare thee hence for 

_ France: 

pains I Gn dead and that even here thou 
takest, 

As from my death-bed, thy last living leave. 

In winter's tedious nights sit by the fire 40 

With good old folks and let them tell thee 


ales 

Of woeful ages long ago betid ; A 

And oe thou bid good night, to quit their 
griefs 

Tell thou the lamentable tale of me | 

And send the hearers weeping to their beds : 

Tor why, the senseless brands will sympathize 

The heavy accent of thy moving tongue 

And in compassion weep the fire out ; 

And Bae will mourn in ashes, some coal- 

lack, 
For the deposing of a rightful king. 


Enter NORTHUMBERLAND and others. 


North. My lord, the mind of Bolingbroke is 
changed ; 


50 
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You must to Pomfret, not unto the Tower. 
And, madam, there is order ta’en for you; 
With all swift speed you must away to Trance. 
K. Rich, Northumberland, thou ladder 
wherewithal 
The mounting Bolingbroke ascends my throne, 
The time shall not be many hours of age 


9| More than it is ere foul sin gathering head 


Shall break into corruption; thou shalt think, 

‘Though he divide the realm and give thee half, 

It is too little, helping him to all; 6r 

And he shall think that thou, which know'st 
the way | 4 : . 

To plant unrightful kings, wilt know again, 

Being ne'er so little urged, another way 

‘To pluck him headlong from the usurped throne. 

The love of wicked men converts to fear; 

‘That fear to hate, and hate turns one or both 

To worthy danger and deserved death. 

North. ay guilt be on my head, and there 

an end. 

Take leave and part; for you must part forth- 


wath, ‘ 72 
K. Rich. Doubly divorced! Bad men, you 
violate 
A twofold marriage, ’twixt my crown and me, 
And then betwixt me and my married wife. 
Let me unkiss the oath ‘twixt thee and me; 
And yet not so, for with a kiss ’twas made. 
Part us, Northumberland ; I towards the north, 
Wwihere shivering cold and sickness pines the 
clime ; 
My wife to France: from whence, set forth in 
pomp, 
She came adorned hither like sweet May, 
Sent back like Hallowmas or short'st of day. 80 
Queen. And must we be divided? must we 


part? 
K. Rich. Ay, hand from hand, my love, and 
heart from heart. . 
Queen. Banish us both and send the king 
with me. : 
North. That were some love but lit*le policy. 
Queen. Then whither he goes, thither let 


me go. 
EK. Rich. So two, together weeping, make 
one woe. 
Weep thou for me in France, I for thee here; 
Better far off than near, be ne'er the near. 
Go, count thy way with sighs; I mine with 
groans. 
Queen. So longest way shall have the longest 
moans. 2 99 
KK. Rich. Twice for one step I'll groan, the 
way being short, 2 
And piece the way out with a heavy heart. 
Come, come, in wooing sorrow let’s be brief, 
Since, wedding it, there is such length in gricf: 
Ones kiss shall stop our mouths, and dumbly 
art ; 


part, “ 
Thus give I mine, and thus take I thy heart. 
Queen. Give me mine own again; *twere no 
good part 
To take on me to keep and kill thy heart. 
So, now I have mine own again, be gone, 
That I may strive to kill it witha groan. —_100 
K, Rich. We make woe wanton with this 
fond delay : 
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Once more, arlieu; the rest let sorrow say. That strew the green lap of the new come 
[Eaeunt. {ene 4 aie : : 

J . adam, know not, n q - 

Scenn II. he DuKE or York's palace. ba a y ‘or I’ greatly 


Enter York and his DucuEss. 


Duch. My lord, you told me you would tell 
the rest, ‘ 
When weeping made you break the story off, 
Of our two cousius coming into London, 
York. Where did I leave? 
Duch. “At that sad stop, my lord, 
Where rude misgovern’d hands from windows 


tors. 
Threw dust and rubbish on King Richard's 


ead. 
York, Then, as I said, the duke, great 
Bolingbroke, 
Mounted upon a hot and fiery steed 
Which his aspiring rider seem’d to know, 
With slow but stately pace kept on his course, 
Whilst all tengues cried ‘God save thee, Boling- 
broke!’ eats 
You would have thought the very windows 
spake, : 
So many greedy looks of young and old 
Through easements darted their desiring eyes 
Upon his visage, and that all the walls 
With painted imagery had said at once 
‘ Jesu preserve thee! welcome, Bolingbroke !’ 
Whilst he,-from the one side to the other 
SHEE ; : 
Bareheaded, lower than his proud sieed’s neck, 
Bespake them thus: ‘I thank you, countrymen :? 
And thus siiil doing, thus he pass‘d along. 21 

Duch. Alack, poor Richard! where rode he 

the whilst ? 

York. As ina theatre, the eyes of men, 
Aiter a well-graced actor leaves the stage, 

Are idly bent on him that enters next, 

Thinking his prattle to be tedious; 

Eyen so, or with much more conterapt, men’s 
eyes 

Did scowl on gentle Richard; no man cried 
‘God savehim!? 

No joyful tongue gave him his welcome home: 

But dust was thrown upon his sacred head; 30 

Which with such gentle sorrow he shook off, 

His face still combating with tears and smiles, 

The badges of his grief and patience, 

That pad not God, for some strong purpose, 
steel 

The hearts of men, they must perforce have 
melted ia yah 

And barbarism itself haye pitied him. 

But heayen hath a hand in these events, 

Yo whose high will we bound our calm contents. 

To Bolingbroke are we sworn subjects now, 

‘Whose state and honour J for aye allow. 40 

Duch, Were comes my son Aumerle. 

York. | Aumerle that was ; 
But that is lost for being Richard's friend, 
And, madam, you must call him Rutland now ; 
Jam in parliament pledge for his truth 
And lasting fealty to the new made king. 


Enter AUMERLE, 
Duch. Welcome, my son: whoare the violets 
now 


God knows I had as lief be none as one. 
York. Well, bear you well in this new spring 
of time, 50 
Lest you be cropp’d before you come to prime. 
What news from Oxford? Jtold those justs and 
Piamb ley 
Aum. Wor aught I know, my lord, they do, 
York. You will be there, IT know, 
Awm. If God prevent not, I purpose so, 
York. What seal is that, that hangs without 
thy bosom? 
Yea, look’st thou pale? let me see the writing. 
Aum. My lord, ‘tis nothing. 
York. No matter, then, who see it; 
vill be satisfied ; let me sce the writing, 
Aum. Ido beseech your grace to pardon me: 
Ti i3 a matter of small consequence, 61 
Which for some reasons I would not have seen. 
York. Which for some reasons, sir, I mean 





to see. 
T fear, I fear,— 
Duch. What should you fear? 


‘Tis nothing but some bond, that he is enter'd 
into 
For gay apparel ’gainst the triumph day. 
York. Moind to himself! what doth he with 
a bond 
That he is bound to? Wife, thou ari a fool. 
Boy, let me see the writing. 
Aum. Ido beseech you, pardon me; I may 
nat show it. 7° 
York. Iwiil be satisfied; let me see it, I say. 
[He plueks it owt of his bosom and reads vt. 
Treason ! foultreason! Villain! traitor! slave! 
Duch. What is the matter, my lord? 
York. Ho! who is within there? 


Entcr a Servant. 


f Saddle my horse. 
God for his mercy, what treachery is here! 
Duch. Why, what is it, my lord? 
York. Give me my boots, I say; saddle my 
horse. | t Servant. 
Now, by mine honour, by my life, by my troth, 
Twill appeach the villain. 





uch. What is the matter? 

York, Peace, foolish woman. 85 

Duch. Iwill not peace. What is the matter, 
Aumerle? 

Awn. Good mother, be content; it is no 
more 

Than my poor life must answer, 
Duch. Thy life answer! 


Bring me my boots: I will unto the 





Re-enter Servant with boots. 


Duch. Strikehim, Aumerle., Poor boy, thou 
art amazed, 
Hence, villain! never more come in my sight. 
ork. Give me my boots, L say. 
Duch. W hy, York, whap wilt thou do? 
Wilt thou not hide the trespass of thine own? 
Have we more sons? or are we like to have f 90 
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Ts not my teeming date drunk up with time? 
And wilt thou pluck my fair son from mine age, 
And rob me of a happy mother’s name ? 
Is he not like thee? is he not thine own? 
York, ‘Thou fond mad woman, 
Wilt thou conceal this dark congpiracy ? 
A dozen of them here have ta’en the sacrament, 
And interchangeably set down their hands, 
To kill the king at Oxford. 
Duch, He shall be none ; 
We'll keep him here: then what is that to lim? 
York. . Away, fond woman! were he twenty 


times my son, 11 
I would appeach him, : 
Dich. Hadst thou groan’d for him 


As Lhave done, thou wouldst be more pitiful. 
But now I know thy mind; thou dost suspect 


* That L have been disloyal to thy bed, 


And that he is a bastard, not thy son: 
Sweet. otis sweet husband, be not of that 
mind: 
He is as like thee as a man may be, 
Not like to me, or any of my kin, 
And yet I love him, 
York. Make way, unruly woman 110 
Gait. 
Duch. After, Aumerle! mount thee upon 
his horse ; 
Spur post, and get before him to the king, 
And beg thy pardon ere he do accuse thee. 
I'L not be long behind; though L be old, 
I doubt not but to ride as fast as York: 
And neyer will I rise up from the ground 
Till Bolingbroke have pardon’d thee. Away, be 
gone! [Exeunt. 


Scene Ill. A royal palace. 
Enter BOLINGBROKE, PERCY, and other Lords. 
Boling. Can no man tell me of my unthrifty 


son? 

*Tis full three months since I did see him last: 
If any plague hang over us, ’tis he. 
I would to God, my lords, he might be found: 
Inquire at London; *mongst the taverns there, 
For there, they say, he daily doth frequent, 
With unrestrained loose com} anions, 
Even such, they say, as stand in narrow Janes, 
And beat our watch, and rob our passengers ; 
Which he, young wanton and efleminate boy, 
‘Takes on the point of honour to support Ir 
$0 dissolute a crew. 

Percy. My lord, some two days since I saw 


the prince, : 
And told him of those triumphs held at Oxford. 
Boling. And-what said the gallant? 
Percy. His answer was, he would unto the 
stews, 
And from the common’st creature plucka glove, 
And wear it as a favour; and with that 
He would unhorse the lustiest challenger. 
Be t ng. As dissolute as desperate ; yet through 
oth. 20 
I see some sparks of better hope, which elder 


years 
May happily bring forth. But who comes here? 
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Aum. Where is the king? 3 
Boling. Wnt means our cousin, that he 
stares and looks 
So wildly? . 
Aum. God save your grace! I do beseech 
your majesty, 
To have some conference with your grace alone, 
Boling. Withdraw yourselves, and leave us 
here alone. [Lreunt Povey and Lords. 
What is the matter with our cousin now? 
Aum. or ever may my knees grow to the 
earth 
My to: 
Unless a 
Boting. 
fault? 
Tf on the first, how heincus e’er it be, 
To win thy after-love I pardon thee. 
ee Then give me leave that I may turn 
the key, 
That no man enter till my tale be done. 
Boling. _ Mave thy desire. 
York. [yaaa My liege, beware ; look to 
thyself; 
Thou hast a traitor in thy presence there. 40 
Boling. YVitiain, [ll make thee safe. 
[Drawing. 
Aum. Stay thy revengeful hand; thou hast 
no cause to fer. 
York. [iVithin] Open the door, secure, fool- 
hardy king : 
Shall [ for love speak treason to thy face? 
Open the door, or I will break it open. 


Enter York. 


Boling. What is the matter, uncle? speak ; 
Reeover breath ; tell us how near is danger, 
That we may arm us to encounter it. 

York. Peruse this writing here, and thou 

shalt know " 
The treason that my haste forbids me show. 50 

Aum. Remember, as thou read’st, thy pro- 

mise pass’d: 

Ido repent me; read not my name there; 

My heart is not confederate with my hand. 
York, It was, villain, ere thy hand did set it 
down. 

I tore it from the traitor’s bosom, king; 

Fear, and not lave, begets his penitence : 

Forget to pity him, lest thy pity prove 

‘A serpent that will sting thee to the heart. 

Boling. O heinous, strong and bold conspi- 





30 
e cleave to my roof within my mouth, 
pardon ere T rise or speak. : 
Intended or committed was this 






racy! 
O loyal father of a treacherous son ! 
Thou sheer, immaculate and silver fountain, 
From whence this stream through muddy 
aAssages 

Hath hekt his current and defiled himself! 
Thy overflow of good converts to ba'l, 
And thy abundant goouness shall excuse 
This deadly blot in thy digressing son. 

York. So shall my virtue be his vice's 


awds 

And he shall spend mine honour with his 
shame, 

As thriftless sons their scraping fathers’ gold 
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No lie like ‘pardon’. for kings’ mouths so 
meet. 
York. Speak it in French, king; say, ‘par- 
donne moi.’ 
Duch. Dost thou teach pardon pardon to 
destroy ? 120 
Ah, my sour husband, my hard-hearted lord, 


‘Mine honour lives when his dishonour dies, 70 
Or my shamed life in his dishonour lies : 
Thou kill’st me in his life; giving him breath, 
The traitor lives, the true man’s put to death. 
Duch. [Within] What ho, my liege! for 
God’s sake, let me in, . 
Boling. What shrill-voiced suppliant makes 
















this eager cry ? 3 That set’st the word itself against the word! 
Duch. A woman, and thy aunt, great king; | Speak ‘pardon’ as ‘tis current in our land; 
tis I. The chopping French we do not understand. 


Speak with me, pity me, open the door: 
A beggar begs that never begg’d before. 3 
Boling: Our scene is alter’d from a serious 
hing, 
And Tow, changed to ‘The Beggar and the 
ing. 
My dangerous cousin, let your mother in :. 
I know she is come to pray for your foul sin. 
York. If thou do pardon, whosoever pray, 
More sins for this forgiveness prosper may. 
This fester'd joint cut off, the rest rest sound ; 
This let alone will all the rest confound. 


Thine eye begins to speak; set thy tongue there ; 
Or in thy piteous heart plant thou thine ear; 
That hearing how our plaints and prayers ‘do 
ierce, 
pienmay, move thee ‘pardon’ to rehearse. 
‘oling. Good aunt, stand up, 
Duch. Ido not sue to stand; 
Pardon is all the suit I have in hand. 130 
‘oling. I pardon him, as God shall pardon 
me. 
Duch, O happy vantage of a kneeling knee! 
Yet am I sick for fear: speak it again ; 
Twice saying ‘pardon’ doth not pardon twain, 


Enter Ducuess. But makes one pardon strong. 


Boling. - With all my heart 
Duch. O king, believe not this hard-hearted | I pardon him. e 
man} uch. A god on earth thou art. 


Love loving not itself none other can. 
York. Thou frantic woman, what dost thou 
make here? 
Shall thy old dugs once more a traitor rear? 90 
Duck. Sweet York, be patient. Hear me, 
gentle liege. [Kneels. 
Boling. Rise up, good aunt. 
Duch. | Not yet, I thee beseech : 
For ever will I walk upon my knees, 
And never see day that the happ sees, 
Till thou give joy; until thou bid me joy, 
By pardoning Rutland, my transgressing boy. 
See Unto my mother’s prayers I bend my 
knee. 
York. Asainst them both my true joints 
bended be. 
il mayst thou thrive, if thou grant any grace ! 
Duch. Pleads he in earnest? Jook upon his 


Boling. But for our trusty brother-in-law 
_ and the abbot, 
With all the rest.of that consorted crew, 
Destruction straight shall dog them at the 
heels, 
Good uncle, help to order several powers 140 
To Oxford, or where’er these traitors are: 
They shall noé live within this world, I swear, 
But I will have them, if I once know where. 
Uncle, farewell: and, cousin too, adieu: 
Your mother well hath pray’d, and prove you 


true. 
Duch. Come, my old son: I pray God make 
thee new. [Eceunt. 


Scene IV. The same. 
Enter Exton and Servant. 


face; 1oo| zton. Didst thou not mark the king, what 
His eyes do drop no tears, his prayers are in words he spake, : 
jest; ‘Haye I no friend will rid_me of this living 
His words come from his mouth, ours from our fear?’ 
reast : Was it not so? 
He prays but faintly and would be denied ; Ser. These were his very words, 


Exton. ‘Haye I no friend?’ quoth he: he 
spake it twice, xs 
And urged it twice together, did he not? 
Serv. He did. 
Exton. And speaking it, he wistly look'd 


We pray with heart and soul and all beside : 

His weary joints would gladly rise, I know; 

Our knees shall kneel till to the ground they 
grow: E 

His prayers are full of false hypocrisy ; 

Ours of true zeal and deep integrity. 

our prayers do out-pray his; then let them 
have 109 

That mercy which true prayer ought to have. 

Boling. Good aunt, stand up. 

Duch. Nay, do not Says “stand up ;” 
Say ‘pardon’ first, and afterwards ‘stand up.’ 
An if I were thy nurse, thy tongue to teach, 
‘Pardon’ shoul be the first word of thy speech. 
Lnever long’d to hear a word till now ; 

Say ‘pardon, king; let pity teach thee how: 
The word is short, but not so short as sweet ; 


on me; 
As who should say, ‘I would thou wert the 


man 
That would divorce this terror from my heart ;’ 
Meaning the king at Pomfret. Come, Iet’s go: 
Lam the king’s friend, and will rid his foe. 11 
[Exeunt. 
Scene V. Pomfret castle. 
Enter Kine Ricuarp. 


KC. Rich. Thave been studying how I may 
compare 
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This prison where I live unto the world: 
And for because the world is populous 
And here is not a creature but myself, 
I cannot do it ; yet 1’ll hammer it out. 
My brain I'll prove the female to my soul, 
My soul the father ; and these two beget 
A generation of still-breeding thoughts, __ 
And ane same thoughts people this little 
world, 
In humours like the people of this world, 10 
For no thought is contented. ‘The better sort, 
As thoughts of things divine, are intermix’d 
With scruples and do sct the word itself 
Against the word: 
As thus, ‘Come, little ones,’ and then again, 
‘Tt is as hard to come as for a camel 
To thread the postern of a small necdle’s eye.’ 
Thoughts tending to ambition, they do plot 
Unlikely wonders; how these vain weak nails 
May tear a passage through the flinty ribs 20 
Of this hard world, my ragged prison walls, 
And, for they cannot, die in their own pride. 
Thoughts tending to content flatter themselves 
That they are not the first of fortune’s slaves, 
Nor shall not be the last ; like silly beggars 
Who sitting in the stocks refuge their shame, 
That many have and others must sit there; 
And in this thought they find a kind of ease, 
Bearing their own misfortunes on the back 
Of such as have before endured the like. 
Thus play I in one person many people, _ 
And none contented : sometimes am I king; 
Then treasons make me wish myself a beggar, 
And so Tam: then crushing penury, 
Persuades me I was better when a king; 
Then am I king'd again : and by and by 
Think that Iam unking’d by Bolingbroke, 
And straight am nothing: but whate’er I be, 
Nor J nor any man that but man is 9 
With nothing shall be pleased till he be eased 
With being nothing. Music do I hear? [AZusic. 
Ha, ha! keep time: how sour sweet music is, 
When time is broke and no proportion kept! 
So is it in the music of men’s lives. 
And here have I the daintiness of ear _ 
To check time broke in a disorder'’d string ; 
But for the concord of my state and time 
Had not an ear to hear my true time broke. 
L wasted time, and now doth time waste me; 
For now hath time made’ me his numbering 
clock : als 50 
My thoughts are minutes; and with sighs they 


3° 


jar ‘ a 
Their evan: on unto mine eyes, the outward 
watch 
‘Whereto mny finger, like a dial’s point, 
Ts pointing still, in cleansing them from tears. 
Now sir, the sound that tells what hour it is 
Are clamorous groans, which strike upon my 


heart, , 

Which is the bell: so sighs and tears and 
groans . 
Show minutes, times, and hours: but my time 

Runs posting on in Bolingbroke’s proud joy, 

awhile I stand fooling here, his Jack o’ the 
clock, 

This music mads me; let it sound no more; 

For though it have holp madmen to their wits, 
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In me it seems it will make wise men mad. 
Yet blessing on his heart that gives it me! 

For ’tis a sign of love; and love to Richard 
Ts a strange brooch in this all-hating world. 


Enter a Groom of the Stable. 


Groom. Hail, royal prince! 

KK. Rich. Thanks, noble peer; 
The cheapest of us is ten groats too dear, 
What art thou? and how comest thou hither, 
Where no man never comes but that sad dog 70 
That brings me food to make misfortune live? 

Groom. I was a poor groom of thy stable, 





king, 
When thon wert king; who, travelling towards 


ork, 
With much ado at length have gotten leave | 
To Heels upon my sometimes royal master’s 
ace, 
O, how it yearn’d my heart when I beheld 
In London streets, that coronation-day, 
When Bolingbroke rode on roan Barbary, 
That horse that thou so often hast bestrid 
That horse that I so carefully have dress d! 80 
KK. Rich. Rode he on Barbary? Tell me, 
gentle friend, 
How went he under him? ge 
Groom. So proudly as if he disdain’d the 
ground. 
KX. Rich. So proud that Bolingbroke was on 
his back! 
That jade hath eat bread irom my royal hand; 
dhusihand hath made him proud with clapping 
im. 
Would he not stumble? would he not fall down, 
Since Bride must have a fall, and break the 
neck ¢ 
Of that proud man that did usurp his back? 
Forgiveness, horse! why do L rail on thee, go 
Since thou, created to be awed by man, 
‘Wast born to bear? I was not made a horse; 
And yet I bear a burthen like an ass, 
Spur-galld and tired by jauncing Boling- 
broke. 


Enter Keeper, with a dish. 
Keep. Fellow, give place; here is no longer 


stay. mer 
KX. Kich. Tf thou love me, ’tis time thou 
wert away. 
Groom, What my tongue dares not, that my 
heart shale, : Weel 
Keep. My lord, will’t please you to fall to? 
K. Rich. Taste of it first, as thou art wont 


to do. 

Keep. My lord, I dare not: Sir Pierce of 
Exton, who lately came from the king, com- 
mands the contrary. _ 

K. Rich. The devil take Henry of Lancaster 

and thee! 
Patience is stale, and I am weary of it. 
[Beats the keeper. 

Keep. Help, help, help! 


Enter Exton and Servants, armed. 


K, Rich. How now! what means death in 
this rude assault ¢ 
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Villain, thy own hand yields thy death's instru- 
ment. 
[Snatching an axe froma Servant and 
_ killing him. 
Go thou, and fill another room in hell. 

[He kills another. Phen Exton sees him 
down. 

That hand shall burn in never-quenching fire 
That, staggers thus my person. Exton, thy 


fierce hand _ 10 
Hath with the king’s blood stain’d the king’s 
own land. 


Mount, mount, my soul! thy seat is up on 
high; 
Whilst qQw gross flesh sinks downward, here 


O die, tes. 
Exton. As full of valour as of royal blood : 
Both have I spilf'd; 0 would the deed were 


good! 
For now the devil, that told me I did well, 
Says that this deed is chronicled in hell. 
Zhis dead king to the living king I'll bear : 
Take hence the rest, and give them burial here. 
[£ecunt. 


Sorne VI. Windsor castle. 


Flourish. Enter Bourxcproxe, YorK, with 
other Lords, und Attendants. 
Boling. Kind uncle York, the latest news 
we hear 
Is that the rebels have consumed with fire 
Our town of Cicester in Gloucestershire ; 
But whether they be ta’en or slain we hear not. 


Enter NoRTHUMBERLAND. 


Welcome, my lord: what is the news? 
Worth. First, to thy sacred state wish I all 
happiness. 
he next news is, I have to London sent 
obesteads of Oxford, Salisbury, Blunt, and 
Cent : 
The manner of their taking may appear 
At large discoursed in this paper here. 10 
Boling. We thank thee, gentle Perey, for 
thy Wee 3 < s 
And to thy worth will add right worthy gains. 


Enter Firzwater. 


Fitz. My lord, I have from Oxford sent to 
London 
The heads of Brocas and Sir Bennet Seely, 
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Tio of the dangerous consoried traitors 
That sought at Oxford thy dire overthrow. 
Boling. Thy pains, Fitzwater, shall not be 
forgot; | 
Right noble is thy merit, well I wot. 


Enter Percy, and the Brsuor or Caruisue, 


Perey. The grand conspirator, Abbot of 
Westminster, 
With clog of conscience and sour melancholy 
Hath yielded up his body to the grave; 21 
Dut here is Carlisle living, to abide 
Thy kingly doom and sentence of his pride. 
Boling. Carlisle, this is your doom: 
Choose out some secret place, some reverend 


room, 
More than thou hast, and with it joy thy life: 
So as thou livest in peace, die free from strife: 
Yor though mine enemy thou hast ever heen, 
High sparks of honour in thee have I seen. 


Enter Exton, with persons bearing a coffin, 


Exton. Great king, within this coftin T 
present 3 go 
Thy buried fear: herein all breathless lies 
The mightiest of thy greatest enemies, 
Richard of Bordeaux, by me hither brought. 
Boling. Exton, I thank thee not; for thou 
hast wrought _ 
A deed of slander with thy fatal hand 
Upon my head and all this famous land. : 
Lxton. From your own mouth, my lord, did 
I this deed. : 
Boling. They love not poison that do poison 


need, 
Nor do I thee: though I did wish him dead, 
Lhate the murderer, love him murdered. | 40 
The guilt of conscience take thou for thy labour, 
But neither my good word nor princely favour: 
With Cain go wander thorough shades of night, 
And never show thy head by day nor light. 7 
Lords, I protest, my soul is full of woe, 
That blood should sprinkle me to make me 
grow: : 
Come, mourn with me for that I do lament, 
And put on sullen black incontinent: 
Zill make a voyage to the Holy Land, 
To wash this blood off from my guilty hand: 50 
March sadly after; grace ny mournings here ; 
In weeping after this untimely bier. [@xeunt! 
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THE FIRST PART OF 


KING HENRY 


THE FOURTH 


DRAMATIS PERSONA 


Kine Henry the Fouth. 
Henry, ce of Wales, sons to the 
JOHN of Lancaster, Jing. 














$ Prncy, Earl of Worcester. 
Henry Percy, Karl of Northumberland. 
Henry Peroy, surnamed Horspur, his 


son. 
Epmunpd Mortimer, Earl of March. 
RIcHARD Scroop, Archbishop of York. 
ARCHIBALD, Karl of DouGLas. 
OWEN GLENDOWER. 
Sir RICHARD VERNON. 
Sim JOHN I'ALSTAFF. E 
Sir. MIcHAc., a friend to the Archbishop 
of York. 


ACT I. 
Scene I. London. The patace. 


Entcr Kixc Henry, Lonp Joun or Lan- 
CASTER, the EARL OF WESTMORELAND, SIR 
WALTER BLUNT, ard others. 


King. So shaken as we are, so wan with 


care, 

Vind we a time for frighted peace to pant, 

Ant breathe short-winded accents of new broils 

To be commenced in strands afar remote. 

tNo more the thirsty entrance of this soil 

Sea Ga her lips with her own children's 
lool ; 

No more shall trenching war channel her fields, 

Nor bruise her flowerets with the armed hoofs 

Of hostile paces: those opposed eyes, 

Which, like the meteors of atroubled heaven, 10 

All of ong nature, of one substance bred, 

Did lately meet in the intestine shock 

And furious close of civil butchery 

Shall now, in mutual well-beseeiming ranks, 

March all one way and be no more opposed 

Against acquaintance, kindred and alli 








The edge of war, like an ill-sheathed knife, 
shall cut his master. ‘Therefore, 


No more 
TIchas, J 

As far as to the sepulchre of Christ, 

Whose soldier now, under whose blessed cross 

We are impressed and engaged to fight, 2t 

Forthwith a power of English shall we levy ; 





Porys. 
GADSHILL. 
Prro. 
BanrDO.ru. 


Lavy Percy, wife to Hotspur, and sister 
to Mortimer. 

Lapy Mortimer, daughter to Glendower, 
and wife to Mortimer, 

MIsTRESS QUICKLY, hostess of a tavern in 
Eastcheap. 


Lords, Officers, Sheriff, Vintner, Chamberlain, 
Drawers, two Carriers, ‘Travellers, and At- 
tendants, 


Scexe: England. 


Whose arms were moulded in their mothers" 
womb a 
To chase these pagans in those holy fields 
Over whose acres walk'd those blessed feet 
Which fourteen hundred years ago were nail’d 
For our advantage on the bitter cross, 
But this our purpose now is.twelve month old, 
And bootless ’tis to tell you we will go: 
Therefore we meet not now. Then Jet me hear 
Of you, my gentle cousin Westmoreland, — 31 
What yesternight our council did decree 
In forwarding this dear expedience. 
West. My liege, this haste was hot in 
question, _ 
And many Limits of the charge set down 
But yesternight : when all athwart there came 
A post from Wales loaden with heayy news ; 
Whose worst was, that the noble Mortimer, 
Leading the men of Herefordshire to fight 
Against the irregular and wild Glenower, 40 
W = by the rude hands of that Welshman 
aken, 
A thousand of his people butchered ; 
Upon whose dead corpse there was such misuse, 
Such beastly shametess transformation, 
By those Welshwomen done as may not bo 
Without much shame retold or spoken of. 
Asn It seems then that the tidings of this 
TO 
Brake off our business for the Holy Land. 
West., This match’d with other did, my 
gracious lord ; 
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For more uneven and unwelcome news 
Came from the north and thus it did import 
On Holyrood day, the gallant Hotspur there, 
Young ary REIeY and brave Archibald, 
That ever-valiant and approved Scot, 
AtHolmedon met, 
Where they did spend a sad and bloody hour; 
As by disc! bare of their artillery, 
And shape of likelihood, the news was told ; 
For he that brought them, in the very heat 
And pride of their contention did take horse, 60 
Uncertain of the issue any way, ‘ 
ee. Here is a dear, ‘a true industrious 
riend, 
Sir Walter Blunt, new lighted from his horse, 
Stain’d with the variation of each soil 
Betwixt that Holmedon and this seat of ours; 
And he hath brought us smooth and welcome 


news. 
The Earl of Douglas is discomfited : 
Ten thousand bold Scots, two and twenty 


ighits, 
Balk’d in their own blood did Sir Walter see 
On Holmedon’s plains. Of prisoners, Hotspur 


00) 
Mordake the Earl of Fife, and eldest son 
To beaten Douglas; and the Earl of Athol, 
Murray, Angus, and Menteith i: 
And is not this an honourable spoil? 
allant prize? ha, cousin, is it not? 
West. In faith, 
It is a conquest for a prince to boast of. 
King. Yea, there thou makest me sad and 
makest me sin 
In envy that my Lord Northumberland 
Should be the father to so blest a son, 80 
A son who is the theme of honour’s tongue; 
Amongst a grove, the very straightest plant; 
Who is sweet Fortune's minion and her pride: 
Whilst I, by looking on the praise of him, 
ee riot and dishonour stain the brow. 
Of my young Harry. O that it could be proved 
- That some night-tripping fairy had exchanged 
In cradle-clothes our children where they lay, 
nd call’d mine Percy, his Plantagenet! 
Then would L have his Harry, and he mine. 90 
But let him from my thoughts. What think 
‘OU, COZ, c 
Of this young Perey’s pride? the prisoners, 
Which he in this adventure hath surprised, 
To his own use he keeps; and sends me word, 
I shall have none but Mordake Farl of Fife. 
West. This is his uncle’s teaching: this is 
Worcester, 
Malevolent to you in all aspects ; : 
Which makes him prune himself, and bristle 


up 
The crest of youth against your dignity. 
King. But I have sent for him to answer 


his ; : 100 

And for this cause awhile we must neglect 
Our holy purpose to Jerusalem. ? 
Cousin, on Wednesday next our council we 
Will hold at Windsor ; so inform the lords: 
But come yourself with speed to us again; 
For more is to be said and to be done 

‘han out of anger can be uttered. 


West. I will, my liege. [2xeunt. 


FIRST PART OF KING HENRY IV 
50| SCENEII. London. 


[Acrr 


. An apartment of the 
Prince's. 


Enter the PRINCE oF WALES and Faustarr, 


Fal. Now, Hal, what time of day is it, lad? 

Prince. Thou art so fat-witted, with drink- 
ing of old sack and unbuttoning thee after 
supper and sleeping upon benches after noon, 
that thou hast forgotten to demand that truly 
which thou wouldst truly know. What a devil 
hast thou to do with the time of the day? 
Unless hours were cups of sack and minutes 
capons and clocks the tongues of bawds and 
dials the signs of leaping-houses and the blessed 
sun himself a fair hot wench in flame-coloured 
taffeta, I see no reason why thou shouldst be so 
eae to demand the time of the day, 

‘al. Indeed, you come near me now, Hal; 
for we that take purses go hy the moon and 
the seven stars, and not by Phoebus, he, ‘that 
wandering knight so fair.” And, I_prithee, 
sweet wag, when thou art king, as, God save 
thy grace,—majesty I should say, for grace 
thou wilt have none,— 20 

Pirince.. What, none? 

Fal. No, by my troth, not so much as will 
serve to be prologue to an ege and butter. 

ae Well, how then? come, roundly, 
roundly. 

al. Marry, then, sweet wag, when thou art 
king, let not us that are palultes of the night's 
body be called thieves of the day’s beauty : let 
us be Diana’s foresters, gentlemen of the shade, 
minions of the moon; and let men say we be 
men of good government, being governed, as 
the sca is, by our noble and chaste mistress the 
moon, under whose countenance we steal. 

Prince, Thou sayest well, and it holds well 
too; for the fortune of us that are the moon's 
men doth ebb and flow like the sea, being 
governed, as the sea is; by the moon. As, for 
proof, now: a purse of gold most resolutely 
snatched on Monday night and most dissolutely 
spent on Tuesday morning; got with swearing 
‘Lay by’ and spent with crying ‘Bring in; 
now in as low an ebb as the foot of the ladder 
and by and by in as high a flow as the ridge of 
the gallows, 

Fal. By the Lord, thou sayest true, lad. 
And is not my hostess of the tavern a most 
sweet wench? 

Prince. As the honey of Hybla, my old lad 
of the castle. And is nota buff jerkin amost 
sweet robe of durance? 49 

Fal. How now, how now, mad wag! what, 
in thy quips and thy quiddities? what a plague 
have I to do with a buff jerkin ? i 

Prince. Why, what a pox have I to do with 
my hostess of the tavern? 

Fu. Well, thou hast called her to a reckon- 
ing many a time and oft. 

vince. Did I ever call for thee to pay thy 
part? ‘ 

Fal. No; I'll give thee thy due, thou hast 
paid all there. 60 

Prince. Yea, and elsewhere, so far as my 
coin would stretch; and where it would not, 
I have used my credit. 
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Fal. Yea, and so used it that, were it not 
ete BREET DE that thou art heir apparent—But, 
I prithee, sweet wag, shall there be gallows 
standing in England when thou art king? and 
resolution thus fobbed as it is with the rusty 
curb of old father antic the Iaw?_ Do not thou, 
when thou art king, hang a thief. 7° 

Prince. No; thou shalt. 

Fal. Shall Tt O rare!” By the Lord, Dl 
bea brave judge. | 

Prince, ‘Thou padgest false already: I mean 
thou shalt have the hanging of the thieves and 
so become a rare hangman. 

_ Fal. Well, Hal, well; and in some sort it 
jumps with my humour as well as waiting in 
the court, [can tell you. 

Prince, Vor obtaining af suits? 8 

Fal. Yea, for obtaining of suits, whereof 
the hangman hath no lean wardrobe. *Sblood 
i am as melancholy as a gib cat or a lugged 

ear. 

Prince. Oran old lion, or a Jover’s lute. 

ral, Yea, or the drone of a Lincolnshire 
bagpipe. 

Prince. What sayest thou to a hare, or the 
melancholy of Moor-ditch ? s 

Fal. Thou hast the most unsavoury similes 
and art indeed the most comparative, rascalliest, 
sweet young prince. But, Hal, I prithee, trouble 
meno more with vanity. I would to God thou 
and I knew where a commodity of good names 
aere to be bought. An old lord of the council 
rated me the other day in the street about you, 
sir, but I marked him not; and yet he talked 
yery wisely, but I regarded him not; and yet 
he talked wisely, and in the street too. . 

Prince. Thou didst well; for wisdom cries 
out in the streets, and hho man regards it. 100 

Fal. O, thou hast damnable iteration and 
art indeed able to corrupt a saint. Thou hast 
done much harm upon me, Hal; God forgive 
thee for it! Before I knew thee, Hal, I knew 
nothing; and now am I, if aman should speak 
truly, little better than one of the wicked. I 
must give over this life, and I will give it over: 
by the Lord, an I do not, I am a villain: I’ll 
‘be damned for never a king’s son in Chris- 
tendom. 

Prince. Where shall we take a purse to- 
morrow, Jack? XII 


Jal. ’Zounds, where thou wilt, Jad; Ill 
make one; an I do not, call me villain and 
baffle me. 


Prince. I see a good amendment of life in 
thee; from praying to purse-taking. rf 

Lal. Why, Hal, ’tis my vocation, Hal; ‘tis 
no sin for a man to labour in his vocation. 


Enter Porss. 

Poins! Now shall we know if Gadshill have 
set a match. O, if men were to be saved by 
merit, what, hole in hell were hot enough for 
him?’ This is the most omnipotent villain that 
ever cried ‘Stand’ to a true man, 

Prince. Good morrow, Ned. » 

Poins. Good morrow, sweet Hal. What 
says Monsieur Remorse? what says Sir John 
Sack and Sugar? Jack! how agrees the devil 
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and thee about thy soul, that thou soldest him 
on Good-Friday last fora cup of Madeira and 
a cold capon’s leg? 3 129 

Prince, Sir John stands to his word, the 
devil shall have his bargain; for he was never 
yet a breaker of proverbs; he will give the devil . 
his due. 

- Poins. Then art thou damned for keeping 
thy word with the devil. 

Prince. Else he had been damned for cozen- 
ing the devil. 

Poins. But, my lads, my lads, to-morrow 
morning, by four o'clock, early at Gadshill! 
there are pilgrims going to Canterbury with 
rich offerings, and traders riding to London 
with fat purses: [ have vizards for you all; you 
have horses for yourselves: Gadshill lies to- 
night in Rochester: I have bespoke supper 
to-morrow night in Eastcheap: we may do it as 
secure as sleep. If you will go, I will stuff your 
purses full of crowns; if you will not, tarry at 
home and be hanged. - 

Fal.” Hear ye, Yedward; if I tarry at home 
and go not, [il hang you for going. 150 

Poins._ You will, chops? 

Fal. Hal, wilt thou make one? 

Prince. Who, I rob? I a thief? not I, by 
my faith. a 

fal. There’s neither honesty, manhood, nor 
good icllowship in thee, nor thou camest not of 
the blood royal, if thou darest not stand for 
ten. shillings. 

Prince. Well then,-once in my days I'll be 

1 


a madeap. 
A why, that’s well said. 





Fal. 
‘ Prince. Well, come what will, I'll tarry at 
nome. 

Fal. By the Lord, I'll be a traitor then, 
when thou art king. 

Prince. Icarenot. | * a 

Poins. Sir John, I prithee, leave the prince 
and me_alone: I will day him down such 
reasons for this adventure that he shall go. 169 

Fal. Well, God give thee the spirit of per- 
suasion and him the ears of profiting, that what 
thou speakest may moye and what he hears 
may be believed, that the true ‘prince may, for 
recreation sake, prove a false thief ; for the poor 
abuses of tlie time want countenance, F'are- 
well: you shall find me in Eastcheap, 

Prince. Farewell, thou latter spring! fare- 
well, All-hallown summer! [Lait Kalstag: 

Poins. Now, my good swect honey Jord, 
ride with us to-morrow: I have a_jest to 
execute that I cannot manage alone. Falstaff, 
Bardolph, Peto and Gadshill shall rob those 
men that we have already waylaid; yourself 
and I will not be there; and when they have 
the booty, if you and I do not rob them, cut 
this head off from my shoulders. 

Prince. How shall we part with them in 
setting forth? : 

Pons. Why, we will set forth before or 
after them, and appoint them a place of meet- 
ing, wherein it is at our pleasure to fail, and 
then will they adventure upon the exploit 
themselves; which they shall have ro sooner 
achieved, but we'll set upon them. 
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Prince. Yea, but "tis like that they will 
ow us by our horses, by our habits and by 
every other appointment, to be ourselves. 
Poins, Tut! our horses they shall not sce ; 
Tl tie them in the wood; our vizards we will 
change after we leave them: and, sirrah, I have 
cases of buckram for the nonce, to immask our 
noted outward garments, 2 
crane Yea, but I doubt they will be too 
‘or us. 
Poins. Well, for two of them, I know them 
be as true-bred cowards as ever turned back; 
and for the third, if he fight longer than he sees 
reason, Ill forswear arms. The virtue of this 
jest will be, the incomprehensible lies that this 
same fat rogue will tell us when we meet at 
supper: how thirty, at least, he fought with; 
what wards, what blows, what extremities he 
endured; and in the reproof of this lies the 


jest. : 
Prince, Well, I'll go with thee: provide us 
all things necessary and meet me to-morrow 
ight in Eastcheap; there I'll sup. Farewell. 


coins. J*arewell, my lord.  [Evit. 
Prince. I know you ali, and will awhile 
uphold 


he unyoked humour of your idleness: 

Yet herein will 1 imitate the sun, 220 

‘Who doth permit the base contagious clouds 

‘To smother up his beauty from the world, 

That, when he please in to be himself, 

Being wanted, he may be more wonder’d at, 

By breaking throu gh the foul and ugly mists 

Of vapours that did seein to strangle him. 

Tf all the year were playing holidays, 

To sport would be as tedious as to work ; 

Bué when they seldora come, they wish’d for 

come, 

And nothing pleaseth but rare accidents. 230 

So, when this loose behaviour I throw off 

And pay the debt I never promised, 

By how much better than my word I am, 

By so much shall I falsify men’s hopes ; 

And like bright metal on a sullen ground, 

My reformation, glittering o’er my fauit, 

Shall show more goodly and attract more eyes 

Than that which hath no foil to set it off. 

T’ll so offend, to make offence a skill; 239 

Redeeming time when men think least Twill 
vecit. 


Sorne OT. London. The palace. 


Enter the Kine, NorTHUMBERLAND, Wor- 
orsTen, Horspur, Sm WALTER Biunt, 
with others. 


King. My blood hath been too cold and 
temperate, eat 

Unapt to stir at these indignities, 
And you have found me ; for accordingly 
You tread upon my patience: but be sure 
T will from henceforth rather be myself, _ 
Mighty and to be fear'd, than my condition ; 
Which hath been smooth as oil, soft as young 


down, 

And therfore lost that title of reapect 
if Oro proud soul ne’er pays but to the 
prow 
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Wor. Our house, my sovereign liege, little 
deserves 
The scourge of greatness to be used on it ; 
And that same greatness too which our own 
hands 
Have holp to make so portly. 
North. My lord,— 
King. Worcester, get thee gone; for I do 


see 

Danger and disobedience in thine eye: 

O, sir, your presence is too bold and peremptory, 

And majesty might never yet endure : 

The moody frontier of a servant brow, 

You cee good leave to leave us: when we 

need 

Your use and counsel, we shall send for you. = 
Lait Wor. 

You were about to speak. Lo North. 

North. Yea, my good lord, 

Those prisoners in your highness’ name de 
manded, 

Which Harry Percy here at Holmedon took, 

Were, as_he says, not with such strength 
denied 

As is deliver'd to your majesty : 

Either envy, therefore, or misprision 

Is guilty of this fault and not my son. 

Hot. My liege, I did deny no prisoners. 
But I remember, when the fight was done, 30 
When I was dry with rage and extreme toil, 
Breathless and faint, leaning upon my sword, 
Came there a certain lord, neat, and trimly 

dress'd, 
Fresh as_a bridegreom; and his chin new 


reap 

Show’d like a stubble-land at harvest-home ; 

He was perfumed like a milliner ; 

And ’twixt his finger and his thumb he held 

A pouncet-box, which ever and anon 

He gave his nose and took’t away again ; 

Who therewith angry, when it next came 
there, * fo 

Took it in snuff; and still he smiled and talk’d, 

And as the soldiers bore dead bodies by, 

He call’d them untaught knayes, unmannerly, 

To bring a sloyenly unhandsome corse 

Betwixt the wind and his nobility. 

With many holiday and lady terms 

He question’d me; amongst the rest, de- 
manded 

My prisoners in your majesty’s behalf. x 

I then, all smarting with my wounds being 


cold, ' 
To be so pester’d with a popinjay, 50 
Out of my grief and my impatience, 
Answer'd neglectingly [know not what, 
He shoulds or he should not; for he made me 
mac 
To sce him shine so brisk and smell so sweet 
And talk so like a waiting-gentlewoman 
Of guns and drums and wounds,—God save the 
mark !— 
And telling me the sovereign’st thing on earth 
Was parmaceti for an inward bruise ; 
And that it was great pity, so it was, 
This villanous salt-petre should be digg’d 60 
Out of the bowels of the harmless carth, | 
Which many a good tail fellow had destroy’d 
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So cowardly ; and but for these vile guns, 
He would himself have been a soldier. 
This bald unjointed chat of his, my lord, 
I answer'd indirectly, as I said; 
And I beseech you, let not his report 
Come current for an accusation 
Betwixt my love and your high majesty. 
Blunt. The circumstance consider'd, good 
my lord, 
Whate'er Lord Harry Percy then had said 
To such a person and in such a place, 
At such a time, with all the rest retold, 
May reasonably die and never rise 
To do him wrong or any way impeach 
‘What then he said, so he unsay it now. 
King. Why, yet he doth deny his prisoners, 
But with proviso and exception, 
wey we ee our own charge shall ransom 
straight 
His brother-in-law, the foolish Mortimer; 
Who, on my soul, ‘hath wilfully betray’d 
The lives of those that he did lead to tight 
eepnet that great magician, damn’d Glen- 
dower, 
Whose daughter, as we hear, the Earl of March 
Hath lately married. Shall our coffers, then, 
Be emptied to redeem a traitor home? 
Shall we buy treason? and indent with fears, 
When they have lost and forfeited themselves ? 
No, on the barren mountains let him starve ; 
For I shall never hold that man my friend go 
Whose tongue shall ask me for one penny cost 
To ransom home revolted Mortimer. 
Hot. Revolted Mortimer! | 
He never did fall off, my sovereign liege, 
But by the chance of war: to prove that trve 
Needs no more but one tongue for all those 
wounds, "4 E 
Those mouthed wounds, which valiantly he 


took, 

When on the gentle Severn’s sedgy bank, 

In single opposition, hand to hand, 

He did confound the best part of an hour 109 

In changing hardiment with great Glendower : 

Three times they breathed and three times did 
they drink, fe 

Open agreement, of swift Severn’s flood ; 

Who then, affrighted with their bloody looks, 

Ran fearfully among the trembling reeds, 

And hid his crisp head in the hollow bank 

Bloodstained with these valiant combatants. 

Never did base and rotten policy 

Colour her working with such deadly wounds ; 

Nor never could the noble Mortimer 110 

Receive so many, and all willingly: 

Then Iet not him he slander'd with revolt. 

King. ‘Thou dost belie him, Percy, thou dost 

belie him; 3 

He never did encounter with Glendower : 

I tell thee, 2 

He durst as well have met the devil alone 

As Owen Glendower for an encmy. 

Art peut not ashamed? But, sirrah, hence- 

ort 

Let me not hear you speak of Mortimer: 

Send me your prisoners with th2 speediest 

120 


80 


means 
Or you shall hear in such a kind from me 
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As pall Wegkese you. My Lord Northumber- 
and, 

We license your departure with your son. _, 

Send ns your prisoners, or you will hear of it, 
[£xeunt ding Henry, Blunt, and train. 

Hot. An if the devil come and roar for them, 
I will not send them: I will after straight 
And tell him so; for I will ease my heart, 


zo} Albeit I make a hazard of my head. 


orth. What, drunk with choler? stay and 
pause awhile: 
Here comes your uncle. 


Re-enter WORCESTER. 

Hot. . Speak of Mortimer! 130 
*Zounds, I will speak of him; and let my soul 
Want mercy, if L do not join with him; 

ea, on his part L’ll empty all these veins, 
And shed my dear blood drop by drop in the 


dust, 
But [ will lift the down-trod Mortimer | 
As high in the air as this unthankful king, 
As this ingrate and canker'd Bolingbroke. 
Worth. Brother, the king hath made your 
nephew mad. * 
Wor. Who struck this heat up after I was 


gone? 
Hot, He will, forsooth, have all my pri- 
soners ; 140 
And when I urged the ransom once again 
Of my wife's brother, then his cheek look’d 
pale, 
And on my face he turn'd an eye of death, 
‘Trembling even at the name of Mortimer. 
Wor. i cannot blame him: was not he pro- 
clain’d = 
By Richard that dead is the next of blood? 
Worth. He was; I heard the proclamation : 
And then it was when the unhappy king,— 


Whose wrongs in us God pardon !—did set 
forth sul 
Upon his Irish expedition ; 150 


From whence he intercepted did return 
‘To be deposed and shortly murdered. 
Wor. And for whose death we in the world’s 
wide mouth 
Live scandalized and foully spoken of. 
Hot. But, soft, I pray you; did King Richard 


then : 
Proclaim my brother Edmund Mortimer 
Heir to the crown ? i. 4 
North. He did ; myself did hear it, 
Hot. Nay, then I cannot blame his cousin 


king, t 4 
That wish’d him on the barren mountains 


starve. 
But shall it be, that you, that set the crown 360 
Upon the head of this forgetful man 

And for his sake wear the detested blot 

Of murderous subornation, shall it be, 

That you a world of curses undergo, 

Being the pach or base second means, 

‘The cords, the ladder, or the hangman rather? 
O, pardon me that £ descend so low, 

To show the line and the predicament 

Wherein you range under this subtle king , 
Shall it for shame be spoken in these days, 170 
Or fill up chronicles in time to come, 
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That men of your nobility and power 
Did gage them both in an unjust behalf, 
AS Doth of you—God pardon it !—have done, 
To put down Richard, that sweet lovely rose, 
And plant this thorn, this canker, Bolingbroke? 
And shall it in more shame be further spoken, 
That you are fool'd, discarded and shook off 
By him for whom these shames ye under- 
went? 7 179 
No; yet time serves wherein you may redeem 
Your banish’d honours and restore yourselves 
Into the good thoughts of the world again, 
Revenge the jeering and disdain’d contempt 
Of this proud king, who studies day and night 
To answer all the debt he owes to you 
Tiven with the bloody payment of your deaths : 
Therefore, I say,— i 
Wor | Peace, cousin, say no more : 
And now I will unclasp a secret book, 
And to youn quick-conceiying discontents 
Ll read you matter deep and dangerous, 190 
As full of peril and adventurous spirit 
As to o’er-walk a current roaring loud 
On the unsteadfast footing of a spear. 
Hot. If he fall in, good night! or sink or 
swim: 
Send danger from the east unto the west, 
So honour cross it from the north to south, 
And let them grapple: O, the blood more stirs 
To rouse a lion than to start a hare! - 
North, Imagination of some great exploit 
Drives him beyond the bounds of patience. 209 
Hot. By heaven, methinks it were an easy 


leap, 

To pluck bright honour from the pale-faced 
moon, 

Or dive into the bottom of the deep, 

Where Sore could neyer touch the 

round, 

And pluck up drowned honour by the locks; 

So he that doth redeem her thence might wear 

Without corrival all her dignities : 

But out upon this hali-faced fellowship ! 

Wor. He apprehends a world of figures here, 
But not the form of what he should attend. 210 
Good cousin, give me audience for a while. 

Hot. I cry you mercy. 

Wor. } ‘Those same noble Scots 
That are your prisoners,— __ 

‘ot. T’ll keep them all; 
By God, he shall not have a Scot of them ; 
No, if a Scot would save his soul, he shall not: 
I'll keep them, by this hand. 

Wor. You start away 
And lend no ear unto my purposes. 

Those prisoners you shall cee. : 
ot. Nay, I will; that’s flat: 

He said he would not ransom Mortimer ; 

Forbad my tongue to speak of Mortimer; 220 

But I will find him when he lies asleep, 

And in his ear I'll holla ‘ Mortimer!’ 


ay, 
I'll have a starling shall be taught to speak 
Nothing but ‘ Mortimer,’ and give it him, 
To keep his anger still in motion. 

Wor. Wear you, cousin; a word. 

Hot. All studies here I solemnly defy, 
Save how to gall and pinch this Bolingbroke : 
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rel et same sword-and-buckler Prince of 
ales, 2 
But that I think his father loves him not Ee 
And would be glad he met with some mis- 
chance, : fe 
I would have him poison’d with a pot of ale, 
Wor. Farewell, kinsman: 1’ll talk to you 
When you are better temper’d to attend. 
North. Why, what a wasp-stung and impa- 
tient fool s 
Art thou to break into this woman's mood, 
Tying thine ear to no tongue but thine own! 
Hot. Why, look you, I am whipp'd and 
scourged with rods, | 
Nettled and stung with pismires, when I hear 
Of this vile politician, Bolingbroke, 24 
In Richard’s time,—what do you call the 
PBC es sie 
A plague upon it, it is in Gloucestershire; 
‘Pwas where the madcap duke his uncle kept, 
His uncle York ; where I first how'd my knee 
Unto this king of smiles, this Bolingbroke,— 
*Sblood !— 
When you and he came back from Ravyens- 
purgh. 
North, At Berkley castle. 
Hot. You say true: 250 
Why, what a candy deal of courtesy 
This fawning greyhound then did proffer me! 
Look, ‘when his infant fortune came to age,’ 
And ‘gentle Harry Percy,’ and ‘kind cousin ;’ 
O, the devil take such cozeners! 
me! 
Good uncle, tell your tale; I have done. 
Wor. Nay, if you have not, to it again; 
We will stay your leisure. 
Hot. 
Wor. 
prisoners. . 259 
Deliver them up without their ransom straight, 
And make the Douglas’ son your oniy mean 
For powers in Scotland; which, for divers 


reasons 
Which I shall send you written, be assured, 
Will easily be granted. You, my lord, 

To Northumberland. 

Your son in Scotland being thus employ’d, 
Shall secretly into the bosom creep 
Of that same noble prelate, well beloved, 
The archbishop. 

Hot. Of York, is it not? 

Wor. True; who bears hard 270 
His brother's death at Bristol, the Lord Scroop. 
I speak not this in estimation, 

As what I think might be, but what I know 
Js ruminated, plotted and set down, 
And only stays but to behold the face 
Of that occasion that shall bring it on, 
Hot. I smell it; upon my life, it will do 


God forgive 


have done, i’ faith. - 
Then once more to your Scottish 


well. 

North. Before the game is afoot, thou still 
let’st slip. 

Hot. Why, it cannot choose but be a noble 


plot: 
And then the poet of Scotland andof York, 280 
To join with Mortimer, ha? 

or, And so they shall. 
Hot. In faith, it is exceedingly well aim’ 
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Wor. And ’tis no little reason bids us speed, 
To save our heads by raising of a head ; 
For, bear ourselves as even as we can, 
The king will always think him in our debt, 
And think we think ourselves unsatisfied, 
Till he hath found a time to pay us home: 
And see already how he doth begin 
To make us strangers to his looks of love. 290 
Hot, He does, he does: we'll be revenged 
on him, | 
Wor. Cousin, farewell: no further go in 


this 
Than I by letters shall direct yous course, 
When time is ripe, which will be suddenly, 
T’li steal to Glendower and Lord Mortimer; 
Where you and Douglas and our powers at 
once, 
As I will fashion it, shall happily meet, 
To bear our fortunes in our own strong arms, 
Which now we hold at much uncertainty. 
North. Farewell, good brother: we shall 
thrive, I trust. 300 
Hot. Uncle, adieu: O, let the hours be 


short 
Till fields and blows and groans applaud our 
sport! [Exeunt. 


ACT IL 
Scene I. Rochester. An inn yard. 
Enter a Carrier with a lantern in his hand. 
First Car. Heigh-ho! an it be not four by 
the day, I'll be hanged: Charles’ wain is over 
the new chimney, and yet our horse not packed. 
What, ostler! 
Ost. [Within] Anon, anon. 
First Car. L prithee, Tom, beat Cut’s saddle, 
put a few flocks in the point; poor jade, is 
wrung in the withers out of all cess. 


Enter another Carrier. 


Sec. Car. Peas and beans are as dank here 
as a dog, and that is the next way to give poor 
jades the bots: this house is turned upside 
down since Robin Ostler died. i 

First Car. Poor fellow, never joyed since 
the price of oats rose; it was the death of him. 

Sec. Car. J think this be the most villanous 
house in all London road for fleas: I am stung 
likeatench. _. 

First Car. Like a tench! by the mass, there 
is ne’er a king christen could be better bit than 
Ihave been since the first cock. 20 

Sec. Car. Why, ilies, will allow us ne'er a 
jordan, and then we leak in your chimney ; and 
your chamber-lie breeds fleas like a loach. 

First Car. What, ostler! come away and 
be hanged! come away. 

Sec. Car. I have a gammon of bacon and 
two razes of ginger, to be delivered as far as 
Charing-cross. F 

First Car. God’s body! the turkeys in my 
pannier are quite starv What, ostler! A 

lague on thee! hast thou never an eye in thy 

ead? canst not hear? An ’twere not as good 
deed as drink, to break the pate on thee, [am 
a yery villain. Come, and be hanged! hast no 
faith in thee? 
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Gads. Good morrow, carriers. What's 
o'clock # 
First Car. I think it be two o'clock. 


Gads._ I prithee, lend me thy lantern, to see 
my gelding in the stable. 

First Car. Nay, by God, soft; I know a 
trick worth two of that, i’ faith. 4e 

Gads. I pray thee, lend me thine. 

Sec. Car, Ay. when? canst tell? Lend me 
thy lantern, quoth he? marry, L’ll see thee 
hanged first. 

Gads. Sirrah carrier, what time do you 
mean to come to London? , 

Sec. Car, Time enough to go to bed with 
a_candle, [ warrant thee. Come, neighbour 

Tugs, we’ll call up the gentlemen : they will 
along with company, for they haye great 
charge. [ixeunt Carriers. 

Gads. What, ho! chamberlain! 

Cham. [Within] At hand, quoth pick-purse. 

Gads, That’s even as fair as—at hand, quoth 
the chamberlain; for thou variest no more 
from Picking of purses than giving direction 
doth from labouring; thou layest the plot how. 


Enter Chamberlain. 


Cham. Good morrow, Master Gadshill. It 
holds current that I told you yesternight: 
there’s a franklin in the wild of Kent hath 
brought three hundred marks with him in 
gold: I heard him tell it to one of his com- 
pany last night at supper; a kind of auditor; 
one that hath abundance of charge too, God 
knows what. They are up already, and call for 
eggs and butter: they will away presently, 

Gads.  Sirrah, if they meet not with Saint 
Nicholas’ clerks, I’ll give thee this neck. 69 

mm. No, [ll none of it: I pray thee, 
keep that for the hangman; for I know thou 
worshippest Saint Nicholas as truly as a man 
of falsehood may. 

Guds. What talkest thou to me of the hang- 
man? if I hang, I’ll make a fat pair of gallows; 
for if I hang, old Sir John hangs with me, an 
thou knowest he is no starveling. Tut! there 
are other Trojans that thou dreamest not of, 
the which for sport sake are content to do the 
profession some grace; that would, if matters 
should be looked into, for their own credit sake, 
make all whole. I am joined with no foot 
dander no ongestad sixpenny strikers, 
none of these mad mustachio purple-hued 
malt-worms; but with nobility and tranquillity, 
burgomasters and great oneyers, such as can 
hold in, such as will strike sooner than speak, 
and speak sooner than drink, and drink sooner 
than pray: and yet, ’zounds, I lie; for they 
pray continually-to their saint, the common- 
wealth; or rather, not pray to her, but prey on 
her, for they, ride up and down on her and 
make her their boots. or 

Cham. What, the commonwealth their 
boots? will she hold out water in foul way? 
_G@ads. She will, she will; justice hath 
liquored her. We steal as in a castle, cock- 
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sure; we have the receipt of fern-seed, we walk 
invisible. : ‘ 

Cham. Nay, by my faith, I think you are 
more beholding tc the night than to fern-seed 
for your walking invisible. . 

‘ads. Give methy hand: thou shalt havea 
share in our purchase, as Tam a true man. 101 

Cham. Nay, rather let me have it, as you 
are a false thief. 

Gads. Go to; ‘homo’ is a common name 
to all men. Bid the ostler bring my gelding 
out of the stable. I'arewell, yoummuddy knave. 

[Eceunt. 


SognEIL. The highway, near Gadshill. 
Enter Prinoz Henry and Poms. 


Poins, Come, shelter, shelter: I haye re- 
moved Falstafi’s horse, and he frets like a 
gummed velvet. 

Prince. Stand close. 


Enter FAustarr. 


Fal. Poins! Poins, and be hanged! Poins! 

Prince. Peace, ye fat-kidneyed rascal! what 
a brawling dost thou keep! 

fal. Where’s Poins, Hal? 

Prince. He is walked up to the top of the 
hill: Ill go seek him. 9 

Iam accursed to rob in that thiefs 
company: the rascal hath removed my horse, 
and tied him I know not where. If I travel 
but four foot by the squier further afoot, I shall 
break my wind. Well, I doubt not but to die 
a fair death for all this, if I ’scape hanging 
for lalling that rogue. I have forsworn 
company hourly any time this two and twenty 
years, and yet [ am bewitched with the rogue’s 
company. If the rascal have not given me 
medicines to make me love him, I’ll be 
hanged ; it could not be else; I have drunk 
medicines. Poins! Hal! a plague upon you 
both! Bardolph! Peto! I’ll starve ere I?ll 
rob a foot further. An ’twere not as good a 
deed as drink, to turn true man and to leave 
these rogues, tam the veriest varlet that ever 
chewed with a tooth. Eight yards of uneven 
ground is threescore and ten miles afoot with 
me; and the stony-hearted villains know it 
well enough: a plague upon it when thieves 
cannot be true one to another! [hey whistle.] 
Whew! A plague upon you all! Give me my 
Hea rou rogues; give me my horse, and be 

anged 

Prince. Peace, ye fat-guts! lie down; lay 

ine ear close to the ground and list if thou 
canst hear the tread of travellers. 

Fal, Have you any levers to lift me up 
again, being down? ’Sblood, I’ll not bear mine 
own flesh so far afoot again for all the coin in 
thy father’s exchequer. What a plague mean 


ye to colt me thus? 40 
thou art not colted, 


Prince. Thou liest; 
thou art_uncolted. 

Fal. I prithee, good Prince Hal, help me to 
my horse, good king's son. 

es Out, ye rogue! shall I be your 
ostler 
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Fal. Go hang thyself in thine own heir. 
apparent garters! I be ta’en, 171 peach for 
this. An I have not ballads made on you all 
and sung to filthy tunes, let a cup of sack be 
my poison: when a jest is so forward, and afoot 
too! I hate it. 


Enter GADSHILL, BARDOLPH and Peto 
with him. 


Fads. Stand. 
Fal. So I do, against my will. 


Poins. O, tis our setter: I know his voice, 
Bardens what news? 
Bard. 


Case ye, case ye; on with your viz. 
ards: there’s money of t! he king's coming down 
the hill; “tis going to the king's exchequer, 

Fal. You lie, ye rogue; tis going to the 
king’s tavern. 

Gads, There’s enough tomakeusall, 60 

Fal, To be hanged. 

Prince. Sirs, you four shall front them in 
the narrow lane; Ned Poins and I will walk 
lower: if they ’scape from your encounter, then 
they light on us. 


Peto, How many be there of them? 
Gads. Some eight or ten. 


Fal. °Zounds, will they not rob us? 

Prince. What,a coward, Sir John Paunch? 

Fal. Indeed, Iam not John of Gaunt, your 
grandfather; but yet no coward, Hal. 71 

Prince. Well, we leave that to the proof. 

Poins. Sirrah Jack, thy horse stands behind 
the hedge: when thou needest him, there thou 
shalt find him. Farewell, and stand fast. 

Fal. Now cannot I strike him, if I should 
be hanged. 

Prince. Ned, where are our disguises? 

Poins. Here, hard by: stand close. : 

[Excwnt Prince and Poins. 

Fal. Now, my masters, happy man be his 

dole, say I: every man to his business. 


Enter the Travellers. 


First Trav. Come, neighbour: the bo: 
shall lead our horses down the hill; we’ll wal 
afoot awhile, and case our legs. 

Thieves. Stand! 

Travellers. Jesus bless us! 

fal. Strike; down with them; cut. the 
villains’ throats: ah! whoreson caterpillars! 
bacon-fed knaves! they hate us youth: down 
with them; fleece them. go 

Travellers. O, we are undone, both we and 
ours for ever! 

Fal. Hang ye, gorbellied knaves, are ye 
undone? No, ye fat chufls; I would your 
store were here! On, bacons, on! What, ye 
knayes! young men must live. You are grand- 
jurors, are ye? we’ll jure ye, ’faith. 

[Here they rob them and bind them. Exeunt. 


Re-enter Prince Henry and Porns. 
Prince. The thieves have bound the true 
men. Now could thou and I rob the thieves 
and go merrily to London, it would be argu- 
ment for a week, laughter for a month and a 
good jest for ever. : 
Powns. Stand close; I hear them coming. 
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Enter the Thieves again. 


Fal. Come, my masters, let us share, and 
then to horse before day. An the Prince and 
Poins be not two arrant cowards, there’s no 
equity stirring: there’s no more valour in that 
Poins than in a wild-duck. 

Prince. Your money! 

Poins. Villains! Tro 
TAs they are sharing, the Prince and 

Poins set BOT them ; they allrun 

away; and Falstag, after a blow 

or two, runs away too, leaving 
the booty behind them.] 

Prince. Got with much ease. Now merrily 

to horse: 
The thieves are all scatter’d and possess’d with 


ear 

So strongly that they dare not meet each other; 

Each takes his fellow for an officer. 

Away, good Ned. Falstaff sweats to death, 

And lards the lean earth as he walks along : 

Were’t not for laughing, I should pity him. 
Poins. Wow the rogue roar’d! [Exeunt. 


Scene UL. Warkworth castle. 
Enter Hotspur, solus, reading « letter. 


Hot. ‘But, for mine own part, my lord, 
I could be well contented to be t! ere, in respect 
of the love I bear your house.’ He could be 
contented : why is he not, then? In respect of 
the love he bears our house: he shows in this, 
he loves his own barn better than he loves our 
house. Let meseesome more. ‘The purpose 
you undertake is dangerous ;’—why, that’s 
certain : tis dangerous to take a cold, to sleep, 
to drink; but I tell you, my lord fool, out of 
this nettle, danger, we pluck this flower, safety. 
‘The purpose you undertake is dangerous; the 
friends you have named uncertain; the time 
itself unsorted ; and your whole plot too light 
for the counterpoise of so great an opposition.” 
Say you so, say youso? Isay unto you again, 

ou are a shallow cowardly hind, and you lie. 

What a lack-brain is this! By the Lord, our 
plot isa good plot as ever was laid; our friends 
true and constant: a good plot, good friends, 
and full of expectation; an excellent plot, very 
good friends. What.a frosty-spirited rogue is 
this! Why, my lord of York commends the 
plot and the general course of the action. 
Zounds, an I were now by this rascal, I could 
brain him with his lady’s fan. Is there not 
my father, my uncle and myself? lord Edmund 
Mortimer my lord of York and Owen Glen- 
dower? is there not besides the Douglas? have 
Inot all their letters to meet me in arms by 
the ninth of the next month? and are they not 
some of them set forward already? What a 
pagan rascal is this! an infidel! Ha! you shall 
see now in very sincerity of fear and cold heart, 
will he to the king and lay open all our pro- 
ceedings. O, I could divide myself and go to 
buffets, for moving such a dish of skim milk 
with so honourable an action! Hang him! let 
him tell the king: we are prepared. I will set 
forward to-night. 
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Enter Lavy Percy. 
How now, Kate! I must leave you within these 


two hours. : 
Lady. O,my good lord, why are you thus 
alone? 40 


For what offence have I this fortnight been 

A banish’d woman from my Harry's bed? 

Tell ae sweet lord, what is’t that takes from 
thee 

Thy stomach, pleasure and thy golden sleep? 

Why dost thou bend thine eyes upon the earth, 

And start so often when thou sit’st alone? 

Why hast thou lost the fresh blood in thy 
cheeks ; i 

And given my treasures and my rights of thee 

‘To thick-eyed musing and cursed melancholy ? 

In thy faint slumbers I by thee have watch’d, 

And heard thee murmur tales of iron wars; 5% 

Speak terms of manage to thy bounding steed ; 

Cry pgpumeee! to the field!” And thou hast 

Ik 


a 

Of sallies and retires, of trenches, tents, 

Of palisadoes, frontiers, parapets, 

Of basilisks, of cannon, culyerin, 3 

Of prisoners’ ransom and of soldiers slain, 

And all the currents of a heady fight. 

The spirit within thee hath been so at war 

And thus hath so bestirr’d thee in thy sleep, 60 

That beads of sweat have stood upon thy brow, 

Like bubbles in a late-disturbed stream ; 

And in thy face strange motions have appear'd, 

Such as we see when men restrain their breath 

On some great sudden hest. O, what portents 

are these? | 3 

Some heavy business hath my lord in hand, 

And I must know it, else he loves me not. 
Hot. What, ho! 


Enter Servant. 


Is Gilliams with the packet gone? 
Serv. He Ig my lord, an hour ago. 
utle 


Hot. Hath r brought those horses from 
the sheriff? 72 
Serv. One horse, my lord, he brought even 


now. ie 
Hot. What horse? a roan, a crop-ear, is it 


not? 

Serv. It is, my lord. 

Hot. That roan shall be my throne. 
Well, I will back him straight: O esperance! 
Bid Butler lead him forth into the park. 

Eweit Servant, 

Lady. But hear you, my lord. 

Hot. Whatsay’st thou, my lady? 

Lady._ What is it carries you away? 

Hot, Why, my horse, my love, my horse, 

Lady. Out, you mad-headed ape! 

A weasel hath not such a deal of spleen 

As you are toss’d with. In faith, 

Tirknow your business, Harry, that I will. 

I fear my brother Mortimer doth stir 

About his title, and hath sent for you 

To line his enterprize : but if you go,— 
Hot. So far afoot, I shall be weary, love. 
Lady. Come, come, you paraquito, answer 


80 


me 
Directly unto this question that I ask: 
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In faith, I'll break thy little finger, Harry, 
An if thou wilt not tell me all things true. 
Hot. Away, 
Away, you trifler! Love! I love thee not, 
I care not for thee, Kate: this is no world 
‘To play with mammets and to tilt with lips: 
We must have bloody noses and crack’d 
crowns, 4 
And pass them current too. God's me, my 


horse | 
What say’st thou, Kate? what would’st thou 
have with me? 
Lady. Do you not love me? do you not, 
indeed? 3 99 
Well, do not then; for since you love me not, 
I will not love myselE. Do you not love me? 
Nay, tell me if you speak in jest or no. 
Hot. Come, wilt thou see me tide? 
And when I am o’ horseback, I will swear 
Tlove thee infinitely. But hark you, Kate; 
I must not have you henceforth question me 
Whither I go, nor reason whereabout : 
Whither I must, I must; and, to conclude, 
This evening must J leave you, entle Kate. 
ow you wise, but yet no farther wise 
Than Harry Percy’s wife: constant you are, 
But yet a woman: and for secrecy, 
No lady closer; for I well believe 
Thou wilt not utter what thou dost not know ; 
And so far will I trust thee, gentle Kate. 
Lady. How! so far? 
ate Not an inch further. But hark you, 
Kate: 
Whither J go, thither shall you go too; 
To-day will I set forth, to-morrow you. 119 
Will this content you, Kate? 

Lady. It must of force. [Exeunt. 
ScenEIV. The Boar’s-Head Tavern, 
Eastcheap. 

Enter the PRINCE, and Porns. 


Prince. Ned, prithee, come out of that fat 
room, and Jend me thy hand to laugh a little. 

Powns. Where hast been, Hal? 

Prince. With three or four loggerheads 
amongst three or four score hogsheads, I haye 
sounded the very base-string of humility. Sir- 
rah, I am sworn brother to a leash of drawers ; 
and can call them all by their christen names, 
as Tom, Dick, and Francis. They take it 
already upon their salvation, that though I be 
but Prince of Wales, yet £ am the king of 
courtesy; and tell me flatly I am no proud 
Jack, like Falstaff, but a Corinthian, a lad of 
mettle, a good boy, by the Lord, so they call 
me, and when I am king of England, I shall 
command all the good lads in Eastcheap. 
They call drinking deep, dyeing scarlet; and 
when you breathe in your watering, they cry 
‘hem!’ and bid you play it off. To conclude, 
Tam so good a proficient in one quarter of an 
hour, that I can drink with any tinker in_his 
own language during my life. I tell thee, Ned, 
thou hast lost much honour, that thou we 
not with me in this action. But, swect N ed,— 
to sweeten which name of Ned, t give thee this 
pennyworth of sugar, clapped even now into 


110 
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go | my hand by an under-skinker, one that never 


spake other English in his life than ‘Hight 
shillings and sixpence,’ and ‘ You are welcome,’ 
with this shrill addition, ‘Anon, anon, sir! 
Score a pint of bastard in the Half-moon,’ or 
so. But, Ned, to drive away the time till 
Yalstaff come, I rithee, do thou stand in some 
by-room, while question my puny drawer to 
what end he gave me the sugar; and do thou 
never leave calling ‘Francis,’ that his tale to 


me may be nothing but ‘Anon.’ Step aside, 
and Ill show thee a precedent. 
Poins. Francis! 
Prince. Thou art perfect. 39 
Poins. Francis! [Zit Poins, 


Enter Francis. 


Fran, Anon, anon, sir. Look down into 
the Pomgarnet, Ralph. " 
Prince. Come hither, Francis. 


Fran. My lord? R 

Prince. How long hast thou to serve, 
Francis? 

Fran. Forsooth, five years, and 9s much 
as to— 

Poins. [Within] Francis! 

Fran. non, anon, sir. 


f ¢ 49 
Prince. Five feat by’r lady, a long lease 
for the clinking of pewter. But, J'rancis, darest 
thou beso valiant as to play the coward with thy 
indenture and show it a fair pair of heels and 
run from it? 

Fran. O Lord, sir, I’ll be sworn upon all 
the books in England, I could find in my heart, 

Poins. Within] Trancis! 

Fran. Anon, sir. 

Prince. _How old art thou, Francis? 

Fran. Let me sec—about Michaelmas next 
I shall bee 61 


Poins. [Within] Francis! 
; cana on, sir, Pray stay a little, my 
lord. 


Prince. Nay, but hark you, Francis: for the 
sugar thou gavest me, "twas a pennyworth, 
was’t not? 7 

Fran. O Lord, I would it had been twot 

Prince. I will give thee for it a thousand 
pound : ask me when thou wilt, and thou shalt 
have it. 5 “ 70 

Poins. [Within] Francis! 

vam. Anon,anon. | 

Prince. Anon, Francis? No, Francis; but 
to-morrow, Francis; or Francis, o’ Thursday ; 
or indeed, Francis, when thou wilt. But, 
Francis! . 

Fran. My lord? pestis 

Prince. Wilt thou rob this leathern jerkin, 
crystal-button, not-pated, agate-ring,  puke- 


stocking, caddis-garter,smooth-tongue, Spanish- 
pouch,— : 80 
Fran. QO Lord, sir, who do you mean? 


Prince. Why, then, your brown bastard is 
your only drink} for Took you, Francis, your 
white canvas doublet will sully; in Barbary, 
sir, it cannot come to so much. 

Fran. What, sir? Fr 

Poins, [Within] Francis! 
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Prince. Away, yourogue! dost thou not hear 
them call? 

[Here they both callhim; the drawer stands 

amazed, not knowing which way to go. 


Enter Vintner, 


Vint. | ‘What, standest thou still, and hearest 
such a ‘calling? Look to the guests within. 
Exit Francis.) My lord, old Sir John, with 
half-a-dozen more, are at the door: shall I let 
them in? 

Prince. Let them alone awhile, and then 
open the door, [Exit Vintner.] Poins | 


Re-enter Poms. 

Poins. Anon, anon, sir, 

Prince. Sirrah, Falstaff and the rest of the 
thieves are at the door: shall we be merry? 99 

Poins, As merry as crickets, my lad. But 
hark ye; what cunning match haye you made 
with oe jest of the drawer? come, what’s the 
issue 

Prince. Lam now of all humours that have 
showed themselves humours since the old days 
of goodman Adam to the pupil age of this pre- 
sent twelve o’clock at midnight. 


Re-enter FRANCIS. 


Whai’s o'clock, Francis? 

Fran. Anon, anon, sir. Exit. 

Prince. That ever this fellow should have 
fewer words than a parrot, and yet the son of 
awoman! His industry is up-stairs and down- 
stairs; his eloquence the parcel of a reckoning. 
Iam not yet of Percy’s mind, the Hotspur of 
the north; he that kills me some six or seven 
dozen of Scots at, a breakfast, washes his hands, 
and says to his wife ‘Fie upon this quiet life! I 
want work.’ ‘O my sweet Harry,’ says she, 
“how many hast thou killed to-day?” ‘Givemy 
roan horse a drench,’ says he; and answers 
‘Some fourteen,’ an hour after; ‘a trifle, a 
trifle’ I prithee, call in Falstaff: Ill play 
Percy, and that damned brawn shall play Dame 
Mortimer his wife. ‘Rivol’ says the drunkard. 
Call in ribs, call in tallow. 


Enter FaLstTarr, GADSHILL, BARDOLPH, and 
Pet0; FRANOIS following with wine. 
° pacts, Welcome, Jack: where hast thou 
een 

Fal. A plague of all cowards, I say, and a 
vengeance too! marry, andamen! Give mea 
cup of sack, boy. Ere I lead this life long, Ill 
sew nether stocks and mend them and foot them 
too. A plague of all cowards! Give mea cup 
of sack, rogue, Is there no virtue extant? _ 

: He drinks. 

Prince. Didst thou never see Titan kiss a 
dish of butter? pitiful-hearted Titan, that 
melted at the sweet tale of the sun’s! if thou 
didst, then behold that compound. 

Fal, Yourogue, here’slime in this sack too : 
there is nothing but roguery to be found in vil- 
Janous man ; yet a coward is worse than a cup 
of sack with lime in it. A villanous coward! 
Go thy ways, old Jack; die when thou wilt, if 
manhood, good manhood, be not forgot upon 
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the face of the earth, then am I a shotten her- 
ring. There live not three good men unhanged 
in England; and one of them is fat and grows 
old: God help the while! a bad world, I say. 
I would I were a weaver; I could sing psalms 
eae thing. A plague of all cowards, I say 
still. 

Prince. How now,‘wool-sack! what mutter 
you? 149 
Fal. A king’sson! If I donot beat thee out 
of thy kingdom with a dagger of lath, and drive 
all thy subjects afore thee like a flock of wild- 
Geese, I'll never wear hair on my face more. 

ou Prince of Wales! 

Prince. Why, you whoreson round man, 
what’s the matter? 

Fal. Are not you a coward? answer me to 
that: and Poins there ? 

Poins. ’Zounds, ye fat paunch, an ye call 
me coward, by the Lord, I’ll stab thee. 160 

Fat. I call thee coward! I’llsee thee damned 
ere I call thee coward: but I would give a thou- 
sand pound I could run as fast as thou canst. 
You are straight enough in the shoulders, you 
care not who sees your back: call you that 
backing of your friends? A plague upon such 
backing! give methem that willfaceme. Give 
ae cup of sack; Iam a rogue, if I 

o-day. 

Prince. O villain! thy lips are scarce wiped 
since thou drunkest last. i 271 

Fal. All’s one for that. [fe drinks.) A 
plague of all cowai still say 

Prince. What’s the matter? 

Fal. What’s thematter! there be four of us 
here have ta’en a thousand pound this day 
morning. ss 

Prince. Where isit, Jack? where is it? 

Fal. Where is it! taken from us it is: a 
hundred upon poor four of us. 180 

Prince. What, a hundred, man? 

Fal. I am_ao rogue, if I were not at half- 
sword with a dozen of them two hours together. 
I have ’scaped by miracle. I am eight times 
thrust through the doublet, four through the 
hose; my buckler cut through and through ; m; 
sword hacked like a hand-saw—ecce signum! 
never dealt better since I was aman: all would 
not do. A plague of all cowards! Let them 
speak: if they speak more or less than truth, 
they are villains and the sons of darkness, 191 

Prince._ Speak, sirs; how was it? 

Gads. We four set upon some dozen— 

Fal. Sixteen at least, my lord. 

Gads. And bound them. 

Peto. No, no, they were not bound. 

Fal. Yourogue, they were bound, every man 
of them; or Lam a Jew else, an Ebrew Jew. 

Gads. As we were sharing, some six or seven 
fresh men set upon us— 200 

Fal. And unbound the rest, and then come 
in the other, < 

Prince. What, fought you with them all? 

Fal. All! I know not what you call all; but 
if I fought not with fifty of them, [ama bunch 
of radish: if there were not two or three and 
fifty upon poor old Jack, then am I no two- 
legged creature. 


unix 
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Prince. Pray God you have not murdered 
some of them. E 210 

al. Nay, that’s past praying for: I have 
Peppered two of them; two I am sure I have 
paid, two rogues in buckram suits. I tell thee 
what, Hal, if I tell thee a lie, spit in m face, 
call me horse, Thou knowest my old ward; here 
T Jay, and thus I bore my point. Four rogues 
in buckram Jet drive at me— ? 

Prince. What, four? thou saidst but two 
even now, 

Hal. Four, Hal; I told thee four. 

Poins. Ay, ay, he said four. R 

fal. These four came all a-front, and mainly 
thrust at me. Imade me no moreado but took 
all their seven points in my target, thus. 

Prince. Seven? why, there were but four 
eyen now. 

Fal. In buckram? 

Poins. Ay, four, in buckram suits. . 

gts Seven, by these hilts, or Iam a villain 
else, 2 
Prince. Prithee, let him alone; we shall 
haye more anon. 

Fal. Dost thou hear me, Hal? 

Prince. Ay, and mark thee too, Jack. 


220 


Fal. Do so, for it is worth the listening 
oe These nine in buckram that I told thee 
of— 


Prince. So, two more already. 

Fal. Their points being broken, — 

Poins. Down fell their hose. 239 

Fal. Began to give Ime ground: but I fol- 
lowed me close, came in foot and hand; and 
with a thought seven of the eleven I paid. 

Prince. © monstrous! eleven buckram men 
grown out of two! 

Fal. But, as the deyil would have it, three 
misbegotten knaves in Kendal green came at my 
back and let driveat me; for it wasso dark, Hal, 
that thou couldst not see thy hand. 

Prince. These lies are like their father that 
begets them; gross as a mountain, open, palpa- 
ble. _ Why, thou clay-brained guts, thou knotty- 
pated fool, thou whoreson, obscene, greasy 
tallow-catch,— z 

Fal. What art thou mad? art thou mad? is 
not the truth the truth? 

Prince. Why, how couldst thou know these 
men in Kendal green, when it was so dark thou 
couldst not see thy hand? come, tell us your 
reason : what sayest thou to this? 259 

Poins. Come, your reason, Jack, your reason. 

Fal. What, upon compulsion? *Zounds, an 
I were at the strappado, or all the racks in the 
world, I would not tell you on compulsion. Give 
you a reason on compulsion! if reasons were as 
plentiful as blackberries, I would 
@ reason upon compulsion, I. %. 3 

Prince. I'll be no Jonse Builty of this sin; 
this sanguine coward, this be Presser) this 
horseback-breaker, this huge hill of flesh,— 5 

Fal. ‘Sblood, you starveling, you. elf-skin, 
you dried neat’s tongue, you bull's izzle, you 
stock-fish! O for breath to utter what is like 
thee! you tailor's-vard, you sheath, you bow- 
case, you vile standing-tuck,—_ 

Prince. Well, breathe awhile, and then to it 


give no man 
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again: and when thou hast tired thyself in base 
comparisons, hear me speak but this, 

Poins. Mark, Jack. 

Prince. We two saw you four set on four 
and bound them, and were Inasters of their 
wealth. Mark now, how a plain tale shall put 
youdown. Then did we two set on you four; 
and, with a word, out-faced you from your 
prize,. and have it; yea, and can show it you 
nere in the house: and, Falstaft, you carried 
your guts away as nimbly, with as quick dex. 
terity, and roared for mercy and still run and 
roared, as ever I heard bull-calf. What a slave 
art thou, to hack thy sword as thou hast done, 
and then say it wasin fight! What trick, what 
device, what starting-hole, canst thou now find 
out to hide thee from this open and apparent 
shame? 

Poins. Come, 
hast thou now? 

Fal. By the Lord, I knew ye as well as he 


let’s heax, Jack; what trick 


30 | that made ye. Why, hear you, my masters: 


was it for me to kill the heir-apparent? should 
Iturn upon the true prince? why, thou knowest 

am as valiant as Hercules: but beware in- 
Stinet; the lion will not touch the true prince, 
Instinct 1s a great matter; I was now a coward 
on instinct. ‘I shall think the better of myself 
and thee during my life; I for a valiant lion, 
and thou for a true prince. But, by the Lord, 
lads, Tam glad you have the money. Hostess, 
clap to the doors: watch to-night, pray to-mor- 
row. Gallants, lads, boys, hearts of gold, all the 
titles of good fellowship come to you! What, 
shallivre be merry? shall we have a play extem- 
pore 

Prince. Content; andthe argument shall be 
thy running away. gir 

fal. Ah, no more of that, Hal, an thou 
lovest me! 


Enter Hostess. 


Host. O Jesu, my lord the prince! 

Prince. How now, my lady the hostess! 
what sayest thou to me? 

Host. Marry, my lord, there is a nobleman 
of the court at door would Spee with you: he 
says he comes from your father. 319 

Prince. Give himas much as will make him 
a royal man, and send him back again to my 
mother, 

Fal. What manner of man is he? 

Fost. An old man. 

Zal.| What doth gravity out of his bed at 
midnight? Shall I give him his answer? 

vince. Prithee, do, Jack, : 

Fal. Faith, and 11 send him packin moni 

Hacit. 

Prince. Now, sirs: by’r lady, you fought 
fair; so did you, Peto; so did you, Bardolph: 
you are lions too, you ran away upon instinct, 
you will not touch the true prince; no, fie! 

Bard. *¥aith, Tran when I saw others run. 

Prince. ’Faith, tell me now in earnest, how 
came Falstaff’s sword so hacked ? i 

Peto. Why, he hacked it with his dagger, 
and said he would swear truth out of England 
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but he would make you believe it was done in 
fight, and persuaded us to do the like. 339 

Bard. Yea, and to tickle our noses with 
spear-grass to make them bleed, and then to be- 
slubber our garments with it and swear it was 
the blood of true men. I did that I did not 
this seven year before, I blushed to hear his 
monstrous devices, 

Prince. O villain, thou stolest a cup of sack 
eighteen years ago, and wert taken with the 
manner, and ever since thou hast blushed ex- 
tempore. Thou hadst fire and sword on thy 
side, and yet thou rannest away: what instinct 
hadst thou for it? 350 

Bard. My lord, do you see these meteors? 
do you behold these exhalations? 


Prince. Ido. . 
Bard. What think you OH portend? 
Prince. Hot livers and cold purses. 


Bard. Choler, my lord, if rightly taken. 
Prince. No, it rightly taken, halter. 


Re-enter FALSTAFF. 


Here comes Jean Jack, here comes bare-bone. 
How now, my sweet creature of bombast 1 How 
long i *t ago, Jack, since thou sawest thine Ov 

ee 361 

Fal._My own knee! when I was about thy 
years, Hal, I was not an eagle’s talon in the 
waist; I could have rep into any alderman’s 
thumb-ring : a plague of sighing and grief! it 
blows a man up like a bladder. There’s vil- 
lanous news abroad : here was Sir John Bracy 
from your father ; you must to the court in the 
morning. That same mad fellow of the north, 
Percy, and he of Wales, that pave Amamon the 
bastinado and_ made Lucifer cuckold and 
swore the devil his true liegeman upon the 
cross of a Welsh hook—what a plague call you 


ne 

Poins. O, Glendower. = 

Fal. Owen, Owen, the same; and his son- 
in-law Mortimer, and old Northumberland, and 
that sprightly Scot of Scots, Douglas, that runs 
o’ horseback up a hill perpendicular,— ss 

Prince. He that rides at high speed and with 
his pistol kills a sparrow flying. 380 

Fal. You haye hit it. 

Prince. So did he never the sparrow. 3 

Fal, Well, that rascal hath good mettle in 
him; he will not run. 

Prince. Why, whata rascal art thou then, to 
praise him so for running! 

Fal. ©’ horseback, ye cuckoo; but afoot he 
will not budge a foot. ike 

Prince. Yes, Jack, upon instinct. 38 

Fal. I grant ye, upon instinct. Well, he is 
there too, and one Mordake, and a thousand 
blue-caps more: Worcester is stolen away to- 
night; thy father’s beard is turned white with 
the news: you may buy land now as cheap as 
stinking mackerel. il palry 

Prince. Why,, then, it is like, if there come 
ahot June and this civil bufleting hold, we shall 
buy maidenheads as they buy hob-nails, by the 
hundreds. 399 

Fal. By the mass, lad, thou sayest true; itis 
like we shall haye good trading that way. But 
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tell me, Hal, art not thou horrible afeard? thou 
being heir-apparent, could the world pick thee 
out three such enemies again as that fiend 
Douglas, that spirit Percy, and that devil Glen- 
dower? Art thou not horribly afraid? doth not 
thy blood thrill at it? 

Prince. Nota whit, i’ faith; I lack some of 
thy instinct. i _, 409 

Fal. Well, thou wilt be horribly. chid to- 
morrow when thou comest to thy father: if 
thou love me, practise an answer. 

Prince. Do thou stand for my father, and 
examine me upon the particulars of my life, 

Fal. Shall 1? content: this chair shall be 
my state, this dagger my sceptre, and this 
cushion my crown. | pe 

Prince. Thy state is taken fora joined-stool, 
thy golden sceptre for a leaden dagger, and thy 
precious rich crown for a pitiful bald crown ! 

Fal. Well, an the fire of grace be not quite 
out of thee, now shaltthou be moved. Giveme 
a cup of sack to make my cyes look red, that it 
may be thought I have wept; for must speakin 
passion, and { will do it in King Cambyses’ vein. 

Prince. Well, here is my leg. 


al. And here is my speech. Stand aside, 
nobility. 429 
Host. O Jesu, this is excellent sport, i’ faith! 


Fal. Weep not, sweet queen; for trickling 
tears are vain. t 

Host. O, the father, how he holds his counte- 
nance! 

fal. For God’s sake, lords, convey my trist- 

ful queen ; 

For tears do stop the flood-gates of her eyes. 

Host. © Jesu, he doth it as like onc of these 
harlotry players as ever I see! : 

Fal. Peace, good pint-pot ; peace, good tickle- 
brain. Harry, [ do not onl: marvel where thou 
spendest thy time, but also how. thou art accom- 
panied: for though the camomile, the more it is 
trodden on the faster it grows, yet youth, the 
more it is wasted thesoonerit wears. Thatthou 
art my son, I haye partly thy. mother’s word, 
partly my own opinion, but chiefly a villanous 
trick of thine eye and a foolish hanging of thy 
nether lip, that doth warrant me. If then thou 
beson tome, here lies the point; why, beingson 
to me, art thou so pointed at? Shall the blessed 
sun of heaven proye a micher and cat black- 
berries ? a question not to be asked. Shall the 
son of England prove a thief and take purses? 
a question to be asked. There is a thing, 
Harry, which thou hast often heard of and it is 
known to many in our land by the name of 


9 pieens this pitch, as ancient writers do report, 


oth defile ; so doth the company thou keepest:: 
for, Harry, now I do not speak to thee in drink 
but in tears, not in pleasure but in passion, not 
in words only, but in woes also: and yet there 
is a virtuous man whom I have often noted in 
thy. company, but I know not hismame. 46x 
Prince. What manner of man, an it like your 
pineal WY tie 
‘al. A goodly portly man, i’ faith, and a 
corpulent ; ofa cheerful look, a Pleasing eyeand 
a most noble carriage ; and, as I think, his age 


some fifty, or, by ’rlady, inclining to threescore; 
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and now I remember me, his name is Falstaff : 
if that man should be lewdly given, he deceiveth 
me; for, Harry, Isee virtue in hislooks. If then 
the tree may be known by the fruit, as the fruit 
by the tree, then, peter I speak it, there 
isvirtue in that Falstaff: him keep with, the rest 
banish. d tell me now, thou naughty varlet, 
tell me, where hast thou been this month ? 
Prince. Dost thou speak like a king? Do 
thou stand for me, and I’ll play my father, 
Fal. Depose me? if thou dost it half so 
gravely, so majestically, both in word and 
Tater, 
sucker or a poulter’s hare. 48x 
Prince. Well, here I am set. 
Hal. And here I stand: judge, my masters. 
Prince._ Now, Harry, whence come you? 
Fal. My noble lord, from Kastcheap. 
Prince. The complaints I hear of thee are 


grievous, 
‘al. ’Sblood, my lord, they are false: nay, 
I'll tickle ye for a young prince, i’ faith. "489 
rince, 
henceforth ne'er look on me, Thou art violent- 
ly carried away from grace: there is a devil 
haunts thee in the likeness of anold fat man; a 
tun of man is thy companion. Why dost thou 
conyerse with that trunk of humours, that 
bolting-hutch of beastliness, that swollen parcel 
of dropsies, that huge bombard of sack, that 
stuffed cloak-bag of guts, that roasted Manning- 
tree ox with the pudding in his belly, that 
reverend vice, that grey iniquity, that father 
ruffian, that vanity in years? “Wherein is he 
good, but to taste sack and drink it? wherein 
heat and cleanly, but to carve a capon and eat 
it? wherein cunning, but in craft? wherein 
crafty, but in villany? wherein villanous, but in 
all things? wherein worthy, but in nothing? 
Fal. Iwould your grace would take me with 
you: whom means your grace? : 
Prince, Thatvillanous abominable misleader 
of youth, Falstaff, that old white-bearded Satan. 


‘al. My lord, the man I know, 510 


Prince. I know thou dost. 

Fal. But to say I know more harm in him 
than in myself, were to say more than I know. 
That he is old, the more the pity, his white hairs 
do witness it; but that he is, saving your rever- 
ence, a whoremaster, that I utterly deny. If 
sack and sugar be a fault, God help the wicked! 
if to be old and merry be a sin, then many an 
old host that J know is damned : if to be fat be 
to be hated, then Pharaoh’s lean kine are to be 
loved. No, my pood Jord; banish Peto, banish 
Bardolph, banish Poins: but for sweet Jack 
Falstaff, kind Jack Falstaff, true Jack Falstaff, 
valiant: ack Falstaff, and therefore more valiant, 
being, as _he is, old Jack Falstaff, banish not 
him thy Harry’s company, banish not him thy 
Harry’s company: banish plump Jack, and 
banish all the world. 

Prince. Ido, Iwill. [A knocking heard. 

[Excunt Hostess, Francis, and Bardolph. 


Re-enter BARDOLPH, running. 


Bard. O, my lord, my lord! thesheriff with 
2 most monstrous watch is at the door, 530 
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hang me up by the heels for a rabbit- 











Swearest thou, ungracious boy?. 


[Act rr 


Fal. Out, ye rogue! Play out the play: I 
have much to say in the behalf of that Falstaff, 


Re-enter the Hostess. 


Host. O Jesu, my lord, my lord! i 

Prince. Heigh, heigh! the devil rides upon 
a fiddlestick ; what’s the matter? 

Host. Thesheriffand all the watch areat the 
door: they are come to search the house, Shall 
Llet them in? 

Fal. Dost thou hear, Hal? never call a true 
piece of gold a counterfeit : thou art essentially 
mad, without seeming so. 


54t 

Prince, Andthoua natural coward, without 
instinct. «Sar Es 

al. I deny your major: if you will deny 
the sheriff, so; ifnot, Jet him enter : if I become 
not a cart as well as another man, a plague on 
my bringing up! I hope I shall as soon be 
strangled with a halter as another. 

Prince. Go, hide thee behind the arras: the 
rest walk up above. Now, my masters, for a 
true face and good conscience. 55 
_ £al. Both which I have had: but their date 
is out, and therefore I’ll hide me. 

Prince. Callin the sheriff. 

[Exeunt all except the Prince and Peto. 


Enter Sheriff and the Carrier. 


Now, master sheriff, what is your will with me? 
Sher. First, pardon me, my lord. A hue and 


cry 
Hath follow’d certain men unto this house. 
Prince. What men? 
her. One of them is well known, my 
gracious lord, 
A gross fat man. 
Jat. As fat as butter. _ 560 
Prince. The man, I do assure you, is not 


ere ; 4 
ForI myself at this time haye employ’d him. 
And, sheriff, I will engage my word to thee 
That I will, 'by to-morrow dinner-time, 

Send him to answer thee, or any man, 

For any thing he shall be charged withal: 

And so let me entreat you leave the house. 
Sher. I will, my lo There are two gentle. 


men 
Have in this robbery lost three hundred marks. 
Prince. It may be so: if he have robb'd 
these men, 570 
He shall be answerable; and so farewell. 
Sher. Good night, my noble lord. 
Prince. I think it is good morrow, is it nob? 


Sher. Indeed, my lord, I think it be two 
o'clock. [Exeunt Sheriff and Carrier. 


Prince. This oily rascal is known as well as 

aul’s. Go, call him forth. y 

Peto. Falstaff!—Fast asleep behind the 
arras, and snorting like a horse. 

Prince. Hark, how hard he fetches breath. 
Search his ipockets. [He searcheth his pockets, 
ane nee h ceriain papers.] What hast thou 

oun 

Peto. Nothing but papers, my lord. 

Prince. Let’s see what they be: read them. 
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Peto. [Reads] 

Item, A capon, . 2s, 2d. 
Item, Sauce, . 6 Z 5 Ad, 

Item, Sack, two gallons, 
Item, Anchovies and sack 
aftersupper, . . . 2s. 6d. 
Item; Bready) ob. 
Prince. O monstrous! but one half-penny- 
worth of bread to this intolerable deal of sack ! 
What there is else, keep close; we'll read it at 
more advantage : there let him sleep till day, 
I'll to the court in the morning. We must all 
to the wars, and thy place shall be honourable. 
I'll procure this fat rogue a charge of foot; and 
I know his death will be a march of twelve- 
score. The money shall be paid back again 
with advantage. Be with me betimes in the 


morning; and so, good morrow, Peto. 6o1 
eto. Good morrow, good my lord. 
[Beewnt. 
ACT Il. 


Scene I. Bangor. The Archdeacon’s house. 


Enter Hotsrur, Worcester, Mortister, 
and GLENDOWER. 


Mort. These promises are fair, the parties 
sure, 
And our induction full of prosperous hope. 
Hot. Lord Mortimer, and cousin Glen- 
_, dower, 
Will you sit down? 
And uncle Worcester: a plague upon it! 
T have forgot the map. 
Glend. _, No, here it is. 
Sit, cousin Percy; sit, good cousin Hotspur, 
For by that name as oft as Lancaster 
Doth ees of you, his cheek looks pale and 
with 
A rising sigh he wisheth you in heaven. 10 
Hot. And you in hell, as oft as he hears 
Owen Glendower sake of. rae 
Glend. I cannot blame him: at my nativity 
The front of heaven was full of fiery shapes, 
Of burning cressets; and at my birth 
he frame and huge foundation of the earth 
Shaked like a coward. 
Hot. Why, so it would haye done at the 
same season, if your mother’s cat had_ but 
kittened, though yourself had neyer been 


orn. 20 
Glend. I say the earth did shake when I was 


orn. 
Hot, gun I say the earth was not of my 
mind, 
If you suppose as fearing you it shook. 
blend. ‘The hesveny were all on fire, the 
earth did tremble. 
Hot. O, then the earth shook to sce the 
heavens on fire, bi 
And not in fear of your nativity. 
Discased nature oftentimes breaks forth 
In strange eruptions; oft the teeming earth 
a site a kind of colle minehid andes ‘d 
the imprisoning of unruly win 30 
Within her Saab which, for enlargement 
striving, 
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Shakes the old beldam earth and topples down 
Steeples and moss-grown towers, At your birth 
Our grandam earth, having this distemperature, 


. | In passion shook. 


Glend. Cousin, of many men 
Ido not bear these crossings. Give me leave 
‘To tell you once again that at my birth 
The front of heayen was full of tiery shapes, 
aie fea ran from the mountains, and the 
herds 
Were strangely clamorous to the frighted fields. 
These signs have mark’d me extraordinary; 41 
And all the courses of my life do show 
{am not in the roll of common men. 
Where is he living, clipp’d in with the sea 
we neues the banks of England, Scotland, 
ales, 
Which calls me pupil, or hath read to me? 
And bring him out that is but woman’s son 
Can trace me in the tedious ways of art 
And hold me pace in deep experiments. 
Hot. I think there’s no man speaks better 
Welsh. Ill to dinner. E 5r 
Mort. Peace, cousin Perey; you will make 
him mad 4 
@lend. I can call spirits from the vasty deep. 
Hot, Why, so can IJ, or so can any man; 
But will thevicome when you do call for them? 
Glend. Why, I can teach you, cousin, to 
command 
The devil. 
Hot. And I can teach thee, coz, to shame 
the devil 
By telling truth: tell truth and shame the devil. 
If thou have power to raise him, bring bin 


hither, 
And I'll be sworn I have power to shame him 
hence. 
O, while you live, tell truth and shame the devil! 
Mort. Come, come, no more of this un- 
rofitable chat. 
Glend. Three times hath Henry Bolingbroke 
made head 
Against my power; thrice from the banks of 


ye 
And sandy-boitom’d Severn have I sent him 
Bootless home and weather-beaten back. 
Hot. Home without boots, and in foul 
weather too! 5 
How ’scapes he agues, in the devil’s name? 
Glend. Come, here ’s the map: shall we 
divide our right 7a 
According to our threefold order ta’en? 
Mort. The archdeacon hath divided it 
Into three limits very equally : 
England, from Trent and Severn hitherto, 
By south and east is to my part assign’d : 
‘All westward, Wales beyond the Severn shore, 
‘And all the fertile land within that bound, 
‘To Owen Glendower: and, dear coz, to you 
The remnant northward, lying off from ‘rent. 
And our indentures tripartite are drawn; 80 
Which being sealed interchangeably, 
A business that this night may execute, 
To-morrow, cousin Percy, you and I 
And my good Lord of Worcester will set forth 
Yo meet your father and the Scottish power, 
As is appointed us, at Shrewsbury, 
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My father Glendower is not ready yet, 

Nor shall we need his help these fourteen days. 

pyatainy that space you may have drawn to- 
ether 

Your tenants, friends and neighbouring gentle- 
men. 90 

Glend. A shorter time shall send me to 

you, lords: f 

And in my conduct shall your ladies come ; 

From whom you now must steal and take no 


leave, 
For there will be a world of water shed 
pon the parting of your wiyes and you. 
Hot. Methinks my moiety, north from 
Burton here, 
In quantity equals not one of yours: _ 
See how this river comes me gnats in, 
And cuts me from the best of all my land 
huge half-moon, a monstrous cantle out. 100 
Dll have the current in this place damm’d up; 
And here the smug and silver ‘Trent shall run 
Ina new channel, fair and evenly ;_ 
It shall not wind with such a deep indent, 
To rob me of so rich a bottom here. 
Glend. Not wind? it shall, it must; you see 
it doth. 
Mort. Yea, but. 
Mark how he bears his course, and runs me up 
With like advantage on the other side ; 
Gelding the opposed continent as much 10 
As on the other side it takes from you. 
Wor. Yea, but a little charge will trench 
him here eo ee 
And on this north side win this cape of land; 
And then he runs straight and even. 
Hot. I’llhave it so: a litile charge will do it. 
Glend. Ill not haye it alter’d. 
Hot. Will not you? 
Glend. No, nor you shall not. 
Hot. Who shall say me nay? 
Glend._ Why, that will I. 
Hot. Let_me not understand you, then; 
speak it in Welsh. ‘ 120 
Glend. I can speak English, lord, as well as 


YOU 5 
For was train’d up in the English court ; 
Where, being but young, T framed to the harp 
Many an Enylish ditty lovely well 

And gave the tongue a helpful ornament, 

A virtue that was never seen in you. 

Hot. Marry, 

And I am glad of it with all my heart: 

Lhad rather be a kitten and cry mew 

Than one of these same metre ballad-mongers ; 

Thad rather hear a brazen canstick turn’d, 131 

Or a dry wheel grate on the axle-tree ; 

And that would set my teeth nothing on edge, 

Nothing so much as mincing poetry : 

*Tis like the forced gait of a shuffling nag. 
Glend, Come, you shall have Trent turn’d. 
ee ae do not care : I’ll give thrice so much 

an 

To any well-deserving friend ; 

But in the way of bargain, mark ye me, 

I'll cavil on the ninth part of a hair. 14 

Are the indentures drawn? shall we be gone? 
Glend. The moon shines fair; you may 

away by night: 


() 


[Act ur 


I'll haste the writer and withal 
Break with your wives of your departure hence: 
Lam afraid my daughter will run mad, 
So much she doteth on her Mortimer. [Ewie, 
Mort. Fie, cousin Percy! how you cross my 
father ! r 
Hot. I cannot choose: sometime he angers me 
With telling me of the moldwarp and the ant, 
Of the dreamer Merlin and his prophecies, rs0 
And of a dragon and a finless fish, 
A clip-wing'd griflin and a moulten raven, 
A couching lion and a ramping cat, 
And such a deal of skimble-skamble stuff 
As puts me from my faith. I tell you what; 
He held me last night at least nine hours 
In reckoning up the several devils’ names 
That were his lackeys: I cried ‘hum, and 
‘well, go to,’ 
But mark'd him not a word. _O, he is as tedious 
As a tired horse, a railing wife ; 160 
Worse than a smoky house: I had rather live 
With cheese and garlic in a windmill, far, 
Than feed on cates and have him talk to me 
In any summer-house in Christendom, 
Mort. In faith, he is a worthy Feast 
Exceedingly well read, and profite 
In strange concealments, valiant as a lion 
And wondrous aflable and as bountiful 
As mines of India. Shall I tell you, cousin? 
He holds your temper in a high respect 170 
And curbs himself even of his natural scope 
When you come ’cross his humour; faith, he 


joes : 
I warrant you, that man is not alive 
Might so have tempted him as you have done, 
Without the taste of danger and reproot : 
But do not use it oft, let me entreat you. _ 
Wor. In faith, my lord, you are too wilful- 
blame; : f 
And since your coming hither have done enough 
To put him quite beside his patience. 
You must needs learn, lord, to amend this fault: 
Though sometimes it show greatness, courage, 
lood,— 181 
And that's the dearest grace it renders you,— 
Yet oftentimes it doth present harsh rage, 
Defect of manners, want of government, 
Pride, haughtiness, opinion and disdain : 
The least of which haunting a nobleman 
Loseth men’s hearts and leaves behind a stain 
Upon the beauty of all parts besides, 
Beguiling them of commendation. 
Hot. Well, 1am school’d: good manners be 
your speed! — 190 
Here come our wives, and let us take our leave. 


Re-enter GLENDOWER with the ladies. 
Mort. This is the deadly spite that angers 


me; 
My wife can speak no English, I no Welsh. 
Glend. My daughter weeps: she will not 
pa with you; 
She'll be a soldier too, she’ll to the wars. 
Mort. Goo father, tell her that she and my 
aunt Percy 
Shall follow in your conduct speedily. 
[Glendower speaks to her in Welsh, and she 
answers him in the same. 
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Glend, She is desperate here; 
self-will’d harlotry, 
do.good upon. 

Mort. 

Welsh 201 
Which thou pour’st down from these swelling 

heavens ‘ 
Tam too perfect in; and, but for shame, 
In sucha parley should I answer thee. 

The lady speaks again in Welsh. 

T understand thy kisses and thou mine, 
And that’s a feeling disputation : 
But I will never be a truant, love, 
Till T have learn’d thy language ; for thy tongue 
Makes Welsh as sweet as ditties highly penn’d, 
Sung by a fair queen in a summer's bower, 210 
With ravishing division, to her lute. 


a peevish 
one that no persuasion can 
(The lady speaks in Welsh. 
understand thy looks: that pretty 


Glend. Nay, if you melt, then wili she run 
mad. [The lady speaks again in Welsh. 
Mort. Lam ignorance itself in this! 


Glend. She bids you on the wanton rushes 
lay you down 
And rest your gentle head upon her Jap, 
And she will sing the song that pleaseth you 
And on your eyelids crown the god of sleep, 
Charming your blood with pleasing heaviness, 
Making such difference ’twixt wake and sleep 
As is the difference betwixt day and night 220 
The hour before the heavenly-harness'd team. 
Begins his Roldan rogress in the east. 
Mort. With my heart Ill sit and hear 
her sing: . : 
By that time will our book, I think, be drawn. 
Glend. Do so; 
And those musicians that shall play to you 
Hang in the air a thousand leagues from hence, 
And straight they shall be here: sit, and attend. 
Hot. Come, Kate, thou art perfect in lying 
down: come, quick, quick, that I may lay my 
head in thy lap. i 231 
Lady P. Go, ye giddy goose. r 
5 [Lhe music plays. 
Hot. Now I perceive the devil understands 


elsh ; 2 

And ’tis no marvel he is so humorous. 
By’r lady, he is a good musician. Z 

Lady P. Then should you be nothing but 
musical, for you are altogether governed by 
pamnoures ae still, ye thief, and hear the lady 
sing in Welsh. 

Hot. I had rather hear Lady, my brach, 
howl in Irish. 24 

Lady P. Wouldst thou have thy head 
broken ? 

Hot. No. : 

Lady P. Then be still. F 

Hot. Neither; ’tis a woman’s fault. 

Lady P. Now God help thee! 

Hot. To the Welsh lady's bed. 

Lady PR. What’s that? 

Hot. Peace! shesings. . 

[Here the lady sings a Welsh song. 

Hot. Come, Kate, I’ll have your song too. 

Lady P. ot mine, in good sooth. 251 

Hot. Notyours, in good sooth! Heart! you 
swear like a comfit-maker's wife. ‘Not you, in 
good sooth,’ and ‘as true as I live and as God 
Shall mend me,’ and ‘as sure as day, 
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And givest such sarcenet surety for thy oaths, 

As if thou never walk’st further than Finsbury. 
Swear me, Kate, like a lady as thou art, , 
A good mouth-filling oath, and leave ‘in sooth, 


And such protest of pepper-gingerbread, 260 
To velvet-guards and Sunday-citizens. 
Come, sing. 

Lady P. Twillnot sing, : 

Hot. *Tis the next way to tur tailor, or be 


red-breast teacher. An the indentures be drawn, 
1'Il away within these two hours ; and so, come 
in when ye will. Lait. 
Glend. Come, come, Lord Mortimer; you 
areassloy 
As hot Lord Percy is on fire to £0. 
By this our book is drawn; we'll but seal, 270 
And then to horse pre ine a 
Mort. With all my heart. [Zxewnt. 


Scenr II. London. The palace. 


Enter the Kino, Prince or WALES, 
and others. 


King. Lords, give us leave; the Prince of 
Wales and 
Must have some private conference: but be 
near at hand, 
For we shall presently have need of you. 
_, LExeunt Lords. 
I know not whether God will have it so, 
For some displeasing service I have done, 
That, in his secret doom, out of my blood 
He'll breed revengement and a scourge for me; 
But thou dost in thy passages of life 
Make me believe thaé thou art only mark’d 
For the hot vengeance and the rod of heaven 
To punish my mistreadings. Tell me else, 11 
Could such inordinate and low desires, 
Such poor, such bare, such lewd, such mean 
attempts, ; 
Such barren pleasures, rude society, 
As thou art match’d withal and Gesee to, 
Accompany the greatness of thy blood 
And hold their level with thy princely heart? 
Prince. So please your majesty, I would I 
could — i 
Quit all offences with as clear excuse 
As well as I am doubtless I can purge 
Myself of many I am charged withal: 
Yet such extenuation let me beg, 
As, in reproof of many tales devised, 
Which oft the ear of ees needs must hear, 
By smiling pick-thanks and base newsmongers, 
Imay, for some things true, wherein my youth 
Hath faulty wander’d and irregular, 
Find pardon on my true submission. 
King. God pardon thee! yet let me wonder, 


20 


At thy affections, which do hold a wing 
Quite from the flight of all thy ancestors. 
Thy place in council thou hast rudely lost, 
Which by thy younger brother is supplied, 
And art almost an alien to the hearts 

Of all the court and princes of my blood: 
The hope and expectation of thy time 

Is ruin’d, and the soul of every man 
Prophetically doth forethink thy fall 

nd Iso lavish of my presence 3 


3° 
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So common-hackney’d in the eyes of men, 40 

So stale and cheap to vulgar company, 

Opinion, that did help me to the crown, 
ad still kept loyal to possession 

And left me in reputeless banishment, 

A fellow of no mark nor likelihood. _ 

By being seldom seen, I could not stir 

But like a comet I was wonder'd at; 

That men would tell their children ‘This is he ;? 
thers oul! say ‘Where, which is Boling- 


Toke 

And then J stole all courtesy from heaven, 50 
And dress’d myself in such humility 
That I did pluck allegiance from men’s hearts, 
Loud shouis and salutations from their mouths, 
Even in the presence of the crowned king. 

‘hus did I keep my person fresh and new ; 
My presence, like a robe pontilical, 
Ne’er seen but wonder'd at: und so my state, 
Seldom but sumptuous, showed like a feast 

d won by rareness such solemnity. 
Lhe skipping king, he ambled up and down 60 
With shallow jesters and rash bavin wits, 
Soon kindled and soon burnt; carded his state, 
Mingled his royalty with capering fools, 
Had his great name profaned with their scorns 
And gave his countenance, against his name, 
To laugh at gibing boys and stand the push 
Of every beardless vain comparative, 
Grew a companion to the common streets, 
Enfeoff’d himself to popularity ; 
That, being daily swallow’d by men’s eyes, 70 
mney surfeited with honey and began 
To pate the taste of sweetness, whereof a 
ittle 

More than a little is by much too much. 
So when he had occasion to be seen, 
He was but as the cuckoo is in June, 
Heard, not regarded ; seen, but with such eyes 
As, sick and blunted with community, 
‘Afford no extraordinary gaze, _ 
Such as is bent on sun-like majesty 
‘When it shines seldom in admiring eyes; _ 80 
But rather drowsed and hung their eyelids 


lown, 
Slept in his face and render’d such aspect 
As cloudy men use to their adversaries, 
Being with his presence glutted, gorged and 


ull. 
And in that very line, Harry, standest thou ; 
For thou hast lost thy princely privilege 
wa vile partici, jaitone not an eye 
ut is a-weary of thy common sight, 
Save mine, which ‘hath desired to see thee 


more; - 
Which now doth that I would not have it do, 
Make blind itself with foolish tenderness. | gx 
arate I shall hereafter, my thrice gracious 
lord, 
Be more myself. 
King. For all the world 
As thou art to this hour was Richard then 
When I from France set foot at Ravenspurgh, 
And even as I was then is Percy now. 
Now, by my sceptre and my soul to boot, 
He hath more worthy interest to the state 
Than thou the shadow of succession ; 


For of no right, nor colour like to right, 100 
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He doth fill fields with harness in the realm, 
Turns head against the lion’s armed jaws, 
And, being no more in debt to years than thou, 
‘Leads ancient lords and reverend bishops on 
To bloody battles and to prune arms, 

What never dying honour hath he got 
Against renowned Douglas! whose high deeds, 
Whose hot incursions and great name in arms 
Holds from all soldiers chief majority 

And military title capital xi0} 
Through all the kingdoms that acknowledge 


christ : 

Thrice hath this Hotspur, Mars in swathling 

_ clothes, a Fs 
This infant warrior, in his enterprizes 
Discomfited great Douglas, ta’en him once, 
Enlarged him and made a friend of him, 
To fill the mouth of deep defiance up 
And shake the peace and safety of our throne, 
And what say you to this? Percy, Northumber- 


land, 
The salen) grace of York, Douglas, Mor- 
imer, 

Capitulate against us and are up. 120 
But wherefore do I tell these news to thee? 
Why, Harry, do I tell thee of my foes, 
Which art my near’st and dearest enemy ? 
Thou that art like enough, through vassal fear, 
Base inclination and the start of spleen, 
‘Lo fight against me under Percy’s pay, 
To dog his heels and curtsy at his frowns, 
To show how much thou art degenerate. 

Prince. Do not think so; you shall not find 


it so: 

And God forgive them that so much have 
sway'd 130 

Your majesty’s good thoughts away from me! . 

I will redeem all this on Vercy’s head 

And in the closing of some glorious day 

Be bold to tell you that Iam your son ; 

When I will wear a garment all of blood 

And stain my favours in a bloody mask, 

WeHah yang away, shall scour my shame 
with it: 

And that shall be the day, whene’er it lights, 

‘That this same child of honour and renown, 

This gallant Hotspur, this all-praised knight, 

And your unthought-of Harry chance to meet. 

For every honour sitting on his helm, 

Would they were multitudes, and on’my head 

My shames redoubled! for the time will come, 

That I shall make this northern youth exchange 

His glorious deeds for my indignities. 

Percy is but my factor, ecod my lord, 

‘To engross up glorious deeds on my behalf; 

And Iwill call him to so strict account, 

That he shall render every glory up, 

Yea, even the slightest worship of his time, 

Or I will tear the reckoning from his heart. 

This, in the name of God, f promise here : 

The which if He be pleased Pshall perform, 

I do beseech your majesty may salve 

The Jong-grown wounds of my intemperance: 

Hf not, the end of life cancels all bands; 

‘And I will die a hundred thousand deaths 

Ere break the smallest parcel of this vow... 

King. A hundred thousand rebels die 2 


this: 1 


150 
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Thou shalt have charge and sovereign trust 
herein. 


Enter BLUNT. 


Hownow, good Blunt? thy looks are full of speed. 
Blunt. So hath the business that I come to 
speak of. 
Lord Mortimer of Scotland hath sent word 
That Douglas and the English rebels met 
The eleventh of this month at Shrewsbury : 
A mighty and a fearful head they are, 
If promises he kept on every hand, 
As ever offer'd foul play in a state, 
cia: The Earl of Westmoreland set forth 
, to-day ; 170 
With him my son, Lord John of Lancaster ; 
For this advertisement is five days old ; 
On WG Cy next, Harry, you shall set for- 
ward ; 
On Thursday we ourselves will march: our 
meeting 
Is Bridgenorth : and, Harry, you shall march 
Through Gloucestershire ; by which account, 
Our business valued, some twelve days hence 
Our general forces at Bridgenorth shall mect. 
Our hands are full of business: let’s away ; 
Advantage feeds him fat, while men delay. 180 


[Ezeunt. 
Scozne UL Lastcheap. The Boar’s-Head 


Tavern. 
Enter Fatstarr and BARDoLPH. 


_fal. Bardolph, am I not fallen away vilely 
since this last action? do I not bate? do I not 
dwindle? Why, my skin hangs about me like an 
old lady’s loose gown ; Iam withered like an old 
apple-john. Well, I’llrepent,and that suddenly, 
while I am in some liking; I shall be out of 
heart shortly, and then I shall have no strength 
to repent. I have not forgotten what the 
inside of a churchis made of, [ama peppercorn, 
a brewer's horse: the inside of a church! Com- 
pany, villanous company, hath been the spoil of 


me. 

Bard. Sir John, you are so fretful, you can- 
not live long. a: 3 

ral. Why, thereisit: comesing mea bawdy 
song; make me merry. I was as yirtuously 
given as a gentleman need to be; virtuous 
enough; swore little ; diced not above seven 
times a week ; went to a bawdy-house not above 
once in a quarter—of an hour; paid money that 
I borrowed, three or four times ; lived well and 
in good compass: and now I live out of all 
order, out_of all compass. a 

Bard. Why, you are so fat, Sir John, that 
you must needs be out of all compass, out of all 
reasonable compass, Sir John. 

Fal. Dothou amend thy face, and I’llamend 
my life: thou art our admiral, thou bearest the 
lantern in the poop, but’tis in the nose of thee; 
thou art the Knight of the Burning Lamp. 30 

Bard. Why, Sir John, my face does you no 


harm, 

Fal. No,I’ll be sworn; I make as good use 
of it as many a man doth of a Death’s-head ora 
memento mori: I never see thy face but I think 
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upon hell-fire and Dives that lived in purple; 
for there he isin his robes, burning, burning. if 
thou wert any way given to virtue, t wouldswear 
by thy face; my oath should be ‘By this fire, 
that’s God’s angel:’ but thou art altogether 
given over; and wert indeed, but for the light 
in thy face, the son of utter darkness. When 
thou rannest up Gadshill in the night to catch 
my horse, if I did not think thou hadst been an 
ignis fatuus or a ball of wildfire, there’s no pur- 
chase in money. _O, thou art a perpetual tri. 
umph, an everlasting bonfire-light! ‘Thou hast 
saved mea thousand marks in links and torches, 
walking with thee in the night betwixt tavern 
and tavern: but the sack that thou hast drunk 
me would have bought me lights as good cheap 
at the dearest chandler’s in Europe. I have 
maintained that salamander of yours with fire 
any time this twoand thirty years; God reward 
me for it! 

Bard. ’Sblood, I would my face were in your 


elly ! 
‘al. God-a-mercy ! soshould I be sure to be 
heart-burned. 


Enter Hostess. 


How. now, Dame Partlet the hen! have you 
sage yet who picked my pocket? 6x 

Host. ‘Why; Sir John, what do you think, 
Sir John? do you think I keep thieves in my 
house? I have searched, I have inquired, so 
has my husband, man by man, boy by boy, 
servant by servant: the tithe of a hair was never 
lost in my house before. 

Fal. Ye lie, hostess: Bassole was shaved 
and lost many a hair; and I’ll be sworn my 
pocket was picked. Goto, you area woman, go. 

Host. Who. 1? no; Idefy thee: God’s light, 
I was never called so in mine own house before. 

Fal. Go to, I know you well enough. 

Host. No, Sir John; you do not know me, 
Sir John. I know you, Sir John: you owe me 
money, Sir John; _and now you pick a quarrel to 
Deguile me of it: I bought you a dozen of shirts 
to your back. A 

Fal. Dowlas, filthy dowlas: I have given 
them away to bakers’ wives, and they haye made 
bolters of them. 8r 

Host. Now, as I ama true woman, holland 
of eight shillings an ell. You owe money here 
besides, Sir Ji ohn, for your diet and by-drink- 
ings, and money lent you, four and twenty 


pound. A ny ‘ 

Fal. He had his part of it; let him pay. 

Host. He? alas, heis poor; he hath nothing, 

Fal. How! poor? look upon his face ; what 
call you rich? let them coin his nose, let them 
coin his cheeks: I’ll not pay a denier. What, 
will you make a younker of me? shall Inot take 
mineeasein mineinn but I shall haye my pocket 

icked? I have lost a seal-ring of my grand. 
Father's worth forty mark. f 

Host. O Jesu, I have heard the prince tell 
him, I know not how oft, that that ring was 


copper ! 

Tal. How! the princeisa J: acne, sneak-cup! 
*sblood, an he were here, I would cudgel him 
like a dog, if he would say so. ro? 
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Enicr the Prinor and Peto, marching, and 
FALSTAFF meets them playing on his trun- 
cheon like a fife. 

How now, lad! is the wind in that door, i’ faith? 

must we all march? “ 

Bard. Yea, two and two, Newgate fashion. 

Host. My lord, I pray you, hear me, _ 

Prince. What sayest thou, Mistress Quickly? 
How doth thyhusband? I love him well; he is 
an_ honest man. 

Host. Good my lord, hear me. 

Hal. Prithee, let her alone, and list to me. 

Prince. What sayest thou, Jack? Ir 

al. The other night I fell asleep here be- 
hind the arras and had my pocket picked: this 
house is turned bawdy-house ; they pigs pockets. 

Prince. What didst thou lose, Jack? 

Fal. Wilt, thou believe me, Hal? three or 
four bonds of forty pound a-piece, and a seal- 
ring of my grandfather's. 

Prince. trifle, some eight-penny matter. 

Host. So I told him, my lord; and I said 
I heard your grace say so: and, my lord, he 
speaks most vilel: of you like a foul-mouthed 
man as he is; and said he would cudgel you. 

Prince, What! he did not? 

Host. There’s neither faith, truth, nor 
womanhood in me else. > 

Fal, There's no more faith in thee than ina 
stewed prune; norno moretruthin thee than in 
a drawn fox; and for womanhood, Maid Marian 
may be the deputy’s wife of the ward to thee. 
Go, you thing, go. 131 

Host. Say, what thing? what thing? 

Fal. What thing! why, a thing to thank 


Host. I am no thing to thank God on, I 
would thou shouldst know it; I am an honest 
man’s wife: and, setting thy knighthood aside, 
thou art a knave to call me so. 

fal. Setting thy womanhood aside, thou art 
a beast to say otherwise. 140 

Host. Say, what beast, thou knaye, thou? 

Fal. What.beast! why, an otter. 

Prince. An otter, Sir John! why an otter? 

Fal. Why, she’s neither fish nor flesh; a 
man knows not where to have her. 

Host. Thou art an unjust man insayingso: 
thou or any man knows where to have me, thou 
kmaye, thou! 

Prince. Thou sayest true, hostess; and he 
slanders thee most grossly. 150 

Host. So he doth you, my lord; and said 
this other day you ought him athousand pound. 

rine sirrah, do I owe you a thousund 

oun! 
y Fal. A thousand pound, Hal! a million: 
thy love is worth a million: thou owest me 
thy love. 

Host. Nay, my lord, he called you Jack, and 
said he would cudgel you. 

fal. Did I, Bardo phi 3 

Bard. Indeed, Sir John, you said so. 

Hal. Yea, if he said my ring was copper. 

Prince. I say ’tis copper: st thou be as 
good as thy word now? 

Hal. Why, Wal, thou knowest, as thou art 


160 
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but man, I dare: but as thou art prince, [ 
fenvittie as I fear the roaring of the lion’s 
whelp. 

Prince. And why not as the lion? 

Fal. The king himself is to be feared as the 
lion: dost thou think I'll fear thee as I fear thy 
fallicnt nay, an I do, I pray God my girdle 

reak, 

Prince. O, if it should, how would thy guts 
fall about thy knees! But, sirrah, there’s no 
room for faith, truth, nor honesty in this bosom 
of thine; itis all filled up with guts and midriff, 
Charge an honest woman with picking thy 
packed why, thou whoreson, impudent, en:- 

ossed rascal, if there were anything in thy 
pocket but tavern-reckonings, memorandums 
of bawdy-houses, and one poor penny-worth of 
sugar-candy to make thee long-winded, if thy 
perked were enriched with any other injuries 

ut these, Iam a villain: and yet you will 
stand to it; you will not pocket up wrong: art 
thou not ashamed ? 

Fal. Dost thou hear, Hal? thou knowest in 
the state of innocency Adam fell; and what 
should poor Jack Falstaff do in the days of 
villany? Thou seest I have more flesh than 
another man, and therefore more frailty, You 
confess then, you picked my pocket 190 

Prince. It appears so by the story. 

fal. Hostess, [forgive thee: go, make ready 
breakfast ; love thy husband, look to thy ser- 
vants, cherish thy guests: thou shalt find me 
tractable to any honest reason: thou seest [am 
pacified still. Nay, prithee, be gone. [Exit 
Hostess.) Now, Hal, to the news at court: for 
the robbery, lad, how is that answered? x 

Prince. O, my sweet beef, I must ‘still be 
good angel to thee: the money is paid back 
again. 200 

Fal. O, I do not like that paying back; "tis 
a double labour. 

Prince. I am good friends with my father 
and may do any thing. s 

Fal. Rob me the exchequer the first thing 
thou doest, and do it with unwashed hands too. 

Bard. Do, my lord. 

Prince. Ihave procured thee, Jack, a charge 
of foot. : 209 

Fal. I would it had been of horse. Where 
shall I find one that can steal well? O for afine 
thief, of the age of two and twenty or there- 
abouts! I am heinously unprovided. Well 
God be thanked for these rebels, they offen 
none but the virtuous: I laud them, I praise 
them. 

Prince. _Bardolph! 

Bard. My lord? 

Prince. Go bear this letter to Lord John of 
Lancaster, tomy brother John ; this tomy Lord 
of Westmoreland. [Exit Bardol "| Go, Feto, 
to horse, to horse; for thou and L have thirty 
miles to ride yet ere dinner time. [2xit Peto.] 
Jack, mect me to-morrow in the Temple hall at 
tivo o'clock in the afternoon. 

There shalt thou know thy charge; and there 
receive E 

Money and order for their furniture. |. 

The land is burning; Percy stands on high; 
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And either we or they must lower lie. [Ezit. 


Fal, Rarewords! brave world! Hostess, my | On 


breakfast, come! 229 
O, I could wish this tavern were my drum! 
[Exit 
ACT IV. 


Sornul. Lhe rebel comp near Shrewsbury. 
Enter Horsrur, Worcester, and DouGLas. 


vet fe 4 Well said, my noble Scot: if speaking 
ruth 
In this fine age were not thought flattery, 
Such attribution should the Douglas have, 
As not a soldier of this season’s stamp. 
Should go so general current through the world. 
By God, I cannot flatter; I do defy 
The tongues of soothers; but a braver place 
In my heart’s love hath no man than yourself : 
Nay, task me to my word; approve me, lord. 
Doug. Thou art the king of honour: 10 
No man so potent breathes upon the ground 
But I will beard him. 
Hot. Do so, and ’tis well. 


Enter a Messenger with letters. 
What letters hast thou there ?—I can but thank 


you. 
Mess. These letters come from your father. 
Hot. Letters from him! why comes he not 
himself ? 5 
Mess. He cannot come, my lord; he is 
gricvous sick. ss 
HH ote *Zounds! how has he the leisure to be 
sick 
In such a justling time? Who leads his power? 
Under whose government come they abnet 
eis: His letters bear his mind, not J, my 
ord. 20 
Wor. Iprithee, tell me, doth he keep his bed ? 
fess. He did, my lord, four days ere I set 


forth; 
And at the time of my departure thence 
He was much fear'd by his physicians. 
Wore , I would the state of time had first been 
whole 
Ere he by sickness had been visited : 
His health was never better worth than now. 
Hot. Sick now! droop now! this sickness 
doth infect _ 
The very life-blood of our enterprise ; 
*Tis catching hither, even to our camp. 30 
+He writes me here, that inward sickness— 
And that his friends by deputation could not 
So soon be drawn, nor did he think it meet 
To lay so dangerous and dear a trust 
On any soul removed but on his own. 
Yet doth he give us bold advertisement, 
‘That with our small conjunction we should on, 
To see how fortune is disposed to us; 
For, as he writes, there is no quailing now, 
Because the king is certainly possess'd | 40 
Of all our purposes. What say you to it? 
Wor. Your father’s sickness is 2 maim to us. 
Hot. <Aperilous gash, a very limb lopp’d oft: 
And yet, in faith, it is not; his present want 
Seems more than we shall find it: were it good 
To set the exact wealth of all our states 
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All at one cast? to set so rich a main 

the nice hazard of one doubtful hour? 

Tt were not good; tfor therein should we 

‘The very bottom and the soul of hope, 5O 
‘The very list, the very utmost boun 

Of all our fortunes, 

Doug. _ Faith, and so we should ; 
Where now remains a sweet reversion : 
tWe may boldly spend upon the hope of what 
Is to come in: Robins 
A comfort of retirement lives in this. 

Hot. A rendezvous, a home to fly unto, 

If that the devil and mischance look big 
Upon the maidenhead of our affairs. 

Wor. But yet I would your father had been 
here, = 60 
The guality and hair of our attempt 
Brooks no division: it will be thought 
By some, that know not why he is away, 

That wisdom, loyalty and mere dislike 

Of our proceedings kept the earl from hence: 
And think how such an apprehension 

May turn the tide of fearful faction 

And breed a kind of question in our cause; 
For well you know we of the offering side 
Must keep aloof from strict arbitrement, 70 
Andstopall sight-holes, every loop from whence 
The eye of reason may pry in upon us: 

This absence of your father’s draws a curtain, 
That shows the ignorant a kind of fear 

Before not dreamt of. : 

Hot. : You strain too far. 

Trather of his absence make this use : 

It lends a lustre and more great opinion, 

A larger dare to our great enterprise, 

Than if the earl were here ; formen must think, 
If we without his help can make a head 80 
To push against a kingdom, with his help 

We shall o’erturn it topsy-turvy down. 

Yet all goes well, yet all our joints are whole. 

Doug. Asheart can think: there is notsuch 

a word % 
Spoke of in Scotland as this term of fear. 


Enter Str RicharD VERNON. 
Hot. My cousin Vernon! welcome, by my 


soul. 
Ver. Pray God my news be worth a wel- 
come, lord. 
The peat of Westmoreland, seven thousand 
strong, 2 i 3 
Is marching, hitherwards; with him Prince 


ohn. 
Hot. Noharm: what more? 
Ver, And further, I haye learn’d, 90 
The king himself in person is set forth, 
Or hitherwards intended speedily, 
With strong and mighty preparation. 
Hot. Heshallbewelcometoo. Where ishis 


son, 
The nimble-footed madcap Prince of Wales, 
And his comrades, that daft"d the world aside, 
And bid it pass? 

Ver. ., All furnish’d, all in arms ; 
+All plumed like estridges that with the wind 
Baited like eagles having lately bathed ; 
Glittering in golden coats, like images ; 100 
As full of spirit as the month of May. 
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And gorgeous as the sun at midsummer; 
Wanton as youthful goats, wild as young bulls. 
I saw young Harry, with his beayer on, 

is cuisses on his thighs, gallantly arm’d, 
Rise from the ground like feather'd Mercury, 
And vaulted with such ease into his seat, 
As if an angel dropp’d down from the clouds, 
Yo turn and wind a fiery Pegasus A 
And witch the world with noble horsemanship. 


Hot. Nomore, nomore: worse than the sun 

_in March, 3 a11 

This praise doth nourish agues, Let them 
come ; 


yey come like sacrifices in their trim, 
And to the freeved maid of smoky war 
All hot and bleeding will we offer them: 
he mailed Mars shall on his altar sit 
Up to the ears in blood. Iam on 
To hear this rich ze prea is so nigh 
And yetnotours. Come, let metastemy horse, 
Who is to bear me like a thunderbolt 120 
Against the bosom of the Prince of Wales: 
Harry to Harry shall, hot horse to horse, 
Meet and ne'er part till one drop down a corse. 
O that Glendower were come! | 
Ver There is more news : 
Llearn’d in Worcester, as I rode along, 
He cannot draw his power this fourteen days. 
Doug. That’s the worst tidings that I hear 


of yet. 

Wor. Ay, by my faith, that bears a frosty 
sound. 

Hot. What may the king's whole battle reach 


unto? 

Ver. To thirty thousand. 

Hot. Forty let it be: 130 
My father and Glendower being both away, 
The powers of us may serve so great a day. 
Come, let us take a muster speedily : 
Doomsday is near ; die all, die merrily. 

Doug. Talk not of dying: Iam out of fear 
Of death or death’s hand for this one-half year. 


[Exeunt.| $ 


Sonne IL.’ A public road near Coventry. 
Enter Farsta¥rr and BARDOLPH. 


Fal, Bardolph, get thee before to Coventry ; 
fill mea bottle of sack : our soldiers shall march 
through; we’ll to Sutton Co’fil’ to-night. 

Bard._ Will you give me money, captain? 

Fal. Lay out, lay out. 

Bard. This bottle makes an angel. 

_ fal. An if it do, take it for thy labour; and 
if it make twenty, take themall; I’ll answer the 
coinage. Bid my lieutenant Peto meet me at 
town’send. _ J 10 

Bard._ I will, captain: farewell. Exit. 

Fal. If Ibe not ashamed of my soldiers, I 
am.asoused gurnet. I have misused the king’s 
press damnably. I have got, in exchange ofa 

undred and fifty soldiers, three hundred and 
odd pounds. I press me none but good house- 
holders, yeomen’s sons; inquire me out con- 
tracted bachelors, such as had been asked twice 
on the banns; such a commodity of warm 
slaves, as had as lieve hear the devil as a drum; 
Such. as fear the report of a caliver worse thana 
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struck fowl or a hurt wild-duck. I pressed me 
none but such toasts-and-butter, with hearts in 
their bellies no bigger than pins’ heads, and 
they have bought out their services ; and now 
my whole charge consists of ancients, corporals, 
lieutenants, gentlemen of companies, slaves ag 
ragged as Lazarus in the painted cloth, where 
the glutton’s dogs licked his sores; and such as 
indeed were never soldiers, but discarded unjust 
serving-men, younger sons to younger brothers, 
revolted tapsters and ostlers trade-fallen, the 
cankers of a calm world and a long peace, ten 
times more dishonourable ragged than an old 
faced ancient: and such have I, to fill up the 
rooms of them that have bought out their ser- 
vices, thatyou would think that I had a hundred 
and fifty tattered prodigals lately come from 
swine-keeping, from eating draft and husks. A 
mad fellow met me on the way and told meIhad 
unloaded all the gibbets and pressed the dead 
bodies. No eye hath seen such scarecrows, Ill 
not march through Coventry with them, that’s 
flat: nay, and the villains march wide betwixt 
the legs, as if they had gyves on; for indeed I 
had the most of them out of prison. There’s 
but a shirt and a half in all my company ; and 
the half shirt is two napkins tacked together 
and thrown over the shoulders like a herald’s 
coat without sleeves; and the shirt, to say the 
truth, stolen from my host at Saint Alban’s, or 
the red-nose innkeeper of Daventry. But that’s 
allsones theyll find linen enough on every 
hedge. 


Enter the PRINcE and WESTMORELAND. 


ae How now, blown Jack! how now, 
juilt! 

Fal. What, Hal! how now, mad wag! what 
a devil dost thou in Warwickshire? My good 
Lord of Westmoreland, I cry you mercy: 
thought your honour had already been at 
hrewsbury. ; oo 

West. Faith, Sir John, ’tis more than time 
that I were there, and you too; but my powers 
are there already. The king, I can tell you, 
looks for us all: we must away all night. 

Fal. Tut, never fear me: Tamas vigilant as 
a cat to steal cream. Z 

Prince. I think, to steal cream indeed, fol 
thy theft hath already made thee butter. But 
ae me) Jack, whose fellows are these that come 
after 

Fal. Mine, Hal, mine. i 69 

Prince. I did never see such pitiful rascals. 

Fal. Tut, tut; good enough to toss; foo 
for poweler, food for powder ; they'll fill a pit as 
well as better: tush, man, mortal men, mortal 
men. 

West. Ay, but, Sir John, methinks they are 
exceeding Apeot and bare, too beggarly. t 

Fal. "Faith, for their poverty, I know no 
where they had that; and for their bareness, 
am sure they never learned that of me. 


Prince. No, ll be sworn; unless you call 
three fingers on the ribsbare. But, sirrah, 3 
haste: Percy is already in the field. B 


Fal. What, is the king encamped? 
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West. He is, Sir John: I fear we shall stay 
too long. know 
Fal. Well, ; The nature of your griefs, and whereupon 
To the latter end of a fray and the beginning of | You conjure from the breast of civil peace 
_ a feast Such bold hostility, teaching his duteous land 
Fits a dull fighter and a keen guest. [Exeunt.} Audacious cruelty. If that the king 
Have any way your good deserts forgot, 
Which he confesseth to be manifold, 
He bids you name your griefs; and with all 
speet 


But_to my charge. The king hath sent to 


















Scene IIL. Lhe rebel camp near Shrewsbury. 
Enter Hotspur, Worcester, Dovaras, and 


EBNON. You shall have your desires with interest 
atte i A s And pardon absolute for yourself and these 50 
Hot, We'll fight with him to-night. Herein misled by your suggestion. 
Wor. 3 f It may not be.| Hot. The king is kind; and well we know 
Doug. You give him then advantaze. the king 
Ver. Nota whit. | Knows at what time to promise, when to pay. 
Hot. Why say you so? looks he not for My father and my uncle and myself 
supply? Did give him that same royalty he wears ; 
Ver. Sodowe, | " : And when he was not six and twenty strong, 
ot. His is certain, ours is doubtful. | Sick in the world’s regard, wretched and low, 


Wor. Good cousin, be advised; stir not to- 
night. 
Ver. Do not, my lord. 
lousy. You do not counsel well: 
You speak it out of fear and cold heart. 
Ver, Domenoslander, Douglas: by my life, 
And I dare well maintain it with my life, 
Jf well-respected honour bid me on, Io 
Lhold as little counsel with weak fear 
As you, my lord, or any Scot that this day lives: 
Let it be seen to-morrow in the battle 
Which of us fears. 
Doug. Yea, or to-night. 


GP 
Hot. To-night, say I. 
Ver. CORE come, if may not be. I wonder 
_ much, : 

Being men of such great leading as you are, 

That you foresee not, what impediments 

Drag back our expedition : certain horse 
f my cousin Vernon’s are not yet come up: 20 

Your uncle Worcester’s horse came but to-day; 

And now their pride and mettle is asleep 

Their courage with hard labour tame and dull, 

That not a horse is half the half of himself. 

ot. So are the horses of the enemy 

In general, journey-bated and brought low : 

The better part of ours are full of rest. 

Wor. The number of the king exceedeth 


A. poor unminded outlaw sneaking home, 
My father gave him welcome to the shore ; 
And when he heard him swear and vow to God 
He came but to be Duke of Lancaster, 6x 
To sue his livery and beg his peace, 
With tears of innocency and terms of zeal, 
My father, in kind heart and pity moved, 
Swore him assistance and perform’d it too. 
Now when the lords and barons of the realm 
Perceived Northumberland did lean to him, 
The more and less came in with cap and knee; 
Met him in boroughs, cities, villages, 
Attended him on bridges, stood in lanes, 70 
Laid gifts before him, proffer'd him their oaths, 
Gave him their heirs, ag pages follow’d him 
Even at the heels in golden multitudes. 
He presently, as greatness knows itself, 
Steps me a little nigher than his vow 
Made to my father, while his blood was poor, 
Upon the naked shore at Ravenspurgh ; 
And now, forsooth, takes on him to reform 
Some certain edicts and some strait decrees 
That lie too heayy on the commonwealth, 80 
Cries out upon abuses, seems to eens 
Over his country’s wrongs; and by this face, 
This seeming brow of justice, did he win 
The hearts of all that he did angle for; 
Proceeded further; cut me off the heads 
Of all the favourites that the absent king 
In deputation left behind him here, 
When he was personal in the Irish war. 

Blunt. Tut, I came not to hear this, 

‘ot. Then to the point, 
In short time after, he deposed the king; 90 
Soon after that, deprived him of his life; 
And in the neck o} that, task’d the whole state; 
To ara that worse, suffer'd his kinsman 
arch, 

Who is, if every owner were well placed, 
Indeed his king, to be engaged in Wales, 
There without ransom to lie forfeited ; 
Disgraced me in my happy victories, 
Sought to entrap me by intelligence; 
Rated mine uncle from the council-board f 
In rage dismiss'd my father from the court } 100 


Content. 


ours : 
For God’s sake, cousin, stay till all come in. 
[Zhe trumpet sounds a parley. 


Enter Sir Water Buunt. 


Blunt. I come with gracious offers from the 
king, : 
If you vouchsafe me hearing and respect. 
ot. Welcome, Sir Walter Blunt; and 
would to God saat 7 
You were of our determination ! 
Some of us love you well; and even those some 
Envy your great deservings and good name, 
ecause you are not of our quality, 
ut stand against us like an enemy, 
Blunt. And God defend but still I should 


stand so, Broke oath on oath, committed wrong’ on 
So long as out of limit and true rule wrong, 
You stand against anointed majesty. 4o | And in conclusion drove us to seck out 
EE 
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This head of safety; and withal to pry 
Into his title, the which we find 
Too indirect for long continuance. 
TA Shall I return this answer to the 


ng? 
Hot. EN ot so, Sir Walter: we’ll withdraw 
awhile. 4 - 
Go to the king; and let there be impawn’d 
Some surety for a safe return again, 
And in the morning carly shall my uncle — 110 
Bring him our purposes: and so farewell. 
Blunt. I would you would accept of grace 
and love. 
Hot. And may be so we shall. 
Blunt. Pray God you do, 
[Exeunt, 


Scene IV. York. The ARCHBISHOP’S 
palace. 


Enter the ARCHBISHOP oF YORK and 
Sir MicHAEn. 


Arch. Hie, good Sir Michael; bear this 
sealed brief 
With winged haste to the lord marshal ; 
This to my cousin Scroop, and all the rest 
To whom they are directed. Ifyou knew 
How much they do import, you would make 


haste. 
Sir M. My good lord, 
T guess their tenour. __ 
Arch. _ Like enough you do. 
To-morrow, good Sir Michael, is a day 
Wherein the fortune of ten thousand men 
Must bide the touch; for, sir, at Shrewsbury, 
As I am truly given to understand, II 
The king with mighty and quick-raised power 
Meets with Lord Harry: and, I fear, Sir 
Michael, | 

What with the sickness of Northumberland, 

Whose power was in the first proportion, 

And what with Owen Glendower’s absence 
thence, 

Who with them was a rated sinew too 

And comes not in, o’er-ruled by prophecies, 

I fear the power of Percy is too weak 

To wage an instant trial with the king. 20 

Sir M. Why, my good lord, you need not 


car 
There is Douglas and Lord Mortimer. 
Arch. No, Mortimer is not there. 
Sir Mf. But there is Mordake, Vernon, Lord 
Harry Percy, 
And there is my Lord of Worcester and a head 
Of gallant warriors, noble gentlemen, 
Arch. And so there is: but yet the king 
hath drawn 
The special head of all the land together : 
The Prince of Wales, Lord John of Lancaster, 
The noble Westmoreland and warlike Blunt ; 
And many moe corrivals and dear men 31 
Of estimation and command ir arms. 


Sir M. Doubt not, my lord, they shall be | Th 


well opposed. ri 
Arch. I hope no less, yet needful ’tis to 


ear 5 
And, to prevent the worst, Sir Michael, speed : 
For if Lord Percy thrive not, ere the king 
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Dismiss his power, he means to visit us, 
For he hath heard of our confederacy, 
And ‘tis but wisdom to make strong against 


im : 
Therefore make haste. I must go write again? 
To other friends; and so farewell, Sir Michael, 


Exeunt, 
ACT VY. 
Scenel. Zhe Kina’s camp rear Shrewsbury, 


Enter the Kine, Prince or Waxes, Lorp 
Joun or Lancaster, Earn or Wergr. 
MORELAND, Suk WALTER Buunz, and 
FALSTAFE. 
King. How bloodily the sun begins to pee; 

Above yon busky hill! the day 166s pale es 

At his distemperature. 

Prince. The southern wind 

Doth play the trumpet to his purposes, 

And by his hollow whistling in the leaves | 

Foretells a tempest and a blustering day, 
King. Then with the losers let it sympathise, 

For nothing can seem fou! to those that win, 

[The trumpet sounds, 


Enter WorcESTER and VERNON, 
How now, my Lord of Worcester! ’tis not well 
That you and [should meet upon such terms 10 
As now we meet. You have deceived our trust, 
And made us doff our easy robes of peace, 
To crush our old limbs in ungentle steel : 
This is not well, my lord, this is not well. 
What say you to it? will you again unknit 
This churlish knot of all-abhorred war? 
And move in that obedient orb again 
Where you did give a fair and natural light, 
be no more an exhaled meteor, 
A prodigy of fearanda portent * 20 
Of broached mischief to the unborn times? 
Wor. Hear me, my liege: 
For mine own part, I could be well content 
Lo entertain the lag-end of my life 
With quiet hours; for I do protest, 
Ihave not sought the day of this dislike. 
Tenge wou have not sought it! how comes 
it, then 
Fai. Rebellion lay in his way, and he 
found it, 
Prince. Peace, chewet, peace! 
Wor. It pleased your majesty to turn your 
looks 30 
Of favour from myself and all our house ; 
And yet I must remember you, my lord, 
We were the first and dearest of your friends. 
For you my staff of office did I break | 
In Richard’s time ; and posted day and night 
To meet you on the way, and kiss your hand, 
When yet you were in place and in account 
Nothing so strong and fortunate as I. 
It was myself, my brother and his son, 
That brought you home and boldly did outdare 
he dangers of the time. You swore tous, 4! 
And you did swear that oath at Doncaster, 
That you did nothing purpose ’gainst the eae 
Nor kelatan no further than your new-falla 
tight, 
The seat of Gaunt, dukedom of Lancaster: 
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To this we swore our aid. But in short space 
It ea down fortune showering on your 
head ; 
And such a flood of greatness fell on you, 
What with our help, what with the absent king, 
What with the injuries of a wanton time, 50 
The seeming suflerances that you had borne, 
And the contrarious winds that held the king 
So long in his unlucky Irish wars 
That all in England did repute him dead; 
And from this swarm of fair advantages 
You took occasion to be quickly woo'd 
To gripe the general sway into your hand : 
Forgot your oath to us at Doncaster ; 
And being fed by us nou used us so 
As that ungentle gul , the cuckoo’s bird, 60 
Useth the sparrow ; did oppress our nest ; 
Grew by our feeding to so great a bulk 
That as our love durst not come near your 
sigh 

For fear of swallowing ; but with nimble wing 
‘We were enforced, for safety sake, to fly 
Out of your sight and raise this present head ; 
Whereby we stand opposed by such means 
As you yourself have forged against yourself 
By unkind usage, dangerous countenance, 
And violation of all faith and troth jo 
Sworn to us in your younger enterprise. 

King. These things indeed you have articu- 


ate, 

Proclaim’d at market-crosses, read in churches, 
To face the garment of rebellion 
‘With some fine colour that may please the eye 
Of fickle changelings and poor discontents, 

ich gape and rub the elbow at the news 
Of hurlyburly innovation : 
And never yet did insurrection want 
Such water-colours to impaint his cause; 80 
Nor moody beggars, starving for a time 
Of pellmell havoc and confusion. 

vince. In both your armies there is many 


a So 

Shall pay full dearly for this encounter, 

If once they join in trial. Tell your nephew, 

The eriiee of Wales doth join with all the 
wor 

In praise of Henry Percy: by my hopes, 

This present enterprise set off his head, 

Ido not think a braver gentleman, 

More active-valiant or more Valiant-young, 90 

fore daring or more bold, is now alive 

To grace this latter age with noble deeds, 

For my part, I may speak it to my shame, 

have a truant been to chivalry ; 
dso I hear he doth account me too; 

Yet this before my father’s majesty— 

Lam content that he shall take the odds 

Of his great name and estimation, 

And will, to save the blood on either side, 

Try fortune with him in a single fight. 100 
ing. And, Prince of Wales, so dare we 
yenture thee, | 

beit considerations infinite 
o make against it. No, good Worcester, no, 

We love our people well ; even those we love 

That are misled upon your cousin’s part ; 

And, will they take the offer of our grace, 

Both he and they and you, yea, every man 
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Shall be my friend again and Ill be his: 
So tell your cousin, and bring me word 
What he will do: but if he will not yield, zx 
Rebuke and dread correction wait on us 
And they shall do their office. So, be gone; 
We will not now be troubled with reply : 
We offer fair; take it advisedly. . 
[Zzeunt Worcester and Vernon. 
Prince. It will not be necepled, on my life: 
The Douglas and the Hotspur both together 
Are contident against the world in arms. * 
Ene Hence,, therefore, every leader to his 
charge ; 
For, on their answer, will we set on them: 
And God befriend us, as our cause is just! 120 
[Exeunt all but the Prince of Wales and 
r _ Falstaff 
Fal. Hal, if thou sce me down in the battle 
and bestride me, so ; ’tis a point of friendship. 
Prince. Nothing but a colossus can do thee 
that friendship. Say thy prayers, and farewell, 
Hae I would ’twere bed-time, Hal, and all 
well. 
~ Prince. Why, thou owest God a death. 


Eeit. 
Fal, "Tis not due yet; I would be loath to 
pay him before his day. What need I be so 
forward with him that calls not on me? Well 
*tis no matter; honour pricks me on, Yea, bul 
how if honour prick me off when I come on? 
how then? Can honour set to aleg? no: oran 
arm? no: or take away the grief of a wound? 
no. Honour hath no skill in surgery, then? 
no. What is honour? a word. What is in that 
word honour? what is that honour? air. A 
trim reckoning! Who hath it? he that died o° 
Wednesday. ‘Doth che feel it? no. Doth he 
hear it? no. "Tis insensible, then? Yea, to 
the dead. But will it not live with the living? 
no. Why? detraction will not suffer it. There- 
fore I'll none of it. Honour is a mere scut- 
cheon: and so ends my catechism. [Exit 


Scene II. The rebel camp. 
Enter Worcester and VERNON. 


Wor. O, no, my nephew must not lnow, 
Sir Richard, _ 2 
The liberal and kind offer of the king. 
Ver. "Twere best he did. 

or. .,. «, _ Then are we all undone, 
It is not possible, it cannot be, | if 
The king should keep his word in loving us ; 
He will suspect us still and find a time 
To punish this offence in other faults: 
Suspicion all our lives shall be stuck full of 

eyes ; 
For treason is but trusted like the fox, 
Who, ne'er so tame, so cherish’d and lock'd up, 
Will have a wild trick of his ancestors. In 
Look how we can, or sad or merrily, 
Interpretation will misquote our looks, 
And we shall feed like oxen at a stall 
The better cherish’d, still the nearer death. 
My nephew’s trespass may be well forgot : 
It hath the excuse of youth and heat of blood, 
And an adopted name of privilege 
A hare-brain’d Hotspur, goven'd by a spleen: 


CC-0 Kashmir Research Institute. Digitzed by eGangotri 














428 FIRST PART OF KING HENRY IV [Act y 
i d: and, fellows, soldiers, 
All his offences live upon my head 20 Arm, arm with speed: an 


his father's; we did train him on, 
erat ‘corruption ‘being ta’en from us, 
We, as the spring of all, shall pay forall. 
Therefore, good cousin ee moy Harry know, 
E the offer of the king. ¥ 
Toy its iver what you will; Tl say ’tis so. 
Here comes your cousin. 


Enter Hotspur and Douc.as. 
é. My uncle is return’d: 
Dale w ne ord of Westmoreland. a 
nele, what news 
Wor. The king will bid you battle presently. 
Dow, Defy hn by the Lord of Westmore- 


Hot. ‘Lord Douglas, go you and tell him so. 
Doug. Marry, and shall, and very we 
Wor. There is no seeming mercy in the king. 
Hot. Did you beg any? God forbid! 

Wor. I told him gently of our grievances, 


Of his oath-breaking; which he mended thus, _ 


By now forswearing that he is forsworn: 
He calls us rebels, traitors; and will scourge 40 
With haughty arms this hateful name in us. 


Re-enter DouGLas. 
Doug. Arm, gentlemen; to arms! for I 
have thrown 
A brave defiance in King Henry’s teeth, “ 
And Westmoreland, that was engaged, did 


bear it; 
Which cannot choose but bring him quickly on. 
Wor. The Prince of Wales stepp’d forth 
before the king, 5 
And, nephew, challenged you to single fight. 
ATL O, would the quarrel lay upon our 


e: 
And that no man might draw short breath 


to-day 
But Land Harry Monmouth! Tell me, tell me, 
How show’d his tasking? seem'd it in con- 
tempt? 5 
Ver. No, by my soul; I never in my life 
Did hear a challenge urged more modestly, 
Unless a brother should a brother dare 
To gentle exercise and proof of arms. 
He gave you all the duties of a man ; 
Trimmd up your praises witha princely tongue, 
Spoke your deservings like a chronicle, 
d aking you ever better than his praise 
By still dispraising praise valued with you; 60 
And, which became him like a prince indeed, 
He made a blushing cital’of himself ; 
And chid his truant youth with such a grace 
As if he master'd there a double spirit 
Of teaching and of learning instantly. 
There did he pause: but let me tell the world, 
If he outlive the envy of this day, 
England did never owe so sweet a hope, 
So maul zaeconstraed: it his wantonness., 
of. Cousin, I think thou art 
On his follies: never did I hear emerges) 
Of any prince so wild a libertine. 
But be he as he will, yet once ere night 
I will embrace him with a soldier's arm, 
That he shrink under my courtesy. 


“4 
tter consider what you have to do 
Thon J, that have not well the gift of tongue, 
Can lift your blood up with persuasion. 


Ente: w Messenger. 


Mess. My lord, here are letters for you. 80 
Hot. I cannot read them now. 
O gentlemen, the time of life is short ! 
To spend that shortness, basely were too long, 
Tf life did ride upon a dial’s point, 
Still ending at the arrival of an hour. 
An if we live, we live to tread on kings ; 
Tf die, brave death, when princes die with us! 
Now, for our consciences, the arms are fair, 
When the intent of bearing them is just. 


Enter another Messenger. 
Mess. My lord, prepare ; the king comes on 
apace. go 
Os I thank him, that he cuts me from my 
tale, 4 
For I profess not talking; only this— 
Let each man do his best: and here draw I 
A sword, whose temper J intend to stain 
With the best blood that I can meet withal 
In the adventure of this perilous day. ¢ 
Now, eererance| Percy! and set on. 
Sound all the lofty instruments of war, 
And by that music let us all embrace ; 
For, heaven to earth, some of us never shall 100 
A second time do such a courtesy. 
[The trumpets sound. They embrace, and 
exeunt, 








Scene IIL Plain between the camps. 


The KiNG enters with his power. Alarwn_to 
the battle. Then enter Douauas and SiR 
WALTER BLUNT. 


Bint What is thy name, that in the battle 


us 
1 | Thou crossest me? what honour dost thou seek 


Upon my head? 

Doug. Know then, my name is Douglas; 
And Ido haunt thee in the battle thus 
Because some tell me that thou arta king. 

Blunt. They tell thee true. 

Doe: apt ord of Stafford dear to-day hath 

gh 
Thy likeness, for instead of thee, King Harry, 
This sword hath ended him: so shall it theo, 
Unless thou yield thee as my prisoner. 10 
Blunt. I was not born a yielder, thou proud 


cot ; 
And thou shalt find a king that will revenge 
Lord Stafford’s death. [They fight. ‘Douglas 
kills Blunt. 
Enter Hotspur. 
Hot. O Douglas, hadst thou fought at 
Holmedon thus, 
Inever had triumph'd upon a Scot. 
Doug. All’s done, all’s won; here breath- 
less lies the king. 
Hot. Where? 
Doug. Here. 
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Hot. This, Douglas? no: I know this face 
full well: z 

A gallant knight he was, his name was Blunt ; 

Semblably furnish’d like the king himself. 2x 

‘Doug. A fool go with thy soul, whither it 


goes! 
A borrow’d title hast thou bought too dear: 
Why didst thou tell me that thou wert aking? 
Hot. ‘The king hath many marching in his 
coats. 
Doug. Now, by my sword, I will kill all his 


coats ; 
Vl murder all his wardrobe, piece by piece, 
Until I meet the king. 
Hot. Up, and away! 
Our soldiers stand full fairly for the day. 29 
[Zxeunt. 


Alarum. Enter FALstaFr, solus. 


Fal. Though I could ’scape shot-free at 
London, I fear the shot here ; here’s no scoring 
but_upon the pate. Soft! who are you? Sir 
Walter Blunt: there’s honour for. you! here’s 
no vanity | L am_as hot as molten lead, and as 
heavy too: God keep lead out of me! I need 
no more weight than mine own bowels. I have 
led my ragamuflins where they are iperparedt 
there’s not three of my hundred and fifty left 
alive; and they are for the town’s end, to beg 
during life. But who comes here? 40 


Enter the PRINCE. 


Prince. What, stand’st thou idle here? lend 
me thy sword :' - 
Many a nobleman lies stark and stiff 
Under the hoofs of vaunting enemies, 
Whose deaths are yet. unrevenged : I prithee, 
lend me thy sword. . i 
Fal. O Hal, I prithee, give me leave to 
breathe awhile. Turk Gregory never did such 
deeds in arms as I have done this day. Ihave 
paid Percy, [have made him sure. _—- 
Prince. He is, indeed; and living to kill 
thee. I prithee, lend me thy sword. 50 
Fal. Nay, before God, Hal, if Percy be 
alive, thou get’st not my sword; but take my 
pistol, if thou wilt. ee 
Prince. Give it me: what, is it in the case? 
Fal. Ay, Hal; ‘tis hot, ’tis hot; there’s 
that will sack a city. [The Prince draws it 
_ out, und finds it to be a botile of sack. 
Prince. What, is it a time to jest and dally 
now? (He throws the bottle at him. Exit. 
Fal, Well, if Percy be alive, I'll pierce him. 
If he do come in my way, so: if he do not, if I 
come in his willingly, let him make acarbonado 
of me. I like not such grinning honour as Sir 
Walter hath: give me life: which if I can save 
so; if not, honour comes unlooked for, and 
there’s an end. [Ezit. 


Scene IV. Another part of the field. 


Alarum. Excursions.. Enter the Kina, the 
Princgz, Lorp JOHN oF LANCASTER, and 
Dart OF WESTMORELAND. 

King. I prithee, 

Harry, withdraw thyself; thou bleed’st too 

much. 
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Lord John of Lancaster, go you with him. 
Lan. NotI, my lord, unless I did bleed too. 
Prince. I beseech your majesty, make up, 
Lest your retirement do amaze your friends. 
King. Twill do so. , f 
My Lord of Westmoreland, lead him to his tent. 
i, Come, my lord, I’ll lead you to your 
ent. 
Prince, Lead me, my lord? I do not need 
our help: 10 
And God forbid a shallow scratch should drive 
The Prince of Wales from such a field as this, 
Where stain’d nobility lies trodden on, 
And rebels’ arms triumph in massacres! F 
Lan. We breathe too long: come, cousin 
Westmoreland 
Our duty this way lies ; for God’s sake, come. 
[Eceunt Prince John and Westmoreland. 
Prince. By God, thou hast deceived me, 


_ Lancaster ; - 
I did not think thee Jord of such a spirit : 
Before, I loved thee as a brother, John; 
But now, I do respect thee as my soul. 20 
King. F I saw him hold Lord Percy at the 
poin 
With lustier maintenance than I did look for 


Prince. O, this boy 
Lends mettle to us all! [Exit. 


Enter DouGLAS. 5 
Doug. Another king! they grow like Hydra’s 


Iam the Douglas, fatal to all those 
That wear those colours on them: what art thou, 
That counterfeit’st the person of a king? 
King. The king himself; who, Douglas, 
grieves at heart 
So many of his shadows thou hast met 
And not the very king. I have two boys 
Seek Percy and thyself about the field: 
But, seeing thou fall’st on me so luckily, 
I will assay thee: so, defend thyself. 
Doug. 1 fear thou art another counterfeit ; 
And yet, in faith, thou bear'st thee like a king: 
But mine [ am sure thou art, whoe’er thou be, 
And thusI win thee. [They fight; the King 
being in danger, re-enter Prince of Wales. 
Prince, Holdup thy head, vile Scot, or thou 


:| Of such an ungrown warrior. 


go 


art like 
Never to hold it up again! thespirits §- 40 
Of valiant Shirley, Stafford, Blunt, are in my 


arms : 

It is the Prince of Wales that threatens thee ; 

Who never promiseth but he means to pay. 

[They fight: Douglas jlies, 

Cheerly, my Jord: how fares your grace? 

Sir Nicholas Gawsey hath for succour sent, 

‘And so hath Clifton : Ill to Clifton straight. 
King. Stay, and breathe awhile: 

Thou hast redeem’d thy lost opinion, 

Andshow’d thou makest some tender of my life, 

In this fair rescue thou hast brought to me. 50 
Prince. O God! they did me too much in- 


jury 
That ever said I hearken’d for your death. 
If it were so, I might have let alone 
The insulting hand, of Douglas over you, 
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i 1 haye been_as speedy in your end 
Whigh ne mossonous potions an ihe! Four ah 
ved the treacherous Ja! 1. 

ante up to Clifton: Til to Sir 


Nicholas Gawsey. (Exit. 
Enter Hotspur. 
Hot. If I mistake not, thou art Harry 


uth, ‘ 
poe Thou speak’st as if I would deny my 


Hol. My name is Harry Perey 

‘ot. My name is y " 

Prince. y ae Why, then I see 

A very valiant rebel of the name, % 

I an the Prince of Wales; and think not, Percy, 

To share with me in glory any more: ; 

Two stars keep not their motion in one sphere ; 

Nor can one England brook a double reign, 

‘Of Harry Percy and the Prince of Wales. 
Hot. “Nor shall it, Harry; for the hour is 

come 

To end the one of us; and would to God. 

Thy name in arms were now as great as mine! 
Prince. Ill make it greater ere I part from 


thee; 7 
‘And all the budding honours on thy crest 
T’ll crop, to make a garland for my head, 
Hot. Ican no longer brook thy vanities. 
[Lhey fight. 
Enter FALsTArF¥. 


Fal, Well said, Hal! to it, Hall Nay, you 
shall find no boy’s play here, I can tell you. 


Re-enter Doucuas; he fights with FALSTAFF, 
who falls down as if he were dead, and exit 
Doucias. HorsPur is wounded, and falls. 
Hot. agp Harry, thou hast robb’d me of my 

youl 

J better brook the loss of brittle life 

Than those proud titles thou hast won of me; 

They ound my thoughts worse than thy sword 

ny flesh; 80 

But thought ’s the slave of life, and life time’s 


fool; 
And time, that takes survey of all the world 
Must hayeastop. O,Icould prophesy, * 
But that the earthy and cold hand of death 
Lies on my tongue: no, Percy, thou art dust, 
And food for— Dies. 
Prince. For worms, brave Perey : fare thee 
well, heart! 


Til-weave ambition, how much artthou shrunk! | I | 


When that this body did contain a spirit, 
A kingdom for it was too small a bound; 90 
But now two paces of the vilest earth 
Isroom enough: this earth that bears thee dead 
rs not alive so stout, a gentleman. 
JE thou wert sensible of courtesy, 
peneaiding make Fa deny a. show of zeal : 
ny favours hide thy, mangled face ; 
And, even in thy behalf, 1711 thanle myself 
For doing these fair rites of tenderness. 
mus. andi fake thy Diniee Ruste hee to heaven! 
leep wil ee ii 

But not rememberd in thy eilaphu bia 

' [He spieth Falstaff on the round. 
What, old acquaintance! could not all ty: flesh 
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[Act y 


Seep in alittle life? Poor Jack, farewell! 
Keen have better spared a better man: 
U, [should have a heavy iiss of thee, 
Tf 1 were much in love with vanity! 
Death hath not struck so fat a deer to-day, 
Though many dearer, in this bloody fray. 
Embowell’d will L see thee by and by: 
Till then in blood by noble Pereylie. © [Exit. 110 

Fal, (Rising up| Embowelled | if thou em- 
bowel me to-day, I'll give you leave to powder 
me and eat me too to-morrow, "Sblood, ’twas 
time to counterfeit, or that hot termagant Scot 
had paid me scot and lot too. Counterfeit? J 
lie, t am no counterfeit: to die, is to be a 
counterfeit ; for he is but the counterfeit of a 
man who hath not the life of a man: but to 
counterfeit dying, when a man thereby liveth 
is to be no counterfeit, but the true an 
perfect image of life indeed. The better part of 
valour is discretion; in the which better part I 
have saved my life. ’Zounds, I am afraid of 
this gunpowder Percy, though he be dead: how, 
if he should counterfeit too and rise? by my 
faith, I am afraid he would prove the better 
counterfeit. ‘Therefore I’ll make him sure; yea, 
and I’ll swear I killed him. Why may not he 
rise as well as I? Nothing confutes me but 
eyes, and nobody sees me. Therefore, sirrah 
[stabbing him], with a new wound in your 
thigh, come you along with me. 4 

Takes up Hotspur on his back. 


Re-enter the PRINCE OF WALES and LORD 
JOHN OF LANCASTER. 


Prince. Come, brother John; full brayely 
hast thou flesh’d 
Thy maiden sword. 
Lan. But, soft! whom have we here? 
Did you not tell me this fat man was dead? 
Prince. I did; I saw him dead, 
Breathless and bleeding on the ground, Art 
.thou alive? 
Or is it fantasy that plays upon our eyesight? 
I prithee, areas we will not trust our eyes 
Without our ears: thou art not what thou 
seem’st. ao 
Fal. No, that’s certain; I am not a double 
man: but if I be not Jack Falstaff, then am I 
a Jack. There is Percy [throwing the body 
down): if your father will do me any honour, 
So; if not, let him kill the next Percy himself. 
look to be either earl or duke, I can assure 


you. | 
Prince. Why, Percy I killed myself and saw 
thee dead. 
. Fal. Didst thou? Lord, Lord, how this world 
is given to lying! I grant you Twas down and 
out of breath ; andso was ho: but we rose both 
at an instant and fought along hour by Shrews- 
bury clock. IfI may be belicved; so; if not, let 
them that should reward yalour bear the sin 
upon their own heads. I'll take it upon Diy. 
death, I gave him this wound in the thigh: 
the man were alive and would deny it, "7ounds, 
I would make him eat a piece of my sword. 
Fan, This is tho strangest, tale that ever 1 
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Bete This is the strangest fellow, brother 
ohn, 
Come, bring your luggage nobly on your back: 
Yor my part, if a lie may do thee grace, 161 
{ll gild it with the happiest terms I have. 

(A retreat is sounded. 

The trumpet sounds retreat ; the day is ours. 
Come, brother, let us to the highest of the field, 

To see what friends are living, who are dead. 
(Bxeunt Prince of Wales and Lancaster. 
Fal. Vliollow, as they say, forreward. He 
that rewards me, God reward him! Iildo grow 
great, 1’ll grow less; for I'll purge, and leave 
sack, and live cleanly as a nobleman enone do. 
cit. 


Scene V. Another part of the field. 


Thetrumpets sound. Enter the K1nc, PRINCE 
or Waters, Lorp Jonn or LANCASTER, 
EAR.o: TMORELAND, with WORCESTER 
and VERNON prisoners. 


King. Thus ever did rebellion find rebuke. 
mibspinted Worcester ! did not we send grace, 
Pardon and terms of love to all of you? 

‘And wouldst thou turn our offers contrary? 

Misuse the tenour of thy kinsman’s trust? 

Three knights upon our party slain to-day, 

‘A noble earl and many a creature else 

Had been alive this hour, 

Tf like a Christian thou hadst truly borne 

Betwixt our armies true intelligence. 10 
Wor. What I have done my safety urged me 







to; 
‘And I embrace this fortune patiently, 
Since not to be avoided it falls on me. 
King. Bear Worcester to the death and 
‘Vernon too: 
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Other offenders we will pause upon. 
[£ceunt Worcester and Vernon, guarded. 
How goes the field ? 
Prince. ThenobleScot, Lord Douglas, when 


he saw = 3 
The fortune of the day quite turn’d from him, 
‘The noble Percy slain, and all his men 
Upon the foot of fear, fled with the rest; 20 
And falling from a hill, he was so bruised 
That the pursuers took him, At my tent 
The Douglas is; and T beseech your grace 
Imay dispose of him, 

King. ‘With all my heart. 
Prince. Then, brother John of Lancaster, 


to you 
This honourable bounty shall belong : 
Go to the Douglas, and deliver him 
Up to his pleasure, ransomiess and free: 
His valour shown upon our crests to-de i 
Hath taught us how to cherish such hig) deeds 
Even in the bosom of our adversaries. |, 3r 
Lan. 1 thank your grace for this high 
courtesy, | ¥ 
Which I shal] give away immediately. 
King. Then this remains, that we divide our 


power. 
You, son John, and my cousin Westmoreland 
Towards York shall bend you with your dearest 


speed, 
To mee Northumberland and the prelate 
croop, 

Who, as we hear, are busily in arms : 

Myself and you, son Harry, will towards Wales, 

76 fight with Glendower and the Ear! of March. 

Rebellion in this land shall lose his sway, 4 

Meeting the check of such another day = 

‘And since this business so fair is done, 

Let us not leave till all ourown be won. 
(Exeunt. 
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THE SECOND PART OF 
KING HENRY IV 


DRAMATIS PERSONAS 


Runour, the Presenter. 

icine Wexry the Fourth. 

HENRY, PRINCE OF WALES, after- 
wards King Henry V., 

THOMAS, DUKE OF CLARENCE, 

Prince JOHN OF LANCASTER, 

PrRiINcE HUMPHREY OF GLOUCESTER 

Ean. oF WARWICK. 

EARL OF WESTMORELAND. 

EARL OF SURREY. 

GOWER. 

Harcourt. 


BLUNT. 

Lord Chief-Justice of the King’s Bench. 

A Servant of the Chief-Justice. 

Earu oF NORTHUMBERLAND. 

Scroop, Archbishop of York. 

Lorp Mowsray. 

Lorp Hastines. 

Lorp BARDOLPH. 

Str JOHN CoLEVILE. ' 

TRAVERS and Morro, retainers of Northum- 
berland. 


hissons. 


INDUCTION. 
Warkworth. Before the castle. 
Enter Rumour, painted full of tongues. 
putes Open your ears; for which of you will 
stop 
The vent of hearing when loud Rumour speaks? 
I, from the orient to the drooping west, 
Making the wind my post-horse, still unfold 
The acts commenced on this ball of earth: 
in my tongues continual slanders ride, 
The which in every language I pronounce, 
Stuffing the ears of men with false reports, 
1 speak of peace, while covert enmity 


Under the smile of safety wounds the world: 10 | This h 


And who but Rumour, who but only I, 
Make fearful musters and prepared defence, 
Whiles the big year, swoln with some other 


grief, | 
Js thought with child by the stern tyrant war, 
id no such cnatter? Rumour is a pipe 
lown by surmises, jealousies, conjectures, 
cae ou co easy and £0 plait'a stop 
ne blunt monster with uncounted heads, 
‘The still-discordant wavering taultitude, 


Str JOHN Farstar¥. 
His Page. 
BARDOLPH. 
PISTOL. 
Porns. 
PETO. 
SHALLOW, » | country justices. 
Davy, Servant to Shallow. 
Moutpy, SHADow, Wart, 
BULLCALF, recruits. | e 
FANG and SNARE, sheriff's officers. 


Lapy NoRTHUMBERLAND. 

Lavy Percy. i 

MistRESS QUICKLY, hostess of a tavern in 
Eastcheap. 

Dot TEARSHEET. 


Lords and Attendants; Porter, Drawers, 
es, Grooms, &c. 


A Dancer, speaker of the epilogue. 
Scene: England. 


FEEBLE, and 


Can Play upon it. But what need I thus 20 
My well-known body to anatomize 

Among my household? Why is Rumour here? 
Irun before King Harry’s victory 9 
Who in a bloody field by Shrewsbury 3 
Hath beaten down young Hotspur and his 


troops, 
Quenching the flame of bold rebellion 
ven with the rebels’ blood. But what mean I 
To speak go true at first? my office is 
To noise abroad that Harry Monmouth fell 
Under the wrath of noble Hotspur's sword, 30 
And that the king before the Douglas’ rage 
Stoop’d his anointed head as low as death. 
i ave I rumour'd through the peasant 
owns 
Between that royal field of Shrewsbury 
And this worm-eaten hold of ragged stone, 
Where Hotspur’s father, old Northumberland, 
Lies crafty-sick: the posts come tiring on, 
And not a man of them brings other news, 
Than they haye learn’d of me: from Rumour's 
tongues 
They bring smooth comforts false, worse than 
true wrongs. [Ecit. 40 
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ACT I. Re iol pe that peBellion had bad luck ra 
. nd that young Harry Percy’s spur was cold. 
Scene I. The same. With that, he gave his able horse the head, 
Enter LORD BARDOLPH. And bending forward struck his armed heels 
L. Bard. Who keeps the gate here, ho? ‘Against the panting sides of his poor jade 
- Up to the rowel-head, and starting so 
The Porter opens the gate. He seem’d in running to devour the way, 
Where is the earl? 
Port. What shall I say you are? 


Staying no longer question. 
DL. Bard. Tell thou the earl 


North. a! Again: 
Said he young Harry Percy's spur was cold? 
That the Lord Bardolph doth attend him here. 
‘Port. His lordship is walk’d forth into the 


Of Hotspur Coldspur? that rebellion 50 
Had met ill luck ¢ 
orchard : Bard. My lord, Ill tell you what; 
Please it your honour, knock but at the gate, If my young lord your son have not the day, 
‘And he himself will answer. h 
Enter NORTHUMBERLAND. 


Upon mine honour, for a silken point 
Ll give my barony: never talk of it. 
L. Bard. Here comes the earl. 

[2ait Porter. 


orth. Why should that gentleman that 
_ rode by Travers 
Give then such instances of loss? 
North. What news, Lord Bardolph? every | |. Burd Who, he? 
minute now 
Should be the father of some stratagem : 
The times are wild; contention, like a horse 


He was some hilding fellow that had stolen 
The horse he rode on, and on my life, 

Full of high feeding, madly hath broke loose zo 

‘And bears down all before him. 


Spoke at a venture. Look, here comes more 
L. Bard. Noble earl, 


news. 
I bring you certain news from Shrewsbury. 

North. Good, an God will! 

L. Bard. ‘As good as heart can wish: 
The king is almost wounded to the death ; 
And, in the fortune of my lord your son, 
Prince Harry slain outright; and both the 


Blunts 
Kill'd by the hand of Douglas; young Prince 


ohn. 
‘And Westmoreland and Stafford fled the field ; 
Ea Ee Monmouth’s brawn, the hulk Sir 

























Enter Morton. 
North: Yea, this man’s brow, like toa title- 
60 


ical, 
Foretells the nature of a tragic volume: 
So looks the strand whereon the imperious flood 
Hath left a witness'd usurpation. 
Say, Morton, didst thou come from Shrewsbury? 

‘Mor. Iranfrom Shrewsbury, my noble lord; 
Where hateful death put.on his ugliest mask 
To fright.our party. 

North. How doth my son and brother? 
Thou tremblest; and the whiteness in thy cheek 
Ts apter than thy tongue to tell thy errand. 
Even such a man, so faint, so spiritless, jo 
So dull, so dead in look, so woe-hegone, 

Drew Priam’s curtain in the dead of night, 
‘And would have told him half his Troy was 


burnt; 
But Priam found the fire ere he his tongue, 
‘And I my Perey’s death ere thou report’st it. 
This thou wouldst say, ‘ Your son did thus and 


thus; 
Your brother thus: so fought the noble 
Douglas :’ 5 ‘ 
Stopping my greedy ear with their bold deeds : 
But in the end, to stop my ear indeed, 
Thou hast a sigh to blow away this praise, __ 80 


ohn, 
_ Is prisoner to your son: O, such a day, 20 
So fought, so follow’d and so fairly won, 
Came not till now to dignify the times, 
Since Ceesar’s fortunes ! ee 
North. How is this derived? 
Saw you the field? came you from Shrewsbury? 
'L. Bard. 1 spake with one, my lord, that 
came from thence, 
A gentleman well bred and of good name, 
That freely render’d me these news for true. 
North. Here comes my servant Travers, 
whom I sent 
On Tuesday last to listen after news. 


Enter TRAVERS. Ending with ‘Brother, son, and all are dead.’ 
L. Bard. My lord, I over-rode him on the| | Mor. Dou Jasis living, and your brother, yet; 


But, for my lord your son,— : 
orth. Why, he is dead. 
See what a ready tongue suspicion hath! 
He that but fears the thing he would not know 
Hath by instinct knowledge from others’ eyes 
That what he fear'd is chanced. Yet speak, 
Morton; ; = é 
Tell thou an earl his divination lies, 
And I will take it as a sweet disgrace 
‘Andmake thee rich for doing me such wrong. 90 
Mor. Youare too great to be by me gainsaid: 
Your spirit is too true, your fears too certain. 
Nore Yet, for all this, say not that Percy’s 
lea 


way 5 og 30 
And he is furnish’d with no certainties 
More than he haply may retail from me. | 
North. Now, Travers, what good tidings 
comes with you? 4 
Lies aay lord, Sir John Umfrevileturn’d me 
ack 
With joyful tidings; and, being better horsed, 
Out-rode me. ter him came spurring hard 
A gentleman, almost forspent with speed, 
That stopp’d by me to breathe his bloodied 


horse. 
He ask’d the way to Chester; and of him 
TI did demand what news from Shrewsbury: 40 
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strange confession in thine eye: f 
Le EL head and hold’st it fear orsin 
To speak a truth. If he be slain, say an fed 
The tongue offends not that reports his death : 
‘And he doth sin that doth belie the dead, 
Not he which says the dead is not alive, 
Yet the first bringer of unwelcome news —100 
Hath but a losing office, and his tongue 
Sounds fever ae asa ule ial ‘onal 
ember'd tolling a departing fri 
Sri: Bard. 1 canoe think, my lord, your son 
is dead. . 
Mor, Lamsorry I should forceyouto believe 
That which I would to God I had not seen ; 
But these mine eyes saw him in bloody state, 
Rendering faint quittance, wearied and out- 


reath uy 
To Harry Monmouth; whose swift wrath beat 


own 
The never-daunted Percy to the earth, 110 
From whence with life he never more sprung up, 
In few, his death, whose spirit lent a fire 
Even to the dullest peasant in his camp, 
Being bruited once, took fire and heat away 
From the best-temper'd courage in his troops 3 
For from his metal was his party steel’d ; 
Which once in him abated, all the rest 
Tum’d on themselves, like dull and heavy lead : 
And as the thing that’s heavy in itself, 
Upon enforcement flies with greatest speed, 120 
So did our men, heavy in Hotspur’s loss, _ 
Lend to this weight such lightness with their fear 
That arrows fled not swifter toward their aim 
Than did our soldiers, aiming at their safety, 
Fly from the field. Then was that noble 
eae d that furious S 

‘00 soon ta’en prisoner; and that furious Scot, 
The blondy, ouglas, whose well-labouring 

sSWol 
attics times slain the appearance of the 
RING, 

Gan yail his stomach and did grace the shame 
Of those that turn’d their backs, and in his 


flight, 2 3130 
Stumbling in fear, was took. The sum of all 
Is thal the king pa won, and hath sent out 

Y power to encounter yo 
Under the conduct of young RN oN 


And Westmoreland. “This is the news at full. 


North. For this I shall haye time enough | Wh 


to mourn. | 
In poison there is lites and these news, 


sic 
Being sick, have in si 

sha omemeasuremade mewell: 
And as the wretch, whose fever-weaken’d joints, 


Like strengthless hinges, buckle under life, x41 |S 


Impatient of his fit, breaks like a fire 
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aying been well, that would have made me | F 


[Acrr 


Now bind my brows with iron ; and approach 

The ragged'st hour that time and Bata dare 
bring ts 151 

To frown upon the enraged Northumberland] 

Let heaven kiss earth! now let not Nature's 
hand : 

Keep the wild flood confined ! let order die} 

‘And let this world no longer be a stage 

To feed contention in a lingering act; 

But let one spirit of the first-born Cain | 

Reign in all bosoms, that, each heart being set 

On bloody courses, the rude scene may end, 

And darkness be the burier of the dead! 60 

Tra. This strained passion doth you wrong, 

my lord. ‘ : 

L. Bard. Sweet earl, divorce not wisdom 

from your honour. ; 

Mor. The lives of all your loving complices 
Lean on your health; the which, if you give o'er 
To stormy passion, must perforce decay. 

You cast the event of war, my noble lord, 
And summ’d the account of chance, before you 


said 
‘Let us make head.’ It was your presurmise, 
ana i the dole of blows, your son might drop : 
You knew he walk’d o'er perils, on an edge, 170 
More likely to fall in than to get o'er ; 
You were advised his flesh was capable 
Of wounds and scars and that his forward spirit 
Would lift him where most trade of danger 


Tanged: . 2 
Yet did you say ‘Go forth ;’ and none of this, 
Though strongly apprehended, could restrain 
The stiff borne action: what hath then befallen, 
Or what hath this bold enterprise brought forth, 
More than that being which was like to bet. 

L. Bard, We all that are engaged to this 

loss 180 
Knew that we ventured on such dangerous seas 
That if we wrought out life ’twas ten to one; 
And yet we ventured, for the gain proposed 
Choked the respect of likely peril fear'd ; 

And since we are o’erset, venture again. 

Come, we will all put forth, body and goods. 
Zor. "Tis more than time: and, my most 

noble lord, 

T hear for certain, and do speak the truth, 

The gentle Archbishop of York is up 

With well- pointed powers: heisaman x90 
ho with a double surety binds his followers. 

My lord your son had only but the corpse, 

But shadows and the shows of men, to fight; 

for that same word, rebellion, did divide 

The action of their bodies from their souls; 

And they did fight with queasiness, constrain’d, 

As men drink potions, that their weapons only 

eem’d on our side; but, for their spirits and 


Out of his keeper's arms, even so my liml: ‘ fouls , 
Weaken’d with orief bei my limbs, |__| This word, rebellion, it had froze them up, 
‘ef Wi A grief being now enraged with | As fish are in a pond, But now the bishop 20° 


Are thr d h nse! 
rice them 
ieee telat Ives, Hence, therefore, thou 


A scaly gauntlet now with joints of 
I te 
Must glove this hand: an hence’ ane sickly 


Thou arta 
Ou art a guard too wanton f 
Which princes, flesh’d with Rona pad hit. 


qurns insurrection {9 pEligion : houghts, 

Y Sincere and holy in his though! 

He's followed both with body and with mind 
And doth enlarge his rising with the blood 

Of fair King ichard, scraped from Pomfret 

eS 5 

Derives from heayen his quarrel and his cause: 
Tells them he doth bestride a bleeding Ind, 
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Gasping for life under great Bolingbroke ; 
‘And more and less do flock to follow him. 
North. I knew of this before; but, to speak 
truth, % i 210 
This present grief had wiped it from my mind. 
Go in with me; and counsel every man 
The aptest way for safety and revenge 
Get nosis and letters, and make friends with 
speed: 
Never so few, and never yet more need. 
{Lxeunt. 


Scrnz Il. London. A strect. 


Enter Fatstatr, with his Page bearing his 
sword and buckler. 


Fal. Sirrah, you giant, what says the doctor 
tomy water! : 

Page. He said, sir, the water itself was a 
good healthy water; but, for the party that 
owed it, he might have more diseases than he 
knew for. 3 . 

Fal. Men of all sorts take a pride to gird at 
me: the brain of this foolish-compounded clay, 
man, is not able to invent any thing that tends 
to laughter, more than I invent or is invented 
on me: Lam not only witty in myself, but the 
cause that wit isin other men. I do here walk 
before thee like a sow that hath overwhelmed 
all her litter but one. If the prince put thee) Page. You must speak louder; my master 
into my service for any other reason than to | is deaf. 7 719 
set me off, why then I have no judgement. Ch, Just. I am sure he is, to the hearing of 
Thou whoreson mandrake, thou art fitter to | any thing good. Go, pluck him by the elbow; 
be worn in my cap than to wait at my heels. | 1 must speak with him. 

I was never manned with an agate till now:| Serv. Sir John! 
but I will inset you neither in gold nor silver, |_ Fal. What! a young knave, and begging! 
but in vile apparel, and send you back again Is there not wars? is there not employinent? 
to your masicr, for a jewel,—the juvenal, the | doth not the king lack subjects? do not the 
pence your master, whose chin is not yet rebels need soldiers? ‘Though it be a shame to 
edged. I will sooner have a beard grow in | be on any side but one, it 1s worse shame to 
the palm of my hand than he shall get one on beg than to be on the worst side, were it worse 
his cheek; and yet he will not stick to say than the name of rebellion can tell how to 
his face is a face-royal: God may finish it when | make it. Bes . 9° 
he will, tis not a hair amiss yet: he may keep| Serv. You mistake me, sir. 
it still at a face-royal, for a barber shall never Fal. Why, sir, did I say you were an honest 
earn sixpence out of it; and yet he'll be | man? setting my Enlentiged and my soldier- 
crowing as if he had writ man ever since his | ship aside, { had lied in my throat, if I had 
said so. 


father was a bachelor. He may keep his own 3 
Serv. I pray you, sir, then set your knight- 


grace, but he’s almost out of mine, I can as- 1 i 1 i 
sure him. What said Master Dombledon about hood and your soldiership aside; and give me 
leave to tell you, you lie In your throat, if you 


the satin for my short cloak and my slops? — 
Page. He said, sir, you should procure him | say I am any other than an honest man. 
‘Fal. 1 give thee leave to tellmeso! I lay 


better assurance than Bardolph : he would not} 4 ¢ 
take his band and yours; he liked not the | aside that which grows tome! If thou gettest. 
any leave of me, hang me, if thou takest leave, 


security. 
Tal. ‘Let him be damned, like the glutton ! | thou wert better be hanged. You hunt counter: 
hence! avaunt! 


pray God his tongue be hotter! A whoreson ul ; 
Achitophel ! a rascally yea-forsooth knave! to ‘Serv. Sir, my lord would speak with you. 
Ch. Just. SirJohn Falstaff, a word with you. 


bear a gentleman in hand, and then stand upon ; 
Fal. My good lord! God give your loi ue 


may sleep in security; for he hath the horn of 
abundance, and the lightness of his wife shines 
through it: and yet cannot he see, though he 
have his own lanthorn to light him. Where’s 
Bardolph? 

Page. He’s gone into Smithfield to buy your 
worship a horse. 

Fal. I bought him in Paul's, and he’ll buy 
me a horse in Smithfield: an I could pe me 
but a wife in the stews, I were manned, horsed, 
and wived. 6x 


Enter the Lord Chief-Justice and Servant. 


Page. Sir, here comes the nobleman that 
committed the prince for striking him about 
Bardolph. ‘ 

Fal. Wait close; I will not see him. 

Ch. Just. What’s he that goes there? 

Serv. Falstaff, an’t please your lordship. 

Ch. Just. He that was in question for the 
robbery ? 69 

Serv. He, my lord: but he hath since done 
good service at Shrewsbury ; and, as I hear, is 
now going with some charge to the Lord Jo! 
of Lancaster. 

Ch, Just. What, to York? Call him back 
again. { 

Serv. Sir John Falstaff! 

Fal. Boy, tell him I am deaf. 
















security! ‘The whoreson smooth-pates do now. is 
wear nothing but high shoes, und bunches of | good time of day. Tam glad to see your | 
keys at their girdles; and if a man is through | shi abroad: I heard say your lordship was 
with them in honest taking up, then they must | sick: I hope yout lordship goes abroad by 
stand upon security. I had as lief they would | advice. Your ordship, though not clean past 
put ratsbane in my mouth as offer to stop it | your youth, hath hee some smack of age in 
with security. I looked a’ should have sent me | you, some relish of the saltness of time; and 
two and twenty yards of satin, as Lam a true { most humbly beseech your lordship to have 
knight, and he sends me security. Well, he! a reverent care of your health. 


CC-0 Kashmir Research Institute. Digitzed by eGangotri 


{ 
| 





“prince. 


436 


F 7 fore 

Ch, Just.. Sir John, I sent for you be 

ition to Shrewsbury. P 
your expedite ENS your lordship, I heard his 
majesty js returned with some discomfort from 
wee “Just. I talk not of his majesty: you 
yvould not come when I sent for you. 12t 

Fal. eo hear, mareover me nis toe is 
i into this same whoreson apoplexy. 
fan Just. Vell fete mend him! I pray 

me speak with you. - < 
5 ut This apoplexy is, as I take it, a kind of 
lethargy, an’t please your lordship; a, kind of 
sleeping in the blood, a whoreson tingling. | 

Ch. ust What tell you me of it? be it as 
itis. Pere 130 

Fal, It hath it original from much grief, 
from study and perturbation of the brain: 
I have read the cause of his effects in Galen: 
it is a kind of deafness. ‘ 

Ch. Just. I think you are fallen into the 
disease; for you hear not what I say to you. 

Fal. Very well, my lord, very well: rather, 
an’t please you, it 1s the disease of not listening, 
the malady of not marking, that I am troubled 
withal. f 140 

Ch. Just. To punish you by the heels would 
amend the attention of your ears; and I care 
not if I do become your physician. 

Fal. I am as poor as Job, my lord, but not 
so patient: your lordship may minister the 
potion of imprisonment to me in respect of 

verty ; but how I should be your patient to 
‘ollow your prescriptions, the wise may make 
some m of a scruple, or indeed a scruple 
itself. 

Ch. Just. I sent for you, when there were 
matters against you for your life, to come speak 
wate i er 

'. As I was then advised by my learned 
counsel in the laws of this landeeerees T ‘did 
mo Tact Well, th h 
_ Ch. Just. Well, the ti is, Si 
live in great infamy, esau ada) ein John syou 
i tn cheb a my Dao 

Ch. Just. Your 
your " ase is ca are very slender, and 

Fal. I would it were otherwise; I 
means were greater, and my. dite nis entaan y 

Ch, Just. You have misled the youthful 


Fal. The youn; prince hath mi: oH 
Penis fellow wih the meebeleean he 
Ch. Just. Well, I am loath to gal 
healed wound: your day’s Sree 
bury chath a little flac over your night's 
exp Heats Gade + you may thank the 
pugule ¢ for your quiet o'er-posting that 
Fal. _ My lord? BH 


Ch. Just. But si i y ; 
ane Rok a slee pingeale 18 well, keep it so: 


fox. 


Ch. Jr 
ree ag enlondy you are as a candle, the 
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0 wake a wolf is as bad as to smell a | I 


[Act r 


Fal. A wassail candle, my lord, all tallow: 
if I did say of wax, my growth would approye 
the truth. f A : 181 

Ch. Just. There is not a white hair on your 
face but should have his effect of gravity. 

Fal._ His effect of gravy, gravy, gravy. 

Ch. Just. You follow the young prince up 
and down, like hisillangel. ¢ 

Fal. Notso, my lord; yourill angel is light; 
but I hope he that looks upon me will take me 
without weighing: and yet, in some respects, I 
grant, I cannot.go: I cannot tell. Virtue is of 
so little regard in these costermonger times that 
true valour is turned bear-herd :, pregnancy ig 
made a tapster, and hath his quick wit wasted 
in giving reckonings: all the other gifts apper- 
tinent to man, as the malice of this age sha 3 
them, are not worth a gooseberry. You that 
are old consider not the capacities of us that 
are young; you do measure the heat of our 
livers with the bitterness of your galls: and we 
that are in the vaward of our youth, I must 
confess, are wags too. 200 

Ch. Just. Do you set down your name in 
the scroll of Out h, that are written down old 
with all the characters of age? Have you not 
a moist eye? a dry hand? a yellow cheek? a 
white beard? a decreasing lee? an increasing 
belly? is not your voice roken ? your wind 
short? your chin double? your wit single? and 
every part about you blasted with antiquity? 
and will you yet call yourself young? Fie, fie, 
fie, Sir John! 209 

Fal, My lord, I was born about three of the 
clock in the afternoon, with a white head and 
something a round belly. For my voice, I have 
lost it with halloing and singing of anthems. 
To approve my youth further, I will not: the 
truth 1s, [am only old in judgement and under- 
standing; and he that will caper with me for 
a thousand marks, let him lend me the money, 
and have at him! For the box of the ear that 
the prince gave you, he gave it like a rude 
princes and you took it like a sensible lord. 

have checked him for it, and the young lion 
Tepents; marry, not in ashes and sackcloth, 
but in new silk and old sack. New 

Ch. Just.’ Well, God send the prince 4 
better companion | 

Fal. God send the companion a better 
prince! I cannot rid my hands of him. 

Ch. Just. Well, the king hath severed you 
and Prince Harry : I hear you are going, wit 
Lord John of Lancaster against the ‘Archbishop 
and the Earl of Northumberland. «232. 
., Fal. Yea; I thank your pretty sweet wit for 
it.. But look you pray, all you that kiss my 
lady Peace at home, that our armies join not 
in.a hot day; for, by the Lord, I take but two 
shirts out with me, and I mean not to sweat 
extraordinarily: if it be a hot day, and I 
brandish any thing but a bottle, I would I 
might never spit white again. ‘There is not 
& dangerous action can peep out his head but 
am thrust upon it: well, [ cannot last ever: 
ut it was alway yet the trick of our English 
nation, if they have a good thing, to make it 
too common. If ye will needs say I am an 
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old man, you should give me rest. I would to 
Cod my name were not so terrible to the enemy 
agit is: I were better to be eaten to death with 
arust than, to be scoured to nothing with per- 
petual motion. 

Ch. Just. Well, be honest, be honest; and 
God bless your expedition ! 

Fal. Will your lordship lend me a thousand 
pound to furnish me forth? 251 

Ch. Just. Not a penny, not a penny; you 
are too impatient to bear crosses. J*are you 
well; commend me to my cousin Westmore- 
land. [Eveunt Chief-Justice and Servant. 

Fal. Ii { do, fillip me with a three-man 
beetle. A man can no more separate age and 
covetousness than a’ can part young limbs and 
lechery: but the gout galls the one, and the 
pox pinches the other; and so both the degrees 
prevent my curses. Boy! 260 

Page. Sir? is 

Fal. What money is in my purse? 

Page. _Seven groats and two pence. | 

Fal. I can get no remedy against. this con- 
sumption of the purse: borrowing only lingers 
and lingers it out, but the disease is. incurable. 
Go bear this letter to my Lord of Lancaster ; 
this to the prince; this to the Earl of West- 
moreland; and this to old Mistress Ursula, 
whom I haye weekly sworn to marry since 
perceived the first white hair on my chin. 
‘About it: you know. where to find me. rte 
Page| A'pox of this gout! or, a gout o this 
pox! for the one or the other plays the rogue 
with my great toe. “Lis no matter if I do 
halt; Ihave the wars for my colour, and my 
pension, shall seem the more reasonable. 
good wit will make use of any thing: I will 
turn diseases to commodity. [Exit. 


Scene UL York. The ARCHBISHOP’S 
palace. 


Enter the ARCHBISHOP, the LORDS HASTINGS, 
Mowsray, ard BARDOLPH. 


Arch. Thus have you heard our cause and 
known our means ;_ 
And, my most noble friends, I pray you all, 
Speak plainly your opinions of our hopes: 
And first, lord marshal, what say you to it? 
Mowb.’ well allow the occasion of our arms ; 
But gladly would be better satisfied 
How in our means we should advance ourselves 
To look with forehead bold and bit enough 
Upon the power and puissance of the king. 
Tene ur present musters grow upon the 
file 10 
To five and twenty thousand men of choice ; 
‘And our supplies live largely in the hope 
Of great Northumberland, whose bosom burns 
With an incensed fire of Injuries. 5 
L. Bard. The question then, Lord Hastings, 
standeth thus; 
Whether our present five and twenty thousand 
May hold up. ead without Northumberland? 
Hast. With him, we may. A 
tL. Bard. Yea, marry, there’s the point: 
But if without him we be thought too feeble, 
My judgement is, we should not step too far 20 
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Till we had his assistance by the hand ; 
Yor in a theme so bloody-faced as this 
Conjecture, expectation, and surmise 
Of aids incertain should not be admitted. 
Arch. 
indeed 
It was young Hotspur's case at Shrewsbury. 
‘L. Bard. It was, my lord; who lined him- 
self with hope, 
Eating the air on promise of supply, 
Flattering himself in project of a power 
Much smaller than the smallest of his thoughts: 
And so, with great imagination 
Proper to madmen, led his powers to death 
‘And winking leap'd into destruction. 


Hast. But, by your leave, it never yet did 


hurt 
To lay down likelihoods and forms of hope. 
L. Burd. +Yes, if this present quality of 


war, 

Indeed the instant action: a cause on foot 

Lives so in hope as in an early sprin; 

We pee the appearing buds; which to prove 
Tuit, 

Hope gives not so much warrant as despair 40 

pas rors will bite them. When we mean to 
uild, 

We first survey the plot, then draw the model ; 

‘And when we sce the figure of the house, 

Then must we rate the cost of the erection ; 

Which if we find outweighs ability, 

What do we then but draw anew the model 

In fewer offices, or at last desist | s 

To build at all? Much more, in this great 


work, 
Which is almost to pluck a kingdom down 
And set another up, should we survey 5° 
The plot of situation and the model, 
Consent upon a sure foundation, 
Question surveyors, know our own estate, 
How able such a work to undergo, 
To weigh against his opposite; or else 
We fortify in paper and in figures, 
Using the names of men instead of men: 
Like one that draws the model of a house 
Beyond his power to build it; who, half through, 
Gives o’er and leaves his part-created cost 60 
A naked subject to the weeping clouds 
‘And waste for churlish winter's tyranny. 
Hast. Grant that our hopes, yet likely of 
fair birth, 
Should be still-born, and that we now possess'd. 
The utmost man of expectation, 
I think we are a body strong eno 
Even as we are, to equal with the king. 
'L. Bard. What, is the king but five and 
twenty thousand? 
Hast. To us no more; nay, not so much, 
Lord. Bardolph. 


For his divisions, as the times do brawl, 72 
Are ie thee heads: one power against the 
rench, 


And one against Glendower; perforee a third 
Must take up us: so is the untirm king 
In three divided; and his coffers sound 
With hollow poverty and emptiness. 
Arch. That he should draw his several 
strengths together 
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i i i re. It may chance cost some of us 
una come ageing ir eed re nee he will stab. : our 
Neal not be dreads he should do so Host, Alas the day! take heed of hhims he 
feats tht i n in mine 0 e, and that mi 
ut leat his back unarm'd, the French sot nes aan aod faith, he cares not what ae 
welts 80 | chief hie does, if his weapon be out: he will foin 


ying hi he heels: never fear that. 8 
pan ‘ard atv ho 4 it like should lead his 


hither? 
Hon the Duke of Lancaster and West- 


moreland ; 
Against the Welsh, himself and Harry Mon- 

mouth: Raabe 
But who is substituted ’gainst the French, 
T have no certain notice. 

Arch, _ Letus on, 

And publish the occasion of our arms. ’ 
The commonwealth is sick of their own choice; 
Their over-greedy love hath surfeited : 
‘An habitation giddy and unsure 
Hath he that buildeth on the vulgar heart. 
O thou fond many, with what loud applause 
Didst thou beat heaven with blessing Boling- 


go 


roke, : 
Before he was what thou wouldst have him be! 
And being now trimmr’d in thine own desires, 
Thou, beastly feeder, art so full of him, 
That thou provokest thyself to cast him up. 
So, so, thou common dog, didst thou disgorge 
Thy glutton bosom of the royal Richard ;_ : 
And now thou wouldst eat thy dead yomit up, 
And howl’st to find it. What trust is in these 


times? : : 100 
They tate when Richard lived, would have 
m die, 
Are now become enamour’d on his graye: 

Thou, that threw’st dust upon his goodly head 
When through proud London he came sighing 


on, 
After the admired heels of Bolingbroke, 


Criest now ‘0 earth, yicld us that king again, 
And take thou this!’ O thoughts of men 
accursed ! 
Past and to come seems best; things present 
worst. 
Mowb. Shall we go draw our numbers and 
set on? 
Hast. We are time’s subjects, and time bids 
be gone. [Ezeunt. 110 


ACT Il. 


Scene I. London. A street. 


Enter Ho: FANG and his Boy with her, 
and SNane following. 


Host. Master Fang, have you entered the} Th 


action ? 
Lang. aa entered. 
ost. here’s your yeo 7 
yeoman? will a’ stand to’t NY ie 
fang. Sirah, where’s-Snare? 
ost. ay! good M 
Snare. Here, ter B ae 


ane: Snare, we must arrest Sir John Fal- 


Host. Y« : 
tered him any eed Master Snare; I have ele 


like any devil; he will spare neither man, wo. 
man, nor child i F 
Fang. If I can close with him, I care not 


for his thrust. > i 2r 

Host. No, nor I neither: I'll be at your 
elbow. 3 

Fang., An I but fist him once; an a’ come 
but within my vice,— Meat 

Host. Lam undone by his going ; I warrant 
you, he’s an infinitive thing upon my score, 
Good Master Fang, hold him sure: good Master 
Snare, let him not ’scape. A’ comes continu- 
antly to Pie-corner—saving your manhoods—to 
buy_a saddle; and he is indited to dinner to 
the Lubber’s-head in Lumbert street, to Master 
Smooth’s the silkman: I pray ye, since my 
exion is entered and my case so openly known 
to the world, let him be brought in to his 
answer. A hundred mark is a jong one fora 
poor lone woman to bear: and I have borne, 
and borne, and borne, and have been fubbed 
off, and fubbed off, and fubbed off, from this 
day to that day, that it isa shame to be thought 
on. There isno honesty in such dealing ; unless 
a woman should be made an ass and a beast, to 
bear every knave’s wrong. Yonder he comes; 
and that arrant malmsey-nose knave, Bardolph, 
with him. Do your offices, do your offices: 
Master Fang and Master Snare, do me, do me, 
do me your offices. 


Enter VaustaFrF, Page, and BARDOLPH. 


Fal. How now! whose mare’s dead? what's 
the matter? 

Fang. Sir John, I arrest you at the suit of 
Mistress Quickly. 49 

Fal. Away, varlets! Draw, Bardolph: cut 
me off the villain’s head: throw the quean in 
the channel. 

Host. Throw me in the channel! I’Il throw 
thee in the channel. Wilt thou? wilt thou? 
thou bastardly rogue! Murder, murder! Ah, 
thou honey-suckle villain! wilt thou kill God's 
officers and the king’s? Ah, thou honey-seed 
Togue! thou art a honey-seed, a man-queller, 
and a woman-queller, 

Fal. Keep them off, Bardolph. 60 

ang, A rescue! a rescue! 

Host, Good people, bring a rescue or two. 
ou Wo’t, Wo’t thou? thou wo’t, wo't ta? do, 
do, thou rogue! do, thou hemp-seed ! . 
_fal. Away, you scullion! you rampallian! 
you fustilarian | I'll tickle your catastrophe. 


Enter the Lov Cuter-Justice, and his men. 
Ch. Just. What i R the 
peaes hers hee is the matter? keep 
‘ost. Good my kl I be- 
seech yous atu ay lord be good to me. 4 
. Just. How now, Sir John! what are 
you brawling here? 
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Doth this become your place, your time and 
business? 
You should have been well on your way to 


without reply. You call honourable boldness 
impudent sauciness: if a man will make courtes 
and say nothing, he is virtuous: no, my lord, 
my humble duty remembered, I will not be 
your suitor. I say to you, T do desire deliver- 
ance from these officers, being upon hasty em~- 
ployment in the king's affairs. 140 

Ch. Just. You speak as having power to do 
wrong: but answer jn the effect of your reputa- 
tion, and satisfy the poor woman. 

Fal. Come hither, hostess. 





















ork. 
Stand from him, fellow: wherefore hang’st 
upon him? 

Host. O my most worshipful lord, an’t 

lease your grace, I am a poor widow of 
Nastcheap, and he is arrested at my suit. 

Ch. Just. For what sum? 

Host. It is more than for some, my lord; it 
js for all, allL have. He hath eaten me out of 
house and home; he hath pul my substance 
into that fat belly of his: but I will have some 
of it out again, or I will ride thee o’ nights like 
the mare, _ ? 3 

Fal. \ think I amas like to ride the mare, if 
Thave any vantage of ground to get up. 

Ch. Just. How comes this, Sir John? Fie! 
what man of good temper would endure this 
tempest of exclamation? Are you not ashamed 
to enforce a poor widow to 50 rough a course to 
come by her own? 90 

Fal, What is the gross sum that I owe thee? 

Host. Marry, if thou wert_an honest man, 
thyself and the money. too. Thou didst swear 
tome upon a parcel-gilt goblet, sitting in my 
Dolphin-chamber, at the round. table, by a sea- 
coal fire, upon Wednesday in Wheeson week, 
when the prince broke thy head for liking his 
father to a singing-man of Windsor, thou didst 
swear to me then, as 1 was washing thy wound, 
to marry me and make me my lady thy wife. 
Canst thou deny it? Did not goodwife Keech, 
the butcher's wife, come in then and call me 
gossip Quickly? coming in to borrow a mess of 
vinegar; telling us she had a good dish of 
prawns; whereby thou didst desire to eat some; 
whereby I told thee they were ill for a green 
wound? And didst thou not, when she was 

one down stairs, desire me to be no more so 
familiarity with such poor people; saying that 
ere long they should call me madam? And 
didst thou not kiss me and bid me fetch thee 
thirty shillings? I put thee now to thy book- 
oath: deny it, if thou canst. 


Enter GOWER. 


Ch. Just, Now, Master Gower, what news? 
Gow. ‘The king, my lord, and Harry Prince 
of Wales 
Are near at hand: the rest the paper tells. 
al. As 1am a gentleman. 

Host. Faith, you said so before. 

Fal. As Lama gentleman. Come, no more 
words of it. 151 

Host. By this heavenly ground T tread on, L 
must be fain to pawn both my plate and the 
tapestry of my dining-chambers. 

‘Fal. Glasses, glasses, is the only drinking : 
and for thy walls, a pretty slight drollery, or the 
story of the Prodigal, or the German hunting in 
water-vork, is worth a thousand of these bed- 
hangings and these fly-bitten ta) estries. Let it 
be ten pound, if thou canst. Come, an *twere 
not for thy humours, there’s not a better wench 
in England. Go, wash thy face, and draw the 
action. Come, thou must not bein this humour 
with me; dost not know me? come, come, IL 
know thou wast set on to this. ; 

Host. Pray thee, Sir John, let it be but 
twenty nobles: i’ faith, I am loath to pawn my 
plate, so God save me, lal is 

‘Fal. Let it alone; I'll make other shift: 
you'll be a fool still. ; 170 

Host. Well, youshall have it, though Af eater 
my gown. [hope you'll come to supper. ow’ ll 
pay me all together? 

Fal. WillLlive? [Zo Bardolph] Go, with 
her, with her i hook on, hook on. 


Fal. My lord, this is a poor mad soul; and| Host. Will you have Doll Tearsheet meeé 
she says up and down the town that her eldest | you, at supper? 


Fal. No more words; let’s have her. 
Excunt Hostess, Bardotph, Oficers, and Boy. 
Ch. Just. Lhaye heard better news. 
Fal. What’s the news, my lord? 180 
Ch. Just. Where lay the king last night? 
Gow. At Basingstoke, my lord. 
Fal. Lhope, my lord, all’s well: what is the 
news, my lord? 5 
%;, Just. Come all his forces back? 
Com No; fifteen hundred foot, five hundred 
horse, 
Are march’d up to my lord of Lancaster, 
Against Northumberland and the Archbishop. 
ral. Comes the king back from Wales, my 
noble lord? 
Ch. Just. You shall have letters of me pre- 
sently : 190 
Come go along with me, good Master Gower. 
Fal. My lord! 
Ch. Just. What’s the matter? 


son is like you: she hath been in good case, and 
the truth is, poverty hath distracted her. But | 
for these foolish, oflicers, I beseech you I may 
have redress against them, 

Ch. Just. Sir John, Sir John, I am well 
acquainted with your manner, of wrenching the 
true cause the false way, 1t is not a contident 
brow, nor the throng of words that come with 
such more than impudent sauciness from you, 
can thrust me from a level consideration : you 
have, as it appears to me, practised upon the 
casy-yielding spirit of this woman, and made 
her serve your uses both in purse and in person. 

‘Host. Yea, in truth, my lord. 

Ch. Just. Pray thee, peace, Pay her the 
debt you owe her, and unpay the villany you 
have done her: the one you may do with 
sterling money, and the other with current 
Tepentance. 

Fal. My lord, I will not undergo this sneap 
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Fal. Master Gower, shall I entreat you with 
dinner? : 
ar “lk must at W ou my good lord here ; 
ky ir John. 
g thank you aT ohn, you loiter here too long, 
being you are to take soldiers up in counties |i 
yr. Wi vi ? Gower? 
2, Will you sup with me, Master Go ¢ 
ah Just. What Foolish master taught you 
anners, Sir John 
eae Master Gower, if they become me not, 
he was a fool that taught them me. This is the 
right fencing grace, my lord; tap for tap, and so 


Pa a ot Now the Lord lighten thee! thou 
art a great fool. [Exeunt. 


Scene Il. London. Another street. 
Enter Prince Henry and Pomns. 


Prince, Before God, I am exceeding weary. 

Poins. Is’t come to that? I had thought 
weariness durst not have attached one of so high 
blood. i een 

Prince, Faith, it does me; though it dis- 
colours the complexion of my greatness to ac- 
knowledge it. Doth it not show vilely in me to 
desire small beer? _ 

Poins. Why, a prince should not be so loosely 
studied as to remember so weak a composition. 

Prince. Belike then my aopetite was not 
princely got; for, by my troth, Ido now remem- 

r the poor creature, small beer. But, indeed, 
these humble considerations make me out of 
love with my greatness. What a disgrace is it 
to me to remember thy name! or to Imow thy 
face to-morrow ! or to take note how many pair 
of silk stockings thou hast, viz. these, and those 
that_were thy peach-coloured ones! or to bear 
the inventory of thy Se as one for super- 
fluity, and another for use! But that the tennis- 
court-keeper knows better than I; foritis a low 
ebb of linen with thee when thou keepest not 
racket there; as thou hast not done a great 
while, because the rest of thy low countries 
have made a shift to eat up thy holland: and 
God knows, whether those that bawl out the 
Tuins of thy linen shall inherit his kingdom: 
but the midwives say the children are not in 
the fault ; whereupon the world increases, and 
kindreds are mightily strengthened. 

Poins. How ill it follows, after you have 
laboured so hard, you should talk so fly ! Tell 
me, how many ‘ood young princes would do 
80, their fathers being so sick as yours at this 
time is? ; 

aerunce. Shall I tell thee one thing, Poins? 
good thing. ‘i 

Arince, It shall serve amon, i 
higher breeding ian, thine. gees” 

Pons. Goto; I stand the 
thing that you will tell. ustiotiyous ee 

Prince." Marry, T tell thee, it is not meet 
that I should be sad, now my father is sick: 

eit could tell to thee, as to one it pleases me, 


or fault of a better, i 
sad, and sad iden ee my friend, I could 


Yes, faith; and let it be an excellent k 


KING HENRY IV [Act rr 


ins. Very hardly upon such a subject, 

Prince By. this hand, thou thinkest me as 
far in the devil’s book as thou and Falstaff for 
obduracy and persistency : let the end try the 
man. But I tell thee, my heart bleeds inwardly 
that my father is so sick : and keeping such vile 
company as thou art hath in reason taken from 
me all ostentation of sorrow. 

Poins, The reason? ‘ 

Prince. What wouldst thou think of me, if 
I should weep? F . 

Poins. I would think thee a most- princely 


hypocrite. 59 
A pince! It would be every man’s thought; 
and thou art a blessed fellow to think as eve 
man thinks: never a man’s thought in the world 
keeps theroad-way better than thine: every man 
would think me an hypocrite indeed. And what 
accites your most worshipful thought to think so? 

Poins. Why, because you have been so lewd 
and so much engraffed to Falstaff. 

Prince. And to thee. 

Poins. By this light, I am well spoke on; 
I can hear it with mine own ears: the worst 
that they can say of me is that I am a second 
brother and that I am a proper fellow of my 
hands; and those two things, I confess, I can- 
not help. By the mass, here comes Bardolph. 


Enter BARDOLPH and Page. 


Prince. And the boy that 1 gave Falstaff; 
w had him from me Christian ; and look, if the 
fat villain have not transformed him ape. 

ard. save your grace! 

Prince. And yours, most noble Bardolph! 

Bard. Come, you virtuous ass, you bashful 
fool, must you be blushing? whercfore blush 
younow? What a maidenly man-at-arms are 
you become! Is’t such a matter to get a pottle- 
pot’s maidenhead? 

Page. A’ calls me e’en now, my Jord, through 
ared lattice, and I could discern no part of his 
face from the window : at last I spied his eyes, 
and methought he had made two holes in the 
ale-wife's new petticoat and so peeped through. 

Prince. Has not the boy profited? 90 

Bard. Away, you whoreson upright rabbit, 
away! 2 

aHOUe, Away, you rascally Althea’s dream, 
away ! 

Prince. Instruct us, boy ; what dream, bork 

Page. Marry, my lord, Althea dreamed she 
was delivered of a fire-brand; and therefore I 
call him her dream. : os 

.+7rimce, A crown’s worth of good interpreta- 
tion : there ’tis, boy. 2 100 
_Poins. 0, that this good blossom could be 
ept from cankers! ell, there is sixpence to 
preserve thee, 

Bard. An you do not make him hanged 
among you, the gallows shall have wrong. 

Prince, Andhow doth th master, Bardolph? 
Bard. Well, my lord. Mie heard of your 
Grace's coming to town: there’s a letter for you. 

Poins. Delivered with good respect. An! 
how doth the martlemas, your master ? 

Bard. In bodily health, sir. 

Poins. Marry, the immortal part needs & 
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physician ; but that moves not him: though 
that be sick, it dies not. 

Prince. {do allow this wen to be as familiar 
with me as my dog; and he holds his place; 
for look you how he writes. 

Poins. [Reads] ‘John Falstaff, knight,— 
every man must know that, as oft as he has 
occasion to name himself: even like those that 
are kin to the king; for they never prick their 
finger but they say, ‘There’s some of the king’s 
blood spilt.’ ‘How comes that?’ says he, that 
takes upon him not to conceive. The answer is 
as ready as a borrower's cap, ‘I am the king’s 
poor cousin, sir.’ i : 

Prince. Nay, they will be kin to us, or they 
will fetch it from Japhet, But to the letter : 

Poins. [Reads] ‘Sir John Falstaff, knight, 
to the son of the king, nearest his father, Harry 
Prince of Wales, greeting.’ Why, this is a 
certificate. 

Prince. Peace! re 

Poins. [Reads] ‘I will imitate the honour- 
able Romans in brevity :’ he sure means brevity 
in breath, short-winded. ‘I commend me to 
thee, I commend thee, and I leave thee. Be 
not too familiar with Poins; for he misuses thy 
favours so much, that he swears thou art to 
marry his sister Nell. Repent at idle times as 
thou mayest; and so, farewell. 14 

‘Thine, by yea and no, which is as much 
as to say, as thou usest him, JAcK 
Farstarr with my familiars, JoHN 
with my brothers and sisters, and Sir 
JOHN with all Europe.’ 

My lord, I'll steep this letter in sack and make 
him eat it. 

Prince. That’s to make him eat twenty of 
his words. But do you use me thus, Ned? 
must I marry your sister? 151 

Poins. Godsend the wench no worse fortune! 
But I never said so. . 

Prince. Well, thus we play the fools with 
the time, and the spirits of the wise sit in the 
clouds and mock us. Is your master here in 
London? 


Bard. Yea, my lord. 

Prince. Where sups he? doth the old boar 
feed in the old frank? _ 160 

Bard. At the old place, my lord, in East- 
cheap. 

Prince. What company? 


Page. Ephesians, my lord, of the old church. 

Prince. Sup any women with him? 

Page. None, my lord, but. old Mistress 
Quickly and Mistress Doll Tearshect. 

Prince. What pagan may that be? 

Page. A proper gentlewoman, sir, and a 
kinswoman of my master's. 4 170 

Prince. Even such kin as the parish heifers 
are to the town bull. Shall we steal upon them, 
Ned, at supper? 

Poins. am your shadow, my lord; I'll 
follow you. 

Prince. Sirrah, you boy, and Bardolph, no 
word to your master that I am yet come to 
town: there’s for your silence. 

Bard. Thave no tongue, sir. | 179 

Page. And for mine, sir, I will govern it. 


FF 
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Prince. Fare you well; ie [Exeunt Bar- 
dolph und Pacenl This Doll Tearsheet should 


be some road. 

Poins. I warrant you, as common as the way 
between Saint Alban’s and London. 

Prince. How oleh we see Falstaff bestow 
himself to-night in his true colours, and not 
ourselves be seen? 

Poins. Put on two leathern 
aprons, and wait upon him at 
drawers. 


jerkins and 
is table as 


191 

Prince. From a God to a bull? a heavy 

descension! it was Jove'’s case. I'rom.a prince 

to a prentice? a low transformation! that shall 

be mine; for in every thing the purpose must 
weigh with the folly. Follow me, Ned. 

[Eveunt. 


Scene Il. Warkworth. Before the castle. 


Enter NorTHUMBERLAND, Lapy NorTHuM- 
BERLAND, and LADY PERCY. 


North. I pray thee, loving wife, and gentle 
_ daughter, 

Give even way unto my rough affairs : 

Put not you on the visage of the times 

And be like them to Percy troublesome. 
Lady N. Ihave given over, I will speak no 

more: 

Do what you will; your wisdom be your guide. 

North. Alas, sweet wife, my honour is at 


AWN 5 
nds but my going, nothing can redeem it. 
Lady P. O yet, for God's sake, go not to 
these wars! 
The time was, father, that you broke your 
word, 10 
When you were more endear'd to it than now; 
When your own Percy, when my heart’s dear 
arry, 
Threw many a northward look to see his father 
Bring up his powers; but he did long in yain. 
Who then persuaded you to stay at home? 
There were two honours lost, yours and your 


son’s. 

For pours, the God of heaven brighten it! 

For his, it stuck upon himasthesun| 

In the grey vault of heaven, and by his light 

Did all the chivalry of England move 

To do brave acts : he was indeed the glass 

Wherein the noble youth did dress themselves : 

He had no legs that practised not his gait; 

And speaking thick, which nature made his 
lemish, i 

Became the accents of the valiant; 

For those that could speak low and tardily 

Would turn their own persection to abuse, 

To seem like him: so that in speech, in gait, 

In diet, in affections of delight, 

Tn military rules, humours of blood, 3 

He was the mark and glass, copy and book, 

That fashion’d others, And him, O wondrous 


20 


Ye} 


um. 
O miracle of men! him did you leave, 
Second to none, unseconded by you, 
To look upon the hideous god of war 
In disadvantage ; to abide a field 


CC-0 Kashmir Research Institute. Digitzed by eGangotri 











} 


' cil 


442 : 
Where nothing but the sound of Hotspur's 


name 4 

id seem defensible ; so you left him. 
es (O never, do his ghost the wrong | 
fo hold your honour more precise an nice 40 
With others than with him| let them alone: 
‘The marshal and the archbishop are strong: 
Had my sweet Harry had but half their numbers, 
To-day might I, hanging on Hotspur’s neck, 
Have talk’d of Monmouth’s grave. 

North. Beshrew your heart, 
Fair daughter, you do draw my spirits from me 
With new lamenting ancient oversights. 

But I must go and meet with danger there, 
Or uF all seek me in suatlies place 
ind me worse provider 
aly F 2 O, fly to Scotland, 50 
Till that the nobles and the armed commons 
Have of their puissance made a little taste. 
Tee 14 they get ground and vantage of 
the king, ‘ ; 
Then join you with them, like a rib of steel, 
To make ‘strength stronger; but, for all our 


loves, 4 
First let them try themselves. So did your son ; 
He was so suffer'd: so came Ia widow; 
‘And never shall have length of life enough 
To rain upon remembrance with mine eyes, 
That it may grow and sprout as high as heayen, 
For recordation to my noble husband. 6x 
North. Come, come, go in with me. “Tis 
with my mind Aa 
As with the tide swell’d up unto his height, 
That makes a still-stand, running neither way: 
Fain would I go to meet the archbishop, 
But many thousand reasons hold me back. 
I will resolve for Scotland : there am I, 
Till time and vantage crave my company. 


[Eceunt. 
SoENEIV. London. The Boar’s-head Tavern 
in Eastcheap. 
Enter two Drawers. 


First Draw, What the devil hast thou 
brought there? apple-johns? thou knowest Sir 
John cannot endure an apple-john. 

Sec. Draw. Mass, thou sayest true. The 
prince once set a dish of apple-johns before 
him, and told him there were five more Sir 
Johns, and, putting off his hat, said ‘Iwill now 
take my leave of these six dry, round, old, 
withered knights.” It angered him to the heart: 
but he hath forgot that. 10 

First Draw. Why, then, cover, and set them 
down: and see if thou canst find out Sneak’s 
noise; Mistress Tearsheet would fain hear some 
music, Dispatch : the room where they supped 
is too hot; they ’ll come in straight. 

See. Draw. Sirrah, here wil be the prince 
and Master Poins anon; and they will put on 
two of our jerking and aprons; and Sir John 
must not know of it: Bardolph hath brought 

First Draw. By the mass, id 
is: it will be an excellent aot pat 

ec. Draw. I'll see if I can find out Sneak. 
[ Exit. 
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are in an excellent good. temp 
sidge beats as extraordinarily as 
desire; 1 1 
red as any rose, in good truth, la! But, i’ faith, 
you have drunk too much canaries; and that’s 
@ marvellous searching wine, and ; 
the blood ere one can say “ What’s this?’ How 
do aon now? 


worth gold. 


—Empty the jordan. ‘inst, 
[ingeng, “And wasa worthy king.” How now, 





[Acti 


Enter Hostess and DoLu THARSHEET, 


Host. IL faith, sweetlicart, methinks now yoy 

erality: your pul. 
eart would 
and your colour, I warrant you, is as 


it perfumes 


ol. Better than I was: hem! 
Host. Why, that’s well said ; a ieee heart’s 
0, here comes Sir John. 


Enter FausTary. 
Fal. [Singing] ‘When Arthur first in court’ 
! j } [Ecit First. Dracer.)— 


Listress Doll! ; 
Host. Sick of acalm; yea, good faith. — 40 
Fal. Sois all her sect; an they be once ina 


calm, they are sick. 


Dol. Youmuddy rascal, is that all the com- 
fort you give me? f 

Fal. You make fat rascals, Mistress Doll. 

Dol. I make them! gluttony and diseases 
make them; I make them not. 

Fal. If the cook Help to make the gluttony, 
you helps inake the diseases, Doll: we catch 
of you, Doll, we catch of you;. grant that, my 
poor virtue, grant that. : 51 

Dol. Yea, joy, our chains and our jewels. 

Fal. ‘Your brooches, pearls, and ouches:’ 
for to serve bravely is to come halting off, you 
know: to come off the breach with his pike 
bent bravely, and to surgery bravely ; to venture 
upon the charged chambers bravely, — 

Dol. Hang yourself, you muddy conger, 
hang yourself! 39 

Host. By my troth, this is the old fashion; 
you two never meet but you fall to some dis- 
cord: you are both, i’ aad truth, as rheumatic 
as two dry toasts; you cannot one bear with 
another's confirmities. What the good-year! 
one must bear, and that must be you: you are 
the calier vessel, as they say, the .emptier 
vessel. 

Dol, Can a weak empty vessel bear such a 
huge full hogshead? there’sa whole merchant's 
venture of Bourdeaux stuffin him ; you have not 
seen a hulk better stuffed in the hold. Come, 
Dll be friends with thee, Jack: thou art going 
to the wars; and whether I shall ever see thee 
again or no, there is nobody cares. 


Re-enter First Drawer. 


First Draw. Sir, Ancient Pistol’s below, 
and would speak with you. ; 
Dol. Hang him, swaggering rascal ! let him 
not come hither:’ it is the foul-mouthed 
rogue in England. 
ost. If he swagger, let him not come here: 
no, by my faith; I must live among my neigh 
bours; Ill no swaggerers : I am in good name 
and fame with the very best: shut the door; 
there comes no swaggerers here: 1 have not 
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lived all this while, to have swaggering now: 
shut the door, I pray you. 

Fal. Dost thou hear hostess? 

Host. Pray ye, pacify yourself, Sir John: 
there comes no swaggerers here, 

Fal. Dost thou hear? it is mine ancient. 89 

Host. Tilly-fally, Sir John, ne'er tell me: 
your ancient swaggerer comes not in my doors. 
Twas before Master Tisick, the debuty, t’ other 
day ; and, as he said to me, ’twas no longer ago 
than Wednesday last, ‘T° good faith, neighbour 
Quickly, says he; Master Dumbe, our minis- 
ter, was Ry then; ‘neighbour Quickly,’ says he, 
‘receive those that are civil; for, said he, ‘you 
are in an ill name:’ now @ said so, I can tell 
whereupon ; ‘for, says he, ‘you are an honest 
woman, and well thought on; therefore take 
heed what guests you receive: receive,’ says he, 
‘no swaggering companions,’ There comes none 
here; you would bless you to hear what he said: 
no, l’ll no swaggerers. 

Fal. He’s no swaggerer, hostess; a tame 
cheater, i’ faith ; you Tay stroke him as gently 
as a puppy greyhound: he'll not swagger with 
a Barbary hen, if her feathers turn back in any 
show of resistance. Call him up, drawer. 

2 (Exit Pirst Drawer. 

Host. Cheater, call you him? I will bar no 
honest man my house, nor no cheater: but I do 
not love swaggering, by my troth; I am the 
worse, when one says swagger: feel, masters, 
how I' shake; look you, I warrant you. 

Dol. So you do, hostess. 

_ Host. Do I? yea, in_very truth, do I, an 
‘twere an aspen leaf: I cannot abide swag- 
gerers. 


Enter P1stot, BARDOLPH, and Page. 
Pist. God save you, Sir John! ug 
Fal. Welcome, Ancient Pistol. Here, Pistol, 

I charge you with a cup of sack: do you dis- 
charge upon mine hostess. 3 

Pist. I will discharge upon her, Sir John, 
with two bullets. . 

Fal. She is pistol-proof, sir; you shall 
hardly offend her. F 

Host. Come, Ill drink no proofs nor no 
bullets: I’ drink no more than will do me 
good, for no man’s pleasure, I. ; 

Pist. Then to you, Mistress Dorothy ; I will 
charge you. 13% 

Dot. Charge me! I scorn you, scurvy com- 
panion. What! you poor, base, rascally, cheat- 
ing, lack-linen mate! Away, you mouldy rogue, 
away! Iam meat for your master. 

Pist. I know you, Mistress Dorothy. 

Dol, Away, you clt-purse rascal! you filthy 
bung, away ! by this wine, T’ll thrust my knife 
in your mouldy chaps, an you play the saucy 
cuttle with me. A.vay, you bottle-ale rascal! 
you basket-hilt stale juggler, you! Since when, 

pray you, sir? God's light, with two points 
on year shoulder? much! ; 

‘ist. God let me not live, but I will murder 

your rufffor this. _ 

Fal. No more, Pistol; I would not have 
you go off here: discharge yourself of our 
company, Pistol. * 
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Host. No, good Captain Pistol; not here, 
sweet captain. A 159 

Dol. Captain! thou abominable damned 
cheater, art thou not ashamed to be called 
captain? An captains were of my mind, they 
would truncheon you out, for taking their 
names upon you before you have earned them. 
You a captain! youslave, for what? for tearing 
a poor whore’s ruff in a bawdy-house? Tea 
captain! hang him, rogue! he lives upon 
mouldy stewed Ee and dried cakes. A 
captain! God's light, these villains will make 
the word as odious as the word ‘occupy ;” 
which was an excellent good word before it 
was ill sorted; therefore captains had need 
look to’t. 

Bard._ Pray thee, go down, good ancient. 

Fal. Hark thee hither, Mistress Doll. 

Pist.. Not I: I tell thee what, Corporal Bar- 
dolph, I-could tear her: Ill be revenged of her. 

Page. _Pray thee, go down, 

Pist. I'll see her damned first; to Pluto's 
damned lake, by this hand, to the infernal 
deep, with Erebus and tortures vile also. Hold 
hook and line, say I. Down, down, dogs! 
down, faitors! Have we not Hiren here? 

Host. Good Captain Peesel, be quict; ’tis 
very late, i’ faith: I beseek you now, aggravate 
your choler. ° 

Pist. These be good humours, indeed! Shall 

ack-horses . z 

And hollow pamper’d jades of Asia, 
Which cannot fe but thirty mile a-day, 
Compare with Ciesars, and with Cannibals, 180 
And ian Greeks? nay, rather damn them 

with 
King Cerberus; and let the welkin roar. 
Shall we fall foul for toys? | 

Host. By my troth, captain, these are very 
bitter words. : 

Bard. (We gone, good ancient: this will 
grow to a brawl anon. 

_Pist._ Die men like dogs! give crowns like 
pins! Have we not Hiren here? 189 . 

Host. O° my word, captain, there’s none 
such here. What the good-year! do you think 
T would deny her? For God’s sake, be quel 

Pist, Then feed, and be fat, my fair Calipolis. 
Come, give’s some sack. 

Si fortune me tormente, sperato me contento.’ 

Fear we broadsides? no, let the fiend give fire : 

Give me some sack: and, sweetheart, lic thou 
there. _ [Laying down his sword. 

Come we to full points here; and are etceteras 
nothing? F 

Fal. Pistol, I would be quiet. 

Pist. Sweet knight, I kiss thy neif: what! 
we have seen the seven stars. 20% 

Dol. For God's sake, thrust him down stairs: 
I cannot endure such a fustian rascal. 

Pist. Thrust him down stairs! know we not 
Galloway nags?__ 

Fal. Quoit him down, Bardolph, like a 
shoye-groat shilling : nay, an a’ do nothing but 
speak nothing, a’ shall be nothing here. 

Bard. Come, get Fou down stairs, 

Pist.. What! shall we have incision? shall 

we imbrue? [Snatching up his sword. 














444 
Then death rock me asleep, abridge my doleful 
days! 1 
Why, then, let 
Unbrine iti 
Host. Here’s goodly stuff’ toward! 


1. Giye me my rapier, boy. 
far I pray thee, Jack, i pray thee, do not 


raw. a 
1. Get you down stairs. |. ‘ 
oe (Drawing, and driving Pistol out. 
Host. Here’sa goodly tumult! I'll forswear 
keeping house, afore I'll be in these tirrits and 
frights. So; murder, T warrant now. Alas, 
alas nul up your naked weapons, put up your 
naked weapons. 
: ie (ereune Pistol and Bardolph. 
Dol. I pray thee, Jack, be quiet ; the rascal’s 
gone. Ah, you whoreson little valiant yillain, 
you! s aie 
e Host. Are you not hurt i’ the groin? me- 
thought a’ made a shrewd thrust at your belly. 


Re-enter BARDOLPH. 


Fal. Have you turned him out 0’ doors? 

Bard. Yea, sir. The rascal’s drunk: you 
have hurt him, sir, 7?” the shoulder. 231 

Fal. A-rascal! to brave me! 

Dol. Ah, you sweet little rogue, you! Alas, 
poor ape, how thou sweatest! come, let me 
wipe thy face; come on, you whoreson chops : 
ah, rogue! i’ faith, I love thee: thou art as 
yalorous as Hector of Troy, worth five of 

memmnon, and ten times better than the 
Nine Worthies: ah, villain! 
_ Fal, A rascally slave! I will toss the rogue 
in a blanket. 242 

Dol. Do, an thou darest for thy heart: an 
tow dost, Tl canvass thee between a pair of 
sheets. 


ievous, ghastly, gaping wounds 
isters ‘Three! Come, Atropos, 


Enter Music. 


Page. The music is come, sir. 

Fal. Let them play. Play, sirs. Sit on 
knee, Doll. A rascal bragging slave! the rogue 
fled from me like quicksilver. 

Dol. I faith, and thou followedst him like 
achurch, Thou whoreson little tidy Bartholo- 
nee sboar-nig, when wilt hier pare peghting 

7 id foining o’ nights, and in 
patch up thine old body for heaven? amet 


Enter, behind, Prince Henry and Porxs, 
disguised. 


Fal, Peace, good Doll! do not speak lik 
edeetiue head ; do not bid me poe real Tike 
Dol. Sirrah, what humour’s the pri 
Te good etalk young fellow Paeoal 
A nat * Ohi 
bred wa good pantler, a’ would ha’ chipped 
ol. They say Poins has a good wit. 60 
eee ,He a good wit? hang him, baboon! 
: hee sas thick as. Tewksbury mustard ; 
male. no more conceit in him than is in a 
ol. Why does the prince love hi 
Fal. Because their legs are aa Ae then 
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and a’ plays at quoits well, and eats conger aj 
aaa inks off candles’ ends tor fant 
dragons, and rides the wild-mare with the boys 
and jumps upon Nouedsocl: and swears with 
a good grace, and wears his boots very smooth, 
like unto the sign of the leg, and breeds no bate 
with telling of discreet stories; and such other 
gambol faculties a’ has, that show a weak mind 
and an able body, for the which the prince 
admits him: for the prince himself is such 
another; the weight of a hair will turn the 
scales between their avoirdupois. 280 

Prince. Would not this nave of a whee) 
have his ears cut off? | : 

Poins. Let’s beat him before his whore, 

Prince. Look, whether the withered elder 
hath not his poll clawed like a parrot. 

Poins. Is it not strange that desire should 
so many years outlive performance ? 

Fal.” Kiss me, Doll. F 

Prince. Saturn and Venus this year in con- 
junction! what says the almanac to that? 

Poins. And, look, whether the fiery Trigon, 
his man, be not lisping to his master’s old 
tables, his note-book, his counsel-keeper. 290 

Fal. Thou dost give me flattering busses, 

Dol. By my troth, I kiss thee with a most 
constant heart. 

Fal. Jam old, Tam old. 

Dol. I love thee better than I love e’era 
scurvy young boy of them all. iL 

Fal.” What stuff wilt have a kirtle off T 
shall receive money o’ Thursday: shalt have 
a cap to-morrow. A merry song, come: it 
grows late; we’ll to bed. Thou’lt forget me 
when I am gone. ‘ 

Dol. By my troth, thou’lt set me a-weeping, 
an thou sayest so: prove that ever I dress my- 
self handsome till thy return: well, hearken at 
the end. 

Fal. Some sack, Francis. 


Prince: ; anon 
UTE Anon, anon, sir. [Coming forward. 


Poins. 

Fal. Ha! a bastard son of the king's? And 
art not thou Poins his brother? 4 

Prince. WEG thou globe of sinful conti: 
nents, what a life dost thou lead! 310 

Fal. A better than thou: I am a gentle- 
man ; thou art a drawer, 

rince. Very true, sir; and I come to draw 
you out by the ears. 

Host. , the Lord preserve thy good grace! 
by my troth, welcome to London. Now, the 
Lord bless that sweet face of thine! O Jesu, 
are you come from Wales? 

Fal. Thou whoreson mad compound of 
majesty, by this light flesh and corrupt blood. 
thou art welcome. aes 

Dol. How, you fat fool! I scorn you. f 
_ Poins. My lord, he will drive you out o 
your revenge and turn all to a merriment, } 
you take not the heat. 

vince. You whoreson candle-mine, yous 
how vilely did you speak of me even now 
before this honest, virtuous, civil gentlewoman’ 

Host. God's blessing of your good eart! 
and so she is, b: 


33? 
Fal. my troth. 


Didst thou hear me? 
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Borne with black vapour, doth begin to melt 
And drop upon our bare unarmed heads. 
Give me my sword and cloak. Falstaff, good 


Prince. Yea, and you knew me, as you did 
when you ran away bY Gad’s-hill: you knew 
J was at your back, and spoke it on purpose to 




















try my patience. i ‘ night. s 

‘fal. No, no, no; not so; I did not think [Excunt Prince Henry, Poins, Peto, 

thou wast within hearing. and Bardolph: 
Prince. I shall drive you then to confess| al. Now comes in the sweetest morsel of 


the night, and we must hence and leave it un- 
pleeeu [cnocking within.) More knocking at 
the door 


the wilful abuse; and then I know how to 
handle you. aN 

‘Fal. No abuse, Hal, o’ mine honour; no 
abuse, ; e 340 

Prince. Not to dispraise me, and call me 
pantler and bread-cli ipper and I knownot what? 

Fal. Noabuse, Hal. 

Poins.. Noabuse? — 

Fal. No abuse, Ned, i’ the world; honest 
Ned, none. I dispraised him before the wicked, 
that’ the wicked might not fall in love with 
him; in which doing, I have done the part of 
a careful friend and’a true subject, and thy 
father is to give me thanks for it. No abuse, 
Hal: none, Ned, none: no, faith, boys, none. 

Prince. See now, whether pure fear and 
entire cowardice doth not make thee wrong 
this virtuous gentlewoman to close with us, 
Ts she of the wicked? is thine hostess here of 
the wicked? or is thy boy of the wicked? or 
honest Bardolph, whose zeal burns in his nose, 
of the wicked? 

Poins. Answer, thou dead elm, answer. 

_ Fal. The fiend hath pricked down Bardolph 
irrecoverable ; and his face is Lucifer’s privy 
Kitchen, where he doth nothing but roast mal 
worms. For the boy, there is a good angel 
about him; but the devil outbids him too. 

Prince. Yorthe women? |. 

Fal. For one of them, she is in hell already, 
and burns poor souls. For the other, T owe her 
money ; and whether she be damned for that, I 
know not. 

Host. No, I warrant you. 369 

Fal. No, think thou art not; I think thou 
art quit for that. Marry, there is another in- 
dictment upon thee, for suflering flesh to be 
caten in thy house, contrary to the law ; for the 
which I think thou wilt howl. By 

Host. All victuallers do so: what’s a joint 
of mutton or two in a whole Lent? 

Prince. You, gentlewoman,— 

Dol. What says your grace? 2 

Fal. His grace says that which his flesh 
rebels against. [Knocking within. 

Host. Who knocks so loud at door? Look 
to the door there, Francis. 


Enter Pero. 


Prince. Peto, how now! what news? 
Peto. The king your father is at West- 
minster ; 3 
‘And there are twenty weak and wearied posts 
Come from the north: and, as I came along, 
I met and overtook a dozen captains, 
Bare-headed, sweating, knocking at the taverns, 
‘And asking every one for Sir John Falstaff. 
Prince. By heaven, Poins, I feel me much 
_to blame, . 4 390 
So idly to profane the precious time 
When tempest of commotion, like the south 


Re-enter BARDOLPH. 


How now! what’s the matter? 400 

Bard. You mustaway to court, sir, presently ; 
A dozen captains stay atdoorforyou. |, 

Fal. [Zo the Page| Pay the musicians, 
sitrah. Farewell, hostess; farewell, Doll. | You 
see, my good wenches, how men of merit_are 
sought after: the undeserver ma. sleep, when 
the man of action is called on. Farewell, ‘ood 
wenches: if I_be not sent away post, I will see 
you again ere I go. 

‘Dol, I cannot speak; if my heart be not 
ready to burst,—well, sweet J ack, have a care 
of thyself. 

Fal. Farewell, farewell. [Exeunt Falstaff 

cand Bardolph. 

Host. Well, fare thee well: I have known 
thee these twenty nine years, come peascod- 
time; but an honester and truer-hearted man, 
—well, fare thee well. 

Bard. Within Mistress Tearsheet! 

Host. What's the matter? 

Bard. [Within] Bid Mistress Tearshect 
come to my master. 419 

Host. O, run, Doll, run; run, good Doll: 
come. [Ske comes blubbered.] Yea, will you 
come, Doll? [Excunt. 


ACT ID. 
ScenE L Westminster. The palace. 
Enter the Kin in his nightgown, with a Page. 


King. Go call the Earls of Surrey and of 
Warwick ; 5 
But, ere they come, bid them oer-read these 
letters, . 
And well consider of them: make good speed. 
Tei Page. 
How many thousand of my poorest subjects 
‘Are at this hour asleep! O sleep, O gentle 


sleep, ; 
Nature's soft nurse, how have I frighted thee, 
That thou no more wilt weigh my eyelids down 
And steep my. senses in forgetfulness? 
Why rather, sleep, liest thou in smoky cribs, 
Upon uneasy pallets stretching thee . 10 
And husi’'d with buzzing night-flies to thy 
slumber, 
Than in the perfumed chambers of the great, 
Under the canopies of costly state, 
And lull’d with sound of sweetest melody ? 
© thou dull god, why liest thou with the vile 
Jn loathsome beds, and leavest the kingly couch 
‘A watch-case or a common Slarum-bell 
Wilt thou upon the high and giddy mast. 


5 


Seal up the ship-boy’s eyes, and rock his brains 
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dle of the rude imperious surge 

Kuga the visitation of the winds, 
Who take the rutfian billows by the top, 
Curling their monstrous heads and hanging 

them > a 
With deafening clamour in the slippery clouds, 
That, with the hurly death itself awakes? 
Canst thou, O artial sleep, give thy repose 
To the wet sca-boy in an hour so tude, 
‘And in the calmest and most stillest night, 
With all appliances and means to boot, 
Deny it toa king? Then happy low, lie down! 
Uneasy lies the head that wearsacrown. 31 


Enter Warwick and SURREY. 


War. Many good morrows to your majesty ! 
King. Is it good morrow, lords? 
War. ‘Vis one o'clock, and past. 
King. Why, then, good morrow to you all, 
my lords. 
Haye you read o'er the letters that I sent you? 
War. We have, my liege. 
King. Then you perceive the body of our 
kingdom : : 
How foul itis; what rank diseases grow, _ 
And with what danger, near the heart of it. 4o 
War. It.is but as a body yet distemper’d ; 
Which to his former strength may be restored 
With good advice and little medicine : 
My Lord Northumberland will soon be cool'd. 
King. O God! that one might read the 
book of fate, x, 
And see the revolution of the times 
Make mountains level, and the continent, 
Weary of solid firmness, melt itself 
Into the sea! and, other times, to see 
The beachy girdle of the ocean 50 
Too wide for Neptune's hips; how chances 


20 


mock, 
And changes fill the cup of alteration 
With divers liquors! 0, if this were seen, 
The happiest youth, viewing his progress 
Whar ers past aa t 
v rils past, what crosses to ensue, 
Would shut the book, and sit him down and die, 
‘Tis not ten years gone 
pines r pba and ‘Northumberland, great 
riends, ; 

Did feast together, and in two years after 

Vere they at wars: it is but eight years since 

his ercy was the man nearest my soul, 61 
Who like a brother toil’d in my affairs 
And laid his love and life under my foot, 
rea, for m) sake, even to the eyes of Richard 
Gave him defiance. But which of you was by— 
You, cousin Nevil, as I may renee 

, et eae To Warwick. 

When Richard, with his eye brimful of teat 
phen checked and Tate by Ni orthumberland, 
I « these words, now proved a prophecy 
N orthumbesland thou Tadder by the which oe 
My cousin Bolingbroke ascends my throne;’ 
pegugh then, God knows, I had no such intent 
Bae that necessity so bow’d the state 

ae Land greatness Were compell’d to kiss; 
Hy he time shall come,’ thus did he follow it, 

pe ltime will come, that foul ‘i 
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sin, gathering | D 


[Act ur 


Shall break into corruption :’ so went on, 
Foretelling this same time’s condition 
‘And the division of our amity. B24 

War. There isa history in all men’s lives, g> 
Figuring the nature of the times deceased ; 
The which observed, 2 man may prophesy, 
With a near aim, of the main chance of things 
As yet not come to life, which in their seeds 
And weak beginnings lie intreasured. 

Such, things ‘become the hatch and brood of 
time; 

And by the necessary form of this 

King Richard might create a perfect guess 

‘That great Northumberland, then false to him, 

Would of that seed grow to a greater falseness + 

Which should not find a ground to root upon, 

Unless on you. 7 re 

King. Are these things then necessities? 
Then let us meet them like necessities ; 

Anil that same word even now cries out on us; 
‘They say the bishop and Northumberland 
Are fifty thousand strong. 

War. __ It cannot be, my lord; 
Rumour doth double, like the voice and echo, 
The numbers of the fear'd. Please it your 

grace 
To goto bed. Upon my soul, my lord, 
The peNere that you already have sent forth 
Shall bring this prize in very easily. Tor 
To comfort you the more, I have received 
A certain instance that Glendower is dead. 
Your majesty hath been this fortnight ill, 
And these unseason’d hours perforce must add 
Unto your sickness, 

Iting. I will take your counsel: 
And were these inward wars once out of hand, 
We would, dear lords, unto the Holy Land. 

[Ezeunt. 


Scene II. Gloucestershire. Before JUSTICE 
SHALLOW’s house. 


Enter SHALLOW and SILENCE, meeting; 
Movutpy, SHapow, Wart, FEEBLE, BULI- 
OAL, &@ Servant or two with them. 


.Shal. Come on, come on, come on, si; 
give me your hand, sir, give me your hand, 
sir: an early stirrer, by the rood! And how 
doth my good cousin Silence? 

il. Good morrow, good cousin Shallow. 

Shal. And how doth my cousin, your bed- 
fellow? and your fairest faughter and mine, 
my god-daughter Ellen? . 

wi. Alas, a black ousel, cousin Shallow! 9 
ae Wik rat tee navel j shol ri ef 
iam is become a good scholar: hi 
ee al is he not? Be. 
if. Indeed, sir, to my cost. 

Shale A’ must, then. to the inns o’ court 
shortly, Iwas once of Glement’s Inn, where 
gio they ‘ill talk Cp mad Shallow yet. , hen, 

. wel ‘ y 0 
cnet Z re called ‘lusty Shallow’ the 

Shal. the mass, I was called any thing; 
and I ‘would have done any thing indeed too, 
and roundly too, There was I, and little John 

loit of Staffordshire, and black George Barnes, 


and Francis Pickbone, and Will Squele, 4 
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Cotswold man ; you had not four such swinge- 
pucklers in all the inns o’ court again: and I 
may say to you, we knew where the bona-robas 
were and had the best of them all at command- 
ment. Then was Jack Falstaff, now Sir John, 
a boy, and page to Thomas Mowbray, Duke of 
Norfolk... it 

Sil, This Sir d ohn, cousin, that comes hither 
anon about soldiers? | 31 

Shal. ‘The same Sir John, the very same. I 
see him break Skogan’s head at the court-gate, 
‘vhen a’ was a crack not thus high: and the 
very same day did I fight with one Sampson 
Stoekfish, a fruiterer, be hind Gray’s Inn. 
Jesu, the mad days that I haye spent! and to 
see how many of my old acquaintance are dead! 

Sil. Wesshall all follow, cousin. 39 

‘Shal, Certain, ‘tis certain; very sure, very 
sure: death, as the Psalmist saith, is certain to 
all; all shall die. How a good yoke of bullocks 
at Stamford fair? 

‘Sil. By my troth, I was not there, 4 

Shalt. Death is certain, Is old Double of 
your town living yet 

Sil. Dead, sir. 

Shal. Jesu, Jesu, dead! a’ drew a good bow ; 
and dead! a’ shot a fine shoot: John a Gaunt 
loved him well, and betted much pone on his 
head. Dead! a’ would have clapped i’ the clout 
at twelve score; and carried you a forehand 
shaft a fourteen and fourteen and a half, that it 
would have done a man’s heart good to sec. 
How a score of ewes now ? 

Sil. Thereafter as they be: a score 
ewes may be worth ten pounds. 

Shal._ And is old Double dead? 

‘Sil. Here come two of Sir John Falstaff’s 
men, as I think. 60 


Enter BARDOLPH and one with him. 


Bard. Good morrow, honest gentlemen : I 
beseech you, which is Justice Shallow? 

Shal. I'am Robert Shallow, sir; a poor 
esquire of this county, and one of the king's 
justices of the peace : what is your good plea- 
sure with me? i 

Bard. My captain, 
you; my captain, Sir 

entleman, by heaven, 
leader, : a 

‘Shal. He greets me well, sir. T knew him 
a good backsword man. How doth the good 
knight? may I ask how my lady his wife doth? 

Bard. Sir, pardon ; a soldier is better accom- 
modated than witha wife. |. i yee 

Shalt. It is well said, in faith, sir; and it is 
well said indeed too. Better accommodated ! 
it is good; yea, indeed, is it: good phrases are 
surely, and ever were, very commenc lable. Ac- 
commodated | it comes of ‘accommodo:’ very 
good; agood phrase. 79 

Bard. Pardon nie, sir; I have heard the 
word. Phrase call you it? by this good day, I 
know not the phrase; but I will maintain the 
word with my sword to be a soldier-like word, 
and a word of exceeding good. command, by 
heaven. ‘Accommodated ; that is, when a man 
is, as they say, 2ccommodated ; or when 4 man 


esu, 


of good 


sir, commends him to 
John Falstaff, a tall 
and a most gallant 
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AAT 
is, being, whereby a’ may be thought to be ac- 
commodated ; which is an excellent thing. 

Shal. Itis very just. 89 
Enter FAustaFF. 


Look, here comes good Sir John. Give me your 
food hand, give me your worship’s good hand : 

yy my troth, you like well and bear your years 
ery well: welcome, good Sir John. 

Wal. Yarn glad to see you well, good Master 
Robert Shallow; Master Surecard, as I think? 
_ Shal. No, Sir John ; it is my cousin Silence, 
in commission with me, 

Fal, Good Master Silence, it well befits you 
should be of the peace. | 

Sil. Your good worship is welcome. 100 

Fal. Wie! this is hot weather, gentlemen. 
Have you proyided me here half a dozen suffi- 
cient men? ’ t 

Shal. Marry, have we, sir. Will you Bit? 

Fal. Let me see them, I beseech you. 

Shal. Where's the roll? where’s the roll? 
where’s the roll? Let me sce, let me see, let 
me see. So, 80, SO, $0, $0, 50, 80: Yea, marry, 
sir: Ralph Mouldy! Let them appearas Teall; 
let them do so, Jet them do so. Let me sce; 
where is Mouldy? 1X 

Moul. Here, an"t please you. 

_Shal. What think you, Sir John? a good- 
limbed fellow; young, strong, and of goo 


friends. 

Fal. Is thy name Mouldy? 

‘Moul. Yea, an’t please you. 

Fal. Tis the more time thou wert used. 

Shal. Ha, ha, ha! most excellent, i’ faith! 
things that are mouldy lack use: very singular 
good! 1 in faith, well said, Sir John, very well 


said. 
Fal. Prick him, 121 
Moul. 1 was pricked well enou rh before, an 
you could have let me alone: my 0 id dame will 
e undone now for one to do her husbandry and 
her drudgery: you need not to have pricked 
me: there are other men fitter to go out than I. 

Fal. Go to: peace, Mouldy ; you shall go. 
Mouldy, it is time you were spent. 

Mouwl. Spent! a 129 

Shal. Peace, fellow, peace; stand aside: know 
you where you are? For the other, Sir John: let 
me see; Simon Shadow! i ; 

‘Tal, Nea, marry, let me have him to sit 
under: he’s like to bea cold soldier. 

shal. Where’s Shadow.t 
had. Here, sit. 

Fal. Shadow, whose son art thou? 

‘Shad. My mother’s son, sir, 

Fal. Thy_mother’s son! like enough, and 
thy father’s shadow : so the son of the female is 
the shadow of the male: it is often so, indeed ; 
but much of the father’s substance! 

‘Shal. Do you like him, Sir John? : 
Fal. Shadow will serve for summer; prick 
him, for we have a number of shadows to full up 
the muster-book. 

Shat. ‘Thomas Wart! 

Fal. Where’s he? 

Wart. Here, sir. 
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heart. She was fie a bona-roba. Doth she 
r own well ? 
hold her gin vy Master Shallow. a 

Shat. Nay, she must, be old; she cannot 
choose but be old; certain she’s old; and had 
Robin Nightwork by old Nightwork before I 
came to Clement's Inn. 

Sil. That’s fifty five year ago. 

Shal. Ha, cousin Silence, that thou hadst 
seen that that this knight and I have seen ! Ha, 
Sir John, said I well? = ack 

Fal. We have heard the chimes at midnight, 
Master Shallow. 229 

Shal. That we have, that we have, that we 
have; in faith, Sir John, we have + our watch- 
word was ‘Hem boys!’ Come, let's to dinner; 
come, let’s to dinner: Jesus, the days that we 
haye seen! Come,come. j 

[Exeunt Falstaf and the Justices, 

Bull. Good Master Corporate Bardolph, stand 
my friend; and here’s four Harry ten shillings 
in French crowns for you. In yery truth, sir, I 
had as lief be hanged, sir, as go: and yet, for 
mine own part, sir, I do not care; but rather, 
because Iam unvilling, and, for mine own part, 
haye a desire to stay with my friends; clse, sir, 
I did not care, for mine own part, so much, 

Bard. Go to; stand aside. ; 

Mow. And, good master corporal captain, 
for my old dame’s sake, stand my friend: she 
has nobody to do any thing about her when Iam 
gone; and'she is old, and cannot help herself: 
you shall have forty, sir. | 

Bard. Go to; stand aside. 249 

Fee. By my troth, I care not; aman can die 
but once: we owe God a death: I’ll ne’er bear 
a base mind: an’t be my destiny, so; an’t be 
not, so; no man is too good to serye’s prince; 
and let it go which way it will, he that dies this 
year is quit for the next. 

Bard. Well said ; thou’ré a good fellow. 
Fee. Faith, I'll bear no base mind. 


Re-enter Fatsta¥¥ and the Justices, 
Fal. Come, sir, which men shall I haye? 
Shalt. Four of which you please. 
Bard. Sir, 4a word with you: I have three 
pound to free Mouldy and Bullcalf, 261 
‘al. Goto; well. 
Shal. Come, Sir John, which four will you 
have? 
Fal. Do you choose for me. 
Shal. Marry, then, Mouldy, Bullealf, Feeble 
and Shadow. 


Fal, . Mouldy and Bullealf : for you, Mouldy, 























Fal. Isthy name Wart? 150 

Wart. Yea, sir. 

Fal. Thou art a very ragged wart. 

Shal. Shall I prick him down, Sir John? | 

Fal. Tt:were superfluous; for his apparel is 
built upon his back and the whole frame stands 
upon pins: prick himnomore. 

‘Shal. Ha, ha, ha! you can doit, sir; you can 
do it: Icommend you well. Francis Feeble! 

Fee. Here, sir. 

Fal. What trade art thou, Feeble? 160 

Fee. A woman’s tailor, sir. 

Shal. Shall I prick him, sir? 5 

Fal. You may: but if he had._ been a man’s 
tailor, he’ld ha’ pricked you. Wilt thou make 
as many holes in an enemy’s battle as thou hast 
done ina woman's petticoat? 

Fee. I will do my good will, sir: you can 
haye no more. _ cand 

Fal. Well said, good woman’s tailor! well 
said, courageous Feeble! thou wilt be as valiant 
as the wrathful dove or most magnanimous 
mouse. Prick the woman’s tailor: well, Master 
Shallow; deep, Master Shallow. : 

Fee. {would Wart might have gone, sir. 

Fal. Iwould thou wert a man’s tailor, that 
thou mightst mend him and make him fit to 
go. Icannot put him to a private soldier that 
is the leader of so many thousands: let that 
suftice, most forcible Feeble. 

Fee. It shall suffice, sir, 180 

Fal. I am bound to thee, reverend Feeble. 
Who is next? 

Shal. Peter Bullcalf o’ the green ! 
Fal. Yea, marry, let’s sce Bullcalf. 

Bull. Here, sir. 

Fal. "Fore God, a likely fellow! Come, 
prick me Bullealf till he roar again. 

Bull. O Lord! good my lord captain,— 

Fal. What, dost thou roar before thou art 
pricked ? 190 

Bull. O Lord, sir! I am a diseased man. 

Fal. What disease hast thou? 

Bull. A whoreson cold, sir, a cough, sir, 
which I caught with ringing in the king's affairs 
upon his coronation-day, sir. 

al. Come, thou shalt fo to the wars in a 
gown; we will have away thy cold; and I will 
take such order that thy friends shall ring for 
thee. Is here all? 199 

Shal. Here is two more called than your 
number; you must have but four here, sir: and 
so, I pray you, go in with me to dinner. 

Fal. Come, I will go drink with you, but I 
cannon tarry canes i am glad to see you, by 
my troth, Master Shallow. stay at home till you are past service: and for 

Shal. O, Sir John, do you remember since | your part, Bull ) aBeRNT Ce SAD fot 
Relay allnight in the windmill in Saint George’s Tviltnone Oty uae ul pouscome eee 


ou. 
Shal. Sir John, Si s 
Fal. N © more of that, good Master Shallow, | wrong: they are ain John, do noe roe 
OF ae of that, : t ._ | would have jou served with the best. 
a ee fal As) a merry night. And is} Fal, Wi L you tell me, Master Shallow, how 
‘ane htwork alive ? arr/tochoose a man? Care’ I for the limb, the 
thewes, thestature, bulk, and bi assemblance 
ofaman! Give me the spirit, Master Shallow. 
Here 's Wart; you see whata ragged appearance 
it is: a’ shall charge you and discharge you with 
the motion of 2 pewterer's hammer, come off 


al, She lives, Master Shallow, 
Shal. She never could ry ath me. 


. Never, never; she would way: 
she could not abide Master Shallow. gone. 


Shal. By the mass, I could anger her to the 
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and on swifter than he 


that gibbets on the 
brewer's. bucket. And 


this same_half-faced 


fellow, Shadow ; give me this man: he presents 


no mark to the enemy; the foeman may with 
as great aim level at the edge of a penknife. 
An t 
the woman’s tailor run off! 
spare men, and spare me the great ones. 
me acaliver into Wart’s hand, ardolph. 29° 

Bard. Hold, Wart, traverse; thus, thus, 
thus. 

Fal. Come, manage me your caliyer. So: 
yery well: go to: very good, exceeding good. 
O, give me always a little, lean, old, chapt, bald 
shot. Well said, i’ faith, Wart: thou’rt a good 
scab: hold, there’s a tester for thee. 

Shal. He is not his craft's master; he doth 
not doitright. I remember at Mile-end Green, 
when I lay at Clement's Inn,—I was then Sir 
Dagonet in Arthur’s show,—there was a little 
quiver fellow, and a? would manage you his 
piece thus; and a’ would about and about, and 
come you in and come you in: ‘rah, tah, tah,’ 
would a’ say; ‘bounce’ would a’ say; and awa: 
again would a’ go, and again would a come: 
shall ne'er see such a fellow. 

Fal. These fellows will do well, Master Shal- 
low. God keep you, Master Silence: I will not 
use many words with you. Jare you well, gen- 
tlemen both: I thank you: I must a dozen mile 
to-night. Bardolph, give the soldiers coats. 

Shal. Sir John, the Lord bless you! God 
prosper your affairs! ‘ 
your return visit our house; let our old acquaint- 
ance be renewed: peradventure I will with ye to 
the court. 

Fal. ’Fore God, I would you would, Master 
Shallow. 

Shal. Goto; Lhave spoke ata word. God 
keep you. 320 

Fal. Fare you well, gentle gentlemen. 
[Excunt Justices.] On, Bardolph; lead the 
men away. Pheer Bardolph, Recruits, &c.] 
As L return, I will fetch off these justices : Ido 
see the bottom of Justice Shallow. Lord, Lord, 
how subject we old men are to this vice of lying! 
This same starved justice hath done nothing 
but prate to me of the wildness of his youth: 
and the feats he hath done about Turnbull 
Street ; and every third word a lie, duer paid to 
the hearer than the Turk’s tribute. do re- 
member him at Clement's Inn like a man made 
after supper of a cheese paring: when a’ was 
naked, he was, for all the world, like a forked 
radish, with a head fantastically carved upon it 
with a knife: a’ was so forlorn, that his dimen- 
sions to any thick sight were invincible: a’ was 
the very genius of famine; yet lecherous as a 
monkey, and the whores called him mandrake : 
a’ came ever in the rearward of the fashion, 
and sung those tunes to the overscutched hus- 
wives that he heard the carmen whistle, and 
sware they were his fancies or his good-nights. 
And now is this Vice’s dagger become a squire, 
and talks as familiarly of John a Gaunt as if 
he had been sworn brother to him; and I'll be 
sworn a’ ne'er saw him but once in the Tilt- 
yard; and then he burst his head for crowding 


O, give me the 
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for a retreat; how swiftly will this Feeble 


Put 


God send us peace! At 
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among the marshal’s men. I saw it, and told 
John a Gaunt he beat his own name; for you 
might have thrust him and all his apparel into 
an eel-skin; the case of a treble hhantbooy was a 
mansion for him, a court: and now has he land 
and beefs. Well, I°ll be acquainted with him, 
if L return; and it shall go hard but J will make 
him a philosopher's two stones to me: 1f the 
young dace be a bait for the old pikes I see no 
reason in the law of nature but I may snap at 
him, Let time shape, and there an end. [A.it. 


ACT IY. 
Scene I. Yorkshire. Gaultrce Porest. 


Enter the ARCHBISHOP OF YorRK, Mowsray, 
Hastings, and others. 


Arch. What is this forest call’d? 

Hast. "Tis Gaultree Forest, an’t shall please 

your grace. 

Arch, Here stand, my lords; and send dis- 

coverers forth 
‘To know the numbers of our enemies. 

Hast. We have sent forth already. 

Arch. 4 *Tis well done. 
My friends and brethren in these great atfairs, 
I must acquaint you that I have received 
New-dated letters from Northumberland ; 
Their cold intent, tenour and substance, thus: 
Here doth he wish his person, with such powers 
‘As might hold sortance with his quality, Iz 
‘The which he could not levy ; whereupon 
He is retired, to ripe his growing fortunes, 

To Scotland: and concludes in hearty prayers 
That your attempts may overtive the hazard 
‘And fearful meeting of their opposite. 
Mowb. Thus do the hopes we have in him 
touch ground 
And dash themselves to pieces. 


Enter a Messenger. 
Hast. % Now, what news? 
‘Mess. West of this forest, scarcely oft'a mile, 
In goodly form comes on the enemy ; 20 
‘And, by the ground they hide, I judge their 
number 4 
Upon or near the rate of thirty thousand. 
Mowb. The just proportion that we gave 
them out. ; 
Let us sway on and face them in the field. 
Bee UES well-appointed leader fronts us 
here 


Enter WESTMORELAND. 
Mouwb. I think itis my Lord of Westmore- 





land. 
West. Health and fair grecting from our 


general, 
The prince, Lord John and Duke of Lancaster. 
Arch, Say on, my Lord of Westmoreland, 

in peace: 

What doth concern your coming? 
West. - Then, my lord, 30 
Unto your grace do I in chief address 
The substance of smn speech. If that rebellion 
Came like itself, in base and abject routs, 
Led on by bloody youth, guarded with rags, 
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nd countenanced by boys and beggary, 

Toe if damn’d eoractiou so appear’d, 

In his true, native and most proper shape, 

You, reverend father, and these noble lords 

Had not been here, to dress the ugly form 

Of base and bloody insurrection _. 40 

‘With your fair honours. You, lord archbishop, 

‘Whose see is by a civil peace maintain ‘d, 

Whose beard the silver hand of peace hath 
touch’d, 

Whose yearning and good letters peace hath 
tutor x 

Whose white investments figure innocence, 

The dove and very blessed spirit of peace, 

Wherefore do you so ill translate yourself 

Out of the speech of peace that bears such 


‘ace, 
Intorthe harsh and boisterous tongue of war ; 
Turning your books to tgraves, your ink to 
blood, peeriee) 
Your pens to lances and your tongue divine 
To a loud trumpet and a point of war? 
Arch. Wherefore do I this? so the question 
stands. [ 
Briefly to this end: we are all diseased, 
And with our surfeiting and wanton hours 
Have brought ourselves into a burning fever, 
And we must bleed for it; of which disease 
Our late king, Richard, being infected, died. 
it, my most noble Lord of Westmoreland, 
Ttake not on me here as a physician, 60 
Nor do I as an enemy to peace 
Troop in the throngs of military men; 
But rather show awhile like fearful war, 
To diet rank minds sick of happiness 
And purge the obstructions which begin to stop 
Our very veins of life. Hear me more plainly. 
T have in equal balance justly weigh’d 
What wrongs our arms may do, what wrongs 
we suffer, 
And find our griefs heavier than our offences, 
We sce which way the stream of time doth run, 
And are enforced from our most quiet there 7x 
By the rough torrent of occasion ; 
And haye the summary of all our griefs, 
When time shall serve, to show in articles; 
Which long ere this we offer'd to the king, 
And might by no suit gain our audience : 
When. Me are wrong’d and would unfold our 
griefs, 
We are denied access unto his person 
Byeaiby) those men that most have done us 
The dangers of the days but newly gone, 80 
Whose memory is written on the earth 
With yet appearing blood, and the examples 
Oi every minute's instance, present now, 
Hath put us in these ill-beseeming arms, 
Not to break peace or any branch of it, 
But to establish here a peace indeed, 
Concuring both in name and quality. 
ee 7 When ever yet was your appeal de- 
Wherein haye you been galled by king 
‘What peer hath been suboratd to ae ef 
That you should seal this lawless loody book.” 
f forged rebellion with a seal divine 
nd consecrate commotion’s bitter edge? 
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Arch. +My brother general, the common. 
wealth, 
To brother born an household cruelty, 
I make my quarrel in particular. 
West. ‘There is no need of any such redress + 
Or if there were, it not belongs to you. 
Mowb, Why not to him in part, and to 


us all ‘ 55 
That feel the bruises of the days before, 100 
‘And suffer the condition of these times 
aD lay a heavy) and unequal hand 
on our honours: 

Vest, O, my good Lord Mowbray, 
Construe the times to their necessities, 
And you shall say indeed, it is the time, 
‘And not the king, that doth you injuries. 
Yet for your part, it not appears to me | 
Bither from the king or in the present time 
That you should have an inch of any ground 
To build a grief on: were eu not restored 110 
To all the Duke of Norfolk’s signories, 
Your nobleand right well remember'd father’s? 

a ‘owb, What thing, in honour, had my father 

ost, 
That need to be revived and breathed in me? 
Bnen acy that loved him, as the state stood 
hen, 
Was force perforce compell'’d to banish him: 
And then that Henry Bolingbroke and he, 
Being mounted and both roused in their seats, 
Their neighing coursers daring of the spur, 
Their armed staves in charge, their beavers 
down, 120 

Their eyes of fire sparkling through sights of 





stee 

And the loud trumpet blowing them together, 

HES ee when there was nothing could have 

stay 

My father from the breast of Bolingbroke, 

O, when the king did throw his warder down, 

His own life hung upon the staff he threw ; 

Then threw he down himself and all their lives 

That by indictment and by dint of sword 

Have since miscarried under Bolingbroke. 
West. You Speak, Lord Mowbray, now you 

now not what. 

The Earl of Hereford was reputed then 

In England the most valiant gentleman : 

W u nas on whom fortune would then have 

le 

But if your father had been victor there, 

He ne’er had borne it out of Coventry: 

or all the couniry in a general voice 

Cried hate upon him; and all their prayers and 


love 
Were set on Hereford, whom they doted on 
and Blessed and graced indeed, Pore than the 


ing. 

But this is mere digression from my purpose 

pasts come I from our princely marten! E I4t 

ne know your griefs; to tell you from his grace 

q at he will give you audience 3 and wherein 

1 shall aj pear that your demands are just, 

rou shall enjoy them, every thing set off 

at might so much as think youenemies. | 
abe But he hath forced us to compel this 
fer ; 
And it proceeds from policy, not love. 
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West. Mowbray, you overween to take it so; 
This offer comes from mercy, not from fear: 
For, lo! withina ken our army lies, I5t 
Upon mine honour, all too confident 
To give adinittance to a thought of fear. 
Our battle is more full of names than yours, 
Our men more perfect in the use of arms, 
Our armour allas strong, our cause the best ; 
Then reason will our hearts should be as good : 
Say you not then our otter is compell'd. 

Mowb. Well, by my will we shall admit no 
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As his misdoubts present occasion + 
is foes are so enrooted with his friends 
That, plucking to unfix an enemy, | 
He doth unfasten so and shake a friend: 
So that this land, like an offensive wife 210 


That hath enraged him on to offer strokes, 

As he is striking, holds his infant up 

‘And hangs resolved correction in the arm 

That was uprear’d to execution. . 
Hast. Besides, the king hath wasted all his 


rods 
On late offenders, that he now doth lack 


parley. f i : 
West, That argues but the shame of your | ‘The very instruments of chastisement : 
offence : 160 | So that his power, like to a fangless lion, 


A rotten case abides no handling. 
Hast. Hath the Prince John a full com- 
mission, | Z 
In very ample virtue of his father, 
‘To hear and absolutely to determine 
Of what conditions we shall stand upon? 
West. That is intended in the general's 
name: 
I muse you make so slight a question. 
Arch, Then take, my Lord of Westmoreland, 
this schedule, 3 
For this contains our general grievances: 
Keach several article herein redress‘, 179 
All members of our cause, both here and hence, 
That are insinew’d to this action, 
Acquitted by a true substantial form 
‘And present execution of our wills 
To us and to our purposes confined, 
We come within our awful banks again 
And knit our powers to the arm of peace. 

West. This will I show the general. Please 

you, lords, 
In sight of both our battles we may meet; 
‘And either end in peace, which God so frame! 
Or to the place of difference call the swords x8r 
Which must decide it. 
Arch. My lord, we will do so, [Zit West. 
Mowb. There is a thing within my bosom 
tells me. 
That no conditions of our peace can stand. 
Hast. Fear you not that: if we can make 
our peace 
Upon such large terms and so absolute 
AS our conditions shall consist upon, 
Cur inenee shall stand as firm as rocky moun- 
ains. 

Mowb. Yea, but our valuation shall be such 
That every slight and falsc-derived cause, 190 
Yea, every idle, nice and wanton reason 
Shall to the king taste of this action ; 

That, were our royal faiths martyrs in love, 

We shall be winnow’d with so rougha wind 

That even our corn shall seem as light as chaff 

And good from bad find no partition. : 
Arch. No, no, my lord. Note this; the king 

is weary Bit a P 

Of dainty and such picking grievances : 

For he hath found to end one doubt by death 

Revives two greater in the heirs of life, 200 

And therefore will he pate his tables clean 

And keep no tell-tale to his memory 

That may repeat and history his loss 

To new remembrance; for full well he knows 

He cannot so precisely weed this land 









May offer, but not hold. 
Arch. "Tis very true: 
‘And therefore be assured, my good lord marshal, 
If we do now make our atonement well, 22t 
Our peace will, like a broken limb united, 
Grow stronger for the breaking. 
Mowb. e if so. 
Here is return’d my Lord of Westmoreland. 


Re-enter WESTMORELAND. 
West. The prince is here at hand: pleaseth 
your lordship 
To meet his grace just distance “tween our 
armies. 
Mowb. Your grace of York, in God’s name, 
then, set forward. 





Arch.’ Before, and greet his grace: my lord, 
we come. LEzeunt. 


Scene II. Another part of the forest. 


Enter, from one side, Mowpray, attended ; 
afterwards the ARCHBISHOP, HaSTINGS, 
and others: from the other side, PRINCE 
JOHN OF LANCASTER, aud WESTMORELAND; 
Officers, and others with them. 


Zan. You are well encounter’d here, my 
cousin Mowbray : 
Good day to you, gentle lord archbishop ; 
And so to you, Lord Hastings, and to all. 
My Lord of York, it better show’d with you 
When that your flock, assembled by the bell, 
Encircled you to hear with reverence 
Your exposition on the holy text 
Than now to see you here an iron man, 
Cheering a rout of rebels with naus drum, 
Turning the word to sword and life to death, 10 
That man that sits within a monarch’s heart, 
And ripens in the sunshine of his favour, 
Would he abuse the countenance of the king, 
Alack, what mischicfs might he set abroach 
In Binoy of such greatness! With you, lord 
ishop, 

Itiseyenso. Who hath not heard it spoken 
How deep you were within the books ot God? 
To us the speaker in his parliament; 
To us the imagined voice of God himself ; 
The very opener and intelligencer 
Between the grace, the sanctities of heaven 
‘And our dull workings. O, who shall believe 
But you misuse the reverence of your place, 
Employ the countenance and grace Bi licaven’ 
‘As 2 false favourite doth his prince’s name, 
In deeds dishonourable? You have ta’en up, 
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der the counterfeited zeal of God, 
i subjects of his substitute, my father, 
And both against the ence of heayen and him 
ve here up-swarm’d them. 
ae i Good my Lord of Lancaster, 30 
Iam not here against yous father’s peace ; 
But, as I told my Lord of ‘Westmoreland, 
The time misorder'd doth, in common sense, 
Crowd us and crush us to this monstrous form, 
it hold ou ny ne i sent your. erie 
e parcels anct particulars y 
The Phich hath! been with scorn shoved from 
the court, . 
Whereon this Hydra son of war is born ; 2 
yess dangerous eyes may well be charm’d 
asleep 5 ¢ 
With grant of our most just and right desires, 
And true obedience, of this madness cured, 41 
Stoop tamely to the foot of majesty. 
Mowb. If not, we ready are to try our 
fortunes 
To the last man. 
Hast. _ And though we here fall down, 
We have supplies to second our attempt: 
If they miscarry, theirs shall second them; 
And so success of mischief shall be born 
And heir from heir shall hold this quarrel up 
Whiles England shall haye generation. 
Lan. You are too shallow, Hastings, much 
too shallow, i: 50 
To sound the bottom of the aiter-times. 
West. Pleaseth your grace to answer them 
directly 
How far forth you do like their articles. 
Eli i T like them all, and do allow them 
well, 
And swear here, by the honour of my blood, 
My father’s purposes have been mistook, 
And some about him have too lavishly 
Wrested his meaning and authority. 
My ions these griefs shall be with speed re- 


ress’d; 
Upon my soul, they shall. If this may please 


_ You, 60 
Discharge. your powers unto their several 
counties, 


As we will ours: and here between the armies 
Let’s drink together friendly and embrace, 
That all their eyes may bear those tokens home 
Of our restored love and amity. 
Arch. I take your princely word for these 
redresses, 


Lan. J give it you, and will maintain my | I d 


word: 
And thereupon I drink unto your grace, 

Yast. Go, captain, and deliver to the army 
This news of peace: let them have pay, and 


Part: 2 7o 

I know it will well please them, Hie thee, 
captain. [Exit Oficer, 
cen To you, my noble Lord of Westmore- 


West. I pledge your grace; and, if you knew 
hat pains 


what pi 
Thaye bestow’d to breed this present peace, 
ore 
Arch. I donot doubt you, oe 
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West. ir I cane of it 
lord and gentle cousin, Mowbray, 
Heol. You wish me health in very happy 


eason ; ae = 
For ‘am, on the sudden, something ill. Bo 
Arch. Against ill chances men are ever 


erry 5 
But heaviness foreruns the good event. 
West. Therefore be merry, coz; since sudden 
sorrow i sf 
Serves to say thus, ‘some good thing comes to- 
morrow.’ Per 
Arch. Believe me, 1am passing light in spirit. 
Mow), So much the worse, if your own rule 
be true. _ LShouts within, 
Lan, The word of peace is render’d: hark, 
how they shout! i 
Mowb. This had been cheerful after victory, 
Arch. A peace is of the nature of a con- 


uest 5 
For then both parties nobly are subdued, 90 
And neither party loser. 
an. aaa Co; miyilord, 
And let our army be discharged too. 
y [Exit Westmoreland. 
And, good my lord, so please you, let our trains 
March by us, that we may peruse the men 
We should have coped withal. i 
Arch. Go, good Lord Hastings, 
And, ere they be dismiss'd, Jet them march by. 
[Zeit Hastings. 
Lan. I irust, lords, we shall lie to-night 
together. 


Re-enter WESTMORELAND. 


Now cousin, wherefore stands our army still? 
West. The leaders, having charge from you 
to stand, . 
‘Will not go off until they hear you speak. 100 
Lan. They know their duties, 


Re-enter HastIncs. 
Hast. My lord, our army is dispersed al- 


ready : 

Like youthful steers unyoked, they take their 
courses 

East, west, north, south; or, like a school 
broke up, 

Each hurries toward his home and sporting- 


lace. 
West Good tidings, my Lord Hastings ; for 
the myety Fe fh 
(o arrest thee, traitor, of high treason: 
And you, lord archbishop, and you, lord Mow- 


Tay, 
Of capital treason I attach you both. 
fs Is this proceeding just and honour- 
a r10 
West. Ts your assembly so? 
Arch. Will you thus break your faith? 
Lan. I pawn’d thee none: 
I promised you redress of these same grievances 
Whereof you did complain; which, by minc 
I will pone ith Chri 
ertorm with a most Christian care. 
But for you, rebels, look to taste the due 
Meet for rebellion and such acts as yours. 
Most shallowly did you these arms commence, 
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Fondly brought here and foolishly sent hence. 
Strike up our drums, pursue the scatter’d stray: 
God, and not we, hath safely fought to-day. rat 
Some guard these traitors to the block of death, 
Treason’s true bed and yielder up of breath. 
[Exeunt. 


booked with the rest of this day's deeds; or, 
by the Lord, I will have it in a particular 
ballad else, with mine own picture on the top 
on’t, Colevile kissing my foot: to the which 
course if I be enforced, if you do not all show 
like gilt two-pences to me, and I in the clear 
sky of fame o’ershine you_as much as the full 
moon doth the cinders of the element, which 
show like pins’ heads to her, believe not the 
word of the noble: therefore let me have right, 
and let desert mount. 6x 
Lan. Thine’s too heavy to mount. 
Fal. Let it shine, then. 
Lan. ‘Thine’s too thick to shine. 
E wok Fal, Let it do eomenttin ge my good lord, 
Fal. , Well, then, Colevile is your name, a | that may do me good, and call it what you will. 
knight is your degree, and your place the dale:| Lan. Is thy name Colevile? 
Colevile shall be still your name, a traitor your Cole. Itis, my lord. 
degree, and the dungeon your place, a place} Lan. ‘A famous rebel art thou, Colevile. 60 
deep enough; so shall you be still Colevile of| Jal. Andafamous truesubject took him. 
the dale. ~ 10] Cole. Lam, my lord, but as my betters are 
Cole. Are not you Sir John Falstaff’ % That led me hither; had they been ruled by me, 
Fal. As good a man as he, sir, whoeerIam.| You should have won them dearer than you 
Do ye yield, sir? or shall I sweat for you? Itt have, 
do sweat, they are the drops of thy lovers, and Fal. 1 know not how they sold themselves: 
but thou, like a kind fellow,-gavest thyself 


they weep for thy death: therefore rouse up 
fear and trembling, and do observance to my | away gratis; and I thank thee for thee. 
Re-enter WESTMORELAND. 


mercy. 
Cole. I think you are Sir John Falstaff, and 
Lan. Now, have you left pursuit? 
West. Retreat is made and execution stay’d. 


in that thought yield me. 19 

Fal. I havea whole school of tongues m € 
this belly of mine, and not a tongue of them) Zan. Send Colevile with his confederates 
all speaks any other word but my name. I] To York, to present execution : 80 
had but a belly of any indifferency, I were | Blunt, lead him hence ; and see you guard him 
simply the most active fellow in Europe :_my sure. - 
womb, ny womb, my womb, undoes me. Here [Ezeunt Blunt and others with Colevile. 
comes our general. ead no dispatch we toward the court, my 

ords : 

L hear the king my father is sore sick : 
Our news shall go before us to his majesty, . 
Which, cousin, you shall bear to comtort him, 
‘And we with sober speed will follow you. 

Fal. My lord, I beseech you, give me leave 
























ScENE IIL Another part of the forest. 


Alarum. Excursions, Enter FAusTArY 
and COLEVILE, meeting. 


Fal. What’s your name, sir? of what con- 
dition are you, and of what place, I pray? 

Cole. Lam a knight, sir; and my name is 
Colevile of the dale. 


Enter Prince Jonny ofr LANCASTER, WEST- 
MORELAND, Biunt, and others. 


Lan. The heat is past; follow no further 


now: 
Call in the powers, good cousin Westmoreland. 
y [Lait Westmoreland. 
A LES where have you been all this 
while 

When every thing is ended, then you come: 30 
These tardy tricks of yours will, on my life, 
One time or other break some gallows’ back. ‘ 

Fal. I would_be sorry, my lord, but it 
should be thus: I never knew yet but rebuke 
and check was the reward of valour. Do yo 
think me a swallow, an arrow, or a bullet? 
have I, in my poor and old motion, the expedi- 
tion of thought? I have speeded, hither with 
the very extremest inch of possibility ; I have 
foundered nine score and odd posts: and here, 
travel-tainted as I am, haye, in my pure. and 
immaculate valour, taken Sir John Colevile of 
the dale, a most furious iene and valorous 
enemy, But what of that? he saw me and 
yielded; that I may justly say, with the hook- 
nosed fellow of Rome, ‘I came, saw, an 
overcame.’ J 

Lan. It was more of his courtesy than your 
deserving. i 

Fal. Hi lmow not: here he is, and here I 
yield him: and I beseech your grace, let it be 


to go 
Through Gloucestershire : and, when you come 
Stand my good lord i Lreport. 
nd my good lord, pray, in your good report, 
Lan. fare you well, Falstaff: I, in my 
condition, go 
Shall better speak of you than you deserve. 
iccunt all but Falstaff. 
Fal. Iwould you had but the wit: *bwere 
better than your dukedom. Good faith, this 
same young sober-blooded boy doth not love 
me; nora man cannot make him Jaugh; but 
that’s no marvel, he drinks no wine. There 8 
never none of these demure boys come to any 
roof; for thin. drink doth so over-cool their 
Bicod and making many fish-meals, thac they 
fall into a kind of male green-sickness ; and 
then, when they marry, they get wenches: they. 
are generally fools and cowards ; which some of 
us should be too, but for inflammation, A good 
sherris-sack hath a two-fold operation in it. It 
ascends me into the brain; dries me there all 
the foolish and dull and erudy vapours which 
environ it; makes it apprehensive, quick, for- 
getive. fullofnimble fiery and delectableshapes> 
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which, delivered o'er to the voice, the tongue, 
which is the birth, becomes ence en wit, oe 
second property of your excellent sherris is, th 
ee of the blood; which, before cold and 
settled, left the liver white and pale, which is 
the badge of pusillanimity and cowardice ; but 
the sherris warms it and makes it course from 
the inwards to the parts extreme: it illumineth 
the face, which as a beacon gives warning to all 
the rest of this little kingdom, man, to arm; 
and then the vital commoners and inland petty 
spirits muster me all to their captain, the heart, 
who, great and puffed up with this retinue, 
doth any deed of courage; and this valour 
comes of sherris. So that skill in the weapon 
is nothing without sack, for that sets it a-work ; 
and learning a mere hoard, of gold kept bya 
devil, till sack commences it and sets it in act 
and use. Hereof comes it that Prince Harry 
is valiant; for the cold blood he did naturally 
inherit of his father, he hath, like lean, sterile 
and bare land, manured, husbanded and tilled 
with excellent endeavour of drinking good and 
good store of fertile sherris, that he is become 
very hot and valiant. If I had a thousand 
sons, the first humane principle I would teach 
them should be, to forswear thin potations and 
to addict themselves to sack. 


Enter BARDOLPH. 


How now, Bardolph? 
Bard._ The army is discharged all and gone. 
Fal. Let them go, I'll through Gloucester- 
shire; and there will I visit Master Robert 
Shallow, esquire : Ihaye him already tem; ring 
between my fin, ser and my thumb, and shortly 
willl seal with him. Comeaway. [Ezeunt. 


Sorne lV. Westminster. The Jerusalem 
hamber. 


Enter the Kiya, the Prixces Tuomas or 
CLARENCE and HUMPHREY OF GLoucEstEr, 
Warwick, and others, 


wi¢ “4 uy b Now, lords, if God doth give success- 
nd 
To this debate that bleedeth at our doors, 
We will our youth lead on to higher fields 
And draw no swords but what are sanctified. 
ur navy is address’d, our power collected, 
Our substitutes in absence well invested, 
And every thing lies level to our wish: 
Calis we want a little personal strength ; 
ae pause us, att pies rebels; now afoot, 
me underneath the yoke of goyer . 
War. Holi whieh Rinateens 
majesty 
Shall soon enjoy, 
King. i 
Where is the prince your brother? 
Coed abhinls he’s gone to hunt, my lord, at 


Hina. And how accompanied 7 


Ido not know, my lotd. | Lik 


King. Is not his by A 
A nob ta rother, Thomas of Cla- 
a % my good lord; he isin presence 
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ich we doubt not but your | 7 


Humphrey, my son of Gloucester, | O 


. [Act iy 


dar. What would my lord and father? 
oor Nothing but well to thee, Thomas of 
Clarence. F . 
How chance thou art not with the prince thy 
brother? 
He loves thee, and 
‘Thomas ; rae : 
Thou hast a better place in his affection 
Than all thy brothers: cherish it, my boy, 
And noble offices thou mayst effect 
Of mediation, after Iam dead, 
Between his greatness and thy other brethren ; 
Therefore omit him not; blunt not his love, 
Nor lose the good advantage of his grace 
By seeming cold or careless of his will; 
For he is gracious, if he be observed: 30 
He hath a tear for pity and a hand 
Open as day for melting, charity 
Yet notwithstanding, being incensed, he’s flint, 
As humorous as winter and as sudden 
As flaws congealed in the spring of day. 
His temper, therefore, must be well observed ; 
Chide him for faults, and do it reverently, 
When you perceive his blood inclined to mirth; 
But, being moody, give him line and scope, 
Till that his passions) like a whale on ground, 
Confound themselves with working. Learn 
this, Thomas, 41 
And thou shalt prove a shelter to thy friends, 
A hoop of gold to bind thy brothers in, 
That the united vessel of their blood, 
Mingled with venom of suggestion— 
As, force perforce, the age will pour it in— 
Shall never leak, though it do work as strong 
ais aconitwm or rash gunpowder, 
Chee I shall observe him with all care and 
love. 
King. Why art thou not at Windsor with 
him, Thomas? 50 
Clar. aie is not there to-day; he dines in 
ndon. 
King. And how accompanied? canst thou 
tell that? 7 
Cla. With Poins, and other his continual 
followers. 


King. Most subject is the fattest soil to 
reeds 


Ww 
And he, the noble image of youth 
Is overspread with them : therefore my grief 
Stretches itself beyond the hour of death: 

The plead weeps from my heart when I do 


8 
Tn forms imaginary the ungnided day: 
a aye! 
find Totten times that you shall look upon 60 
hen Iam sleeping with my ancestors. 


20 
thou dost neglect him, 








or when his headstrong riot hath no curb, 
hen rage and hot blood are his counsellors, 
1en means and lavish manners meet together, 
» With what wings shall his affections fly 
owards fronting peril and opposeil decay | 
Kis My gracious lord, you look beyond 
him. quite ; 
The Prince but studies his companions 
BRE Strange tongue, wherein, to gain the 
a 
Tis need that the most immodest word 70 


z wena jon and Jearn’d; which once 
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The incessant care and labour of his mind 
Hath wrought the mure that should confine 


it in 
So thin that life looks through and will break 
out. 120 
Glou. The people fear me; for they do 
observe 
Unfather'd heirs and loathly births of nature: 
‘The seasons change their manners, 28 the year 
Had found some monthsasleep and leap’d them. 
over. 
Clar. The river hath thrice flow'd, no cbb 
between ; 4 
And the old folk, time's doting chronicles, 
Say it did so a little time before . 
That our great-grandsire, Edward, sick’d and 


Your highness knows, comes to no further use 

But to be known and hated. So, like gross 
terms, |. 

The prince will in the perfectness of time 

Cast off his followers ; and their memory 

Shall as a pattern or a measure live, 

By which his grace must mete the lives of 
















TS, 
Turning past evils to advantages. 
King. "Lis seldom when the bee doth leave 
her comb 
In the dead carrion. 


Entev WESTMORELAND. 
Who’s here? Westmoreland? & 
West. Health to my sovereign, and new 
happiness 5 
Added to that that I am to deliver! 
Bente John your son doth kiss your grace’s 
hand : 
Mowbray, the Bishop Scroop, Hastings and all 
‘Are brought to the correction of your Jaw; 
There is not now a rebel’s sword unsheathed, 
But Peace puts fort! her olive every where. 
The manner how this action hath been borne 
Here at more leisure may your highness read, 
With every course in his particular. go 
King. OW estmoreland, thou art a summer 


bird, 
Which ever in the haunch of winter sings 
The lifting up of day. 


Enter Harcourt. 
Look, here ’s more news. 
Har. From enemies heaven keep your 


died. 
War. Speak lower, princes, for the king re- 
covers. ; 7 ‘ 
Glou, ‘This apoplexy will certain be his end. 
King. I pray you, take me up, and bear me 
hence 131 
Into some other chamber: softly, pray. 
[Exewunt. 


ScENE V. Another chamber. 

The Kixe lying, on a ved: CLARENCE, 
GLOUCESTER, WARWICK, and others in al- 
tendance. 

King. Let there be no noise made, my 
gentle friends; 

Unless some dull and favourable hand 

Will whisper music to my weary spirit. 

War. Call for the music in the other room. 
King. Set me the crown upon my pillow 


majesty ; ; § 4 here. _. 
And net they stand against you, may they| Clar. elie eye is hollow, and he changes 
much. 


War. Less noise, less noise! 
Enter Prince HENRY. 


Prince. Who saw the Duke of Clarence? 
Clay. Tam here, brother, full of heaviness. 
Prince. How now! rain within doors, and. 
none abroad! 
How doth the king? . 0 
Glow. Exceeding ill. 
Prince. Heard he the good news yet? 
Tell it him. Re. 
Glou. He alterd much upon the hearing it. 
Prince. lf he be sick with joy, he’ll recover 
without physic. F 
War. Notso much noise, my lords: sweet 
rince, speak low; _. 
The king your father is disposed to sleep. 
Clar. Let us withdraw into the other room. 
War, Will *t please your grace to go along 
with us? ares 
Prince. No; Twillsit and watch here by the 
king. [Bxeunt all but the Prince, 20 
Why doth the crown lie there upon his pillow, 
Being so troublesome a bedfellow 7 
0 polish’d perturbation! golden care! 
That keep’st the ports of slumber open wide 
fo many a watchful night! sleep with it now! 
Yet not so sound and half so deeply sweet 
As he whose brow with homely biggen bound 
Snores out the watch of night. O majesty! 


a 
As those that Iam come to tell you of | 
phe went Northumberland and the Lord Bar- 
_ dolph, 5 
With a great power of English and of Scots, 
Are by the sheriff of Yorkshire overthrown : 
‘The manner and true order of the fight 100 
This packet, please it you, contains at large. 
King. And wherefore should these good 
news make me sick? | 
Will Fortune never come with both hands full, 
But write her fair words still in foulest letters? 
She either gives a stomach and no food; 
Such are the poor, in health; or else a feast, 
‘And takes away the stomach; such are the rich, 
That have abundance and enjoy it not. 
Tshould rejoice now at.this happy news; |. 
And now my sight fails, and my brain is 
giddy = wy TIO 
O me! come near me; now Iam much ill. 
Glow. Comfort, your majesty ! 
Clar. 7 O my royal father! 
West. My sovereign lord, cheer up yourself, 
look up. i 
War Be patient, princes; you do know, 
these fits . é 
Are with his highness very orainary: 
Stand from him, give him air; he’ 1 straight be 


well. 
Clar. No, no, he cannot long hold out these 
pangs: 
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: atteie 

When thou dost pinch thy bearer, thou dost si 
ike a rich armour worn In heat of day, 30 

That scalds with safety. By his gates of breath 

There lies a downy feather which stirs not: 

Did he suspire, that light and weightless down 

Perforce must move. My gracious lord! my 

father! 18 

This sleep is sound indeed ; this is sleep 

That from this golden rigol hath divorced 

So many English kings. Thy due from me 

Js tears und heavy sorrows of the blood, 

Which nature, love, and filial tenderness, 

Shall, O dear father, pay thee plenteously: 40 

My due from thee is this imperial crown, 

Which, as immediate from thy place and blood, 

Derives itself tome. Lo, here it sits, x 

Which God shall guard: and put the world’s 

whole strength . 

Into one giant arm, it shall not force 

This lineal honour from me; this from thee _ 

Will 1 to mine leave, as’tisleftto me. [2vit. 
King. Warwick! Gloucester! Clarence! 


Re-enter WARWICK, GLOUCESTER, CLARENCE, 
and the rest. 


Clear, Doth the king call? | 
War. Whatwould your majesty? How fares 
your grace? 5° 
King. Why did you leave me here alone, 
my lords? E 
Clar. We left the prince my brother here, 
my liege, 
Who undertook to sit and watch by you. 
King. The Prince of Wales! Where is he? 
let me see him: : 
He is not here. 
War. This door is open ; he is gone this way. 
Glow. He came not through the chamber 
where we stay’d. 
King. Where is the crown? who took it 
from ay pillow? 
War. When we withdrew, my liege, we left 
‘it here. E 
King. The prince hath ta’en it hence: go, 
seek him out. 60 
Js he so hasty that he doth suppose 
Ly sleep my death? 
Find him, my Lord of Warwick; chide him 
hither. — ..., LExit Warwick. 
This park of his conjoins with my disease, 
And helps to end me. See, sons, what things 
F quickly nature falls into revol 
low quickly nature falls into revolt 
When gold ‘becomes her object ! 
For this the foolish over-careful fathers 
ve broke their sleep with thoughts, their 
brains with care, 
Their bones with industry ; 
For this they have engross‘d and piled up 
Che canker'd heaps of strange-achieved gold; 
For this they have been thoughtful to invest’ 
au eons ye ue at martial exercises : 
1, like the bee, culling f yery v 
he virtuous sweets, ROO 


D 


ur thighs pack’d with wax, our mouths with | T 


honey, 


Neb it to the hive, and, like the bees, 


ered for our pains, This bitter taste 
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Yield his engrossments to the ending father, g5 


Re-enter WARWICK. 


Now, where is he that will not stay so long 
Till his friend sickness hath determined me? 
War. My lord, I found the prince in the 
next room, | 3 
Washing with kindly tears his gentle cheeks, 
With sucha Gey demeanour in great sorrow 
That tyranny, which never quaif'd but blood, 
Wea hs by beholding him, have wash’d his 
enife : < = 
With gentle eye-drops. He is coming hither, 
King. But wherefore did he take away the 
crown? 


Re-enter Prince Henry. 


Lo, whet he comes. Come hither to me, 
arty. 
Depart the chamber, leaye us here alone, 
[Exeunt Warwick and the rest, 
Prince. I neyer thought to hear you speak 
again. 
King. Thy wish was father, Harry, to that 
thought: 
Istay too long by thee, I weary thee. . 
Dost thou so hunger for mine ety chair 
That thou wilt needs invest thee with my 
honours ‘ 
Before thy hour be ripe? O foolish youth! 
Thou seek’st the greatness that will overwhelm 


hee. 
Stay but a little; for my cloud of dignity 

Is held from falling with so weak a wind 100 

That it will quickly drop: my day is dim. 

Thou hast stolen that which after some few 

hours 

Were thine without offence; and at my death 

Thou hast seal'd up my expectation: 

Thy life did manifest thou lovedst me not, 

And thou wilt have me die assured of it. 

Thou hidest a thousand daggers in thy 

thoughts, 

Which thou hast whetted on thy stony heart, 
Yo stab at half an hour of my life. 109 
What! canst thou not forbear me half an hour? 

Then get thee gone and dig my grave thyself, 

And bid the merry bells ring to thine ear 

That thou art crowned, not that I am dead. 

Let all the tears that should bedew my hearse 

Be drops of balm to sanctify thy head ; 

Only compound me with forgotten dust ; 

Give that which gave thee life unto the worms. 

Pluck down my officers, break my decrees ; 

For now a time is come to mock at form: 

Harry the Fifth is crown'd: up, vanity! — 120 


own, royal state! all you sage counsellors, 
henee! 


fo 
And to the English court assemble now, 


‘fom every region, apes of idleness ! 
Now, neighbour confines, purge you of your 
Have youa ruffian that will swear, drink, dance, 
evel the night, rob, murder, and commit 
ne oldest sins the newest kind of ways? 
Be appy, he will trouble you no more ; 
Englan¢ shall double gild his treble guilt, 129 
ngland shall give him office, honour, might; 
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For the fifth Harry from curb’d license plucks 
ithe muzzle of restraint, and the wild dog 

Shall flesh his tooth on every innocent. 

O my poor kingdom, sick with civil blows! 
When that my care could not withhold thy 


riots, 
What wilt thou do when riot is thy care? 
O, thou wilt be a w Iderness again, 
Peopled with wolves, thy old inhabitants! 
Prince. ©, pardon me, my liege! but for 
my tears, J 
The moist impediments unto my speech, 
[had forestall’ 1 this dear and deep rebuke 
Ere you with grief had spoke and {had heard 
The'course of it so far, There is your crown; 
And He that wears the crown immortally 
Long guard it yours! If Laflect it more 
Than as your honour and as your renown, 
Let me no more from this obedience rise, 
Which my most inward true and duteous spirit 
Teacheth, this prostrate and exterior bending. 
God witness with me, when I here came in, 150 
And found no course of breath within your 
majesty, J 
How cold it struck my heart! Tf I do feign, 
O, let me in my present wildness die 
And never live to show the incredulous world 
The noble change that I have purposed ! 
Coming to look on you, thinking you dead, 
And dead almost, my liege, to think you were, 
I spake unto this crown as having sense, 
And a upbraided it: ‘Ihe care on thee de- 
ending 
Hat h fed upon the body of my father; 160 
‘Therefore, thou best of gold art worst of gold: 
Oiher, less fine in carat, is more precious, 
Preserving life in medicine potable; 
But thou, most fine, most honour’ 'd, most re- 
nownd, 
Hast eat thy bearer up.’ 
liege, 
Accusing it, T put it on my head, 
To try with it, as with an enemy 
That had before my face murder’d my father, 
The ar ofatrue inheritor. 
But if it did infect my blood with joy, _ | 170 
Or swell my thoughts to any strain of pride; 
If any rebel or vain spirit of mine 
Did with the least affection of a welcome 
Give entertainment to the might of it, 
Let God for ever keep it from my head 
And make me as the poorest vassal is 
That doth with awe and terror kneel to it! 
King. _O my son, F 
God put it in thy mind to take it hence, i 
That thou mightst win the more thy rather 's 
160 


140 


Thus, my most royal 


love, 
Pleading so wisely in excuse of it! 
Come hither, Harry, sit thou by my bed ; 
And hear, I think, the very latest counsel 
That ever I shall breathe. God knows, my son, 

y what by-paths and indirect crook’d ae 
Tmet this crown ; and I myself know wel 

ow troublesome it sat upon my head. 
To thee it shall descend with better quiet, 

tter spinion, better confirmation ; 


For all the soil of the achievement goes 190 


With me into the earth. It seem’d in me 
GG 
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But as an honour snatch’d with boisterous 
hand, f 

And I had many living to upbraid 

My gain of it by their assistances; 

Which daily grew to quarrel and to bloodshed, 

Wounding supposed peace: all these bold fears 

Thou see’st with peril I have answered ; 

For all my reign hath been but as a scene 

Acting that argument: and now my death. 

Changes the mode; for what in me was pur- 
chased, ; ¥ 200 

Falls upon thee in a more fairer sort ; 

So thou the garland wear'st successively. 

Yet, though thou stand'’st more sure than I 
could do, 

Thou art not firm enough, since griefs are 
green; 

Andall my friends, which thou must make thy 
iriends, 

Have but their stings and teeth newly ta’en 


out; 

By whose fell working I was first advanced 
And by whose power J well might lodge a fear 
To be again displaced: which to avoid, 
I cut them off; and had a purpose now, 
To lead out many to the Holy Land, 
Lest rest and lying still might make them look 
Too near unto my state. Therefore, my Harry, 
Be it thy course to busy. giddy minds 

With foreign quarrels; that action, hence borne 


210 


out, 

May waste the memory of the former days. 
More would I, but my lungs are wasted so 
That strength of speech is utterly denied me. 
How I came by the crown, O God forgive; 
‘And grant it may with thee in true peace live! 

Prince. My gracious liege, 3 221 
You won it, wore it, kept it, gave it me; 
Then plain and right must my possession be: 
Which I with more than with a, common pain 
nst all the world will rightfully maintain. 






Enter Lond JOHN OF LANCASTER. 


King. Look, look, here comes my John of 
Lancaster. 3 
Lan. Health, peace, and happiness to my 
royal father! | : 
Kixg. Thou bring’st me happiness and peace, 
son John; . ure 
But health, alack, with youthful wings is flown 
From this bare wither'd trunk: upon thy sight 
My worldly business makes a period. 231 
W arwick ? 


here is my Lord of Wi : 
Prince. My Lord of Warwick! 


Re-enter WAnwick, and others. 


King. Doth any name particular belong 

Unto the lodging where I first did swoon? 
War. *Tis call’d Jerusalem, my noble lord, 
King. Laud be to God! even there my life 

must end. f 

It hath been prophesied to me many years, 

T should not die but in Jerusalem ; 

Which vainly I supposed the Holy Land: 239 

But bear me to that chamber; there I'll lie; 

In that Jerusalem shall Harry die.  [Exeunt. 
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ACT Y. 


Scenel. Gloucestershire. SHALLOW'S house. 


Enter SHALLOW, FALSTAFF, BARDOLPH, 
and Page. 


Shal. By cocks ant ie, a you shall not 
away to-night. What, Davy, Isay! 

‘al. You must excuse me, Master Robert 
Shallow. 

Shal. I will not excuse you; you shall not 
be excused; excuses shall not be admitted; 
there is no excuse shall serve; you shall not be 
excused. Why, Davy! 


Enter Davy. 


Davy. Here, sir. 9 

Shat. Davy, Davy, Davy, Davy, let me sce, 
Davy ; let me see, Davy ; lei me see: yea, marry, 
William cook, bid him come hither. Sir John, 
you shall not he excused. z 

Davy. Marry, sir, thus; those precepts can- 
not be served: and, again, sir, shall we sow the 
headland with wheat? pt 

Shal. Withred wheat, Davy. But for William 
cook: are there no young pigeons? ‘ 

Davy. Yes, sir. Here is now the smith’s 
note for shoeing and plough-irons. 20 

Shal. Let it be castand paid. Sir John, you 
shall not be excused. 

Davy. Now, sir, a new link to the bucket 
must needs be had: and, sir, do you mean to 
stop any of William’s wages, about the sack he 
lost the other day at Hinckley fair? 

Shal. A’ shall answer it. Some pigeons, 
Davy, a couple of short-legged hens, a joint of 
mutton, and any pretty little tiny kickshaws, tell 
William cook, 30 

_Davy. Doth the man of war stay all night, 


sir 

Shal. Yea, Davy. I will use him well: a 
friend 7’ the court is better than a penny in 
purse. Use his men well, Davy; for they are 
arrant knayes, and will backb: : 
_Davy. No worse than they are backbitten, 
sir; for they have marvellous foul linen. 

Shal. Well conceited, Dayy ; about thy busi- 
ness, Davy. 40 

Pavy. I beseech you, sir, to, countenance 
William Visor of Woncot ‘against Clement 
Perkes of the hilt, 

hal. There is many 

against that Visor: that 
knave, on my knowledge. 

Davy, I grant your worship that he is a 





complaints, Davy, 
Visor is an arrant 
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your boots. Give me your hand, Master Bar. 
dolph. - 

Bard. am glad to see your worship. 

Shal._ I thank thee with all my heart, kind 
Master Bardolph: and welcome, my tall fellow 
[to the Page}. Come, Sir John. 

Fal. Vil follow you, good Master Robert 
Shallow. [Ett Shallow. Bardolph, look to 
our horses. get Bardolph and. Page.) Vg 
I were sawed into quantities, I should make 
four dozen of such bearded hermits’ staves ag 
Master Shallow, It isa wonderful thing to see 
the semblable coherence of his men’s spirits and 
his: they, by obserying of him, do bear them. 
selves like foolish justices; he, by conversing 
with them, is turned into a justice-like serving- 
man: their spirits are so married in conjunction 
with the participation of society that they flock 
together in consent, like so many wild-geese, If 
Thad a suit to Master Shallow, I would humour 
his men with the imputation of being near their 
master: if to his men, [ would curry with 
Master Shallow that no man could better com- 
mand his servants. It is certain, that either 
wise bearing or ignorant carriage is caught, as 
men take diseases, one of another: therefore let 
men take heed of thelr company. I will devise 
matter enough out of this Shallow to keep 
Prince Harry in continual laughter the wearing 
out of six fashions, which is four terms, or two 
actions, anda’ shall laugh without intervallums. 
O, it is much that a lie with a slight oath anda 
Jest with a sad brow will do with a fellow that 
never had the ache in his shoulders! O, you 
shall see him laugh till his face be like a wet 
cloak illlaidup! 

Shal. Weel Sir John! 


fal. I come, Master Shallow ; I come, Mas- 
ter Shallow. [Ecit, 


Scene II. Westminster. The palace 


Enter Warwick and the Lorp CHIEE- 
JUSTICE, meeting. 


War, How now, my lord chief-justice! 
whither away? 

Ch, Just. How doth the king? 

We receding well; his cares are now all 


ended. 
Ch. Just. Thope, not dead. 
War. e’s walk’d the way of nature; 
And to our purposes he lives no more. 
as ta I would his majesty had call'd me 
vith him: 
The service that I truly did his life 


knave, sir; but yet, God forbid, sir, but a knaye | Hath lef 


should have soine countenance at his friend’s 
request. An honest man, sir, is able to speak 
for himself, when a knaveis not. have served 
your worship truly, sir, this eight years; and if 
cannot once or twice in a quarter bear out a 
knave against an honest man, I have buta very 
little credit with your Worship. The knave is 
mine honest friend, sir; therefore, I beseech 

your worship, Jet him be countenanced. 
tal. -Goto; I say heshall have no wrong. 


Kabout, Davy. [Lait Davy. I 
you, Sir John? Come, cone off-with 


th left me open to ali injuries. 
War. Indeed I think the young king loves 


you not. 
Ch. Just. I know he doth not, and do arm 
myself 10 


ysel 
To welcome the condition of the time, 
Which cannot look more hideously upon me 
Than I have dra\yn it in my fantasy. 
Enter Lancaster, CLARENCE, GLOUCESTER, 
of WESTMORELAND, and others, 
ar. Here come th iss dead 
Aes ¢ heavy issue of 
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that the living aur had the temper 
Of him, the worst of these three gentlemen! 
How many nobles then should hold their places, 
hat must strike sail to spirits of vile sort! 

Ch. Just. O God, I fear all will be over- 


tumn’d! pe 
“i. Good morrow, cousin Warwick, good 
2 fi 
morrow. 20 
ae Good morrow, cousin. 


Lan. We meet like men that had forgot to 


speak, 
Wore We do remember; but our argument 
Js all too heavy to admit much talk. 
Lan. Well, peace be with him that hath 
made us heavy ! 
Ch. Just. Peace be with us, lest we be 
heavier! 
Glow. O, good my lord, you haye lost a friend 
indeed ; 
And I dare swear you borrow not that face 
Of seeming sorrow, it is sure your own. 
Lan. Though no man be assured what grace 
3° 





to find, 
You stand in coldest expectation ; 
Tam the sorrier; would *twere otherwise, 
Clair. Well, you must now speak Sir John 
Falstaff fair ; 
Which swims against your stream of quality. 
Ch, Just. Sweet princes, what I dia, I did 
in honour, 
Led by the impartial conduct of my soul; 
And never shall you see that I will beg 
A ragged and forestall’d remission. 
If truth and upright innocency fail me, 
I'll to the king my master that is dead, 
And tell him who hath sent me after him. 
War. Here comes the prince. 


Enter Kine Henny the Fisth, attended. 


Ch, Just. Good morrow; and God save your 
majesty ! 
sete This new and gorgeous garment, ma- 
.,_Jesty, 
Sits not so easy on me as you think. 
rothers, you mix your sadness with some fear: 
his is the English, not the Turkish court ; 
Not Amurath an Amurath succeeds, 
But Harry Harry. Yet be sad, good brothers, 
For, by my faith, it very well becomes you: 50 
Sorrow so royally in you appears 
That I will deeply put the fashion on 
And wear it in my heart: why then, be sad; 
But entertain no more of it, good brothers, 
han a joint burden laid upon us all. 
for me, by heaven, I bid you be assured, 
I'll be your father and your brother too ; 
¢ me but bear your love, Ill bear your cares: 
et weep that Harry’s dead; and so will I; 
But Harry lives, that shall convert those tears 
y number into hours of happiness: 6r 
rinces. ° We hope no other from your ma- 


40 


jesty. 
Ring You all look strangely on me: and 
you most ; 
You are, I think, assured I love you not. 
Ch, Just, I am assured, if I be measured 
rightly, 
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Your majesty hath no just cause to hate me. 
King. Not 

How might a prince of my great hopes forget 
So great indignities you TEN me? , 99 
What! rate, rebuke, and roughly send to prison 
The immediate heir of England! Was this easy? 
aa this be wash'd in Lethe, and-forgotten ? 

Hs i ust. Ithen did use the person of your 

father; 

The image of his power lay then in me: 
And, in the administration of his law, 
Whiles I was busy for the commonwealth, 
Your highness pleased to forget my place, 
The majesty and power of law and justice, 
The image of the king whom I presented, 
‘And struck me in my very seat of judgement; 
Whereon, as an offender to your father, 8x 
I gaye bold way to my authority 2 
And did commit you: If the deed were ill 
Be you contented, wearing now the garland, 
To have ason set your decrees at nought, 
To pluck down justice from your awful bench, 
To trip the course of law and blunt the sword 
‘That guards the peace and safety of your person; 
Nay, more, to spurn at your most royal image 
And mock your workings in a second body, 90 
Question your royal thoughts, make the case 








yours; 

Be now the father and propose. son, 

Hear your own dignity so much profaned, 

See your most dreadful laws so loosely slighted, 

Behold yourself so by a son disdain’d; 

‘And then imagine me taking your part 

‘And in your power soft silencing your son: 

‘After this cold considerance, sentence me ; 

‘And, as you are a king, speak in your state 

What I have done that misbecame my place, 

My person, or my liege’s sovereignty. 10r 
King. You are right, Justice, and you weigh 

this well: 

Therefore still bear the balance and the sword: 

And I do wish your honours may increase, 

Till you do live to see a son of mine 

Offend rou and obey you as I did. 

So shall I live to speak my father’s words: 

‘Happy am_I, that have a man so bold, 

That dares do justice on my proper son ; 

‘And not less happy, having such a son, 

That would deliver up his greatness so 

Into the hands of justice... You did commit me: 

For which, I do commit into your hand 

Mies unstained sword that you have used to 

ear; 

With this remembrance, that you use the same 

With the like bold, just.and impartial spirit 

AS you have done ’gainst me. There is my 

hand. 

You shall be as a father tomy youth: | 

My voice shall sound as you do prompt mine ear, 

‘And I will stoop and humble my intents 120 

To your well-practised wise directions. 

‘And princes all, believe me, I beseech you; 

My father is gone wild into his grave, 

For in his tomb lie my affections; - 

‘And with his spirit sadly I survive, 

To mock the expectation of the world, 

To frustrate prophecies and to raze out 

Rotten opinion, who hath writ me down 


110 
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my seeming, The tide of blood in me 
filter Pail flow’d in vanity till now: 
Now doth it turn and ebb back to the sae i 
Where it shall mingle with the state of floods 
‘And flow henceforth in formal majesty. , 
Now call we our high court of parliament : 4 
‘And let us choose such limbs of noble counsel, 
That the great body of our state may go | 3 
Tn equal rank with the best govern’¢ nation p 
That war, or peace, or both at once, may be 
As things acquainted and familiar to us; ; 
In which you, father, shall have foremost hand. 
Our coronation done, we will accite, 141 
As I before remember’d, all our state: 
And, God consigning to my good intents, 
No prince nor peer shall have just cause to say, 
God shorten Harry’s happy life one day! 

Lzeunt. 


139 


Scene III. Gloucestershire. SHALLOW'S 


orchard. 


Enter FAtsta¥Fr, SHALLOW, SILENCE, Davy, 
BARDOLrPy, and the Page. 


Shal. Nay, you shall see my orchard, where, 
in an arbour, we will eat a last year’s pippin 
of my own grafting, with a dish of caraways, 
ane a forth: come, cousin Silence: and then 
to hed. 

Fal. "Fore God, you have here a goodly 
dwelling and a rich. 

Shal. Barren, barren, barren: beggars all, 
beggars all, Sir John : marry, good air. Spread, 
spread, Davy: well said, Davy. Io 
his Davy serves you for good USES ; 
he is your serving-man and your husband. 

Shal. A good varlet, a good varlet, a very 

‘ood varlet, Sir John: by the mass, I have 

ink too much sack at supper: a good varlet. 
Now sit down, now sit down: come, cousin. 

Sil. Ah, sirrah ! quoth-a, we shall 

Do nothing but eat, and make good cheer, 

f Singing. 
And praise God for the merry veer ef 
When flesh is cheap and females dear, 20 

And lusty lads roam here and there 

0 merrily, 

And ever among so merrily. 

al. There’s a merry heart! Good Master 
Silence, Tl give you a health for that anon. 

Shal, Give Master Bardolph some wine, 

avy. 

Davy. Sweet sir, sit; I'll be with you anon: 
most sweet sir, sit. Master page, Bon meee 
page, sit. Proface! What you want in meat 
we Hf have in drink: but you must bear: thé 
leart’s all. [Ezit. 

Shal. Be merry, Master Bard ae: , 
little soldier there, be merry. oh aaay 

Sil. Be merry, be merry, my wife hes all; 

Singing. 

For women are shrews, both short and tall ? 

Tis merry in hall when beards wag all, 

nd welcome merry Shrove-tide. 
Be merry, be merry, 
Fu. ¥ did not think 
naman of this mettle, 





Master Silence had 
4 
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Sil. Who, 1? Ihave been merry 
once ere now. 
Re-enter Davy. 
Davy. There’sa dish of leather-coats fory, 
[To Bardolph, 
Shal. Davy! - 


Davy. Your worship! T'll be with y 
straight [to Bardolph]. A cup of wine, ainvo 
Sil. A cup of wine that’s brisk and fine, 
4 : LSinging, 
And drink unto the leman mine; 
And a merry heart lives long-a, i 
Fal, Well said, Master Silence. 
Sil, Anwe shall be merry, Now comes in the 
sweet 0’ the night. : 
Fa. Health and long life to you, 
Silence. - 
Si. Fill the cup, and Iet it come; [Singing. 
Dll pledge you a mile to the bottom. 
Shal. Honest Bardolph, welcome: if thou 


Master 





wantest any thing, and wilt not call, beshrew 
thy heart. Welcome, my little tiny thief [to 
the Page}, and welcome indeed too. I'll drink 
to Master Bardolph, and to all the cavaleros 
about London. 

Davy. 1 Here to see London once ere I die. 

Bard. AnI might sce you there, Davy,— 

Shal. By the mass, you’ ll crack a quart to- 
gether, ha! will you not, Master Bardolph? 

Bard. Yea, sir, in a pottle-pot. 

Shal. By God's liggens, I thank thee: the 
knave will stick by thee, I can assure thee that. 
A’ will not out; he is true bred. n 

Bard. And T’ll stick by him, sir. 

Shal. Why, there spoke a king, Lack no- 
thing: be merry. [Knocking within.] Look 
who's at door there, ho! who knocks? 

[Zcit Davy. 

Fal. Why, now you have done me right. 

fia Silence, seeing him take off a bumper. 

tb, 


'o me right, [Stnging. 
And dub me knight : 
Samingo. 
Is"t not so? Bo 


Fal. Tis so. 
Sil. Ts’t so? Why 
can do somewhat. 


Re-enter Davy. 


Davy. An’t please your worship, there ’s one 
Pistol come from the court with news. _ 
‘al. From the court! let him come in. 


Enter Piston. 
How now, Pistol! 


Pist. § ir John, God save you! Linptta 
‘al. What wind blew you hither, Pistol ? 

Pist. Not the ill wind which blows no man 
to good. Sweet knight, thou art now one of the 
Sreatest_men in this realm. A 

Sil. By’r lady, I think a’ be, bué goodman 
Puff of Barson, 

Pist. Puff! 
Putt in thy teeth, most recreant coward base! 
ee John, [am thy Pistol and thy friend, 

nd helter-skelter have I rode to thee, 
And tidings do I bring and lucky joys 99 


then, say an old man 
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1d golden times and happy news of price. 
aiaah T pray thee now, deliver them like a 
ynan of this world. 
Pist. A foutre 
pase : Ree 
Tspeak of Afric 
ral. O base 
news? 
Let King Cophetua know the truth thereof. 
Sil. And Robin Hood, Scarlet, and John. 
. [Singing. 
Pist, Shall dunghill curs confront the Heli- 


for the world and worldlings 





and golden joys. 
Assyrian knight, what is thy 


cons? 
‘And shall good news he bafiied ? 
Then, Pistol, lay thy head in Furies’ lap. 110 
Shal. Honest gentleman, I know not your 
breeding. 
Pist. Why then, lament, therefore. 
Skal. Give ine pardon, sir: if, sir, you come 
with news from the court, I take it there’s but 
two ways, cither to utter them, or to conceal 
them. I am, sir, under the king, in some au- 
thority. 
Pist. 
or die. 
Shal. Under King Harry. 





Under which king, Besonian? speak, 


Pist. Harry the Fourth? or Piith? 

Shal. Harry the Fourth, 

Pist. A foutre for thine office! 121 
Sir John, thy tender Jambkin now is king; 


Harry the Vifth’s the man. Ispeak the truth: 
When Pistol lies, do this; and fig me, like 
The bragging Spaniard, 

Fal, What, is the old king dead? 

Pist. As nail in door: the things I speak 

are just. 

Fal. Away, Bardolph! saddle my horse. 
Master Robert’ Shallow, choose what otfice thou 
wilt in the land, ‘tis thine. Pistol, I will double- 
charge thee with dignities.. 13 
Bard. O joyful day ! 

I would not take a knighthood for my fortune. 

Pist. What! I do bring good news. 

Fal. Carry Master Silence to bed. Master 
Shallow, my Lord Shallow,—be what thou wilt; 
Lam fortune’s steward—get on thy boots: we it 
ride all night. O sweet Pistol! Away, Bardolph! 
[Exit Bard.) Come, Pistol, utter more to me; 
and withal devise something to do thyself good. 
Boot, boot, Master Shallow: I know the young 
king is sick for me. Let us take any man’s 
horses; the laws of England are at my com- 
mandment. Blessed are they that have been 
my friends; and woe to my lord chief-justice! 

‘Pist. Let vultures vile seize on his lungs 


also! 
‘Where is the life that late I led?’ say they: 
Why, here it is; welcome these pleasant. days! 
[Excunt. 


Scene IV. London. A street. 


Enter Beadles, dragging in HOSTESS QuickLy 
and DOLL TEARSHEET. 


Host. No, thou arrant knave; I would to 
God that I might die, that I might have thee 
hanged: thou fast drawn my shoulder out of 
joint. 
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First Bead. The constables have delivered 
her over to me; and she shall have whipping- 
cheer enough, I warrant her: there hath been a 
man or two lately killed about her. _, 

Dol. Nut-hook, nut-hook, you lie. Come 
> [ll tell thee what, thou damned tripe- 
red rascal, an the child I now go with do 
misearry, thou wert better thou hadst struck 
thy mother, thou paper-faced villain. 

Host. O'the Lord, that Sir John were come! 
he would make this a blocdy day to somebody. 
But I pray God the fruit of her womb miscarry ! 

First Bead. Lf it do, you shall have a dozen 
of cushions again; you have bué cleven now. 
Come, I charge you both go with me; for the 
man is dead that you and Pistol beat amongst 
you. 19 

Dol. Vl tell you what, you thin man in a 
censer, I will have you as soundly swinged for 
this,—you blue-bottle rogue, you filthy famishe 
correctioner, if you be not swinged, I’]l for- 
swear half-kirtles. fe 

First Bead. Come, come, you she knight- 
errant, come. 

Host.. O God, that right should thus over- 
come might! Well, of suilerance comes case. 

Dol. Come, you rogue, come; bring me toa 

37 






justice. 3 
Host. Ay, come, you starved blood-hound. 
Dol. Goodman death, goodman bones! 


‘Host. Thow‘atomy, thou! 
Del. Come, you thin thing; come, you 


rascal. 
First Bead. Very well. [Eceunt. 


ScENE V. A public (ieee near Westminster 
Abbey. 


Enter two Grooms, strewing rushes. 


First Groom. More rushes, more rushes. 

Sec. Groom. The trumpets have sounded 
twice. 

First Groom. 


Twill be two o'clock ere they 
come from the coronation : 


dispatch, dispatch. 
[Eveunt. 


Enter FALSTAFF, SHALLOW, PISTOL, 
BarvoupH, and Page. 


Fal. Stand here by me, Master Robert 
Shallow ; I will make the. king do you grace: 
T will leer upon him as a’ comes by; and do 
but mark the countenance that he will giveme. 

Pist. God bless thy lungs, good knight. 9 

Fal. Come here, Pistol; stand behind me. 
O, if L had had time to have made new liveries, 
Tivould have bestowed the thousand pound 
borrowed of you. But ’tis no matter; this poor 
show doth better: this doth infer the zeal had 
to sec him. ‘ 

Shal. It doth so. Rat 

‘Fal. It shows my earnestness of affection,— 

Shal. It doth so. 

Fal. My devotion,— 

‘Shal. It doth, it doth, itdoth.  . 20 

Fal. As it were, to ride day and night; and 
not to deliberate, not to yemember, not to have 
patience to shift me,— 

Shal. Itis best, certain. 
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i i _ «y emvel, and| Shal. Yea, marry, Sir John; which I beseech 

Fal. But to stand stained with travel, E Jet me have home with me. x 
thinking of youl, “hat can hardly be, Master Shattow: 


é i ire him; 
sweating With desire to sce Tons 


. ing fairs else 
nothing else, puttin all atfairs els' in out tO 
29 


as if there were nothing else to be Do not you grieve at this ; T shall be sent for in 


private to him : Jook you, he must scem thus to 
the world: fear not your advancements ; I will 
be the man yet that shall make you great. 

‘Shal. I cannot well perceive how, unless you 
should give me your doublet and stutl me out 
with straw. J beseech you, gootl Sir John, let 
me have five hundred of my thousand. 

Fal. Six, Lwill be as good as my word : this 
that you heard was but a colour. ; ori 

Shal. A colour that I fear you will die in, 
Sir John. ; 

Fal. Fearno colours : go with me to dinner; 
come, Lieutenant Pistol; come, Bardolph: J 
shall be sent for soon at night. 


Pe ‘Tis ‘semper idem,’ for ‘obsque hoc 
nihil est ane all in eye) part. 

Shal. so, indeed. \ 

oar My knight, I will inflame thy noble 


liver, 
d make thee rage. 
i Doll, and Helen of thy noble thoughts, 
Ts in base durance and contagious prison 5 
Haled thither | 2 
By most mechanical and dirty hand: 
Rouse up revenge from ebon den with fell 
‘Alecto’s snake, 39 
For Doll isin. Pistol speaks nought but trath. 
Fal, I will deliver her, 
[Shouts within, and the trumpets sound. 
Pist, There roar'd the sea, and trumpet- 
clangor sounds. 





Re-enter PRINCE JON, the LonD CHIEF- 


Justice; Officers with them. 


Ch. Just. Go, carry Sir John Falstaff to the 
Fleet: ea 
Take all his company along with him. 
Fal. My lord, my lord,— : 
Ch. Just. I cannot now speak: I will hear 
you soon. 100 
Take them away. 
Pist. Si fortuna me tormenta, spero con- 
tenta, [Eceunt all bul Prince John and 
: the Chicf-Juatice, 
Lan. I like this fair proceeding of the 
king's: 
He hath intent his wonted followers 
Shall all be very well provided for; 
But all are banish’d till their conversations 
Appear more wise and modest to the world. 
h. Just. And so they are. 
Lan. The king hath call’d his parliament, 
my lord. 
Ch. Just. He hath. _ HO 
Lan. I will lay odds that, ere this year 


Enter the Kine and his train, the Lord 
CHIEF-JUSTICE among them. 


Fal. God save’thy grace, King Hal! my 
royal Hal! 
Pist. The heavens thee guard and keep, 
most royal imp of fame! 
Fal. Goi save thee, my sweet boy! 
King. My lord chief-justice, speak to that 
vain man. 
i. Have you your wits? know you 
tis you speak? 
Fal. My iz! my Joye! I speak to thee, 
my heart! 50 
King. I know thee not, old man: fall to 
un prayers ;_ 
How ill white hairs become a fool and jester ! 
Thave long dream’d of such a kind of man, 
So surfeit-swell'd, so old and so profane ; 
But, being awaked, I do despise my dream. 
Make less thy body hence, and more thy grace; 
Leave gormandizing ; know the grave doth gape 
For thee thrice wider than for other men. 
Reply not to a wie a eal ors jest: 
resume not that Lam the thing Iwas; __ 60 
Tor God doth know, s0 shall the world perceive, 
That I have turn’d away my former self ; 
So will I those that kept me company. 
When thou dost hear 1 am as I have been 
Approach me, and thou shalt be as thou wast, 
‘The tutor and the feeder of my riots: ‘ 
Till then, I banish thee, on pain of death, 
As I have done the rest of my misleaders, 
Not to come near our person by ten mile. 
Ror competence of life I will allow.you, 
That lack of means enforce you not to evil: 






expire, 

We bear our civil swords and native fire 

As far as France: [heard a bird so sing, |. 
Whose music, to my thinking, lensed king. 


A 


Come, will you hence? Bueunt. 


EPILOGUE. 
Spoken by a Dancer. 


First my fear; then my courtesy ; last my 
speech. My fear is, your displeasure ; my cour 
tesy, my duty; and my speéch, to beg your 

iL 
\f 


pardons. If you look for a good speech now, 
you undo me: for what I have to say 1s 0 mine 
own making; and what indeed 1 should say 


70 
will, I doubt, prove mine own marring. uu 


And, as we hear you do reform yourselves, 
And, ag we hea ry yourselves, to the purpose, and so to the venture. Be it 
aces ing-to your strengths and| known to you, as it is very well, I was Jately 


here in the end of a displeasing’ play, to Pray 


Give you advancement. Be it your charge, my | your patience for it and to promise you a better. 
I meant indeed to pay you with this; which, 1 


lo 
To see perform’ i 
¢ perform’d the tenour of our word. like an ill venture it come unluckily home 


Seton. KE i 
Tae) (Lxeunt King, &e.| break, and you, my gentle creditors, lose. DEF 
pan [aster Shallow, I owe you a thousand | I promised you 1 Mia be ani His T commit 


Ee my body to your mercies: bate me some ant 
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J will pay you some and, as most debtors do, 
promise you infinitely. ¢ 
Jf my tongue cannot entreat you to acquit 
me, will you command me to use my legs? and 
yet that were but light payment, to dance out 
of your debt. Buta good conscience will make 
any possible satisfaction, and so would I. Atl 
the gentlewomen here have forgiven me: if the 
entiemen will not, then the gentlemen do not 
agree With the gentlewomen, which was never 


seen before in such an assembly. 
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One word more, I beseech you. If you be 
not too much cloyed with fat meat, our humble 
author will continue the story, with Sir John 
in it, and make you merry with fair Katharine 
of France: where, for any thing I know, Fal- 
staff shall die of a sweat, unless already a’ be 
killed with your hard opinions; for Oldcastle 
died a martyr, and this jis not the man. My 
tongue is weary; when my legs are too, Twill 
bid you good i : and so kneel down before 
you} but, indeed, to pray for the queen. 
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THE LIFE OF 
KING HENRY THE FIFTH 


DRAMATIS PERSONAL 


Kine Henny the Fifth, 
DUKE OF (}LOUCESTER, t 
DuKE OF BEDFORD, aor 

DUKE OF EXETER, uncle to the King. 

Duke or York, cousin to the King. 

Ears OF SALISBURY, WESTMORELAND, 
and WARWICK. . 

ARCHBISHOP OF CANTERBURY. 

. Bisuor or Exy. 

Ean oF CAMBRIDGE. 

Lorp Scroopr. 

Sir THOMAS GREY. 

Sir THomas ERPINGHAM, GOWER, FLUEL- 
LEN, Macmorris, JAmy, officers in 
King Henry’s army. <i 

Bares, Court, WILLIAMS, soldiers in the 


brothers to the 


same. 
PistoL, Nym, BARDOLPH. 
Boy. 
A Herald. 


CHARLES the Sixth, King of France. 


PROLOGUE. 
Enter Chorus. 


Chor. O for a Muse of fire, that would ascend. 
The brightest heaven of invention, 
A kingdom fora stage, princes to act 
And monarchs to behold the syeling scene! 
Then should the warlike Harry, like himself, 
Assume the port of Mars ; and at his heels, 
h’d in like hounds, should famine, sword 


and fire 
Croneht for employment. But pardon, gentles 


all, 
The flat unraised spirits that haye dared 
On this unworthy scatfold to bring forth 10 
So great an object: can this cockpit hold 
The vasty fields of France? or may we cram 
Within this wooden O the very casques 
‘That did afltight the air at Agincourt? 
0, pardon! since a crooked figure may 
Attest in little place a million ; 
And let us, ciphers to this great accompt, 
Jn your imaginary forces work. 
Suppose within the girdle of these walls 
now confined two mighty monarchies, 20 
ose high upreared an: abutting fronts 
¢ perilous narrow ocean parts asunder : 


Lewis, the Dauphin. - : 

DuKES oF Burgundy, ORLEANS, and. 
Bourvon. 

The Constable of France. 

RAMBURES and GRANDPRS, French Lords, 

Governor of Harfleur, 

Monrsoy, a French Herald. 

‘Ambassadors to the King of England. 


TsABEL, Queen of France. 
KATHARINE, daughter to Charles and 
Isabel. : 
ALICE, a lady attending on her. 
Hostess of a tavern in Kastcheap, formerly 
Mistress Quickly, and now married to 
Pistol. é. 
Lords, Ladies, Officers, Soldiers, Citizens, Mes- 
sengers, and Attendants. 
Chorus. 


ScENE: England ; afterwards France. 





Piece out our imperfections with your thoughts; 

Into a thousand parts divide one man, 

And make imaginary puissance ; 

HN when we talk of horses, that you see 
them 

Printing their proud hoofs i’ the receiving earth; 

For ’tis your thoughts that now must deck our 


kings, 

Carry them here and there ; jumping o’er times, 
Turning the accomplishment of many years 30 
Into an hour-glass: for the which supply, 
Admit me Chorus to this history ; 

Who prologue-like your humble patience pray, 
Gently to hear, kindly to judge, our play. 


(Exit, 
ACT I. 


ScenEI. London. An ante-chamber in the 
Kine’s palace. 


Enter the ARCHBISHOP OF CANTERBURY, and 
the BIsHor oF Ety. 


Cant. My lord, I'll tell you; that self bill 
is urged, 
Which in the eleventh year of the last king's 


reign : 
Was like, and had indced against us pass’d, 
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But that the scambling and unquiet time 
Did push it out of farther question. 
‘Ely. Put how, my lord, shall we resist it 


Neighbour'd by fruit of baser quality : i 
‘And s0 the prince obscured his contem lation 
Under the veil of wildness ; which, no doubt, 
Grew like the summer grass, fastest by night, 
Unseen, yet crescive in his faculty. 

Cant. Itmust beso; for miracles are ceased; 
And therefore we must needs admit the means 
How things are perfected. 

Ely. But, my. good lord, 
How now for mitigation of this bill 7° 
Urged by the commons? Doth his majesty 
Tneline to it, or not aan 

Cant. ‘He seems indifferent, 

Or rather swaying more upen our part 

Than cherishing the exhibiters against Us; 

For I have made anoffer to his majesty, 

Upon our spiritual convocation 

And in regard of causes now jn hand, 

Which I have. open’d to his grace at large, 

‘As touching France, to give a greater sum. 
‘Yhan ever at one time the clergy yet 80 
Did to his predecessors part withal. 

cat ae did this offer seem received, my 

ord 

Cant. With good acceptance of his majesty ; 
Save that there was not time enough to hear, 
‘As IJ perceived his grace would fain have done, 
The severals and unhidden passages 
Of his true titles to some certain dukedoms 
‘And generally to the crown and seat of Mrance 
Derived from Edward, his great-grandfather. 

‘Ely. What was the impediment that broke 























now? 
Cant. It must be thought on, Té it pass 
against us, 
We lose the better half of our possession : 
Yor all the temporal lands which men devout’ 
By testament have given to the church 10 
Would they strip irom us; being valued thu: 
As much as would maintain, to the king’s 
honour, 
Full fifteen earls and fifteen hundred knights, 
Six thousand and two hundred. good esquires 5 
‘And, to relief of lazars and weak age, 
Of indigent faint souls past corporal toil, 
‘A hundred almshouses right well supplied ; 
‘And to the coflers of the king beside, 
‘A thousand pounds by the year: thus runs the 





5, 





ik. 
Ely. ‘his would drink deep. 
Cant. *Twould drink the cup and all. 20 
Ely. But what prevention } 
Cant, The king is full of grace and fair 
regard, 
Ely. Anda true lover of the holy church. 
Cont. pee courses of his youth promised 
it not. 
The breatli no sooner left his father's body, 
But that his wildness, mortified inhim, 
Seem’d to dic too; yea, at that very moment 
Consideration, like ‘an angel, came 


And pebipn the offending Adam out of him, this off? go 
Leaving his body as a paradise, ie 30| Cant. The French ambassador upon. that 
To envelope and contain celestial spirits. instant. y 
Never was such a sudden, scholar made; Craved audience; and the hour, I think, is 
Never came reformation in a flood, come 


With such a heady currance, scouring faults; 
Nor never Hydra-headed wilfulness 
So soon did Jose his seat and all at once 
As in this king, 7 
Lily. ‘We are blessed in the change. 
Cant. Hear him but reason in divinity, 
‘And all-admiring with an inward wish 
You would desire the king were made a prelate: 
Hear him debate of commonwealth aflairs, 41 
You would say it hath been all in all his study: 
List his discourse of war, and you shall hear 
A fearful battle render’d you in music: 
Turn him to any cause 0} policy, 
The Gordian knot of it he will unloose, 
Familiar as his garter: that, when he speaks, 
The air, a charter'd libertine, is still, 
And the mute wonder lurketh in men’s ears, 
To steal his sweet and honey’d sentences; — 5° 


To give him hearing: is it four o'clock? 

Ely. Itis. - 

Cant. Then go we in, to know his embassy; 
Which I could with a ready guess declare, 
Before the Frenchman speak a word of it. 

Ely. Ll wait upon you, and I long to 

hear it. [Exeunt. 


ScoENE I. Thesame. The Presence chamber. 


Enter K1nc HENRY, GLOUCESTER, BEDFORD, 
EXETER, WARWICK, WESTMORELAND, @ 
Attendants. 


K. Hen. Where is my gracious Lord of 
Canterbury? | 

Exe. Not here in presence. 

K. Hen. Send for him, good uncle. 

West, Shallwe call in the ambassador, my 


So that the art and practic part of life liege? w 
Must be the mistress to this theoric: K. Hen. Not yet, my cousin: we would be 


resolved, | 
Before we hear him, of some things of weight 
aie task our thoughts, concerning us and 
Trance, 


Which is a wonder how his grace should 
_ glean it, | 
Since his addiction was to courses vain, 
His companies unletter'd, rude and shallow, 
His hours fill’d up with riots, banquets, sports, 
‘And never noted in him any study, 
Any retirement, any sequestration 
From open haunts and popularity. 
Ely. The strawberry grows underneath the 
nettle : c 60 
‘And wholesome berries thrive and ripen best 


Enter the ARCHBISHOP OF CANTERBURY, and 
the BisHorP oF ELY. 


Cant. God and his angels guard your sacred 


throne 
‘And make you long become it! 
K. Hen. Sure, we thank you. 
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My learned lord, we pray you to roceed 
‘And justly and telislously nfo 10 
Why the Jaw Salique that they have in France 
Or should, or should not, bar us in our claim: 
‘And God forbid, my dear and faithful lord, 
That you should fashion, wrest, or bow your 
reading, E 
Or nicely charge youn understanding soul 
With opening titles miscreate, whose right 
Suits not in native colours with the truth; 
Yor God doth know how many now in health 
Shall drop their blood in approbation 
Of what your reverence shall incite us to, _20 
Therefore take heed how you impawn our 
person, fs 
How you awake our sleeping sword of war: 
We chargo you, in the name of God, take heed; 
For never tivo such kingdoms did contend 
Nyithon much fall of blood; whose guiltless 
rops ie 
Are every one a woe, a sore complaint 
*Gainst him whose wrongs give edge unto the 
swords lap alt 5 
That make such waste in brief mortality. 
Under this conjuration speak, my lord ; 
Yor we will hear, note and believe in heart 30 
That what you speak is in your conscience 
wash'd : 
As pure as sin with baptism, 
Cant. Then hear me, gracious sovereign, and 
you peers, t 
That owe yourselves, your lives and services 
‘To this imperial throne, There is no bar. 
To make against your highness’ claim to France 
But this, which they produce from Pharamond, 
“In terram Salicam mulieres ne succedant :’ 
‘No woman shall succeed in Salique land:? 
Which Salique land the French unjustly close 
To be the realm of France, and Pharamond 41 
The founder of this law and female bar. 
Yet their own authors faithfully affirm 
That the land Salique is in Germany, 
Between the floods of Sala and of Elbe; 
Where Charles the Great, having subdued the 


axons, 
There left behind and settled certain French; 
Who, holding in disdain the German women. 
For some dis honest manners of their life, 
Establish’d then this law; to wit, no female so 
Should be inheritrix in Salique land: 
Which Salique, as I said, *twixt Elbe and Sala, 
Is at this day in Germany call’d Meisen. 
Then doth it, well appear the Salique law 
Was not devised for the realm of France; 
Nor did the French possess the Salique land 
Until four hundred one and twenty years 
After defunction of King Pharamond, 
idly supposed the founder of this law: 
Who died within the year of our redemption 60 
dione abubsited twenty-six; and Charies the 
Hy 

Subdued the Saxons, and did seat the Frencl 

evond the river Sala, in the year hic 
Eight hundred five. Besides, their writers say, 
JGng Pepin, which deposed Childeric, : 
B jee aS Rai general (being descended 

thild, which was i 
Clothaig daughter to King 
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Make claim and title to the crown of France, 

Hugh Capet also, who usurp 'd the crown 

Of Charles the duke of Lorraine, sole heir male 

Of the true line and stock of Charles the Great, 

To find his title with some shows of truth, 

Though, in pure truth, it was corrupt and 
naught, “ oe 

Convey'd himself as heir to the Lady Lingare, 

Daugliter to Charlemain, who was the son 

To Lewis the emperor, and Lewis the son 

Of Charles the Great. Also King Lewis the 
Tenth, : i 

Who was sole heir to the usurper, Capet, 

Could not keep quiet in his conscience, | 

Wearing the crown of France, till satisfied 8 

Phat fair Queen Isabel, his grandmother, 

Was lineal of the Lady Ermengare, 

Daughter to Charles the foresad duke of 
Lorraine: ; y 

By the which marriage the line of Charles the 





Great 
Was re-united to the crown of France. 
So that, as clear as is the summer's sun, _ 
King Pepin’s title and Hugh Capet’s claim, 
King Lewis his satisfaction, all appear 
To hold in right and title of the female : 
So do the kings of France unto this day ; 90 
Howbeit they would hold up this Salique law 
To bar your highness claiming fi rom the female, 
And rather choose to hide them in a net 
Than amply to imbar their crooked titles 
Usurp’d irom you and your progenitors. _ 
KK. Hen. May I with right and conscience 
make this claim? 
Cant. The sin upon my head, dread sove- 


reign | 2 
For in the book of Numbers is it writ, 
When the man dies, let the inheritance 99 
Descend unto the daughter. Gracious lord, 
Stand for your own; unwind your bloody flag; 
Look back into your mighty ancestors : 
Go, jay che ord, to your great-grandsire’s 
comb, , F 5 : 
From whom you claim; invoke his warlike 
spirit, 
And_your great-uncle’s, Edward the Black 


rince, 
Who on the French ground play’d_a tragedy, 
Making defeat on the full power of France, 
Whiles his most Tighty father on a hill 
Stood smiling to behold his lion’s whelp 
Forage in blood of French nobility. 110 
O noble English, that could entertain 
With half their forces the full pride of France 
And let another half stand laughing by, 

1 out of work and cold for action | 

Ely. SAS remembrance of these valiant 

lead 


And with your puissant arm renew their feats : 
You are their heir; you sit upon their throne; 
The blood and courage that renowned them 
ie In your yeins; and my thrice-puissant 
_ liege 
Ts in the very May-morn of his youth, 120 
Ripe for exploits and mighty enterprises. 
£xe. Your brother kings and monarchs of 
the earth 
Do all expect that you should rouse yourself, 
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As did the former lions of your blood. 
West. They know your grace hath cause and 
means and might; : 
So hath your highness; never king of England 
Had nobles richer and more loyal subjects, 
Whose hearts have left their bodies here in 
England , f é 
‘And lie pavilion’d in the fields of France. 
Cant. O, let their bodies follow, my dear 
liege, 130 
With Hood and sword and fire to win your 
right; 
Tn aid whereof we of the spiritualty 
Will raise your highness such a mighty sum 
As never did the clergy at one time 
Bring in to any of your ancestors. 
K. Hen. We must not only arm to invade 
the French, : 
But lay down our proportions to defend 
‘Against the Scot, who will make road upon us 
With all advantages. . 
Cant. They of those marches, gracious 
sovereign 140 
Shall be a wall sufficient to defend 
Our inland from the pilfering borderers. 
Hen. We do not mean the coursing 
_ snatchers only, : 
But fear the main itendment of the Scot, 
Who hath heen still a giddy neighbour to us; 
For you shall read that my great-crandfather 
Never went with his forces into #rance 
But that the Scot on his unfurnish’d kingdom 
Came pouring, Jike the tide into a breach, 
With ample and brim fulness of his force, 15° 
Galling the gleaned land with hot assays, 
Girding with grievous siege castles and towns; 
That England, being empty of defence, 
Hath shook and trembled at the ill neighbour- 


For government, though high and low and 
lower, 180 
Put into parts, doth keep in one consent, 
Congreeing in a full and natural close, 
Like music. is 
Cant. Therefore doth heaven divide 
The state of man in divers functions, 
Setting endeavour in continual motion ; 
Yo which is fixed, as an aim or butt, 
Obedience : for so work the honey-bees, 
Creatures that by a rule in nature teach 
The act of order to a pepper kingdom. 
They have a king and ofticers of sorts ; 190 
Where some, like magistrates, correct at home, 
Others, like merchants, venture trade abroad, 
Others, like soldiers, armed in their stings, 
Make boot upon the summer's velvet buds, 
Which pillage they with merry march bring 
home 9 
To the tent-royal of their emperor; 
Who, busied in his, majesty, surveys 
‘The singing masons building roofs of gold, 
The civil citizens kneading up the honey, 
The poor mechanic porters crowding. in 200 
Their heavy burdens ots narrow gate, 
The sad-eyed justice, with his surly hum, 
Delivering o’er to executors pale 
The lazy yawning drone. I this infer, 
That many things, havin full reference 
To one consent, may work contrariously : 
As many arrows, loosed several ways, 
Come to one mark; as many ways meet in one 
town; 
‘As many fresh streams meet in one salt sea 5 
‘As many lines close in the dial’s centre ; 210 
So may a thousand actions, once afoot, 
Jend in one purpose, and be all well borne 
Without defeat. ‘Therefore to France, my liege. 
Divide your happy England into four; 
Whereof take you one quarter into France, 
And you withal shall make all Gallia shake. 
If we, with thrice such powers left at home, 
Cannot defend our own doors from the dog, 
Let us be worried and our nation lose 
The name of hardiness and policy. 220 
K. Hen. Call in the messengers sent from 
the Dauphin. [E.rewnt some Attendants. 
Now are we well resolved ; and, by God's help, 
And yours, the noble sinews of our power, 
France being ours, we'll bend it to our awe, 
Or break it all to pieces : or there we'll sit, 
Ruling in large and ample empery, | 
O’er France and all her almost kingly duke- 











































hood. 
Cant. She hath been then more feard than 
harm’d, my liege; < 
For hear her but, exampled by herself: 
When all her chivalry hath been in France 
‘And she a mourning widow of her nobles, 
She hath herself not only well defended 
But taken and impounded as a stray, 160 
The King of Scots; whom she did send to 
Trance, 3 2 
To fill King Edward’s fame with prisoner kings 
And make her chronicle as rich with praise 
‘As is the ooze and bottom ofthesea | 
With sunken wreck and sumless treasurics. 
West. But there’s a saying very old and 


oms, 

Or lay these bones in an unworthy urn, 

‘Tombless, with no remembrance over them = 

Fither our history shall with full mouth 230 

Speak freely of our acts, or else our grave, 

Like Turkish mute, shall haye a tongueless 
mouth, - 

Not worshipp’d with a waxen epitaph. 


Ue, 
“Tf that you will France win, 
Then with Scotland first begin :” 
For once the eagle England being in prey, 
To her unguarded nest the weasel Scot 170 
Comes sneaking and so sucks her princely eggs, 
Playing the mouse in absence of the cat, 
To tear and havoc more than she can eat. 
‘Exe. It follows then the cat must stay at 
home: 
Yet that is but a crusl’d necessity, 
Since we have locks to safeguard necessaries, 
And pretty traps to catch the petty thieves. 
While that the armed hand doth fight abroad, 
The advised head defends itself at home ; 


Enter Ambassadors of France. 
Now are we well prepared to know the pleasure 
Of our fair cousin Dauphin; for we hear 
Your greeting is from him, not from the king. 
First Amb. May’t please your majesty to 
give us leave 
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Freely to render what we have in charge; 

Or shall we. sparingly. show you te ot a 
he Dauphin’s meaning and our embassy! 24 
= K Hey. We are no tyrant, but a Christian 

king; ap = 
‘Unto whose grace our passion is as subject 
As are our wretches fetter'd in our prisons; | 
Therefore with frank and with uncurbed plain- 


ness 4 
Tell us the Dauphin’s mind. ost? 
First Amb. _Thus, then, in few. 
Your highness, lately sending into France, | 
Did claim some certain dukedoms, in the right 
Of your great predecessor, King Edward the 
Third. 5 : 
In answer of which claim, the prince our 
master 
Says that you savour too much of your youth, 
‘And bids you be advised there’s nought in 
France, ; fr 251 
That can be with a nimble galliard won; 
You cannot revel into dukedoms there. |. 
He therefore sends you, meeter for your spirit, 
This tun of treasure; and, in lieu of this, | 
Desires you let the dukedoms that you claim. 
Hear no more of you. This the Dauphin speaks. 
K. Hen, What treasure, uncle ¢ : 
Exe. ‘Tennis-balls, my liege. 
K. Hen. We are glad the Dauphin is so 
pleasant with us; 
His present and your pains we thank you for: 
MbeoiNe have match’d our rackets to these 
alls, 261 
We will, in France, by God’s grace, pay aset 
Shall strike his father’s crown into the hazard. 
Tell him he hath made a match with such a 
wrangler 3 
That all the courts of France will be disturb’d 
With chaces. And we understand him well, 
How he comes o'er us with our wilder days, 
Not measuring what use we made of them. 
We never valued this ee seat of England; 
And therefore, living hence, did give ourself 
To barbarous license ; as ’tis ever common_ 271 
That men are merriest when they are from 
home. : fi 
But tell the Dauphin I will keep my state, 
Be like a king and show my sail of greatness 
When I do rouse me in my throne of France: 
For that I have laid by my, majesty 
And plored like a man for working-days, 
But 1 will rise there with so full a glory 
That I will dazzle all the Gis of France, 279 
Yea, strike the Dauphin blind to look on us. 
And tell the pleasant prince this mock of his 
Hath turn’d his balls to gun-stones; and his 


soul 
Shall stand sore charged for the wasteful yenge- | W 


ace 

That shall fly with them : for many a thousand 
widows | 

hall this his mock mock out of their dear 

husbands; i 

i ci notes from their sons, mock castles 

And some are yet ungotten and unborn 

aietabaly have cause to curse the Dauphin’s 
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[Act 1 


But this lies all within the will of God, 
To whom I do appeal; and in whose name 295 
Tell you the Dauphin Iam coming on, 
‘o yenge me as 1 may and to put forth 
My rightful hand in awell-hallow'd cause. 
So get you hence in peace; and tell the 
auphin . 
His jest will savour but of shallow wit, 
When thousands weep more than did laugh 


at it. ant 

Convey them with safe conduct. Tare you 
r [Eveunt Ambassador's. 

Eve. This was a merry me: e, 

K. Hen. We hope to make the sender blush 





at it. 

Therefore, my lords, omit no happy hour 309 

That may give furtherance to our expedition; 

For we have now no thought in us but Hrance, 

Save those to God, that run before our business, 

Therefore Jet our proportions for these wars 

Be soon collected and all things thought upon 

That may with reasonable swiftness add 

More feathers to our wings; for, God before, 

We'll chide this Dauphin at his father’s door. 

Therefore let every man now task his thought, 

‘That this fair action may on foot be brought. 
[Eueunt. Flourish. 


ACT IL. 
PROLOGUE. 


Flourish. Enter Chorus. 


Char: Now all the youth of England are on 
ire, 
And silken dalliance in the wardrobe lies : 
Now thrive the armourers, and honour’s thought 
Reigns solely in the breast of every man: 
They sell the pasture now to buy the horse, 
Following the mirror of all Christian kings, 
With winged heels, as English Mercuries. 
For now sits Expectation in the air, 
And hides a sword from hilts unto the point 
With crowns imperial, crowns and coronets, 10 
Promised to Harry and his followers, 
The French, advised by good intelligence 
OF this most dreadful preparation, 
Shake in their fear and with pale policy 
Seelc to divert the English purposes. 
O England! model to thy inward greatness, 
Like little body with a mighty heart, 
Wat mightst thou do, that honour would 
hee do, 

Were all thy children kind and natural! 
But see thy fault! France hath in thee found 
out 20 
A nest of hollow bosoms, which he fills 

ith treacherous crowns; and three corrupted 


men, 
One, Richard Earl of Cambridge, and the 
second, 

pent Lord Scroop of Masham, and the third, 
ir Thomas Grey, knight, of Northumberland, 

Haye, for the gilt of France,—O guilt indeed !— 
onfirm’d conspiracy with fearfu France; 

And by their hands this grace of kings must 


ie, 
If hell and treason hold their promises, 
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ist. Pish for thee, Iecland dog! thou prick- 

“d cur of Iceland! 

Good Corporal Nym, show thy valour, 

and put up your sword. 

ay ym. Will you shog off LT would have you 
solus, 

'Pist. ‘Solus, egregious dog? O viper vile! 
The ‘solus’ in thy most mervailous face; 50 
The ‘solus’ in thy teeth, and in thy throat, 
And ety hateful lungs, yea, in thy maw, 

erdy, 

And, which is worse, within thy nasty mouth! 
{ do retort the ‘solus’ in thy bowels ; 
For I can take, and Pistol’s cock is up, 
‘And flashing fire will follow. 
_ Ny. Tam not Barbason; you cannot con- 
jure me. I have an humour to knock you 
indifferently well. If you grow foul with me, 
Pistol, I will scour you with my rapier, as 
may, in fair terms: if you wou id walk off, I 
would prick your guts a ittle, in good terms, as 
Lmay: and that’s the humour of it. i 

Pist. O braggart vile and damned furious 

wight ! 2 ‘ 

The grave doth gape, and doting death is near; 
‘Therefore exhale. 

Bard. Hear me, hear me what I say: he 
that strikes the first stroke, I’]l run him up to 
the hilts, as Lam a soldier. (Draws. 

Pist. An oath of mickle might; and fury 

_ shall abate. 3 7° 
Give me thy fist, thy fore-foot to me give: 

Thy spirits are most tall. 
ym. 1 will cut thy throat, one time or 
other, in fair terms: that is the humour of it. 

Pist. ‘Couple a gorge!’ 

That is the word. I thee defy again. 
(0) bound) cs Crete, think’st thou my spouse 
to gel 
Yo; to the spital go, 
‘And from the powdering-tub of infamy, 
¥etch forth the lazar kite of Cressid’s kind, 80 
Doll Tearsheet she by name, and her espouse: 
T have, and I will hold, the quondam Quickly 
eet only she; and—pauca, there’s enough. 
x0 to. 







Ere he take ship for France, and in Southamp- 
ton. > i Etec 39 

Linger your patience on; Fand we'll digest 

The abuse of distance ; force a play: 

The sum is paid; the traitors are agreed ; 

The king is set from London; and the scene 

Is now transported, gentles, to Southampton ; 

There is the playhouse now, there must you sit: 

‘And thence to L'rance shall we conyey you safe, 

‘And bring you back, charming the narrow seas 

To giye you gentle pas 




































you ¢ ; for, if we may, 
We'll not offend one stomach with our play. 40 
But, till the king come forth, and not till then, 
Unto Southampton do we shift our scene. 
Bait. 


Scene I. London. A street. 


Enter Corporal Nym and Lieutenant 
BaAnrboLrPH. 


Bard. Well met, Corporal Nym. 
Nym, Good morrow, Lieutenant Bardolph. 
Bard. What, are Ancient Pistol and you 
friends yet? - 
Nym. For my part, L care not: I say little; 
but when time shall serve, there shall be smiles; 
but that shall be as it may. I dare not fight; 
but will wink and hold out mine iron: it is 
a simple one; but what though? it will toast 
cheese, and it will endure cold as another man’s 
sword will: and there’s an end, 11 
Bard, Iwill bestow a breakfast to make you 
friends; and we'll be all three sworn brothers 
to France : let it be so, good Corporal Nym. 
Nym. Faith, 1 will live so long as I may, 
that’s the certain of it; and when I cannot live 
any longer, I will do as I may: that is my rest, 
that is the rendezvous of it. - 
Bard. It_is certain, cory oral, that he is 
married to Nell Quickly: ‘and certainly she did 
you wrong; for you were troth-plight to her. 2r 
Nym. cannot tell: things must be as they 
may: men may sleep, and they may have their 
throats about them at that time; and some say. 
knives have edges. It, must be as it may: 
though pelea be a tired mare, yet she will 
plod.’ There must be conclusions. Well, I 


cannot tell. Enter the Boy. 


Boy. Mine host Pistol, you must come to 
my master, and you, hostess: he is very sick, 
and would’ to bed. Good Bardolph, put thy 
face between his sheets, and do the office of a 
warming-pan. Faith, he’s very ill, 

‘Bard. Away, yourogue! 9° 

Host. By my troth, he'll qreld the crow a 

uidding one of these days. The king has killed 
hisheart. Good husban , come home presently. 

Exceunt Hostess and Boy. 


Enter Piston and Hostess. 


Bard. Were comes Ancient Pistol and his 
wife: good corporal, be patient here. How now, 
mine host Pistol ! 30 

Pist. Base tike, call’st thou me host? 

Now, by this hand, I swear, I scorn the term; 
Nor shall my Nell Keep lodgers. 

Host. No, by my troth, not long; for we 
cannot lodge and board a dozen or fourteen t 
gentlewomen that live honestly by the prick of Bard. Come, shall I make you two friends? 
their needles, but it will be thought we keep | We must to France together: why the devil 
a bawdy house stralehi. Lym ‘and Pistol | should we keep knives to. cut one another's 
draw.] O wella day, Lady, if he be not drawn | throats? > 
now! we shall see wilful adultery and murder| ist. Let floods o’erswell, and fiends for food 
committed. 40 howl on! 

Bard. Good lieutenant! good corporal! offer 
nothing here. 

Nym. Pish! 





won of you at betting? 
Pist. Base is the slave that pays. 100 
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Nym. That now Y will have: that’s the 
f it. 
poe “AS manhood shall compound : pas 
home. [They draw. 
Bard. By this sword, he that makes the first 
thrust, 111 kill him ; by this sword, I will. 
Pist. Sword js an oath, and oaths must 
ave their course. ‘ = 
pany’ Corporal Nym, an thou wilt be friends, 
be friends; an thou pangs why, then, be 
ies with me too. Prithee, pub up. 
Nga Tshall have my eight shillings I won 
of you at betting’? ur 
‘Pist, A noble shalt thou have, and present 


ay ; : 
Anduiton likewise will I give to thee, 
‘And friendship shall combine, and brother- 


hood : a 
Tl live by Nym, and Nym shall live by me; 
Is not this just? for I shall sutler be 
Unto the camp, and profits will acerue. 
Give me thy hand. 
ym. shall have my noble? 
Pist. In cash most justly ya 120 
Nym. Well, then, that’s the humour of’t. 


Re-enter Hostess. 

Host. As ever you came of women, come in 

uickly to Sir John, Ah, poor heart! he is so 
shaked of a burning quotidian tertian, that it is 
most lamentable to behold. Sweet men, come 
to him. 

Nym. The king hath run bad humours on 
the knight; that’s the even of it. 

Pist. Nym, thou hast spoke the right ; 
His heart is fracted and corroborate. 130 

Nym. The king is a good king: but it must 
be as it may; he passes some humours: and 
careers. . 

Pist. Let us condole the knight; for, lamb- 

kins, we will live. 


Scene II. Southampton. A cowncil-chamber. 


Enter Exeter, BED¥oRD, and 
WESTMORELAND. 


Bed. *Fore God, his grace is bold, to trust 
these traitors. 
Exe. They shall be apprehended by and by. 
West. How smooth and even they do bear 
themselves! 
As if allegiance in their bosoms sat, 
Crowned with faith and constant loyalty. 
Be ire king hath note of all that they 
intend, 
By interception which they dream not of. 
ae. Nay, but the man that was his bed- 


fellow, 
Whom he hath dull’d and cloy’d with gracious 
favours, 


“That he should, for a foreizn purse, so sell 
His sovereign’s life to death and treachery. 3 


Trumpets sound. Enter Kinc HENRY, 
Sonoop, CAMBRIDGE, GREY, and Attendants. 


US JGR. : Now sits the wind fair, and we will 


KING, HENRY V 





[Acr Il 


My Lord of Cambridge, and my kind Lord of 
Masham, = 

And you, my gentle knight, give me your 
thoughts : Y 

Think you not that the powers we bear with us 

Will cué their passage through the force of 
France, ; 

Doing the execution and the act 

For which we have in head assembled them? 

Scroop. No doubt, my liege, if each man do 


his best. : 
K. Hen, doubt not that; since we are well 
persuaded 20 


We carry not a heart, with us from henee 
That grows not in a fair consent with ours, 
Nor leave not one behind that doth not wish 
Success and conquest to attend on us. 

Cam. Never was monarch better fear’d and 
loved i y ; 
Than is your majesty: there’s not, I think, a 

subject 5 
That sits in heart-grief and uneasiness 
Under the sweet shade of your government. 
Grey. True: those that were your father’s 
eneinies : 
Have steep’d their galls in honey and do serve 
you 30 
With hearis create of duty and of zeal. 
K. Hen. We therefore have great cause of 
thankfulness ; 
And shall forget the office of our hand, | 
Sooner than quittance of desert and merit 
According to the weight and worthiness. 
Scroop. So service shall with stecled sinews 


toil, 
And labour shall refresh itself with hope, 
To do your ee incessant services. 

K. Hen. We judge no less. Uncle of Exeter, 
Enlarge the man committed yesterday, 40 
‘That rail’d against our person: we consider 
It was excess of wine that set him on; 

And on his more advice we pardon him. 

Scroop. That’s mercy, buttoo much security: 
Let him be punish’d, sovereign, lest example 
Breed, by his sufferance, more of such a kind, 

K. Hen. O, let us yet be merciful. 

CAR So may your highness, and yet punish 

00. 

Grey. Sir, 

You show great mercy, if you give him life, 50 
After the taste of much correction. 

Eset et Alas, your too much love and care 

Are heavy orisons ’gainst this poor wretch ! 

If little faults, proceeding on distemper, 

Shail not be wink'd at, how shall we stretch 
oureye 

When capil <crimes, chew’d, swallow’d and 

igested, 

Appear before us? We'll yet enlarge that:man, 

Though Cambridge, Scroop and Grey, in their 
dear care 

And tender preservation of our person, 

Would have him punish’d. And now to our 
French causes: 60 

Who are the late commissioners ¢ 

Cam. Tone, my lord: 
Your highness bade me ask for it to-day. 
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Seroop. 50 did you me, my liege. 
Grey. Andi, my royal sovereign, 
K. Hen, Then, Richard Earl of Cambridge, 
there is yours; : 
There yours eos Scroop of Masham; and, 
sir knight, 
Grey of Northumberland, this same is yours: 
Read them} and know, I know your worthiness. 
My Lord of Westmoreland, and uncle Exeter, 
We will aboard to night. Why, how now, 
gentlemen! 7 
What see you in those papers that you lose 
$0 much complexion! Look ye, how they 
change! 
Theis cheeks are paper. Why, what read you 
there, 
That hath so cowarded and chased your blood 
Out of appearance f 


Gave thee no instance why thou shouldst do 
treason, x is 
Unless to dub thee with the name of traitor, x20 
Tf that same demon that hath gull'd thee thus 
Should with his lion gait walk the whole world, 
He might return to vasty Tartar back, 
‘And tell the legions ‘I can never win 
‘A soul so easy as that Englishman's, 
O, how hast thou with jealousy infected _ 
The sweetness of affiance! Show men dutiful? 
AWAY: so didst thou: seem they grave and 
earned? : 
Why, so didst thou: come they of noble family? 
Why, so didst thou: seem they religious? | 130 
Why, so didst thou: or are they spare in diet, 
Free from gross passion or of mirth or anger, 
Constant in spirit, not swerving with the blood, 
Garnisl’d and deck'd in modest complement, 
Not working with the eye without the ear, 
‘And but in purged judgement trusting neither? 
Such and so finely bolted didst thou seem : 
‘And thus thy fall hath left a kind of blot, 
To mark the full-fraught man and best indued 
With some suspicion. I will weep for thee; 140 
Yor this revolt of thine, methinks, is like 
‘Another fall of man. heir faults are open : 
‘Arrest them to the answer of the law; 
‘And God acquit them of their practices! 
Exe. arrest thee of high treason, by the 
name of Richard Earl of Cambridge. 
Larrest thee of high treason, by the name of 
Henry Lord Scroop of Masham. 
J arrest thee of high treason, by the name of 
Thomas Grey, knight, of Northumberland. 150 
Sonoop ur purposes God justly hath dis- 
cover'd ; 
AndI meen my fault more than my death; 
Which I beseech your hi shness to forgive, 
Although my body pay the price of it. 
Chit For me, the gold of France did not 
seduce ; 
Although I did admit it as a motive 
The sooner to effect what I intended : 
But, God be thanked for prevention ; 
Which I in sufferance heartily will rejoice, 
Beseeching God and you to pardon me, 160 
Grey. Never did faithful subject more re- 
joie 
At the discovery of most dangerous treason 
Than I do at this hour jo o'er nyself, 
Preyented from a damned enterntlee 4 ¥ 
My fault, but, not my body, pardon, sovereign. 
‘K. Hen. God quit you in his mercy! Hear 
your sentence. x 
You have conspired against our royal person, 


Join'd with an enemy proclaim’d and from his 































Can. é do confess my fault; 
And do submit me to your highness’ mercy. 
eed ofp which we all appeal. 
K. Hen. The mercy that was quick in us 
but late, 
By your own counsel is suppress‘d and kill'd : 89 
You must not dare, for shame, to talk of 
mercy ; 
For your own reasons turn into your bosoms, 
‘As dogs upon their masters, worrying you. 
See you, my, princes and my noble peers, 
These English monsteis! My Lord of Cam- 
bridge here, 
You know how apt our love was to accord 
Yo furnish him with all appertinents 
Belonging to his honour; and this man 
Hath, fora few light crowns, lightly conspired, 
‘And sworn unto the practices of France, 99 
To kill us here in Hampton: to the which 
This knight, no less for bounty bound to us 
Than Cambridge is, hath likewise sworn. 


But, O, 
What shall I say to thee, Lord Scroop? thou 
cruel, 
Ingrateful, sayage and inhuman creature ! 
Thou that didst bear the key of all my counsels, 
That knew’st the very bottom of my soul, 
That almost mightst have coin’d me into gold, 
Wouldst thou have practised on me for thy use! 
May it be possible, that foreign hire “100 
Could out of thee extract one s ark of evil 
That might annoy my finger? ‘tis 80 strange, 
‘That, though the truth of it stands off as gross 
‘As black and white, my eye will scarcely see it. 
Treason and murder ever kept together, 
As two yoke-devils sworn to cither’s purpose, 
Working go grossly in a natural cause, 
That admiration did not hoop at them: 
But thou, ’gainst all proportion, didst bring in 
Wonder to wait on treason and on murder: x10 
And whatsoever cunning fiend it was 
That wrought upon thee so preposterously 
Hath got the voice in hell for excellence : 
All other devils that suggest by treasons 
Do botch and bungle up damnation p 
W as patches, colours, and with forms being 
‘etch’ 
From glistering semblances of piety : 
But he that temper'd thee bade thee stand up, 


coffers 

Received the golden earnest of our death ; 

Wherein you would have sold your king to 
slaughter, . 3 179 

His princes and his peers to servitude, 

His subjects to oppression and. contempé 

‘And his whole kingdom into desolation. 

Touching our person seck we no revenge ; 

But we our kingdom’s safety must so. tender, 

Whose ruin you have sought, that to her laws 

We do deliver you. Get you therefore hence, 

Poor miserable wretches, to your death : 
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The taste whereof, God of his mercy give 
You atience to endure, and true repentance 180 
Of all your dear ofiences! Bear them hence. 
‘[LExeunt Cambridge, Scroop and Grey, 
Z guarded. 
Now, lords, for France; the enterprise whereot 
Shall be to you, as us, like glorious. 
‘We doubt not of a fairand lucky war, 
Since God so graciously hath brought to light 
This dangerous treason lurking jn our way 
To hinder our beginnings. We doubt not now 
But every rub is smoothed on our way. 
Then forth, dear countrymen : let us deliver 
Our puissance into the hand of God, 
Putting it straight in expedition. 
Cheerly to sea; the signs of war advance: 
No king of England, if not king of France. 
[Zeeunt. 


190 


SceNE IIL London. Before a tavern. 


Enter Pisto, Hostess, NyM, BARDOLPH, 
and Boy. 


Host. Prithee, honey-sweet husband, let me 
bring thee to Staines. 

Pist. No; for my manly heart doth yearn. 
Bardolph, be blithe: Nym, rouse thy vaunting 


yeins: 

Boy, bristle thy courage up; for Falstaff he 
is dead, 

And we must yearn therefore. 

Bard. Would I were with him, where- 
some’er he is, either in heaven or in hell! 

Host, Nay, sure, he’s not in hell: he’s in 
Arthur's bosom, if ever man went to Arthur's 
bosom. .A’ made a finer end and went away an 
it had been any christom child; a’ parted even 
just between twelve and one, even at the turn- 
ing o' the tide: for after I saw him fumble with 
the sheets and play with flowers and smile 
upon his fingers’ ends, I knew there was but 
on? way; for his nose was as sharp as a pen, 
and a’ babbled of green fields. ‘How, now, 
Sir John!’ quoth I: ‘what, man! be o° good 
cheer.’ So a’ cried out * God, God, Goa!’ three 
or four times. Now J, to comfort him, bid 
him a’ should not think of God; L hoped there 
was no need to trouble himself with any such 
thoughts yet._ So a’ bade me lay more clothes 
on his feet: I put my hand into the bed and 
felt them, and they were as cold as any stone; 
then I felt to his knees, and they were as cold as 
any stone, and so upward and upward, and all 
wae cold. ee any Ones ‘i oa 

ym. ey say he cried out of sack. 

Fst. Ay, that a’ did. 30 

Bard. And of women. 

Host. Nay, that a’ did not. 

Boy, Yes, that a’ did; and said they were 
devils incarnate. 

Host. A’ could never abide carnation ; ’twas 
a colour he never liked, 

Boy. <A? said once, the devil would have him 
eae 

. A did in some sort, indeed, handle 
women; but then he was rheumatic, and talked 
of the whore of Babylon. 4i 

Boy. Do you not remember, a’ saw a flea 
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[Act 1 


stick upon Bardolph’s nose, and a’ said it was a 
black soul burning in hell-fire ? i 

Bard. Well, the fuel is gone that maintained 
that fire: that’s all the riches 1 got in his 
service. 24 2 

Nym. Shall we shog? the king will be gone 
from Southampton, 

Pist. Come, let’s away. 

thy lips. 

Look to my chattels and my movables : 50 
Let senses rule; the word is ‘ Pitch and Pay :? 
Trust none; a 
For oaths are straws, men’s faiths are wafer. 


My love, give me 


cakes, 
And hold-fast is the only dog, my duck: 
Therefore, Caveto be thy counsellor. 
Go, clear thy crystals. “Yoke-fellows in arms, 
Let us to France; like horse-leeches, my boys, 
TO suck, to suck, the very blood to suck! 
Boy. And that’s but unwholesome food, 
they say. 60 
Pist.. Touch her soft mouth, and march. 
Bard. Farewell, hostess. [Jissing her, 
Nym. I cannot kiss, that is the humour of 
it; but, adieu. 
Pist. Let housewifery appear: keep close, I 
thee command. 
Host. YVarewell; adieu. [Zxcunt. 





Scene IY. France. The Kine's palace. 


Flourish. Enter the Frencut Kine, the Dav- 
PHIN, the DUKES OF BERRI aid BRETAGNE, 
the CONSTABLE, and others. 


Fr. King. Thus comes the English with 

full power upon us;_ 

And more than carefully it us concerns 

To answer royally in our defences. 

Therefore the Dukes of Berri and of Bretagne, 

Of Brabant and of Orleans, shall make forth, 

And you, Prince Dauphin, with all swift dis- 
patch, a 

To Jine and new repair our towns of war 

With men of courage and with means de- 
fendant; _ 

For England his approaches makes as fierce 

As waters to the sucking of a gulf. 

It fits us then to be as provident 

As fear may teach us out of late examples 

Lefé by the fatal and neglected English 

Upon our fields, By 

Dau, My most redoubted father, 
It is most meet we arm us ’gainst the foc ; 
For peace itself should not so dull a kingdom, 
Though war nor no known quarrel were in 
But that dete : 

But that defences, musters, preparations, 
Should be maintain’d, assembled and collected, 
As were a war in expectation, 20 
Therefore, I say ’tis meet we all go forth 
To view the sick and feeble parts of France: 
And let us do it with no show of fear; 

No, with no more than if we heard that England 
Were busied with a Whitsun morris-dance : 
For, my good liege, she is so idly king’d, 

Her sceptre so fantastically borne 

BY a yain, giddy, shallow, humorous youth, 
That fear attends her not. 





10 
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Con. O peace, Prince Dauphin! 
You are too much mistaken in this king: 30 
uestion your grace the late ambassadors, 
With what great state he heard their embassy, 
How well supplied with noble counsellors, 
How modest in exception, and withal 
How terrible in. constant resolution, 
‘And you shall find his vanities forespent 
Were but the outside of the Roman Brutus, 
Covering discretion with a coat of folly ; 
‘As gardeners do with ordure hide those roots 
That shall first spring and be most delicate. 40 
Dau. Well, *tis not so, my lord high con- 
stable ; os ped an 
But though we think it so, it is no matter: 
Tn cases of defence ’tis best to weigh 
he enemy more mighty than he seems: 
So the proportions of defence are fill'd; 
Which of a weak and niggardly projection 
Doth, like a miser, spoil his coat with scanting 
‘A little cloth. 5 a3 
Tv, King. Think we King Harry strong ; 
And, princes, look you strongly arm to meet 


By law of nature and of nations, ‘long Bo 
To him and to his heirs; namely, the crown 
‘And all wide-stretched honours that pertain 
1 custom and the ordinance of times 
nto the crown of France. That you may 
_ know : 
*Tis no sinister nor no awkward claim, 
Pick’d from the worm-holes of long-vanish’d 





















ays, 

Nor from the dust of old oblivion raked, 
He sends you this most memorable line, 
In every branch truly demonstrative ; 
Willing you overlook this pedigree : go 
And when you find him, evenly derived 
From his most famed of famous ancestors, 
Edward the Third, he bids you then resign 
Your crown and kingdom, indirectly held 
From him the native and true challenger. 

Fr, King. Or else what follows? 

Exe. Bloody constraint ; for if you hide the 

crown E 

Even in your hearts, there will he rake for it: 
Therefore in fierce tempest is he coming, 
In thunder and in earthquake, like a Jove, 100 
‘That, if requiring fail, he will compel ; 
And ids you, in the bowels of the Lord, 
Deliver up the crown, and to take mercy 
On the poor souls for whom this hungry war 
Opens his vasty jaws and on your head _ 
Turning the widows’ tears, the orphans’ cries, 


D 


The dead men’s blood, the pining maidens’ 


‘oans, 
For frusbands, fathers and betrothed lovers, 
That shall be swallow’ in this controversy. 
This is his claim, his threatening, and my 
message; * S 110 
Unless the Dauphin be in presence here, 
To whom expressly I bring greeting too. 
Fr. King. For us, we will consider of this 
further: S 
To-morrow shall you bear our full intent 
Back to our brother England. 


him. 

The kindred of him hath been flesh’d upon us ; 
‘And he is bred out of that bloody strain 51 
‘Nhat haunted us in our familiar aths : 
Witness our too much memorable shame 
‘When Cressy battle fatally was struck, 

And all our princes captived by the hand 

Of that black name, Edward, Black Prince of 


‘Wales ; A 
Whiles that his mountain sire, on mountain 
standing, ; 
Up in the air, crown'd with the golden sun, 
Saw his heroical seed, and smiled to see him, 
Mangle the work of nature and deface 60 
mi batters that by God and by French 
‘athers 
Had twenty years been made. This is a stem 
Of that victorious stock ; and let us fear 
The native mightiness and fate of him. 


Da. For the Dauphin, 
Enter a Messenger. I stand here for him: what to him from 
‘Mess. Ambassadors from Harry King of England? ; 
England Exe. Scorn and defiance; slight regard, 
Do crave admittance to your majesty. contempt, 


‘And any thing that may not misbecome 
The mighty sender, doth he prize you at. 
Thus says my king; an if your father’s 
highness 120 

Do not, in grant of all demands at large, _ 
Sweeten the bitter mock you sent his majesty, 
He'll call you to so hot an answer of it, 
That caves and womby vaultages of France 
Shall chide your trespass and return your mock 
In second accent of his ordnance. 

Dau. Say, if my father render fair return, 
It is against my will; for I desire 
Nothing but odds with England : to that end, 
‘As matching to his youth and vanity, 330 
T did present him with the Paris balls. 

Ee, Rue ‘11 make your Paris Louvre shake 

or it, 

Were it the mistress-court of mighty Europe: 
And, be assured, you ‘il find a difference. 
‘As we his subjects have in wonder found, 
Between the promise of his greener days 


Fr, King, We'll give them present audience. 
Go, and bring them. Z 
2 ‘Excunt Messenger and certain Lords. 
You see this chase is hotly follow'd, friends. 
Daw. Turn head, and stop pursuit; for 
coward dogs 
Most spend their mouths when what they seem 
to threaten 7O 
Runs far before them. Good my sovereign, 
Take up the English short, and Ict them know 
Of what a monarchy you are the head: 
Self-love, my liege, is not so vile a sin 
As self-neglecting. 


Re-enter Lords, with ExerEn and train. 
Py, King. From our brother England ¢ 
Exe, From him; and thus he greets your 

majesty. 5 
e wills you, in the nazae of God Almighty, 
That you divest yourself, and lay apart 
The borrow’d glories that by gift of heaven, 
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‘And these he masters now: now he weighs 


time Y 
even to the utmost grain: that you shall read 
In your own losses, 1f he stay in Trance. 
‘Ty. King. To-morrow shall you know our 
mind at full. ; 149 
Exe. Dispatch us with all speed, lest that 
our king 
Come here himself to question our delay ; 
For he is footed in this landalready. 
Fr. King. You shall be soon dispatch’d with 
fair conditions: : 
A night is but pana en and little pause 
answer matters of this consequence. 
foausverm [Plourish. Iiccunt. 


ACT IL 
PROLOGUE. 


Enter Chorus. 


Chor. Thus with imagined wing our swift 
scene flies E 
In motion of no less celetity : 
Than that of thought. Suppose that you have 


seen 

The well-appointed king at Hampton pier 

Embark his royalty; and his brave fleet 

With silken streamers the young Phebus 
fanning : ; 

Play with your fancies, and in them behold 

Upon the hempen tackle ship-boys climbing ; 

Hear the shrill whistle which doth order give 

To sounds confused ; behold the threaden sails, 

Borne with the invisible and creeping wind, 11 

Draw the huge bottoms through the furrow’d 


sca, 
Breasting the lofty surge: O, do but think 
You stand upon the rivage and behold 
A city on the inconstant billows dancing ; 
For so appears this fleet majestical 
Holding due course to Harfleur. Follow, follow: 
Grapple your minds to sternage of this navy, 
And leave your England, as dead midnight still, 
Guarded with grandsires, babies and old women, 
Either past or not arrived to pith and puissance ; 
For who is he, whose chin is but enrich’d 
With one appearing hair, that will not follow 
These cull'd and choice-drawn cavaliers to 
France? 
Work, work your thoughts, and therein see 
a sicge ; 
Behold the ordnance on their carriages, 
With fatal mouths gaping on pirded Harfleur, 
Suppose the ambassador from the French comes 
ck: 


ACK 5 
Tells Harry that the king doth offer him 
Katharine his daughter, and with her, to dowry, 
Some pretty and unprofitable dukedoms. 31 
The offer likes not; and the nimble gunner 
With linstock now the devilish cannon touches, 
[Alarum, and chambers go off. 
And down goes all before them. Still be kind, 
And eke out our performance with your mind. 
(Exit. 















[Act mm 


Scenel France. Before Harflew 


Alarum. Enter Kina Henry, Exerer, 
BEDFORD, GLOUCESTER, and Soldiers, with 
scaling-ladders. 


K. Hen. Once more unto the breach, dear 
friends, once more 
Or close the wall up with our English dead, 
In peace there’s nothing so becomes « man 
‘As modest stillness and humilit; 
But when the blast of war blows in our cars, 
Then imitate the action of the tiger; 
Stiffen the sinews, summon up the blood, 
Disguise fair nature with hard-favour'd rage ; 
Then lend the eye a terrible aspect ; 
Let it pry through the portage of the head 10 
Like the brass cannon; let the brow o’erwhelm 
it 
As fearfully as doth a galled rock 
O'erhang and jutty his confounded base, 
Swill'd with the wild and wasteful ocean. _ 
Now set the tecth and stretch the nostril wide, 
Hold hard the breath and bend up every spirit 
To his full height. On, on, you noblest Jénglish, 
Whose blood is fet from fathers of war-proof! 
Fathers that, like so many Alexand 19 
Have in these parts from morn till even fought 
‘And sheathed their swords for lack of argument: 
Dishonour not your mothers ; now attest 
That those whom you call’d fathers did beget 
you. 
Be copy now to men of grosser blood, 
‘And teach them how to war. And you, good 
yeomen, ‘ 
Whose limbs were made in England, show us 

















here 
The mettle of your pasture ; Jet us swear 
That you are worth your breeding; which I 
doubt not ; : 
For there is none of you so mean and base, 
That hath not noble lustre in your eyes. 30 
Isee you stand like greyhounds in the slips, 
Straining upon the start. The game’s afoot: 
Follow your spirit, and upon this charge 
Cry ‘God for Harry, England, and Saint 
George!’ 
[Zaeunt. Alarum, and chambers go off: 


Scene II. Zhe same. 

Enter Ny, BAnDoirn, Piston, and Boy. 

Bard. On, on, on, on, on! to the breach, to 
the breach! 

Nym, Pray thee, corporal, stay : the knocks 
are too hot; and, for mine own part, 1 have not 
a case of lives: the humour of it is too hot, that 
is the very pepsin: song of it. 

Pist. The plain-song is most just; for 

humours do abound: 
Knocks go and come; God’s vassals drop and 


die; ines 
d sword and shield, 
; af bloody field ; 
oth win immortal fame. 
Boy. WouldIwerein an alehousein London! 


I would give all "0 
safety. iS my fame for a pot of ale an 


x0 
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Pist. Gow. I think it be. A 

Flu. By Cheshu, he is an ass, as in the 
world: I will verify as much in his beard: he 
has no more directions in the true disciplines 
of the wars, look you of the Roman disciplines, 
than is a puppy-dog. 























AndT: . 

Tf wishes would prevail with me, 

My purpose should not fail with me, 
But thither would I hie, 


oy. As duly, but not as truly, 
Boy: As hire! doth sing on bough. 20 


Enter ELUELLEN. 
Flu. Up to the breach, you dogs! avaunt, 


Enter Macaonnis and Captain Jay. 
Gow. Here comes; and the Scots captain, 
8 


you cullions! _, Driving them forward. | Captain Jamy, with him. cy 
Pist. Be merciful, great duke, to men of "lu. Captain Jamy isa marvellous falorous 
mould. gentleman, that is certain; and of great cx- 


pedition and knowledge in th’ aunchient wars, 
upon my particular knowledge of his directions: 
by Cheshu, he will maintain his argument as 
well as any military man jn the world, in the 
disciplines of the pristine wars of the Romans. 
Jamy._ I say gud-day, Captain Fluellen. 
Flu. God-den to your worship, good Captain 
James. . ; 90 
Gow. How now, Captain Macmorris! have 
you quit the mines? have the pioners given o’er? 
_ Mac. By Chrish, la! tish ill done: the work 
ish give over, the trompet sound the retreat. 
By my hand, I swear, and my father’s soul, the 
work ish ill’ done; it ish give over: I would 
have blowed up the town, so Chrish save me, 
la! in an hour: Q, tish il done, tish ill done; 
by-my hand, tish ill done! 99 
Flu. Captain Macmorris, I beseech you now, 


Abate thy rage, abate thy manly rage, 
‘Abate thy rage, great duke! 
Good bavweoek, ate thy rage; use lenity, sweet 
chuck! 
Nym.. These be good humours! your honour 
wins bad humours. [Exeunt all but Boy. 
Boy. AS young as LI am, I have observed 
these three swashers. I am boy to them all 
three: but all they three, though they would 
serve ine, could not he man to me; for indeed 
three such antics do not amount to a man. 
For Bardolph, he is white-livered and red-faced ; 
by the means whereof a’ faces it out, but. fights 
not, For Pistol, he hath a killing tongue and 
a quiet sword; by the means whereof a’ breaks 
words, and keeps whole weapons. For Nym, 
he hath heard that men of few words are the 
best men; and therefore he scorns to say his} 1 
prayers, lest a should be thought a coward: | will you voutsafe me, look you, a few disputa- 
ut his few bad words are matched with as few | tions with you, as partly touching or concerning 
food deeds; for a’ never broke any man’s head | the disciplines of the war, the oman wars, In 
wt his own, and that was against a post when | the way of argument, look you, and friendly 
he was drunk. They will steal any thing, and | communication ; partly to satisfy my opinion, 
and partly for the satisfaction, look you, of my 


call it purchase. Bardolph stole a lute-case, | an | action of 
Dore it twelve leagues, and sold it for three | mind, as touching the direction of the military 
discipline; that is the point. 


halé-pence. Nym and Bardolph are sworn a 
brothers in filching, and in Calais they stole| Jumy. It sall be yary gud, gud feith, gud 
captains bath: and I sall quit you with gud 


a fire-shovel: I knew by that piece of service t 

the men would carry coals. ‘They would have | leve, as I may pick occasion ; that sall I, marry. 

me as familiar with men’s pockets as their] Zac. It is no time to discourse, so Chrish 

gloves or their handkerchers: which males | save me: the day is hot, and the weather, and 

much against my manhood, if I should take | the wars, and the king, and the dukes: it isno 
i it | time to discourse. ‘The town is beseeched, and 


from another's pocket to put into mine; for it 
is plain pocketing up of wrongs. I must leave | the trumpet, call us to the breach; and we talk, 


them, and seek some better service: their villany and, be Chrish, do nothing: ’tis shame for us 
goes against my weak stomach, and therefore I | all: so God sa’ me, ’tis shame to stand still; it 
must cast it up. [Ezit. | is shame, by my hand: and there is throats to 


i be cut, and works to be done; and there ish 
Re-enter FLUELLEN, Gower following. C 


nothing done, so Chrish sa’ me, Ja! 121 
Gow, Captain Fluellen, you must come pre- Jamy. By the mess, ere theise eyes of mine 
sently to the mines; the Duke of Gloucester | take themselves to slomber, ay Il de gud service, 
would speak with you. “ 60 | orayILlig?’ the grund for it ; ay, or go to death; 

Flu. To the mines! tell you the duke, it is and ay’ll pay ’t as yalorously as I may, that sall 
not so good to come to the mines; for, lool 


{ suerly do, that is the breff and the, long. 
you, the minesis not according to the disciplines | Marry, {wad full fain hear some question ’tween, 
of the war: the concavities of it is not sufficient; 


you tway. 3 : 
for, look you, tl’ athversary, you may discuss ‘Flu. Captain Macmorris, I think, look you 
unto the ‘duke, look you, is digt himself four under your correction, there is not many of 


yard under the countermines: by Cheshu, I] your nation— : : 338 
j ‘Mac. Of my nation! What ish my nation f 


Ish a villain, and a bastard, and a knave, and a 
yascal—W hat ish my nation? “Who talks of my 
nation? 

Flu. Look you, if you take the matter other- 
wise than is meant, Captain Macmorris, perad- 
yenture I shall think you do not use me with 


think a’ will plow up all, if there is not better 
directions. 

Gow. The Duke of Gloucester, to whom 
the order of the siege is given, is altogether 
directed by an Irishman, a very valiant gentle- 
man, i’ faith. j 

Flu. It is Captain Macmorris, is it not? 
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hat affability as in discretion you ought to use 
oe look you; being-as good aman as yourself, 
Doth in the disciplines of war, and in the deri- 
yation of my birth, and in other particularities. 
Mac, 1 do not know you so good a man as 
myself: so Chrish save me, I will cut off your 
head. ee 
Gow. Gentlemen both, you will mistake each 


other, 

Jamy. A! that’s a foul fault. 

_. [A parley sounded. 

Gow. Thetownsoundsa parley, | 149 

Flu. Captain Macmorris, when there is more 
better opportunity to be required, look you, 
will be so bold as to tell you I know the dis- 
ciplines of war; and there 1s an end. [Eveunt. 


Scrnz LI. Zhe same. Before the gates. 


The Governor and some Citizens on the walls; 
the English forces below. Enter Kine 
Henry and his train. 


K. Hen. How yet resolves the governor of 
the town? P ‘ 

This is the latest parle we will admit : 
Therefore to our best mercy give yourselves ; 
Or like to men proud of destruction : 
Defy us to our worst: for, as I am a soldier, 
Aname that in my thoughts becomes me best, 
If L begin the battery once again, 
Twill not leave the half-achieved Harfleur 
Till in her ashes she lie buried. 
The gates of mercy shall be all shut up, 10 
And the flesh’d soldier, rough and hard of 


heart, 
In liberty of bloody hand shall range 
With conscience wide as hell, mowing like 


grass Saari 
Your fresh-fair yirgins and your flowering 
infants. 23 bp 
What is it then to me, if impious war, 
Array'd in flames like to the prince of fiends, 
Do, with his smirch’d complexion, all fell feats 
Enlink’d to waste and desolation ? 
‘What is’t to me, when you yourselves are cause, 
If your pure maidens fall into the hand 20 
Of hot and forcing violation ? 
What rein can hold licentious wickedness 
When down the hill he holds his fierce career? 
We may as bootless spend our vain command 
Upon the enraged soldiers in their spoil 
As send precepts to the leviathan 
To come ashore. Therefore, you men of Har- 
leur, 
Take pity of your town and of your people, 
Whiles yet Ene soldiers are in my command ; 
Whiles yet 1 


ce 
Orerblows the filthy and contagious clouds 
f heady murder, spoil and villany. 
If not, why, in a moment look to see 
The blind and bloody soldier with foul hand 
Defile the locks of your shrill-shrieking daugh- 


ters : 
Your fathers taken by the silver beards, 
her most reverend heads dash’d to the 


wal 
Your naked infants spitted upon pikes, 
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cool and temperate wind of | d 


[Act mn 


Whiles the mad mothers with their howls 
confuse i : 

Do break the clouds, as did the wives of Jewry 

‘At Herod’s bloody-hunting slaughtermen, < 

What say you? will you yield, and this avoid, 

Or, guilty in defence, be thus destroy’d? 

Gov. Our expectation hath this day an end ; 
The Dauphin, whom of succours we entreated, 
Returns us that his powers are yet not ready 
To raise so great a siege. ‘Therefore, great 


kin : 
We yield our town and lives to thy soft merey, 
Enter our gates ; dispose of us and ours; 
For we no longer are defensible. 5 
‘K. Hen. Open your gates. Come, unde 
Exeter, 
Go you and enter Harfleur; there remain, 
And fortify it strongly ’gainst the French: 
Use mercy to themall. For us, dear uncle, 
The winter coming on and sickness growing 
Upon our soldiers, we will retire to Calais. 
To-night in Harfleur will we be your guest; 
To-morrow for the march are we addrest. 
[Flourish. The King and his train enter 
the town. 


Scene IV. Zhe FReNcH Kino’s palace. 
Enter KATHARINE and ALICE. 


Kath. Alice, tu as été en Angleterre, et tu 
parles bien le langage. 

Alice. Un peu, madame. 5 
_, Kath. Je te prie, m’enseignez; il faut que 
japprenne 4 parler, Comment appelez-vous la 
main en Anglois? 

Alice, La main? elle est appelée de hand. 

Kath. Dehand. Et les doigts? b 

Alice. Les doigts? ma foi, j’oublie les doigts; 
mais je me souviendrai. S doigts? je pense 
quils sont appelés de fingres; oui, de fingres. 

Kath, La main, de hand; les doigts, de 
fingres, Je pense que je suis le ‘bon écolier; j'ai 
gagné deux mots d’Anglois vitement. Com- 
ment appelez-yous les ongles? 

“ees Les ongles? nous Jes appelons de 
nails. 

Kath. De nails, Ecoutez; dites-moi, si je 
parle bien : de hand, de fingres, et de nails. 

Alice. C'est bien dit, madame; il est fort 
bon Anglois, 20 
Kath. Dites-moi l’Anglois pour le bras. 
Alice. De arm, madame. 
Kath. Et le coude? 
Alice. De elbow. 
Kath. Deelbow. Jem’en fais la répétition 
le tous les mots que yous m’avez appris des 


30 | présent. 


eae Il est trop difficile, madame, comme 
ec. 
‘ath, Exeusez-moi, Alice ; écoutez: de hand, 
de fingres, de nails, de arma, de bilbow. 31 

Alice. De elbow, madame. 

Kath. O Seigneur Dieu, je m’en oublie! de 
elbow. Comment appelez-vous le col ? 

Alice. Deneck, madame. 

Kath. Denick. Et le menton? 

Alice, De chin, 
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Kath. Desin. Le col, de nick; le menton,| Dau. By faith and honour, |. 
de sin. y 39 | Our madams mock at us, and plainly say 
‘Alice. Oui. Sauf votre honneur, en vérite, Our mettle is bred out and they, will give 
yous prononcez les mots aussi droit que les | Their bodies to the lust of English youth 30 
natifs @Angleterre. i ‘No new-store France with bastard warriors. | 
Kath. Je ne doute point d’apprendre, parla} Bouwr. They bid us to the English dancing- 
grace de Dieu, et en peu de temps. schools, y : 
Alice. N’avez vous pas déjh oublié ce que je | And teach lavoltas high and swift corantos ; 
yousaienseigné? Saying our grace is only in our heels, 
Kath. Non, jereciterai & vous promptement: And that we are most lofty runaways. 
de hand, de fingres, de mails,— Fr. King. Where is Montjoy the herald? 
speed him hence: 


‘Alice. De nails, madame, 
Kath. De nails, de arm, de ilbow. Let him greet England with our sharp defiance. 
‘Alice. Sauf votre honneur, de elbow. 50 Up. princes! and, with spirit of honour.edged 
Kath. <Ainsi dis-je; de elbow, de nick, ct de | More sharper than your swords, hie to the field: 
sin, Comment appelez-vous le pied et la robe? Charles Delabreth, high constable of France ;_ 
You Dukes of Orleans, Bourbon, and of Berri, 


‘Alice. De foot, madame; et de coun. 
Kath. Defoot et de coun! O Seigneur Dieu! | Alengon, Brabant, Bar, and Burgundy ; 
Jaques Chatillon, Rambures, Vaudemont, 


ce sont mots de son mauvais, corruptible, gros, 
et impudique, ef non pour les dames @honneu | Beaumont, Grandpré, Roussi, and Fauconberg, 
duser ; je ne voudrais prononcer ‘ces mots devant } Foix, Lestrale, Bouciqualt, and Charolois ; 

les seigneurs de France pour tout le monde, High dukes, great princes, barons, lords and 


























Toh! le foot et lecoun! Néanmoins, je réciterai knights, : 
une autre fois ma legon ensemble : de hand, de For yous great seats now quit_you of great 
fingres, de nails, de arm, de elbow, de nick, de shames. 


Bar Harry England, that sweeps through our 


and 
With pennons painted in the blood of Harfleur: 
Rush on his host, as doth the melted snow 5° 
Upon the valleys, whose low vassal seat 
The Alps doth spit and void his rheum upon: 
Go down upon him, you have owen enough, 
And in a captive chariot into Rouen 
Bring him our prisoner, | 
Con. This becomes the great. 
Sorry am I his numbers are so few, | 
His soldiers sick and famish’d in their march, 
For [am sure, when he shall sce our army, 
He'll drop his heart into the sink of fear 
‘And for achievement offer us hisransom. | 60 
Fv, King. Therefore, lord constable, haste 
on Montjoy, 4 
And let him say to England that we send 
io know what willing ransom he will give. 
Prince Dauphin, you shall stay with us in 
Rouen. : 
Dau. Not so, I do beseech your majesty. | 
Ir, King. Be patient, for you shall remain 
with us. ; 
Now forth, lord constable and princes all, 
‘And quickly bring us word of England's fall. 
[Exeunt. 


sin, de foot, de coun. 

‘Alice. Jxcellent, madame! 
_ Kath. C'est assez pour une fois: allons-nous 
a diner, [Eceunt. 


Sonne V. Zhe same. 


Enter the Kine or France, the DAUPHIN, the 
DukE oF Bourpon, the CONSTABLE OF 
FRANCE, and others. 


Fr, King. "Tis certain he hath pass‘d the 
river Somme, 
Con. And if he be not fought withal, my 


lord, 
Let us not live in France; let us quit all 
‘And give our vineyards to a barbarous people. 
et O Dicu vivant! shall a few sprays 
of us, 
The emptying of our. fathers’ luxury, 
Our scions, put in wild and savage stock, 
Spirt up so suddenly into the clouds, 
And overlook their erates 
Bour. Normans, but bastard Normans, Nor- 
man bastards | 10 
Mort de ma yie! if Grey march along: 
Unfought withal, but I will sell my ukedom, 
To buy a slobbery and a dirty farm 
In that nook-shotten isle of Albion. 
Con. Dieu de batailles! where have they 
this mettle? 
Ts not their climate foggy, raw and dull, 
On whom, as in despite, the sun looks pale 
suis their fruit with frowns? Can sodden 
water, 
A drench for sur-rein’d jades, their barley- 


Scrne VI. Zhe English camp in Picardy. 
Enter GOWER and FLUELLEN, meeting. 


Gow. How now, Captain Fluellen! come 
you from the bridge? 5 

Flu. LT assure you, there is very excellent 
services committed at the bridge. 

Gow. Is the Duke of Exeter safe? 

Flu. The Duke of Exeter is as magnanimous 
as Agamemnon; and a man that love and 
honour with my soul, and my heart, and my 
duty, and my life, and my living, and my utter- 
most power: he is not—God be praised and 
blessed !—any hurt in the world; but keeps the 
bridge most valiantly, with excellent discipline. 


roth, 
Decoct their cold blood to such valiant heat? 20 
‘And shall our quick blood, spirited with wine, 
Seem frosty? O, for honour of our land, 
Let us not hang like roping icicles 
Upon our houses’ thatch, whiles a more frosty 


people S 
Sweat drops of esllnal youth in our rich fields! 
Poor we may call them in their native lords. 


CC-0 Kashmir Research Institute. Digitzed by eGangotri 











478 
is an aunchient lieutenant there at the 

et think in my yery conscience he is as 
valiant a man as Dark Antony; and he isa 
man of no estimation in the world; but I did 
see him do as gallant service, 

Gow. What do you call him? 

Flu. He is called Aunchient Pistol. 


Gow. I know him not. 20 
Enter PIsToL. 
* Fu. Here is the man. 


Pist. Captain, I thee beseech to do me 
Th Bre of E ter doth love thee well 
e Duke of Exeter doth lov ies 
Flu. Ay, I praise God; and I have merited 
some love at his hands. 
Pist. Bardolph, a soldier, firm and sound of 
heart, 
And of buxom valour, hath, by cruel fate, 
And giddy Fortune's furious fickle wheel, 
That goddess blind . 
That stands upon the rolling restless stone— 30 
Fw. By your patience, Aunchient Pistol. 
Fortune is painted blind, with a muffler afore 
her eyes, to signify to you that Fortune is blind; 
and she is painted also with a wheel, to signify 
to you, which is the moral of it, that she is 
turning, and inconstant, and mutability, and 
variation : and her foot, look you, is fixed upon 
a spherical stone, which rolls, and rolls, and 
rolls: in good truth, the poet makes a most 
excellent description of it: Fortine is an ex- 
cellent moral. cs 40 
Pist. Fortune is Bardolph’s foe, and frowns 
on him; 
For he hath stolen a pax, and hanged must 


a be: 

A damned death! 

Let gallows gape for dog ; let man go free 

And let not hemp his wind-pipe sutfocate : 
But Exeter hath given the doom of death 

For pax of little price. 

Therefore, go speak; the duke will hear thy 


voice ; 
And let not Bardolph’s vital thread be cut 
With edge of penny cord and vile reproach: 50 
Speak, captain, for his life, and I will thee 
requite. : 

Flu. Aunchient Pistol, I do partly under- 
stand your meaning. _ 

Pist. Why then, rejoice therefore. 

Flu. Certainly, aunchient, it is not a thing 
to rejoice at: for if, look you, he were my 
brother, I would desire the duke to use his 
good Pleasure, and put him to execution; for 

i 


discipline ought to be used, 
- ist. Die and be damn’d! and figo for thy 
friendship! 60 


ne Tee ells 5 

ist. The fig of Spain! Exit. 

ite Pe eh 
‘ow. hy, this is an arrant counterfeit 

rascal; I remember hint now; a bawd, a cut- 


purse. 
Fw. Vl assure you, a’ uttered as prave 


words at the pridge as you shall see in a sum- 
mer’s day, 
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ut It is very well; what he has | Harry of England: Though we 


[Act ny 


spoke to me, that is well, I warrant you, when 
time isserve. || 69 

Gow. Why,’tis a gull, a fool, a rogue, that 
now and then goes to the wars, to grace himself 
at his return into London under t he form of a 
soldier. And such fellows are perfect in the 
great commanders’ names: and they will leam 
you by rote where services were done; at such 
and such a sconce, at such a breach, at such a 
convoy; Who came off bravely, who was shot, 
who disgraced, what terms the enemy stood on: 
and this they con perfectly in the phrase of 
war, which they trick up with new-tuned oaths: 
and what a beard of the general's cut and a 
horrid suit of the camp will do among foaming 
bottles and ale-washed wits, is wonderful to be 
thought on. But you must learn to know such 
slanders of the age, or else you may be mar- 
yellously mistook. , 

Flu. I tell you what, Captain Gower; I do 
perceive he is not the man that he would gladly 
make show to the world he is: if I find a hole 
in his coat, I will tell him my mind, [Drum 
heard.| Hark you, the king 1s coming, and I 
must speak with him from the pridge. gu 


Drum and colours. Enter Kine Henny, 
GLoucestTER, and Soldiers. 


God pless your majesty! 

KX. Hen. How now, Fluellen! camest thou 

from the bridge ? : 

Flu. Ay, so please your majesty. The Duke 
of Exeter has very gallantly maintained the 
pridge: the French is gone off, look you; and 
there is gallant and most prave passages ; marry, 
th’ athversary was have possession of the pridge; 
but he is enforced to retire, and the Duke o} 
Exeter is master of the pridge: I can tell your 
majesty, the duke is a prave man. ror 

K, Hen. What men haye you lost, Flucllen? 

Flu. The perdition of th’ athversary hath 
been very prat reasonable great: marry, for 
my part, I think the duke hath lost never a 
man, but one that is like to be executed for 
robbing a church, one Bardolph, if your majesty 
know the man: his face is all bubukles, and 
whelks, and knobs, and flames o’ fire: and his 
lips blows at his nose, and it is like a coal of 
fire, sometimes pluc and sometimes red; but 
his nose is executed, and his fire’s out. 

K. Hen. We would haye all such offenders 
so cut off: and we giv express charge, that in 
our marches through the country, there be no- 
thing compelled from the villages, nothing 
taken but paid for, none of the I'rench up- 
braided or abused in disdainful language; for 
when lenity and cruelty play for a kingdom, 
the gentler gamester is the soonest winner. 120 


Tucket. Enter Monvsoy. 


Mont. You know me by iy habit. 
K. Hen. Well then I know these what shall 
an nosy os thee? 

ont. My master’s mind, 
K. Hen. Unfold it, 
Mont. Thus says my king: Say thou to 
seemed dead, 
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we did but sleep: advantage is a better soldier 
than rashness. Tell him we could have rebuked 
him at Harfleur, but that we thought not good 
to bruise an injury till it were full ripe: now we 
speak upon our cue, and our voice is imperial : 
‘Bngland shall repent his folly, see his weakness, 
and admire our sutlerance. | Bid him therefore 
consider of his ransom ; which must proportion 
the losses we have borne, the subjects we have 
lost, the disgrace we have digested; which in 
weight to re-answer, his pettiness would bow 
under. For our losses, his exchequer is too 
poor; for the effusion of our blood, the muster 
of his kingdom too faint anumber; and for our 
disgrace, his own person, kneeling at our fect, 
but a weak and worthless satisfaction. ‘lo this 
add defiance; and tell him, for conclusion, he 
hath, betrayed his followers, whose condemna- 
tion is pronounced. So far my king and master ; 
go much my office. | 
K. Hen, What is thy name? I know thy 
quality. 5 
Mont. Montjoy. 
K. Hen. Thou dost thy office fairly. Turn 
thee back, . 
And tell thy king I do not seek him now; 
But could be willing to march on to Calais 150 
Without impeachment : for, to say the sooth, 
Though ’tis no wisdom to confess so much 
Unto an enemy of craft and vantage, 
My people are with sickness much enfecbled, 
My numbers lessen’d, and those few TI have 
‘Almost no better than so many French ; 
Who when they were in health, I tell thee, 
Ith Sane ir of English | 
thought upon one pair of Enghish 12s. 
Did march three J*renchmen. Yet, forgive me, 
x0d, 159 
That I do brag thus! . This your air of Trance 
Hath blown that vice in me; I must repent. 
Go therefore, tell thy master here Tam; 
My ransom is this frail and worthless trunk, 
My army but a weak and sickly ard 5 
Yet, God before, tell him we will come on, 
Though J'rance himself and such another 
neighbour 
Stand in our way. ‘here’s for thy labour, 
Montjoy. nani 
Go, bid thy master well advise himself: | 
Tf we may pass, we will; if we be hinder'd, 
We cial your tawny ground with your red 
_ bloo 170 
Discolour: and so, Montjoy, fare you well. 
+ The suin of all our answer is but this: 
We would not seck a battle, as we are; 
Nor, as we are, we say we will not shun it: 
So tell your master, 
Mont. I shall deliver so. Thanks to your 
highness. [Ecit. 
lou. I hope they will not come upon us 


now. 
K, Hen, We are in God’s hand, brother, not 
in theirs.- 
March 4 the bridge; it now draws toward 
night: 
Beyond the river we Il encamp ourselves, 180 
‘And on to-morrow bid them march away. 
[Exeunt. 
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Scene VIL The French camp, near 
$ Agincourt. 


Enter the CoNSTABLE oF France, the Lonp 
TRAMBURES, ORLEANS, DAUPHIN, with others. 


Con. Tut! I have the best armour of the 
world. ‘Would it were day | 

Orl, You have an excellent armour; but let 
my horse have his due. 

Con. It is the best horse of Europe. 

Orl. Willit never be morning? 

Dau. ny ‘Lord of Orleans, and my lord 
hizh constable, you talk of horse and armour? 

Orl.. You are as well provided of both as 
any prince in the world. 10 

Dau, What a long night is this! I will not 
change my horse with any that treads but on 
four pasterns. Ca, ha! he bounds from the 
earth, as if his “entrails were hairs; le cheval 
volant, the Pegasus, chez Jes narines de feu! 
When I bestride him, I soar, I am a hawk: 
he trots the air; the earth sings when he 
touches it; the basest horn of his hoof is more 
musical than the pipe of Hermes. 

Orl. He’s of the colour of the nutmeg. _ 20 

Dau. And of the heat of the ginger. It is 
a beast for Perseus: he is pure air and fire; 
and the dull clements of earth and water never 
appear in him, but only in patient stillness 
while his rider mounts him: he is indeed a 
horse; and all other jades you may eall beasts. 

Gon. Indeed, my lord, it is a most absolute 
and excellent horse. est 

Dau. It is the prince of palfreys; his neigh 
is like the bidding of a monarch and his coun- 
tenance enforces homage. 3r 

Orl. No more, cousin. 

Dau. Nay, the man hath no wit that cannot, 
from the rising of the lark to the lodging of the 
lamb, vary deserved praise on my pal frey: itis 
a theme as fluent as the sea: turn the sands 
into eloquent tongues, and my horse is argu- 
nent for them all; ’tis a subject for a sovereign 
to reason on, and for a sovereign’s sovereign to 
ride on; and for the world, familiar to us and 
unknown, to lay apart their particular functions 
and wonder at him. I once writ a sonnet 
in his praise and began thus: ‘Wonder of 
nature, — i - 

Orl. Lhave heard a sonnet begin so to one’s 
mistress. i = " 

‘Duu. Then did they imitate that which I 
composed to my courser, for my horse is my 
mistress, 

Ord. Your mistress bears well. 4 

Daw. Me well; which is the prescript praise 
and perfection of a good and particular mistress. 

Con. Nay, for methought yesterday your 
mistress shrewdly shook your back. 

‘Dau. So perhaps did yours. 

Con. Mine was not bridled. 

Daw. O then belike she was old and gentle; 
and yourode, like a kern of Ireland, your I’rench 
hose off, and in your strait strossers. 

Con. You have good judgement in horse- 
manship. 59 

‘Dau. Be warned by me, then: they that 
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ride so and ride not warily, fall into foul bogs. 
Thad rather have my horse’to my mistress. 
Con. Lhad as lief have my mistress a jade. 
Dau. I fallen, constable, my mistress 
his own. hair. 
DACon t could make as true a boast as that, 
if Lhad a sow to my mistress. _ 

Dau. ‘Le chien est retourné & son propre 
vomissement, et la truie lavée au bourbier: 
thou makest use of any thing. yo 

Con. Yet do I not use my horse for my 
mistress, or any such proverb so little kin to 
the purpose. 

eae My lord constable, the armour that 
I saw in your tent to-night, are those stars or 
suns upon it? 

Con. Stars, my lord. Z 

Dau. Some of them will fall to-morrow, 


hope. 

Con. And yet my sky shall not want. 

Dau. That may be, for you bear a many 
superfluously, and ’twere more honour some 
were away. . 81 

Con. Tiyen as your horse bears your praises; 
who would trot as well, were some of your 
brags dismounted, eae 

aw. Would I were able to load him with 
his desert! Will it never be day? I will trot 
to-morrow. a mile, and my way shall be paved 
with English faces. 

Con. Iwill not say so, for fear I should be 
faced out of my way: but I would it were 
morning; for I would fain be about the ears 
of the English. 

Ram. Who will go to hazard with me for 
twenty prisoners? 

Con. You must first go yourself to hazard, 
ere you have them. 

Dau, “Tis midnight; Pll go arm myeelt 

jcit, 

Orl. The Dauphin longs for morning. 

Ram. He longs to eat the English. 

Con. I think he will cat all he kills. _ 100 

Ort. By the white hand of my lady, he’s a 
gallant prince. 

‘on, Swear by her foot, that she may tread 
out the oath, — 

Ort. He is simply the most active gentleman 
of France. 

Con. Doing is activity; and he will still be 
dong: , 

Orl. He never did harm, that I heard of. 

Con. Nor will do none to-morrow : he will 
keep that good name still. 111 

Orl. I know him to be valiant. 

Con. I was told that by one that knows him 
better than you. 

Ort. What’s he? 

Con. Marry, he told me so himself; and he 
said he cared not who knew it. 

Orl. He needs not; it is no hidden virtue in 

im. rr 

Con. By my faith, sir, but it is; never any, 
body saw it but his lackey : ’tis a hooded valour ; 
and when ib appears, it will bate, 

One r wv a mayen endl pen ; 

on. Iwill cap that proverb with ‘‘Lhere is 
flattery in friendship,’ 
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Orl, And I will take up that with ‘Give the 
devil his due.’ 

Cans Well placed: there stands your friend 
for the devil: have at the very eye of that 
proverb with ‘A pox of the deyil. 130 

Ori. You are the better at proverbs, by how 
much ‘A fool’s bolt is soon shot. 

Con. You have shot over. 

Ort, ’Tis not the first time you were overshot, 


Enter & Messenger. 


Mess. My lord high constable, the English 
lie within fifteen hundred paces of your tents, 

Con. Who hath measured the ground? 

Mess. The Lord Grandpré. 

Con. A valiant and most expert gentleman, 
Would it were day! Alas, poor Harry of 
eran he longs not for the dawning as 
we do. 14t 

Orl.. What.a wretched and peevish fellow is 
this king of England, to mope with his fat- 
brained followers so far out of his knowledge! 

Con. If the English had any apprehension, 
they would run away. . : 

Orl. That they lack; for if their heads had 
any intellectual armour, they could never wear 
such heavy head-pieces. 149 

Ram. That island of England breeds very 
valiant creatures; their mastif—s are of un- 
matchable courage. en 

Orl. Foolish curs, that run winking into 
the mouth of a Russian bear and have their 
heads crushed like rotten apples! You may as 
well say, that’s a yaliant flea that dare eat his 
breakfast_on the lip of a lion. 3 

Con. Just, just; and the men do sympathize 
with the mastiffs in robustious and rough com- 
ing on, leaving their wits with their wives: and 
then give them great meals of beef and iron 
and steel, they will cat like wolves and fight 
like devils. 

Mins Ay, but these English are shrewdly out 

of beef. 
Con. Then shall we find to-morrow they 
have only stomachs to eat and none to fight. 
Now is it time toarm: come, shall we about it? 

Ori. It is now two o'clock: but, let me see, 


yy ten 
We shall have each a hundred Englishmen. 
[Zxeunt. 


ACT Iy. 
PROLOGUE, 0 


Enter Chorus. 


Chor. Now entertain conjecture of a time 
When creeping murmur and the poring dark 
Fills the wide vessel of the universe, 

Aron camp to camp through the foul womb of 

ight - 

The hum of either army stilly sounds 

‘That the fix’d sentinels almost receive 

The secret whispers of each other’s watch: 

Fire answers fire, and through their paly flames 

Each battle sees the other’s umber'd face ; 

Steed threatens stecd, in high and boastful 
neighs 10 
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Piercing the night's dull ear; and from the 
ents t ne A : 

ithe armourers, accomplishing the knights, 

With busy hammers closing rivets up, 

Give ‘dreadful note of preparation ; 

The country cocks do crow, the clocks do toll, 

‘And the third hour of drowsy morning name. 

Proud of their numbers and secure in soul, 

The confident and over-lusty French 

Do the Jow-rated English lay at dice; 

‘And chide the cripple tardy-gaited night 20 

Who, like a foul and ugly witch, doth limp 

So tediquly away. ‘The poor condemned 
english, 

Like sacrifices, by their watchful fires 

Sit patiently and inly ruminate 

The morning’s danger, and their gesture sad 

Tnvesting lank-lean cheeks and war-worn coats 

Presenteth them unto the gazing moon 

So many horrid ghosts. O now, who will 
behold ' — 

The royal captain of this ruin’d band 

Walking from watch to watch, from tent to 























Enter ERPINGHAM. 


tood morrow, old Sir Thomas Erpingham : 
A good soft pillow for that good white head 
‘Were better than a churlish turf of France. 
Erp. Not so, my liege: this lodging likes 
me better, * i 
Since [ may say ‘Now lic L like a king.’ i 
K. Hen, "Tis good for men to love their 
present pains ripen 
Upon example; so the spirit is eased : 
And when the mind is quicken’d, out of doubt, 
‘The organs, though defunct and dead before, 21 
Break up their drowsy grave and newly move, 
With casted slough and fresh legerity. 
Lend me thy cloak, Sir Thomas. Brothers 


oth, 
Commend me to the princes in our camp; 
Do my good morrow to them, and anon 
Desire them all to my pavilion. 
low. Weshall, my liege. 
Erp. Shall L attend your grace? 


tent, . ‘ 30| K. Hen. No, my good knight; 
Let him’ ery ‘ Praise and glory on his head r Go with my brothers to my lords of England: 
For forth he goes and visits all his host, J and my bosom must debate a while, 3r 


Bids them good morrow with a modest smile 


‘And then I would no other company. 
‘And calls them brothers, friends and country- 


Evp, The Lord in heaven bless thee, noble 
Harry! [Eceunt all but King. 
K. Hen. God-a-mercy, old heart! thou 


men. 
Upon his royal face there is no note, 7 
speak’st cheerfully. 


How dread an army hath enrounded him; 

Nor doth he dedicate onc jot of colour 

Unto the weary and all-watched night, 

But freshly Jooks and over-bears attaint, 

With cheerful semblance and sweet majesty ; 
That every wretch, pining and pale before, | 41 
Beholding him, plucks comfort from his looks: 
‘A largess universal like the sun 

His liberal eye doth give to every one, 

Thawing cold fear, that mean and gentle all 
Behold, as may unworthiness define, 

‘A little touch of Harry in the night. 


Enter Pistou. 


Pist. Quivala? 
K, Hen. A friend. : 
Pist. Discuss unto me; art thou officer? 
Or art thou base, common and popular? 
K, Hen, Lama gentleman of a company. 
Pist. ‘Trail’st thou the puissant pike? 40 
K, Hen. Even so. What are you? 
Pist. As good ‘a gentleman as the emperor. 


‘And so our scene must to the battle fly ; K, Hen. Then you are a better than the 
Where—O for pity !—we. shall much disgrace king. heats 
With four or five most vile and ragged foils, so| Pist, ‘The king's a baweock, and a heart of 


gold, ! < 

‘A lad of life, an impoffame; |. 

Of parents good, of fist most valiant: 

T kiss his dirty shoe, and from heart-string 

T Jove the lovely bully. What is thy name? 
K. Hen, Harry le Roy.: 
Pist. Le Roy! a Cornish name: art thou of 

Cornish crew? 50 

K. Hen. No, Lama Welshman. 
Pist. Know’st thou Fluellen? 
K, Hen. Yes. 7 ; 
Pist, Tell him, 1’ll knock his leck about his 


Right litsalspased in brawl ridiculous, 

The name of Agincourt. Yet sit and see, 

Minding true things by what their mockeries Dee 
CU. 


SoeNE I. The English camp at Agincourt. | 


Enter Kina Henry, Bepronrp, and 
GLOUCESTER. 


EK. Hen. Gloucester, ’tis true that we are in 
great danger ; 
The greater therefore should our courage be. 
Good morrow, brother Bedford. God A} mighty! 
There is some soul of goodness in things evil, 
Would men observingly distilit out, 
For our bad neighbour makes us early stirrers, 
Which is both healthful and igood husbandry : 
ides, they are our outwar consciences, 


pate | é. 
Upon Saint Davy’s day. : 
‘K. Hen. Do not you wear your dagger in 
your cap that day, lest he knock that about 


yours. 
youre, Art thou his friend? 
K. Hen. And his kinsman too. 


And preachers to us all, admonishing Pist. The figoforthee, then! 60 
That we should dress us fairly for our end. 10 ‘K. Hen. Lthank you: God be with you! 
Thus may we gather honey from the weed, Pist. My name is Pistol call’d. (Zeit. 


id make a moral of the devil himself. K. Hen. Ipsorts well with your fierceness. 
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Enter TLUELLEN and GOWER. 


Gow. Captain Fluellen! 

Flu, So! in the name of Jesu Christ, speak 
lower. It is the greatest admiration m the 
universal world, when the true and aunchient 

rerogatifes and laws of the wars is not kept: 
if you would take the pains but to examine 
the wars of Pompey the Great, you shall find, 
I warrant you, that there is no tiddle taddle 
nor pibble pabble in Pompey’s camp ; IT warrant 
you, you shall find the ceremonies of the wars, 
And the cares of it, and the forms of it, and the 
sobriety of it, and the modesty of it, to be 
otherwise. . 

Gow. Why, the enemy is loud; you hear 
him all night. : 

Flu, If the enemy isan ass and a fool and 
a prating coxcomb, is it meet, think you, that 
we should also, look you, be an ass and a 
fool and a prating coxcomb? in your own 
conscience, now ? 

Gow. I will speak lower. 

Flu. I pray you and beseech you that you 
will. [Excunt Gower and Fluellen. 

K, Hen. Though it appear a little out of 


fashion, a ; 
‘There is much care and valour in this Welsh- 
man. 


Enter thrce soldiers, JOHN BATES, ALEXAN- 
DER Court, and MICHAEL WILLIAMS. 


Court. Brother John Bates, is not that the 
morning which breaks yonder? 

Bates. I think it be: but we have no great 
cause to desire the approach of day. ~— go 

Will. We see yonder the beginning of the 
day, but I think we shall never see the end of 
it. Who goes there? 

K, Hen. A friend, 

Will. Under what captain serve you? 

K, Hen. Under Sir Thomas Erpingham. 

Will. A good old commander and a most 
kind gentleman: I pray you, what thinks he of 
ou eine! Ev x 

(. Hen, Tven as men wrecked upon asand, 

that look to be washed off the next tide. 101 
ene He hath not told his thought to the 
cng ame 

XK. Hen. No; nor it is not meet he should. 
For, though I speak it to you, I think the king 
is but a man, as Iam: the violet smells to him 
as it doth to me; the element shows to him as 
it doth to me;, all his senses have but human 
conditions: his ceremonies laid by, in his 
nakedness he appears but a man ; and though 
his affections are higher mounted than ours, 
yet, when they stoop, they stoop with the like 
wing. Therefore when he secs reason of fears, 
as we do, his fears, out of doubt, be of the 
same relish as ours are: yet, in reason, no man 
should possess him with any appearance of 
ier de he, by showing it, should. dishearten 

Bates, He may show what outward courage 
he will; but I Believe, as cold a night as ’tis, ing 
could wish himself in Thames up to the neck ; 
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and so I would he were, and I by him, at all 
adventures, so we were quit here. 

K. Hen. By my troth, I will speak my con- 
science of the king: I think he would not wish 
himself any where but where he is. 

‘Bates. ‘Chen J would he were here alone; so 
should he be sure to be ransomed, and a many 
poor men’s lives saved. 7 f 

‘K. Hen. I dare say you love him not so ill, 
to wish him here alone, howsoever you, speak 
this to feel other men’s minds: methinks I 
could not die any where so contented as in the 
king’s company; his cause being just and his 
quarrel honourable. 

Will. That’s more than we know. 

Bates. Ay, or more than we should seek 
after ; for we know enough, if we know we are 
the king’s subjects: if his cause be wrong, our 
obedience to the king wipes the crime of it out 


of _us. i 
Will. But if the cause be not good, the king 
himself hath a heavy reckoning to make, when 
all those legs and arms and heads, chopped off 
in a battle, shall join together at the latter day 
and cry all ‘We died at such a place;’ some 
swearing, some crying fora surgeon, some upon 
their wives left poor behind them, some upon 
the debts they owe, some upon their children 
rawly left. Iam afeard there are few dic well 
that dieina battle; for how can they charitably 
dispose of any thing, when blood is their argu- 
ment? Now, if these men do not die well, it 
will be a black matter for the king that led 
them to it; whom to disobey were against all 
proportion of subjection. f 
. Hen. So, if a son that is by his father 
sent about merchandise do sinfully miscarry 
upon the sea, the imputation of his wickedness, 
by your rule, should be imposed upon his 
father that sent him: or if a servant, under 
his master’s command transporting a sum of 
money, be assailed by robbers and die in many 
irreconciled iniquities, you may call the busi- 
ness of the master the author of the seryant’s 
damnation: but this is not so: the king is not 
bound to answer the particular endings of his 
soldiers, the father of his son, nor the master 
of his servant; for they purpose not their 
death, when they purpose their services. Be- 
sides, there is no king, be his cause never so 
spotless, if it come to the arbitrement of 
swords, can try it out with all unspotted 
soldiers: some peradventure have on them the 
guilt of premeditated and contrived murder; 
some, of beguiling virgins with the broken 
seals of perjury ; some, making the wars their 
bulwark, that have before gored the entle 
bosom of peace with pillage and robbery. Now, 
if these men have defeated the law and outrun 
native punishment, though they can_ outstrip 
men, they have no wings to fly-from God: war 
is his beadle, war is his vengeance; so that 
here men are punished for before-breach of 
the king’s laws in now the king’s quarrel: 
where they feared the death, they have borne 
life away ; and where they would be safe, they 
perish ; then if they die unprovided, no more 
13 the king guilty of their damnation than he 
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was before guilty of those impieties for the 
which they are now visited. Every subject's 
duty is the king’s; but every subject’s soul 
js his own. Therefore should every soldier in 
the wars do as ever, sick man in his bed, wash 
every mote out of his conscience and dying 
50, death is to him advantage; or not dying, 
the time was blessedly lost wherein such pre- 
paration was gained: and in him that escapes, 
it were not sin to think that, making God so 
free an offer, He let him outlive that day to 
see His greatness and to teach others how they 
should prepare. macs! 

Will. “Wis certain, every man that dies ill, 
the ill upon his own head, the king is not 
to answer it. : 199 

Bates. 1 do not desire he should answer 
for me; and yet I determine to fight lustily 
for him, 3 

K. Hen. I myself heard the king say he 
would not be ransomed. 

Will. Ay, he said so, to make us fight 
cheerfully: but when our throats are cut, he 
may be ransomed, and we ne’er the wiser. 

. Hen. Ii J live to see it, I will never 
trust his word after. : 

Will, You pay him then, That’sa perilous 
shot out of an elder-gun, that 2 poor and a 
private displeasure can do against a monarch! 
you may as well go about to turn the sun to 
ice with fanning in his face with a peacock’s 
feather. You'll never trust his word after! 
come, ’tis a foolish saying. | F 

K. Hen. Your _reproof is gomething too 
round; I should be angry with you, if the 
time were conyenient. 2 
_ Will, Let it bea quarrel between us, if you 
live, 220 

EK, Hen. I embrace it. a 

Will. How shall I know thee again? 

K, Hen. Giye me any gage of thine, and 
will wear it in my bonnet: then, if, ever 
thou Gey acknowledge it, I will make it my 
quarrel. F 
4 Will, Were’s my glove: give me another of 

hine. 4 

K, Hen. There. A 

Will. This will I also wear in my cap: if 
ever thou come to me and say, after to-morrow, 
“This is my glove,’ by this hand, I will take 
theeaboxontheear. |. 3 

Hen. If ever I live to see it, I will 
challenge it. ° 

Will. Thou darest as well be hanged. 

K. Hen. Well, T will do it, though I take 
thee in the king’s company, 

Will. Keep thy word: fare thee well. 

Bates. Be friends, you English fools, be 
friends: we have French quarrels enow, if you 
could tell how to reckon. 24 

fe K. Hen. Indeed, the French may lay twenty 
French erowns to one, they will beat us; for 
they bear them on their shoulders: but it is no 
English treason to cut Fiench crowns, and to- 
morrow the king himself will be a clipper. 

: _[Exeunt Soldiers. 
Upon the king! Jet us our lives, our souls, 
Our debts, our careful wives, 








































Our children and our sins lay on the king! 

We must bear all. O hard condition, 250 
‘Twin-born with greatness, subject to the breath 
Of every fool, whose sense no more can feel | 
But his own wringing! ‘What infinite heart’s- 


ease 

Must kings neglect, that rivate men enjoy ! 

Bx what have kings, that privates have not 
00, 

Save ceremony, save fence ceremony ? 

And what art thou, thou idol ceremony ? 

‘What kind of god art thou, that suffer'st more 

Of mortal griefs than do thy worshippers? | 

What are thy rents? what are thy comings in? 

O ceremony, show me but thy, worth! 204 

What is thy soul of adoration? 

Art thou aught else but place, degree and 


orm, 
Creating awe and fear in othermen? | 
Wherein thou art less happy being fear ‘d 
Than they in fearing. e 
What drink’st thou oft, instead of homage 


swect, a 
But poison’d flattery? O, be sick, great great- 


ness, 

And bid thy ceremony give thee cure ! 
Think'st thou the fiery fever will go out = a7¢ 
With titles blown from adulation? ’ 

Will it give place to flexure and low bendiug?, 
Canst thou, when thou command’st the beggar’s 


nee, 
Command the health of it? No, thou proud 


dream, A A 
That play’st so subtl, with a king’s repose; 
Tama king that find thee, and I know 
*Pis not the balm, the sceptre and the ball, 
The sword, the mace, the crown imperial, 
‘The intertissued robe of gold and yeah 
‘The farced title running fore the king, 280 
Phe throne he sits on, nor the tide of pomp 
‘That beats upon the high shore of this world, 
No, not all these, thrice-gorgeous ceremony, 
Not all these, laid in bed majestical, 
Can sleep so soundly as the wretched slave, 
Who with a body fill’d and vacant mind 
Gets hin to rest, cramm’d with distressful 

read 5 

Never sees horrid night, the child of hell, 
But, like a lackey, from the rise to set. 
Sweats in the eye of Pheebus and all night 299 
Sleeps in Elysium 5 next day after dawn 
Doth rise and help Hyperion to his horse, 
And follows so the ever-running year, 
With prohtable labour, to his grave + 
And, but for ceremony, such a wretch, 
Winding up days with toil and nights with 


sleep, 
Had the fore-hand and vantage of « king. 
‘The slave, 4 member of the country’s peace, 
Fenjoys it; but in gross brain little wots 
What watch the king keeps to maintain the 
peace, 300 
Whose hours the peasant best advantages. 


Re-enter ERPINGHAM. 


Erp. My lord, your nobles, jealous of your 
absence, 
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« through your camp io find you. F 
Seer lone i y Good old knight, 
Collect them all together at my tent: 

T'll be before thee. ag 
Erp. Tshall do’t, my lord. Teetts 
K. Hen. O God of battles! steel my soldiers’ 

hearts ; 

Possess them not with fear; take from them 

now 


The sense of reckoning, if the opposed numbers 
Pluck their hearts from them. Not to-day, O 


rd, 
O, not to-day, think not upon the faulé gio 
My father made in compassing the crown! 

I Richard's body have interred new ;, 

And on it have bestow’d more contrite tears 
Than from it issued forced drops of blood : 
Five hundred poor I have in yearly pay, 

Who twice a-day their wither'd hands hold up 
Toward heaven, to pardon blood; and I have 


uilt 
Two chantries, where the sad and solemn 


__ Priests z . 
Sing still for Richard’s soul. More will I do; 
Though all that I can do is nothing worth, 320 
Since that, my penitence comes after all, 
Imploring pardon, 


Re-enter” GLOUCESTER. 
Glow. My liege! 
Jt. Hen. My brother Gloucester’s voice? Ay; 
I know thy errand, I will ‘£0 with thee: 
The day, my friends and all things stay for me. 
laveunt. 


SceneIl. Zhe French camp. 


Enter the DAUPHIN, ORLEANS, RAMBURES, 
and others. 


Ort, The sun doth gild our armour; up, my 


01 

Dau, Montez ad cheval! My horse! varlet! 
laquais! ha! 

Orl. O brave spirit! 

Daw, Via! les eaux et la terre. 

Ort, Rien puis? Vair et le feu. 

Dau. Ciel, cousin Orleans. 


Enter CONSTABLE. 
Now, my lord constable! 


Con. Hark, how our steeds for present 
service neigh! 


Dau, Mount them, and make incision in 
their hide 


That their hot blood may spin in English e' es. 
And dout them with superfluous courage, hat 


Ram. What, will you ha 
ee ney you have them weep our 


How shall we, then, behold their natural tears? 


Enter Messenger. 


Me une English are embattled, you 'rench 


peers, 
Con. To horse, you gallant princes! straight 


to horse | 
Do but behold yon poor and starved band, 


And your fair show shall suck away their soul: 
Leaving them but the shales and husks oemens 


KING HENRY V 


[Act iy 


There is not work enough for all our hands; 

Scarce blood enough in all their sickly veins 20 

To give each naked curtle-axe a stain, 

That our French gallants shall to-day draw out, 

‘And sheathe for lack of sport: let us but blow 
on them, Ly #0. 

The yapour of our valour will o'erturn them. 

*Tis positive ’gainst all exceptions, lords, 

That our superfluous lackeys and our peasants, 

Who in unnecessary action swarm 

About our squares of battle, were cnow 

To purge this field of such a hilding foe, 

Though we upon this mountain’s basis by 30 

‘Took stand for idle speculation : 

But that our honours must not. What's to 


say? 
A very little little let us do, 
And allis done. Then Jet the trumpets sound 
The tucket sonance and the note to mount; 
For our approach shall so much dare the field 
That jayne shall couch down in fear and 
yield. 


Enter Granperé. 


Grand. Why do you stay so long, my lords 
of France? 3 
Yon island carrions, desperate of their bones, 
Ill-favouredly become the morning ficld: 40 
Their ragged curtains poorly are let loose, 
And our air shakes them passing scornfully : 
Big Mars seems bankrupt in their beggar'd 


host 
And faintly through a rusty beaver peeps: 
The horsemen sit like fixed candlesticks, 
With torch-stayes in their hand ; and their poor 


jades 

Eo} down their heads, dropping the hides and 
hips, 

The gum down-roping from their pale-dead 


eyes, 
And ifn their pale dull mouths the gimmal bit 
Lies foul with chew’d grass, still and motion- 
less 5 5° 
And their executors, the knayish crows, 
Py o'er them, all impatient for their hour. 
Description cannot suit itself in words 
To demonstrate the life of such a battle 
In Jife so lifeless as it shows itself. 
Con. They have said their prayers, and they 
stay for death. 
Dau. Shall we go send them dinners and 
Peete 
nd give their fasting horses provender, 
And after fight with them? u 2 
Con. I stay but for my guidon: to the field! 
I will the banner from a trumpet take, 61 
And use it for my haste. Come, come, away ! 
The sun is hgih, and we outwear the day. 
[Exeunt. 


Scene OL The English camp. 


Enter GLOUCESTER, BeDrorD, EXETER, Er- 
PINGHAM, with all his host; SALISBURY 
and WESTMORELAND. 

Glow. Where is the king? 


Bed. The king himself is rode to view their 
battle. 
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What feats he did that day: then shall our 
names, 

Familiar in his mouth as household words, 

Harry the king, Bedford and Exeter, 

Warwick and Talbot, Salisbury and Gloucester, 

Be in their flowing cups freshly remember'd. 

This story shall the good man teach his son 5 

And Crispin Crispian shall ne’er £0 by, 

From this day to the ending of the world, 

But we in it shall be remembered; 

We few, we happy few, we band of brothers ; 

For he to-day that sheds his blood with me 6r 

Shall be my brother; be he ne’er so vile, 

This day shall gentle his condition : 

And gentlemen in England now a-bed 

Shall think themselves accursed they were not 


West. Of fighting men they have full three 
score. thousand. ‘ 
Eve, There’s five to one; besides, they all 
are fresh. i: : . 
Sal, : God’s arm strike with us! "tis a fearful 
odds, 
God be w? you, princes all; I’ll to my charge: 
Jf we no more meet till we meet in heaven, 
Then, joyfully, my noble Lord of Bedford, 
My dear Lord Gloucester, and my good Lord 
Exeter, : ; 
And my kind kinsman, warriors all, adieu! 10 
Bed. .arewell, good Salisbury ; and good 
luck go with thee! A 
Exe. ; farewell, kind lord; fight valiantly 
to-day: 
‘And yet 1 do thee wrong to mind thee of it, 
¥or thou art framed of the firm truth of yalour. 
< (Exit Sulisbury. 
Bed. He is as full of valour as of kindness; 
Princely in both. 


Enter the Kine. 
West. O that we now had here 
But one ten thousand of those men in England 
That do no work to-day ! 



























here, F 

And hold their manhoods cheap whiles any 
speaks 

That fought with us upon Saint Crispin’s day. 


Re-enter SALISBURY. 
Sal. My sovereign lord, bestow yourself with 


reed ? 
The French are bravely in their battles set," 
‘And will with all expedience charge on us. 70 


K. Hen. What's he that wishes so? K, Hen. All things are ready, if our minds 
My cousin Westmoreland? No, my fair cousin : beso. ees 
Tf we are mark’d to die, we are enow 2o| West, Perish the man whose mind is back- 


ward now! 
K. Hen. Thou dost not wish more help 
from England, coz? 
year God's will! my liege, would you and 
alone, 
yathout ore help, could fight this royal 
ttle 
K. Hen. Why, now thou hast unwish’d five 
thousand men 5 
Which likes me better than to wish us one, 
You know your places: God be with you alll 


Tucket. Enter Montsoy. 


Mont. Once more I come to know of thee, 
King Harry, z 
Té for thy ransom thou wilt now compound, 80 
Before thy most assured overthrow : 
¥or certainly thou art so near the gulf, 
Thou needs must be englutted. Besides, in 
mercy, i eaten 
The constable desires thee thou wilt mind 
Thy followers of repentance ; that their souls 
May make a peaceful and a sweet retire 
From off these fields, where, wretches, their 
poor bodies 
Must lie and fester. 
(. Hen. Who hath sent thee now? 
‘Mont. The Constable of France. 
Ts. Hee I pray thee, bear my former answer 
back : o 
Bid them achieve me and then sell my bones 
Got! Gon why should they mock poor fellows 
thus 
The man that once did sell the lion’s skin 
While the beast lived, was killed with hunting 


To do our country loss; and if to live, 
The fewer men, the greater share of honour. 
God’s will! I pray thee, wish not one man 


more, 

By Jove, I am not covetous for gold, 

Nor care I who doth feed upon my cost; 

Tt yearns me not if men my garments wear; 

Such outward things dwell not in my desires : 

But if it be a sin to covet honour, 

Lam the most offending soul alive. 

No, faith, my coz, wish not a man from 
England: 30 

God’s peace! I would not lose so great an 
honour , 

‘As one man more, methinks, would share from 


me 

For the Wee hope Ihave. 0, do not wish one 
more i 

Rather sproclain it, Westmoreland, through 
my host, 

That he which hath no stomach to this fight, 

Let him depart ; his passport shal 1 be made 

And crowns for convoy put into his purse : 

We would not die in that man’s company. 

That fears his fellowship to die with us. 

This day is call’d the feast of Crispian : 0 

He etal outlives this day, and comes sate 
home, ; 

Will stand a tip-toe when this day is named, 

And rouse him at the name of Crispian. 

He that shall live this day, and see old age, 

Will yearly on the vigil feast his neighbours, 

And say ‘To-morrow is Saint Crispian :” 


Then will he strip his sleeve and show his 
Scars, 
And. say “These wounds I had on Crispin’s 


ay. 
Qld men forget; yet all shall be forgot, 
But he’ll remember with advantages 50 


him. 
A many of our bodies shall no doubt 
Find native graves; upon the which, T trust, 
Shall witness live in brass of this Jay’s work: 
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And those that leave their valiant bones in 


France, iat 
Dying like men, though buried in your dung- 


hills, 
They shall be famed; for there the sun shall 
reet them, P 100 
And draw their honours recking up to heaven ; 
Leaving their earthly parts to choke your 


lim: ; 
The smell whereof shall breed a plague in 


rance. . 7 _ 

Mark then abounding valour in our English, 
That being dead, like to the bullet’s grazing, 

Break out into a second course of mischief, 
Killing in relapse of morality, 
Let ime speak proudly: tell the constable 
We are but warriors for the working-day ; 

Our gayness and our gilt are all besmirel’d 
With rainy marching in the painful field; x11 
There’s not a piece of feather in our host— 
Good argument, I hope, we will not. fly— 
And time hath worn us into saveny ae 
But, by the mass, our hearts are in the trim; 
And my poor soldiers tell me, vet ere night 
They’ll be in fresher robes, or they will pluck 
The gay new coats o’er the French soldiers’ 


eads 
Heal Goes them out of service. If they do 
his,— 
As, if God please, they shall,—my ransom then 
wat Soon e levied. Herald, save thou thy 
ADOUT 5 121 


“ Come thou no more for ransom, gentle herald 


They shall have none, I swear, but these my 


joints; 
Which if they have as I will leave em them, 
Shall yield them little, tell the constable. 
Mont. I shall, King Harry. And so fare 
thee well : 
Thou never shalt hear herald any more. [Zzit. 
K. Hen, I fear thou’lt once more come 
again for ransom. 


Enter York. 
works My lord, most humbly on my knee 


be; 
The leading of the vaward. 130 
XK. Hen. Take it, brave York. Now, soldiers, 
march away: 
And how thou pleasest, God, dispose the day! 
[E£xceunt. 


ScenE IV. The field of battle. 


Alarum. Excursions. Enter Piston, French 
Soldier, and Boy. 5 

Pist. Yield, cur! 

Fr. Sol. Je pense que vous étes gentilhomme 
de bonne qualité. 

ist. Qualtitie calmiecusture me! Art thou 
a gentleman? what is thy name? discuss, 

Lr. Sol. O Seigneur Dict ! 

El 9, Signieur Dew should be a gentle- 
Perpend my words, O Signieur Dew, and mark; 
O Signieur Dew, thou diest on point of fox, 
Except, O signieur, thou do give to me 10 
Egregious ransom. 


KING HENRY V 


[Act ty 


Fr. Sol. O, prenez miséricorde! ayez piti¢ 


! P 
deme Moy shall not serve ; I will have forty 


moys; : 
Or I will fetch thy rim out at thy throat 
In drops of crimson blood. ~ 

Fry. Sol. Est-il impossible d@’échapper la force 
de ton bras? 

Pist. Brass, cur! : » 

Thou damned and luxurious mountain goat, 20 
Offer’st me brass? s 
Fy. Sol. O pardonnez moi! | 
Pist. Say’st thou me so? is that a ton of 
moys? “ : 
Come hither, boy: ask me this slave in French 
What is his name. 

Boy. Ecoutez:; comment ¢ctes-vous appelé? 
Fr, Sol. Monsieur le I'er. 

Boy. He says his name is Master Fer, 

Pist. Master Fer! I'll fer him, and firk him, 
and ferret him: discuss the same in J'rench 
unto him, 31 

Boy. Ido not know the French for fer, and 
ferret, and firk. , 

Pist. Bid him prepare; for I will cut his 

throat. , 

Fr, Sol. Que dit-i], monsieur? _ 

Boy. Il me commande de vous dire que vous 
faites vous prets car ce soldat ici est disposé 
tout & cette heure de couper votre gorge. 

Pist. Owy, cuppele gorge, permafoy, 
Peasant, unless thou give me crowns, brave 

crowns ; F 4° 
Or mangled shalt thou be by this my sword. 

Fr. Sol. O, je yous supplie, pour ’amour de 
Dicu, me pardonner! Je suis gentilhomme de 
bonne maison: gardez ma vie, et je vous don- 
nerai deux cents écus. 

ist, Whatarehis words? = _ 

Boy. He prays you to save his life: he isa 
entleman of a good house; and for his ransom 
he will give you two hundred crowns. 

Pist. Tell him my fury shall abate, andI 50 
The crowns will take. | 

Fr. Sol. Petit monsieur, que dit-il? 

Boy. Encore qu’il est contre son jurement de 
ardonner aucun prisonnier, néanmoins, pour 
es écus que vous Tayez promis, il est content 

de vous donner la liberté, le franchisement. 

Fy. Sol. Sur mes genoux je vous donne mille 
remercimens; et i¢ nYestime heureux que je 
suis tombé entre les mains d’un chevalicr, je 
pense, le plus brave, vaillant, et trés distingué 
seigneur d’Angleterre. 6x 

List. Expound unto me, boy. 

Boy. He gives you, upon his knees, a, thou- 
sand thanks; and he esteems himself happy 
that he hath fallen into the hands of one, as he 
thinks, the most brave, valorous, and thrice- 
worthy signieur of England. 

Pist. As I suck blood, I will some mercy 

show. 
Bellow mel 69 

Boy Suivez-vousle grand capitaine. [Exveunt 
Pistol, and French Soldier.} i did never know 
so full a voice issue from so empty a heart: but 
the saying is true, ‘The empty vessel makes the 
greatest sound.’ Bardolph and Nym had ten 
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That bloodily did yawn upon his face; 

‘And cries aloud ‘‘Varry, dear cousin Suffolk! 
My soul shall thine keep company.to heaven; 
Tarry, sweet soul, for mine, then fly abreast, 
‘As in this glorious and well-foughten field 

Wo kept together in our chivalry!’ i 19 
Upon these words I came and cheer’d him up: 
He smiled me in the face, raught me his hand, 
And, with a feeble gripe, says Dear my lord, 
Commend my service to my sovereign. 

So did he turn and over Suffolk’s neck 
He threw his wounded arm and kiss'd his lips: 
‘And so espoused to death, with blood he seal'd 
‘A testament of noble-ending love. 

The pretty and sweet manner of it forced 
Those waters from me which I would have 


times more valour than this roaring devil?’ the 
old play, that cvery one may pare his nails with 
a aden dagger; and they are both hanged; 
and so would this be, if he durst steal any thing 
adyenturously. I must stay with the lackeys, 
with the luggage of our can the French 
might have a good prey of us, if he knew of it; 
for there is none to guard it but boys. [Harit. 


Scene V. Another part of the field. 


Enter CONSTABLE, ORLEANS, BOURBON, 
DauruHin, and RAMBURES. 


Con. O diable! 
Orl. Oscigneur! le jour est perdu, tout est 

























erdu | 
Dinu, Mort de ma vie! all is confounded, all! 
Reproach and everlasting shame 
Sits mocking in our plumes. O méchante 
fortune! 


stopp’d ; B 
But I had not so much of man in me, go 
And all my mother came into mine cyes 
And gave me up to tears. 


Do not run away. [A short alarum.| _. Hen. 5 I blame you not; 
Con. ‘Why, all our ranks are broke. | For, hearing this, I must perforce compound 
Dau. O pardurable shame! let’s stab our-| With mistful eyes, or they will issue too. 


selves. 
Be these the wretches that we play'd at dice for? 
Orl. Is this the king we sent to for his 
ransom? : * 
Bour. Shame and eternal shame, nothing 
but shame! _ 10 
Let us die in honour ; once more back again ; 
‘And he that will not follow Bourbon now, 
Let him go hence, and with his cap in hand, 
Tike a base pandar, hold the chamber-door 
Whilst by a slave, no gentler than my dog, 
His fairest daughter is contaminated. 
Con. Disorder, that hatlr spoil’d us, friend 
us now! F 
Let us on heaps go offer up our lives. 
Orl. We are enow yet living in the field 
To smother up the English in our throngs, 20 
If any order might be thought upon. 
Bour, The devil take order now! 1’ll to the 


throng : 
Let life be short ; else shame will be too long. 
[2xeunt. 


Scenz VI. Another part of the field. 


Alarums. Enter Kixe Henny and forces, 
EXETER, and others. 


K. Hen. Well have we done, thrice valiant 
countrymen : 
But lis not done; yet keep the French the 
ield. 
Exe. The Duke of York commends him to 


Ee majesty. . e. 
en. Lives he, good uncle? thrice within 
this hour 
I saw him down; thrice up again, and fighting ; 
From helmet to the spur all blood he was. 
Exe, In which array, brave soldier, doth 


_ ,, [Alarum 
But, hark! what new alarum is this samet 
‘The French have reinforced their scatter’d men: 
Then every soldier kill his prisoners: 
Give the word through. [2xceunt. 


Scene VII. Another part .f the field. 
Enter PLUELLEN and GOWER. 


Flu, Kill the poys and the luggage! "tis ex- 
pressly against the law of arms: ‘tis as arrant a 
piece of, knavery, mark you now, as can be 
offer't; in your conscience, now, is it not? 

Gow, “Lis certain there’s not a boy left 
alive; and the cowardly rascals that ran from 
the battle ha’ done this slaughter: besides, 
they haye burned and carried away all that 
was in the king’s tent; wherefore the king, 
most worthily, hath caused every soldier to 
cut pe prisoner’s throat. O, ’tis a gallant 
Kang 11 

Flu. Ay, he was porn at Monmouth, Captain 
Gower. What call you the town’s name where 
Alexander the Pig was born? 

Gow. Alexander the Great. 
Flu. Why, I pray you, is not pig great? the 
pig, or the great, or the mighty, or the huge, or 
the magnanimous, are all one reckonings, save 
the phrase is a little variations. 19 
_ Gow. I think Alexander the Great was born 
in Macedon: his father was called Philip of 
Macedon, as I take it. 
Flu. I think it is in Macedon where Alex- 
ander is porn. I tell you, captain, if you look 
in the maps of the ’orld, I warrant you sall 
find, in the comparisons between Macedon and 
Monmouth, that the situations, look you, is 
both alike. There isa river in Macedon; and 
there is also moreover a river at Monmouth: it 
is called Wye at Monmouth; but it is out of 
rains what is the name of the other river; 
but ’tis all one, ’tis alike as my fingers is to my 
fingers, and there is salmons in both. If you 
mark Alexander's life well, Bary of Mon- 
mouth’s life is come after it indifferent well; 


¢ lic 

Larding the plain; and by his bloody side, 
Yoke-fellow to his honour-owing wounds, 

The noble Earl of Suffolk also lies. 10 
Suffolk first died: and York, all haggled over, 
Comes to him, where in gore he lay instecp’d, 
And takes him by the beard; kisses the gashes 
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re is figures in all things. Alexander, 
eee antl you know, in his Tages, and 
his furies, and his wraths, and his cholers, and 
his moods, and his displeasures, and his indig- 
nations, and also being a little intoxicates in 
his prains, did, in his ales and his angers, look 
you, kill his best friend, Oleitus. | 4t 
ow. Our king ig not like him in that: he 
never killed any of his friends. : 
Flu. Itis not well done, mark you now, to 
take the tales out of my mouth, ere it is made 
and finished. 1 speak but in the figures and 
comparisons of it: as Alexander killed his friend 
Cleitus, being in, his ales and his cups; so also 
Harry Monmouth, being in his right wits and 
his good judgements. turned away the fat 
knight vith the great-belly doublet: he was 
full of jests, and gipes, and knaveries, and 
mocks; 1 have forgot his name. 
Gow. Sir John Falstaff. - 
Flw, That is he: ll tell you there is good 
men porn at Monmouth, 
Gow. Here comes his majesty. 


Alarwn. Enter Kina Henry, and forces ; 
‘WARWICK, GLOUCESTER, EXETER, and others. 
K. Hen. I was not angry since I came to 
France 
Until this instant. Take a trumpet, herald; 
Ride thou unto the horsemen on yon hill: — 60 
If they will fight with us, bid them come down, 
Or void the field; they do offend our sight : 
If they'll do neither, we will come to them, 
And make them skirr away, as swift as stones 
Enforced from the old Assyrian slings : 
Besides, we'll cut the throats of those we haye, 
And not a man of them that we shall take 
Shall taste our mercy. Go and tell them so. 


Enter Montsoy. 


Exe. (ee comes the herald of the French, 
my liege. 
Gio His eyes are humbler than they used 
0 be. 70 
KK. Hen. How now! what means this, herald? 
know’st thon not 
That I have fined these bones of mine for 


ransom? 
Comest thou again for ransom? 
Mont. No, great king ; 


I come to thee for charitable license, 

That we may wander o’er this bloody field 

o look our dead, and theh to bury them; 

Zo sort our nobles from our common men. 

For many of our princes—woe the while !— 

Lie drown’d and soak’d in mercenary blood; 

So do our yulgar drench their peasant limbs 80 

In blood of princes; and their wounded stecds 

Fret fetlock deep in gore and with wild rage 

Yerk out their armed heels at their dead masters, 

Belling: them twice. 0, give us leave, great 
king, 

To view the field in ey and dispose 


Of pace dead bodies ie 

~ Hen. tell thee truly, hera 

Pinay notif he day Pe asics 0 pereld, 
or yet a many of your horse 

And gallop o'er the field. ay 


KING HENRY.V 


[Act Iv 


‘ont. The day is yours, 
v4 Hen. aes be God, and not our 
ength, for it 90 
whats his castle call’d that stands hard by? 

Mont. They callit Agincourt. 

‘K. Hen. Then call we this the field of 

incourt, pik ae 
Foustt on the day of Crispin Crispianus, 

Flu. Your grandfather of famous memory, 
an’t please your majesty, and your great-tmae 
Edward the Plack Prince of Wales, as I have 
read in the chronicles, fought a most praye 
pattle here in France, 


K. Hen, They did, Fluellen. 100 
Flu, Your majesty says yery true: if your 


majesties is remembered of it, the Welshmen 
did good service in a garden where leeks did 
grow, wearing leeks in their Monmouth caps; 
which , your majesty know, to this hour is an 
honourable badge of the service; and I do 
believe your majesty takes no scorn to wear 
the leek upon Saint ‘Tavy’s day. 
KK. Hen. I wear it for a memorable honour; 
For Iam Welsh, you know, good countryman, 
Flw. Ail the water in Wye cannot wash 
your majesty’s Welsh plood out of your pody, 
I can tell you that: God pless it and preserve 
it, as long as it pleases his grace, and his 
majesty too! 
K. Hen. Thanks, good my countryman. 
Flu. By Jeshu, Lam your majesty’s country- 
man, I care not who know it; 1 will confess it 
to all the ’orld: I need not to be ashamed of 
your majesty, praised be God, so long as your 
majesty is an honest man. 120 
K. Hen. God keep meso! Our heralds go 
_Withhim: 
Bring me just notice of the numbers dead 
On both our parts, Call yonder fellow hither. 
[Points to Williams. Exeunt Heralds 
i with Montjoy. 
Eze. Soldier, you must come to the king. 
K. Hen. Sol ier, why wearest thou that 
glove in thy cap? 


Will. An’t please your majesty, "tis the 
age of one that I should fight withal, if he 
e alive. 

KK, Hen, An Englishman? 139 

Will. An’t Please your majesty, a rascal 
that swaggered with me last night; who, if 
alive and ever dare to challenge this glove, 
I have sworn to take him a box o’ th’ car: or 
if I can sce my glove in his cap, which he 
swore, as he was a soldier, he would wear if 
alive, I will strike it out soundly. 

_ K. Hen. What think you, Captain Fluellen? 
is it fit this soldier keep his oath? 

lu. He is a craven and a villain else, an’t 
please your majesty, in my conscience. 140 

KK. Hen. Jt may be his enemy is a gentle- 
upans Great sort, quite from the answer of his 
degree, 

Flu. Though he be as good a gentleman as 
the devil is, as Lucifer and Belzcbub himself, 
it is necessary, look your grace, that he keep 
his yow and his oath: if he be perjured, see 
you now, his reputation is as arrant a villain 
and a Jacksauce, as ever his black shoe trod 
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upon God's ground and his earth, in my con- 
science, ]a! . 150 

K, Hen. Then keep thy vow, sirrah, when 
thou meetest the fellow. . 

Will. So L will, my liege, as Tlive. 

K. Hen. Who servest thou under! 

Will. Under Captain Gower, my liege. 

Flu, Gower is a good captain, and is good 
knowledze and literatured in the wars. 


‘KC. Hen. Call him hither to me, soldier. 
Will. Iwill, my liege. [Lait. 


K, Hen. Here, Fluellen, wear thou this 
favour for me and stick it in thy cap: when 
Alencon and myself were down together, I 
plucked this glove from his helm: if any man 
challenge this, he is a friend to Alengon, and 
an enemy to our person; if thou encounter 
any such, apprehend him, an thou dost me 


love. 

Flu. Your grace doo’s me as great honours 
as can be desired in the hearts of his subjects : 
T would fain see the man, that has but two 
legs, that shall find himself aggriefed at this 
glove; that is all; but I would fain see it 
once, an please God of his grace that I might 


see, 
K, Hen, Knowest thou Gower? 
Flu. He is my dear friend, an please you. | 
JK. Hen. Pray thee, go seck him, and bring 
him to my tent. : 
Fla. Twill fetch him. 3 [Zxit. 
KX, Hen. My Lord of Warwick, and my 
,_, brother Gloucester, 
Yollow Fluellen closely at the heels: 
‘The gloye which I have given him for a favour 
May haply purchase him a box o' th’ ear; 181 
Itis the soldier's; L by bargain should 
Wear it myself., Follow, good cousin Warwick: 
If that the soldier strike him, as L fudge 
By his blunt bearing he will keep is word, 
Some sudden mischief may arise of it; 
Tor I do know Fluellen valiant 
And, touch’d with choler, hot as gunpowder, 
And quickly will return an injury: 189 
Vollow, and see there be no harm between them. 
Go you with me, uncle of Exeter. [Exeunt. 


Scenz VII, Before Kine Henry's pavilion. 
Enter GOWER and WILLIAMS. 
Will. I warrant it is to knight you, captain. 
Enter PLUELLEN. 

Flu. God’s will and his pleasure, captain, I 
beseech you now, come apace to the king: 
there is more ood toward you peradventure 
than is in your knowledge to dream of. 

Will. Sir, know you this glove? 

ltt: Know the glove! I know the glove is 
a gloye. 

Vill. I know this; and thus I challenge it. 
[Strikes him. 

_ Flu. *Sblood! an arrant traitor as any is 
in the universal world, or in France, or in 
England! It 

Gow. How now, sir! you villain! 

Will. Do you think I'll be forsworn? 

Flu. Stand away, Captain Gower; I will 
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give treason his payment into plows, I warrant 
you. 

Will. Tam no traitor. 

Flu, That’s a lie in thy throat. I charge 
74 in_his majesty’s name, apprehen him: 
1e’s a friend of the Duke Alengon’s. 19 


Enter WARWICK and GLOUCESTER. 

War. How now, how now! what’s the 
matter? : P 

Flu, My Lord of Warwick, here is—praised 
be God for it !—a most contagious treason come 
to light, look you, as you shall desire in a 
summer's day. Here is his majesty. 

Enter Krsa Henry and EXeten, 

K. Hen, How now! what’s the matter? 

Fiu. My liege, here is a villain and a traitor, 
that, look your grace, has struck the glove 
which your majesty is take out of the helmet 
of Alencgon, : A 

Will.’ My liege, this was my. glove; here is 
the fellow of it; and he that 1 gave it to in 
change promised to wear it in his cap: I pro- 
mised to strike him, if he did: I met this man 
with my glove in his cap, and L have been as 
good as my word. | , 

Flu. Your majesty hear now, saying your 
majesty’s manhood, what an arrant, rascally, 
beggarly, lousy knave itis; I hope your majesty 
is pear me testimony, and witness, and will 
avouchment, that this is the glove of Alengon, 
that your majesty is give me; In your conscience, 
now. r 4° 
KX. Hen. Give me thy glove, soldier: look, 
here is the fellow of it. 

"Pas I, indeed, thou promised’st to strike; 
And thou hast given me most bitter terms. 

Flu, And please your majesty, let his neck 
answer for it, if there is any martial law in the 
world. 

é He Hen. How canst thou make me satisfac- 
ion 

Will. All offences, my lord, come from, the 
heart: never came any from mine that might 
offend your majesty. : Sr 

K. Hen. It was ourself thou didst abuse. 

Will, Your majesty came not like yourself : 
you appeared to me but as a common man; 
witness the night, your garments, your lowli- 
ness; and what your highness, suffered under 
that shape, I beseech you take it for your own 
fault and not mine: for had you been as I took 
you for, I made no offence ; therefore, I beseech. 
your highness, pardon me. 3 60 

‘Kk. Hen. Here, uncle Exeter, fill this glove 

with crowns, ih F 
And give it to this fellow. Keep it, fellow ; 
‘And wear it for an honour in thy cap 
Pi I do challenge it. Give him the crowns: 
And, captain, you must needs be friends with 


1m. 

Flu. By this day and this light, the fellow 
has mettle enough in his belly. Hold, there is 
twelve pence for you; and I pray you to 
God, and keep you out of praw]s, and pral 
and quarrels, and dissensions, and, I v 
you, it is the better for you. 7% 
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i will none of your money. 
yu ‘ ie is with a Pond will; I can tell you, 
it will serve you to mend your shoes: come, 
wherefore should you beso ashful? your shoes 
is not so good: ‘tis a good silling, I warrant 
you, or I will change it. 


Enter an English Herald. 


K. Hen. Now, herald, are the dead num- 
ber'd ? i 
ee Here is the number of the slaughter'd 
French, : 
EK. Hen. What prisoners of good sort are 
taken, uncle? 80 
Exe. Gharles Duke of Orleans, nephew to 
the king; 4 
John Duke of Bourbon, and Lord Bouciqualt : 
Of other lords and barons, knights and squires, 
Full fifteen hundred, besides common men. 
K. Hen. This note doth tell me of ten 
thousand French 5 Be 
‘That in ue field lie slain: of princes, in this 
number 
And nobles bearing banners, there lie dead 
One hundred twenty six: added to these, 
Of knights, esquires, and gallant gentlemen, 
Eight. thousand and four hundred; of the 
which, 90 
Five hundred were but yesterday dubb’d 
knights : 
So that, in these ten thousand they have lost, 
There are but sixteen hundred mercenaries ; 
The rest are princes, barons, lords, knights, 
squires, 
And gentlemen of blood and quality. 
The names of those their nobles that lie dead : 
Charles Delabreth, high constable of France ; 
Jacques of Chatillon, admiral of France; 
The master of the cross-bows. Lord Rambures; 
Great Master of France, the brave Sir Guichard 


Dolphin, 100 
John Duke of Alengon, Anthony Duke of 


Brabant, 
- The brother to the Duke of Burgundy, 


And Edward Duke of Bar: of lusty earls, 

Grandpré and Roussi, Fauconberg and Foix, 

Beaumontand Marle, Vaudemontand Lestrale. 

Here was a royal fellowship of death ! 

Where is the number of our English dead? 
Herald shews him another paper. 


Edward the Duke of York, the Earl of Suffolk, | A: 


Sir Richard Ketly, Davy Gam, esquire: 


None else of name; and of all other men 110 | As 


But five and twenty. O God, thy arm was 


here ; 

And not to us, but to thy arm alone, 
Ascribe we all! When, without stratagem, 
But in plain shock and even Play, of battle, 
Was ever known so great and little loss 
On one part and on the other? Take it, God, 
Boe it is none but thine i 

bxe. is wonderful! 

K. Fen. Come, go we in procession to the 


village : 
And be it death proclaimed through our host 


To boast of this or take th ais 
Which is his outs pi eg Go 


[Act y 


Flu. Isit not seul an please your majesty, 
1 how many is killec¢ ; : 
Oe noe Ves, captain ; but with this ac- 

Jnowledgement, 
That God fought for us. : 
Flu. Yes, my conscience, he did us great 


‘ood. 
e K, Hen. Do weall holyritess : 
Let there besung ‘Non nobis’ and ‘Te Deum;’ 
The dead with charity enclosed in clay : 
And then to Calais; and to ingland then; 130 
Where ne’er from France arrived more happy 
men. [Eaeunt, 


ACT V. 
PROLOGUE. 
Enter Chorus. 


Chor. Vouchsafe to those that have not 
read the story, 

That I may prompt them: and of such as haye, , 
[humbly pray them to admit the excuse | 
Of time, of numbers and due course of things, 
Which cannot in their huge and proper life 
Be here presented. Now we bear the king 
‘Toward Calais: grant him there; there seen, 
Heave him away upon your winged thoughts 
Athwart the sea. Behold, the English beach 
Pales in the flood with men, with wives and 


boys, PEs To 
Whose shouts and claps out-voice the deep- 
mouth’d sea, s a) i 
Which like a mighty whiffler “fore the king 
Seems to prepare his way: so let him land, 
And solemnly see him set on to London, 
So swift a pace hath thought that even now 
You may imagine him upon Blackheath; 
Where that his lords desire him to have borne 
His bruised helmet and his bended sword 
Before him through the city: he forbids it, 19 
Being free from vainness and self-glorious pride; 
Giving full trophy, signal and ostent 
Quite from himself to God. But now behold, 
In the quick forge and working-house of 
thought, 
How London doth peur out her citizens | 
The mayor and all his brethren in best sort, 
Like to the senators of the antique Rome, 
With the plebeians swarming at their heels, 
Go forth and fetch their conquering Cresar int 
s_by a lower but loving likelihood, 29 
Were now the general of our gracious empress, 
3in good time he may, from Ireland coming, 
Bringing rebellion broached on his sword, 
How many would the peaceful city quit, 
To welcome him! much more, and much more 


_ cause, 
pinks this Harry. Now in London place 


him; 

As yet the lamentation of the French 

Invites the King of England’s stay at home; 

The emperor's coming in behalf of France, 

To order peace between them; and omit 

All the occurrences, whatever chanced, 40 

Till Harry’s back-return again to France: 

ere anne we bring him; and myself have 
play’ 
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Flu. Much good do you, scauld knaye, 
heartily. Nay, pray you, throw none away ; 
the skin is good for your broken coxcomb. 
When you take occasions to see leeks hereafter, 
I pray you, mock at’em; that is all. 

Pist. Good. _ 60 

Flu. Ay, leeks is good : hold you, there is a 
groat to heal your pate. 

Pist. Meagroat! || 

Flu. Yes, verily and in truth, you shall take 
it; or I have another leek in my pocket, which 
you shall cat. 3 7 

Pist. Itake thy groat in earnest of revenge. 

Flu. If Lowe you any thing, L will pay you 
in cudgels: you shall be a woodmonger, and 
buy nothing of me but cudgels. God WY’ wi? 
you, and resp you and heal your pate. [Fatt 

Pist. All hell shall stir for this... 

Gow. Go, go; you area counterfeit cowardly 
knave, Will you mock at.an ancient tradition, 
begun upon an honourable respect, and worn 
as a memorable trophy of pre leceased valour 
and dare not avouch in your deeds any of your 
words? I have seen you gleeking and galling 
at this gentleman twice or thrice. You thought, 
because he could not speak English in the 
native garb, he could not therefore handle an 
English cudgel: you find it otherwise; and. 
henceforth let a Welsh correction teach you 
a good English condition. Iare ye well, [Zacit. 

Pist, Doth Fortune play the huswife with 

me now? E Y : 

News have I, that my Nell is dead i’ the spital 
Of malady of France; i : 
And there my rendezvous is quite cut off. 
Old I do wax; and from my weary limbs 
Honour is cudgelled. Well, bawd I'll turn, 9° 
‘And something lean to cutpurse of quick hand. 
fo England will I steal, and there I'll steal : 
‘And patches will I get unto these cudgell’d 


The interim, by remembering you ’tis past. 

Then brookabridgement, and your eyes advance, 

After your thoughts, straight back again to 
France. [ Exit. 




















Scent I. France. The English camp. 
Enter FLUELLEN and GOWER. 


Gow. Nay, that’s right; but why wear you 
your leek to-day? Saint Davy’s day is past. 

‘Flu. There is occasions and causes why and 
wherefore in all things: I will tell you, asse my 
friend, Captain Gower: the rascally, scauld, 
beggarly, lousy, pragging knave, Pistol, which 
you and yourself and all the world know to be 
no petter than a fellow, look you now, of no 
merits, he is come to me and prings me prea 
and salt yesterday, look you, and bid me eat 
my leck : it was in a place where I could not 
breed no contention with him; but_I will be 
so bold as to wear it in my cap till I see him 
once again, and then I will tell him a little 
piece of my desires. 


' Enter Pistou. 


Gow. Why, here he comes, swelling like a 
turkey-cock. ¥ P 

Flu. “Cis no matter for his swellings nor his 
turkey-cocks, God pless you, Aunchient Pistol! 
you scurvy, lousy knaye, God pless you! |, 

Pist. Ha! art thou bedlam? dost thou thirst, 

base ‘Trojan, 20 
To have me fold up Parca’s fatal web? 
Hence! Iam qualmish at the smell of leek. 

Flu. I peseech you heartily, scurvy, lousy 
knave, at my desires, and my requests, and my 

etitions, to eat, look you, this eek : because, 
ook you, you do not love it, nor your affections 
and your appetites and your disgestions doo's 
not agree with it, T would desire you to eat it. 

‘Pist, Not for Cadwallader and all his goats. 

Flu. There is one goat for you. [Strikes 
him.J Will you be so good, scauld knave, 
as eat it? , Z 3r 

Pist. Base Trojan, thou shalt die. 

Flu. You say very true, scauld Imave, when 
God's will is: I will desire you to live in the 
mean time, and eat your victuals : come, there 
is sauce for it. [Strvkes him. You called me 
yesterday mountain-gquire | ut I will make 
you to-day a squire of low degree. I pray you, 
fall to: if you can mock a leek, you can eat 
a leek. = r 

Gow. Enough, captain: you have astonished 
im. 4r 
Flu. I say, Iwill make him eat some part 
of my leek, or I will peat his pate four days. 

Bite, I pray you; it is good for your green 
wound and your ploody coxcomb. 

Pist. Must I bite? 

Flu. Yes, certainly, and out, of doubt and 
out of question too, and ambiguities. 


| 
| 
| Pist. By this lee eae will most horribly re- 
| 
| 





scars, 
And swear I got them in the Gallia wars. 
[Zait. 


ScENEIL. France. A royal palace. 


Enter, at one door, Kinc Henry, EXErer, 
BEDFORD, GLOUCESTER, WARWICK, WEST- 
MORELAND, and other Lords; at another, the 
FRENCH KING, QUEENISABEL, the PRINCESS 
KATHARINE, ALICE and other Ladies; the 
DuKE oF BuRGUNDY, and his train. 





K. Hen. Peace to this meeting, wherefore 
we are met! 
Unto our brother France, and to our sister, 
Health and fair time of day; joy and good 
wishes, : 
To our most fairand pure y cousin Katharine; 
‘And, as a branch and member of this royalty, 
By whom this great assembly is contrived, 
We do salute you, Duke of Burgundy ; 
And, pune French, and peers, health to 
youall! 
Fr. King. Right joyous are we to behold 
your face, 
Most worthy brother England ; fairly met: 10 
So are you, princes English, every one. 





yenge:: I eat and eat, I swear— 50 

Flu. Eat, I pray rot will you have some 
more sauce to your leek? there is not enough 
leck to swear by, 


Pist. Quiet thy cudgel; thou dost sce I eat. 
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. Isa. So happy be the issue, brother 
england, a : 7 

Of eee day and of this gracious mecting, 

‘As we are now glad to behold your eyes; 

Your eyes, which hitherto have borne in them 

Against the French, that met them in their 


bent, 5 == 
The fatal balls of murdering basilisks : 
‘Nhe venom of such looks, we fairly hope, 
Have lost their quality, and that. this day 
Shall change all griefsand quarrels into love. 20 
K. Hen. To cry amen to that, thus we 
appear. . 7 
Q. fsa, You English princes all, I do salute 


you. 

vu. My duty to you both, on equal love, 

aia of France and ‘Mheland | That I 
have labour'd, 4 

With all my wits, my pains and strong endea- 


yours, Tee ae 
Yo bring your most imperial majesties 
Unto this bar and royal interview, 3 
Your mightiness on both parts best can witness, 
Since then my office hath so far prevail’d 
That, face to face and royal eye to eye, 30 
You have Goa let it not disgrace me, 
Tf I demand, before this royal view, | 
What rub or what impediment there is, 
Why that the naked, poor and mangled Peace, 
Dear nurse of arts, puenties and joyful births, 
Should not in this best garden of the world 
Our fertile France, put up her lovely visage ? 
Alas, she hath from France too long been 
chased, ni 
And all her husbandry doth lie on heaps, 
Corrupting in it own fertility. 4o 
Her vine, the merry cheerer of the heart, 
Unpruned dies ; her hedges even-pleach’d, 
Like prisoners wildly oyer-grown with hair, 
Put forth disorder’d twigs ; her fallow leas 
The darnel, hemlock and rank fumitory 
Doth rvot upon, while that the coulter rusts 
‘That should deracinate such savagery ; 
‘The even mead, that erst brought sweetly forth 
‘The freckled cowslip, burnet and green cloyer, 
Wanting the scythe, all uncorrected, rank, 50 
Conceives by idleness and nothing teems 
But_hateful docks, rough thistles, kecksies, 


burs, 
Losing both beauty and utility. 
ae os our yineyards, fallows, meads and 
hedges, ¢ 

Defective in their natures, grow to wildness, 
Even so our houses and ourselves and children 
Have lost, or do not learn for want of time, 
he sciences that should become our country ; 
But grow like savages,—as soldiers will 
‘hat nothing do but meditate on blood,— 60 
‘to swearing and stern looks, defused attire 
And every thing that seems unnatural. 
Which to reduce into our former favour 
You are assembled: and my speech entreats 
That I may know the Jet, why gentle Peace 
Should not expel these inconveniences 
And bless us with her former qualities. 

eens If, Duke of Burgundy, you would 

Ale, 

‘Whose want gives growth to the imperfections 


KING HENRY V 
Which you have cited, you must buy that 










with full accord to all our just demands ; 


There is no answer made. 


[Act y 


70 

Whose tenours and particular effects 

You have enscheduled briefly in your hands, 
Bur. The king hath heard them; to the 


which as yet 


K. Hen. Well then the peace, 
Which you before so urged, lies in his answer, 
Fr, King. _Uhaye but with a cursorary eye 
O’erglanced the articles : pleaseth your grace 
To appoint some of your council presently 
‘To sit with us once more, with better heed — &0 
‘fo re-survey them, we will suddenly 
Pass our accept and peremptory answer. 
K. Hen. Brother, we shall. Go, uncle 
Exeter, 
And brother Clarence, and you, brother Glou- 


cester, s s 
Warwick and Huntingdon, go with the king; 
And take with you free power to ratify, 
‘Augment, or alter, as your wisdoms best 
Shall see advantageable for our dignity, 

Any thing in or out of our demands, 

And we'll consign thereto. Will. you, fair 
sister, 

Go with the princes, or stay here with us? 

Q. ee Our gracious brother, I will go with 

them; 

Haply a woman’s voice may do some good, 
When articles too nicely urged be stood on. | 

K. Hen. Yet leave our cousin Katharine 

here with us: : 

She is our capital demand, comprised 
Within the fore-rank of our articles. 
Q. Isa. She liath good leave. d 
[Exeunt ull except Henry, Katharine, 
i and Alice. 

K, Hen. Fair Katharine, and most fair, 
Will you vouchsafe to teach a soldier terms 
Such as will enter at a lady’s car 1 
And plead his love-suit to her gentle heart? 

Kath. Your majesty shall mock at me; 
cannot speak your England, 

K. Hen. O fair Katharine, if you will love 
me soundly with your French heart, I will be 
glad to hear you confess it brokenly with your 
nglish tongue. Do you like me, Kate? , 
cath. Pardonnez-moi, I cannot tell vat is 

like me? 

K, Hen. An angelislike you, Kate, and you 
are like an angel. | IL 

Kath. Que dit-il? que je suis semblable ies 
anges? . F 
ae Oui, vraiment, sauf votre grace, ainsi 

i). 

K. Hen. T said so, dear Katharine; and I 
must not blush to aflirm it. ’ 

Kath. O bon Dieu! leslangues des hommes 
sont pleines de tromperies. 

Kk. Hen, What says she, fair one? that the 
tongues of men are full of deceits ? 5 ak 

Alice. Qui, dat de tongues of de mans is be 
full of deceits: dat is de princess, ‘ 

» Hen, The princess is the better English- 
woman. T faith, Kate, my wooing is fit for thy 
understanding: Cam glad thou canst speak no 


(oe) 
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better English; for, ifthoucouldst, thou wouldst 
find me such 2. plain king that thou wouldst 
think I had sold my farm to buy my crown. I 
know no ways to mince it in love, but directly 
to say ‘I love you;’ then if you urge me 
farther than to say “do you in faith?’ I wear 
out my suit, Give me your answer; 7 faith, 
do: pnd EP clap hands and a bargain: how say 
you, lady 

Y ‘Kath. Sauf yotre honneur, me understand 


sur le possession de France,’et quand vous avez 
le possession de moi,—let me see, what then? 
Saint Denis be my speed !—done votre est 
Trance et vous ¢tes mienne. It is as easy for 
me, Kate, to conquer the kingdom as to speak 
so much more French: I shall never move thee 
in French, unless it be to laugh at me. 

Kath. 'Sauf votre honneur, le Frangois que 
yous parlez, il est meilleur que l’Anglois Jequel 
je parle. f 20r 

K, Hen. No, faith, is’t not, Kate: but thy 
speaking of my tonguc, and [ thine, most truly- 
falsely, must needs be granted to be much & 
one. But, Kate, dost thou understand thus 
much English, canst thou love me? 

Kath, I cannot tell. 3 

_K. Hen. Can any of your neighbours tell, 
Kate? I'll ask them, Come, I know thou 
lovest me; and at night, when you come into 
your closet, youll question this gentlevornan 
about me; and 1 know, Kate, you will to her 
dispraise those parts in me that you love with 
your heart: but, good Kate, mock me merci- 
fully ; the rather, gentle princess, because I love 
thee cruelly. If ever thou beest mine, Kate, as 
Lhave a saving faith within me tells me thou 
shalt, I get thee with scambling, and thou must 
therefore needs prove a good soldier-breeder: 
shall not thou and J, between Saint Denis and 
Saint George, compound a boy, half French, 
half English, that shall #0 to Constantinople 
and take the Turk by the beard? shall we not? 
what sayest thou, my fair flower-de-luce? 

Kath. Ido not know dat. 

K. Hen. No; ‘tis hereafter to know, but now 
to promise: do but now promise, Kate, you will 
endeavour for your French part of such a boy ; 
and for my English moicty take the word of a 
Aang anda bachelor. How answer you, la plus 
belle Katharine du monde, mon trés cher et de- 
vin déesse? zZ 

Kath, Your, majestee ave fausse, Frerich 
enough to deccive de most sage demciselle dat 
is en ['rance. S 

KC. Hen. Now, fie upon my false French! 
By mine honour, in true English, Llove thee, 
Kate: by which honour J dare not swear thou 
loyest me ; tes my blood begins to flatter me 
that thou dost, notwithstanding the poor and 
untempering eflect of my visage. Now, be- 
shrew my father's ambition! he was thinking 
of civil wars when he got me: therefore was 
created with a stubborn outside, with an aspect 
of iron, that, when I come to woo ladies, L 
fright them. But, in faith, Kate, the elder I 
wax, the better I shall appear: my comfort is, 

K. Ilen. No; itis not possible you should | that old age, that ill layer up of beauty, can do, 
love the enemy of France, Kate : but, in loving | no more spoil upon my face: thou hast me, if 
me, you should love the friend of France; for 1 | thou hast me, at the worst; and thou shalt wear 
love France so well that I will not part with a| me, if thou wear me, better and better : and 
village of it; Iwill haveitall mine: and, Kate, | therefore tell me, most fair KXatharine, will you 
when France ismine and Lam yours, then yours haye me? Put off your maiden blushes; avouch 
is France and you are mine, the thoughts of your heart with the looks of an 

Kath. cannot tell vat is dat. empress; take me by the hand, and say ‘Harry 

K. Hen. No, Kate? I will tell thee in| of England, Tam thine:’ which word thou shalt 
French; which I am sure will hang upon my | n0 sooner, bless mine ear withal, but Iwill tell 
tongue like a new-married wife about her hus-| thee aloud ‘England is thine, Ireland is thine, 
band’s neck, hardly to be shook off. Je quand | France 1s thine, and Henry Plantagenct is 










































yell, 

K. Hen. Marry, if you would put me to 
verses or to dance for your sake, Kate, why you 
undid me: for the one, I have neither words 
nor measure, and for the other, I have no 
strength in measure, yet a reasonable measure 
instrength, J£1 could win a lady at leap-frog, 
or by vaulting into my saddle with my armour 
on my back, under the correction of bragging be 
it spoken, L should quickly, Jeap into a wife. 
Or if I might bufiet for my love, or bound my 
horse for her favours, I could lay on like a 
butcher and sit like a jack-an-apes, never off. 
But, before God, Kate, LT cannot look greenly 
nor gasp out my eloquence, nor Ihave no cun- 
ning in, protestation only downright oaths, 
which I never use till urged, nor never break 
for urging. If thou canst loye a fellow of this 
temper, IXate, whose face is not worth sun- 
burning, that never looks in his glass for love 
of any thing he sces there, Ict thine eye be thy 
cook. I speak, to thee plain soldier : if thou 
canst love me for this, take me; if nof, to say 
to thee that I shalldie, is true; but for thy love, 
by the Lord, no; yet L love thee too, And 
while thou livest, dear Kate, take a fellow of 
plain and uncoined constancy ; for he perforce 
must do thee right, because he hath not the gift 
to woo in other places : for these fellows of in- 
finite tongue, that can rhyme themselves into 
ladies’ favours, they do always reason them- 
selves out again, What! a speaker is but a 
prater; a rhyme is but a ballad, A good lee 
will fall: a straight back will stoop; a black 
beard will turn white; a’curled pate will grow 
bald; a fair face will wither; afulleye will wax 
hollow: but a good heart, ‘Kate, is the sun and 
the moon; or rather the sun and not the 
moon; for it shines br ht and never changes, 
but keeps his course truly. Té thou would have 
such a one, take me; and take me, take a 
soldier; take a soldier, take a king. And what 
sayest thou then to my love? speak, my fair, 
and fairly, I pray thee. 

Kath, ‘Is it possible dat I sould love de 
enemy of Jrance? 179 
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being a maid ck SLO an the virgin 
i ith the best king, thou | crimson of modesty, if she leny the Appearance 
aha fad the bea kin oe Boa fellows. Come, of a naked blind boy ii her aed! seeing self} 
your answer in broken music ; HOE thys Roles is | It were, my lord, a hard condition for a maid to 
i sli ken; therefore, | consign to. te . 
anes ofall ey euglinh noken mind to me _ K. Hen. Yet they do wink and yield, as loye 
in broken English ; wilt thou have me ? c is blind and GlOue A aed stort 
Kath, Dat is as it sall please de roi mon ee athe kate en excuse » my lord, w His 
sy ha b 30 
Le Hen. Nay, it will please him well, Kate; , Hen. Then, good my lord, teach your 
it shall please him, Kate. cousin to consent winking. 
Kath. Den it sall also content me. 27°) Bur, I willwink on her to consent, my lord, 
. Hen. Upon that I kiss your hand, and I | if you will teach her to know my meaning: for 
call you my queen, maids, well summered and warm kept, are like 
Kath, Laissez,'mon seigneur, laissez, laissez : | flies at Bartholomew-tide, blind, though they 
ma foi, jene veux point que vous abaissiez votre | have their eyes; and then they will endure 
grandeur en baisant la main dune de yotreseig- | handling, which’ before would notabide looking 
neurie indigne seryiteur ; excusez-moi, je yous on. a . ; 
supplic, mon trés-puissant seigncur. K. Hen. This moral ties me over to time 
oP Hen, Then I will kiss your lips, Kate. anda hot summer; and so I shall catch the fly, 
Kath, Les dames et demoiselles pour ¢étre | your cousin, in the latter end and she must be 
baisées devant leur noces, il n’est pas la coutume ind too, : i 
2 Bur. As love is, my lord, before it loves, 


de France. 2 ‘ 28r 2 
K. Hen, Madam my interpreter, what says| X, Hen. It is so: and you may, some of 
) you, thank loye for m: blindness, who cannot 


she? D LO CE 
Alice. Dat it is not be de fashion pour les see many a fair French city for one fair French 

ladies of France,—I cannot tell vat is baiser en | maid that stands in my way. 
i Fr, King. Yes, my lord, you see them per- 


Anglish. " 
KK, Hen. To kiss, spectively, the cities turned into a maid; for 
Alice. Your majesty entendre bettre que | they are all girdled with maiden walls that war 
fl hath never entered. 350 
K. Hen. Shall Kate be my wife? 


moi. 
KX. Hen. Itis not a fashion for the maids in ? 
Fr, King. So please you. aa 
K. Hen. Iam content; so the maiden cities 


France to kiss before they are married, would 
you talk.of may wait on her: so the maid that 


she say? R A 
Alice. Oui, vraiment. ul 
stood in the way for my wish shall show me the 
way to my will. 


. Hen. O Kate, nice customs curtsy to 
great kings. Dear Kate, you and I cannot be 2 

Tr, King. We have consented to all terms 
of reason, 


confined within the weak list of a country’s 

fashion : we are the makers of manners, Kate; 
4 Hen. Is’t so, my lords of England? 
West. The king hath granted ever article: 


and the liberty that follows our places stops the 
mouth of all find-faults ; as I will do yours, for i 

His daughter first, and then in sequel all, 36: 

Steering to their firm proposed natures, 


upholding the nice fashion of your country in 
denying mea kiss: therefore, patiently ‘and 
Yielding. [Atssing her.) You have wite heraft Exe. Only he hath not yet subscribed this: 
in your lips, Kate: there is more eloquence in | Where your majesty demands, that the King 
a sugar touch of them than in the tongues of | of France, having ‘any occasion to write for 
the French council; and they should sooner matter of grant, shall name your highness in 
persuade Harry of England than a general this form and with this addition, in French, 
petition of monarchs, Here comes your father, Notre féscher fils Henn Roi d'Angleterre, 
5 s c = ¢ritier de ‘rance; and thus in Latin, Prie- 
Reenter the Paexort Krxe serie Queen, clarissimus filius noster Henricus, Rex Anglice, 
Bur. God save your majesty! my royal 


ob estes Francie, his I 

Mr. King, 

cousin, teach you our princess English 7 ied) as 1 have not, brother, so 
KE. Hen. would have her learn, my fair 


denie: 
5 But y s a et it pass. 
cousin, how perfectly I love her; and that is Hn yp apest shall make me let it May 
good English. 


- fen. I pray you then, in love and dear 
Bur. Is she not apt? Let aes 
i | : iat one article rank with the rest ; 
tea pur jong is rough, coz, pao any ene thereupon tive me your daughter 
i ‘ooth; so that, havingneither Ur. King. Tak i 
the voice nor the heart of flattery about me, I accra eae pohand onthe 


t blood raise up 
eannot so conjure up the spirit of love in her, | Issue to me: that the contending ki 
i Pp th 4 See ig kingdoms 
isthe val Laren eee MN Of pie” and England, whose very shores look 
answer you for that. If you would conjurein With envy of eact ther’s | i 

her, you must mapat, (dt you, d 1 ‘ach other's happiness, 
Poe ities eam mine | i, coe Aaah mara “ 

ed and blind, Can you blame her then, Plant neighbourhood gad (yiftian-like accord 
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In their sweet bosoms, that never war advance 
His bleeding sword *twixt England and fair 
France. 
All, Amen! 
K. Hen. Now, welcome, Kate: and bear me 
witness all, 
That here I kiss her as my sovereign queen. 
Flourish. 
Q. Isa. God, the best inaker of all marriages, 
Combine your hearts in one, your realms in 
ne! 
‘As man and wife, being two 
So be there "twixt your 
spousal, . 
That never may ill office, or fell jealousy, 
Which troubles oft the bed of plessed marriage, 
prise in between the paction of these king- 
doms, 
To make divorce of their incorporate league ; 
That English may as French, French English- 
men, 


are one in love, 
kingdoms such a 
390 


Receive cach other. God speak this Amen! 
All, Amen! z 
K. Hen. Prepare we for our marriage: on 
which day, 


My Lord of Burgundy, we'll take your oath, 
‘And all the peers’, for surety of our leagues. 
Then shall 1 swear to Kate, and you to me; 
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And may our oaths well kept and prosperous 

be! tSennet. Exeunt. 
EPILOGUE. 


Enter Chorus. 
Chor. Thus far, with rough and all-unable 


pen, 
Our bending author hath pursued the stcry, 
Tn little room confining mig hty men, , 
Mangling by starts the full course of their 
glory. i ; 
Small time, but in that small most greatly lived 
This star of England: I’ortune made his 


sword ; : 

By which the world’s best garden he achieved, 
"And of it left his son imperial lord. 4 
Henry the Sixth, in infant ands crown’d King 

Of F anes and England, did this king suc- 
ceed ; 

Whose state so many had the managing, 

That they lost France and made his England 


10 


bleed : > 
Which oft our stage hath shown 5 and, for their 
sake 
Jn your fair minds let this acceptance take. 
[Evit. 
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THE FIRST PART OF 
KING HENRY THE SIXTH 


DRAMATIS PERSONA: 


Kine Henny the Sixth. 4 
UKE OF GLOUCESTER, uncle to the King, 
and Protector. am 

Duxror BEp¥orD, uncle to the King, and 

Regent of Irance, 
THOMAS Bravront, Duke of Exeter, great- 
uncle to the King. iy 
Tenny BEavront, great-uncle to the King, 
Bishop of Winches and afterwards 
Cardinal. 
Joun Bravrort, Earl, afterwards Duke, 
of Somerset. 3 
Ricnarp PLANTAGENET, son of Richard 
late Earl of Cambridge, afterwards Duke 
of York, 
EARL or WARWICK. 
Hann or SAutspury. 
Ean or SurKoik. 
tae TALBOT, afterwards Karl of Shrews- 


uury. 
Jou Tarxor, his son. 

Epuunb Mortisen, Earl of March. 
Sin Jonn Pastore, 

Sir Winttam Lucy, 

Sim WILLIAM GLANSDALE, 

Sin Tuomas GARGRAVE. 

Mayor of London, 

WoopviLr, Licutenant of the Tower, 
VERNON, of the White-Rose or York faction. 








ACT I. 
Scene I. Westminster Abbey. 


Dead March. Enter the Funeral of Kix 
Henry the Fifth, attended on by the DUKE 
or Beprorp, Regent of France 3 the Duke 
or GLoucester, Protector 2 the DUKE or 
ER, the Earn or Warwick, the Bishop 

or WINCHESTER, Heralds, cc, 

Bed. Hung be the heavens with black, yield 
day to night! 

Comets, Importing change of times and states, 

Brandish Your crystal tresses in the sky, 

And with them scourge the bad teyolting stars 
hat have consented unto Henry’s death! 
ing Henry the Fifth, too famous to live long! 

gland ne’er lost a king of so much worth, 





We with our Stately presence glorify, 


Basser, 
faction. behest 
A Lawyer. Mortimer’s Keepers, 


of the Red-Rose or Lancaster 


CuaR.es, Dauphin, and afterwards King, 
of France. 

Reinier, Duke of 
King of Naples. 

DUKE or Burcunpy. 

DUKE or ALENGon. 

Bastarp or ORLEANS, 

Governor of Paris. . 

Master-Gunner of Orleans, and his Son. 

General of the French forces in Bourdeaux. 
French Sergeant. A. Porter. 

An old Shepherd, father to Joan la Pucelle, 


Marcarez, daughter to Reignier, after- 
wards married to King Henry, 
COUNTESS OF AUVERGNE, 
OAN LA PUCELLE, commonly called Ji oan 
of Arc. 
Lords, Warders of the Tower, Heralds, Officers, 


Soldiers, Messengers, and Attendants, . 
Fiends appearing to La Pucelle, 


Anjou, and titular 


ScENE: Partly in england, and partly in 


TUNCE, 


aes England ne'er had a king until his 

time. 

Virtue he had, deserving to command : 

His brandish’d sword did blind men With his 
_ beams: 10 

His arms spread wider than a dragon's wi ngs; 
Tis sparkling eyes, replete with wrathful fire, 

More dazzled and drove back his enemies 

han mid-day sun fierce bent against their 


‘aces, 
What should I Say ? his deeds exceed all speech: 
He ne’er lift up his hand but con uered, 
£xe. We mourn in black: why mourn we 
not in blood? 
Henry is dead and never shall revive: 
pon a wooden coflin we attend, 
And death’s dishonourable victory 
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ScuNnE 1] 
Like captives bound to a triumphant car. 
What! shall we curse the planets of mishap 
Phat plotted thus our glory’s overthrow ? 
Or shall we think the subtle-witted I'rench 
(onjurers and sorcerers, that afraid of him 
By magic verses haye contrived his end? 
Win. He wasa king pbless’d of the King of 
kings. 2 
Unto the French the dreadful judgement-day 
So dreadful will not be as was his sight. 30 
‘the battles of the Lord of hosts he fought: 
‘The church’s prayers made him so prosperous. 
Glow. The church! where is it? Had not 
churchmen pray’d, 
His thread of life had not so soon decay’d : 
None do you like but an effeminate prince, 
Whom, like a school-boy, you may over-awe. 
Win. Gloucester, whate’er we like, thou art 
protector 4 
‘And lookest to command the prince and realm. 
Thy wife is proud; she holdeth thee in awe, 
More than God or religious churchmen may. 
Glow. Name not religion, for thou lovest the 


flesh, AI 
And ne'er throughout the year to church thou 
‘o'st 
except it be to pray against thy foes. 
Bed. Cease, cease these jars and rest your 
minds in peice A 
Let’s to the altar: heralds, wait on us: 
Instead of gold, we'll offer up our arms; 
Since arms avail not now that Henry's dead. 
Posterity, await for wretched years, 
When et their mothers’ moist eyes babes shall 
suck, 
Our isle be made a nourish of salt tears, 
And none but women left to wail the dead. 
Henry the Fifth, thy ghost Iinvocate: 
‘Prosper this realm, sean it from civil broils, 
Combat with adverse planets in the heavens! 
A far more glorious star thy soul will make 
Than Julius Ciesar or bright-— 


Enter « Messenger. 
test My honourable lords, health to you 
all! 

Sad tidings bring I to you out of France, 
OF loss, of slaughter anil discomfiture : 
Guienne, Champagne, Stheims Orleans, 
Paris, Guysors, Poictiers, are all quite lost. 

Bed. What’ say’st thou, man, before dead 

___ Henry's corse? é 
Speak softly, or the loss of those great towns 
Wee him burst his lead and rise from 
cath, 

Glow. Is Paris lost? is Rouen yielded up? 
Tf Henry were recall’d to life again, - 
These news would cause him once more yield 

the ghost. 

xe. How were 

was used ? 

Mess. No treachery; 


5° 


60 


they lost? what treachery 
but want of men and 


money. ey 

Amongst the soldiers this is muttered, 7o 

That here you maintain several factions, | 

And whilst a field should be dispatel’d and 
fought, 

You are disputing of your generals: 
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One would have lingering wars with little cost ; 
Another would fly swift, but wanteth wings ; 
‘A third thinks, without expense at all, 

By guileful fair words peace may be obtain’d 
Awake, awake, English nobility ! 

Let not sloth dim your honours new-begot + 
Cropp’d are the flower-de-luces in your arins 5 


Of England's coat-one half is cut away. t 
Exe. Were our tears wanting to this funcral, 
ait aie would call forth their flowing 
tides. 
Bed. Me they concern; Regent I am of 
France. 


Give me iy stecled coat. 1711 fight for !'rance, 
Away with these disgraceful wailing robes! 
Wounds will I lend the I'rench instead of eyes, 
To weep their intermissive miseries. 


Enter to them another Messenger. 


Mess. Loris, view these letters full of bad 
mischance. 
ay rance is revolted from the English quite, 
Jexcept some petty towns of no import : 
The Dauphin Charles is crowned king 
Rheims ; ; 

The Bastard of Orleans with him is join’d ; 
Reignicr, Duke of Anjou, doth take his part; 
The Duke of Alencon flicth to his side. 

Exe. The Dauphin crowned king! all fly to 





99 


in 


him ! 
O, whither shall we fly from this reproach? _ 
Glou. We will not fly, but to our enemies’ 


throats. 
Bedford, if thou be slack, 1’ll fight it out. 
Bed, Gloucester, why doubt’st thou of iny 
forwardness? ; 
An army have I muster'd in my thoughts, 
Wherewith already France is overrun. 


Enter another Messenger. 


Mess. My gracious lords, to add to your 
laments, 
Wherewith you now 
hearse, é 
inform you of a dismal fight 
t the stout Lord Talbot and the French. 
What! wherein Talbot overcame? 
is’t so? F c 
Mess. O,no; whercin Lord Talbot was o'er- 
thrown : 
The circumstance 1’ll tell you more at large. 
The tenth of August last this dreadful lord, 110 
Retiring from the siege of Orleans, | 
Having full scarce six thousand in his troop, 
By three and twenty thousand of the rench 
Was round encompassed and set upon. 
No leisure had he to enrank his men ; 
He wanted pikes to set before his archers; 
Instead whereof sharp stakes pluck’d out of 


bedew King Henry's 





hedges 
They pitched in the ground confusedly, 
Po keep the horsemen off from breaking in. 
More than three hours the ficht continued; 120 
Where valiant Talbot above human thought 
Enacted wonders with his sword and lance : 
Hundreds he sent to hell, anu none durst stand 

ain 5 
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Scene Il. France. Before Orleans, 


Sound a flourish. Enter CHARLES, ALENGoN, 
and REIGNIER, marching with drum and 
Soldiers. 


Char. Mars his true moving, even as in the 
heavens J F 
So in the earth, to this day is not known: 
Late did he shine upon the English side ; 
Now we are victors; upon us he smiles, 
What towns of any moment but we have? 
At pleasure here we lie near Orleans; 
Otherwhiles the famish’d English, like pale 
ghosts, : 
Faintly besiege us one hour ina month, | 
Alen. They want their porridge and their fat 
bull-beeves : t “ 
Either they must be dieted like mules 10 
And have their provender tied to their mouths 
Os pious they will look, like drowned mice. 
teig. Let’s raise the siege: why live we 
idly here? 
Talbot is taken, whom we wont to fear: 
Remaineth none but mad-brain’d salisbury: 
And he may well in fretting spend his gall, 
Nor men nor money hath he to make war. 
Char. Sound, sound alarum! we will rush 
on them, 
Now for the honour of the forlorn French ! 
Him I forgive my death that killeth me 20 
When he sees me go back one foot or fly. 
[Beeunt. 


Here alarum; they are beaten back by the 
English with great loss. Re-enter CHARLES, 
ALENGON, and REIGNIER, 

Ofte ano ever saw the like? what men 
have 

Dogs! cowards! dastards! I would ne’er have 


le 
But that they left me ’midst my enemies. 


Here, there, and every where, enraged he flew: 

The French exclaim’d, the devil was in arms ; 

All the whole army stood agazed on him: 

His soldiers spying his undaunted spirit 

A Talbot! a Talbot! cried out amain 

And rush’d into the bowels of the battle. 

Here had the conquest fully been seal ‘dup, 130 

Jé Sir John Fastolfe had not play’d the coward; 

He, being in the vaward, placed behin 

With purpose to relieve and follow them, 

Cowardly fied, not having struck one stroke. 

Hence grew the general wreck and massacre ; 

Enclosed were they with their enemies: 

A base Walloon, to win the Dauphin’s grace, 

Thrust Talbot with a spear into the back, 

Whom all France with their chief assembled 

strength 5 

Durst not presume to look once in the face, 140 

Bed. Is Talbot slain? then I will slay my- 














self, 
For living idly here in pomp and ease, B 
Whilst such a worthy leader, wanting aid, 
Unto his dastard foemen is betray’d. 
ess. Ono, he lives; but is took prisoner, 
And Lord Scales with him and Lord Hunger- 


ord : 
Most of the rest slaughter’ or took likewise. 
Bed. His ransom there is none but I shall 


pay: . 
Til hale the Dauphin headlong from his 
_ throne: 149 
His crown shall be the ransom of my friend; 
Four of their lords I'll change for one of ours. 
Farewell, my masters ; to my task will I; 
Bonfires in }rance forthwith I am to make, 
To keep our great Saint George's feast withal : 
Ten thousand soldiers with me I will take, 
Whose bloody deeds shall make all Europe 


quake, 
Mess. feo you had need; for Orleans is be- 
sieged ; 
‘The Hnglish army is grown weak and faint: 
1 


Reig. Salisbury is a desperate homicide: 
The Earl of Salis! ury craveth supply, He fighteth as one weary oF his life. 2 
And hardly keeps his men from mutiny, _ 160 | ‘The other lords, like lions wanting food, 


Since they, so few, watch such a multitude. 


c Do rush upon us as their hun rey. 
Exe. Remember, lords, your oaths to Henry nan 


Alen. Froissart, a countryman -of ours, 


_ sworn, 2 records, 
Either to quell the Dauphin utterly, England all Olivers and Rowlands bred 30 
Or bring him in obedience to your yoke. During the time Edward the Third did reign. 


Bed. I do remember it; and here take my | More truly now may this be verified ; 


leave, For none but Samsons and Goliases 
To go about my preparation. Exit. | It sendeth fort} <irmi: 
Glow, I'll to the Tower with all mays Set oa bh Cp ae 


Teantray boned rascals! who would e’er sup- 
se 
They had such courage and audacity? 
Char. Let’s leave this town; for they are 
hare-brain’d slaves, 
And hunger will enforce them to be more 
eager: 
Of old L know them; rather with their teeth 
The walls they’ll tear down than forsake the 


siege, 40 
ae I think, by some odd gimmors or 
But long I will not be J: ack out of office : “arm 


Their arms are set like clocks, still to strike on; 
e king from Eltham T intend to steal Else ne’er could the: t f : 
i x 1 y hold out so as they do. 
And sit at chiefest stern of public weal. y my consent, we ‘Il eyannce ihe lone : 


E. : 
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can, 
To view the artillery and munition ; 
And then I will proclaim young Henry king. 
j - Exit. 
Ere, To Eltham will I, where the lee 
_ king is, : 
Bein, ordain’d his precial vernor, ae 
d for his safety t! here I'll best devise. [Ezit, 
Wi ee hath his place and function to 


Tam left out; forme nothing remains. 





| 
| 
| 
| 





Scunu 11] FIRST PART OF 


Enter the BASTARD of Orleans. 


Bast. Where’s the Prince Dauphin? I have 
news for him. 
Char. Bastard of Orleans, thrice welcome 


to us. 
Bast. Methinks your looks are sad, your 
cheer appall’d: 
Hath the late overthrow wrought this offence? 
Be not dismay’d, for succourisat hand: — 50 
A holy maid hither with me I bring, 
Which by.a vision sent to her from heaven 
Ordained is to raise this tedious siege 
And drive the English forth the bounds of 
France. 
The spirit of deep proj hecy she hath, 
Tixcecding the nine sibyls of old Rome: 
‘What’s past and what’s to come she can descry. 
Speak, shall I call her in? Believe my words, 
For they are certain and unfallible, 
Char. Go, call her in, [Zit Bastard.) 
_ But first, to try her skill, 2 60 
Reignier, stand thou as Dauphin in my place : 
Question her proudly; let thy looks be stern: 
By thle nen shall we sound what skill she 
a 


Re-enter the BASTARD of Orleans, with JOAN 
La PUCELLE. 


Reig. Fair maid, is’t thou wilt do these 
wondrous feats? . 
Puc. Reignier, is’t thou that thinkest to be- 
guile me? 
Where is the Dauphin? Come, come from 
behind ; 
I know thee well, though neyer seen before. 
Be not amazed, there ’s nothing hid from me: 
In private will T talk with thee apart. 2 
Stand back, you lords, and give us leave awhile. 
Bede She takes upon her bravely at first 
ash. 
Puc. Dauphin, 
daughter, | 3 
My wit untrain’d in any kind of art. | 
Heayen and our Lady gracious hath it pleased 
To shine on my contemptible estate : 
Lo, whilst I waited on my tender lambs, 
‘And to sun’s parching heat display’d my cheeks, 
God’s mother deigned to appear to me 
And in a vision full of majesty 
Willd me to leave my base vocation 
And free my country from calamity : 
Her aid she promised and assured success 
In complete glory she reveal'd herself ; 
And, whereas I was black and swart before, 
With those clear rays which she infused on me 
That beauty am I bless'd with which you sec. 
Ask me what question thou canst possible, 
And I will answer unpremeditated : 
My courage try by combat, if thou darest, 
And thou shalt find that I exceed my sex. 
Resolve on this, thou shalt be fortunate, 
Jé thou receive me for thy warlike mate. 
Char, Thou hast astonish’d me with thy 
high terms: 
Only this proof 17I] of thy valour make 
In single combat thou shalt buckle with me, 


I 
Tam by birtha shepherd's 


80 


9° 
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And if thou vanquishest, thy words are true; 
Otherwise I renounce all confidence. 
Pue. ee prepared; here is my keen-edged 
sword, 2 
Deck’d with five flower-de-luces on each side; , 
The which at Touraine, in Saint Katharine’s 
churehyard, 100 
Out of a great deal of old iron I chose forth. 
Char. Then come, o’ God’s name; I fear no 
woman. " 
Puc. And while L live, I'll ne'er fly from a 


man. 
(Here they fight, and Joan La Pucelle 
overcomes. 
Char. Stay, stay thy hands! thou art an 
Amazon | 
And fightest with the sword of Deborah. 
Puc. Christ's mother helps me, else I were 
too weak. - 
Char. Whoe'er helps thee, ’tis thou that 
must help me: 3 
Impatiently Faure with thy desire; 
My heart and hands thou hast at once subdued. 
Excellent Pucelle, if thy name be so, 110 
Let me thy servant and not soverian be: 
*Tis the French Dauphin sueth to thee thus. 
Puc. Imust not yield to any rites of love, 
For my protession *s sacred from above: 
When I have chased all thy foes from hence, 
Then will I think upon a recompense. 
Char. Meantime look gracious on thy pros- 
trate thrall. F : f 
Reig. My lord, methinks, is very Jong in 


talk. 
Alen. Doubtless he shrives this woman to 
her smock ; : 
Else ne’er could he so long PORE his speech. 
Reig. Shall we disturb him, since he keeps 
no mean? 125 
Alen. He may mean more than we poor 
men do know: : 
These women are shrewd tempters with their 
tongues. ; 
Reig. My lord, where are you? what devise 


~you on? 
Shall we give over Orleans, or no? 
Pue. hy, no, I say, distrustful recreants ! 


Twill be your guard. 


Fight till the last gasp ; 
confirm; we'll 


Char. What she says Tl 
fight it out. . 

Puc. Assign’d am I to be the English 
scourge. | MN 

This night the siege assuredly I'll raise: 130 

Expect Saint Martin’s summer, halcyon days, 

Since I have entered into these wars. 

Glory is like a circle in the water, 

Which never ceaseth to enlarge itself 

Till by broad spreading it disperse to nought. 

With Henry’s death the English circle ends; 

Dispersed are the glories it included. 

Now am I like that proud insulting ship 

Which Cesar and his fortune bare at once. 
Char. Was Mahomet inspired with a dove? 

‘Thou with an cagle art inspired then. 141 

Helen, the mother of great Constantine, 

Nor yet Saint Philip’s daughters, were like thee. 

Bright star of Venus, fall’n down on the earth, 

How may I reverently worship thee enough? 
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Win. Ido, thou most usurping proditor, 
And not protector, of the king or realm, : 

Glou. Stand back, thoumanifest conspirator, 
Thou that contrivedst to murder our dead, lord; 
Thou that givest whores indulgences to sin: 
Dll canvass thee in thy broad cardinal’s hat, 
If thou proceed in this thy insolence. . 

Win. Nay, stand thou back; I will not 


Alen. Leave off delays, and let us raise the 
Rejeu Woman; do what thou canst to save 
our honours ; i ‘ 
Drive them from Orleans and be immortalized. 
Char. Presently we’ll try: come, let’s away 
eanoke til I trust, if sk ve false. 150 
if she prove false. 
No prophet wil Tus p eg 






















budge a foot: fe 
This be Damascus, be thou cursed Cain, 
To slay thy brother Abel, if thou wilt. : 40 
Glou. id will not slay thee, but Ll drive thee 


ACK + 17), . 
Thy scarlet robes as a child’s bearing-cloth 
Ill use to carry thee out of this place. 
Win. Do what thou darest; L beard thee to 
thy face. 
Glow. What! am I dared and bearded to my 
‘ace 
Draw, men, for all this privileged place ; 
he souls to tawny coats. Priest, beware your 
veard 5 
TL mean to tug it and to cuff you soundly : 
Under my feet I stamp thy cardinal’s hat; 
In spite of pope or dignities of church, 50 
Here by the cheeks I'll drag thee up and down. 
Win. Gloucester, thou wilt answer this 
before the pope. 
Glou. fae hester goose, I cry, a rope! a 
rope 
Now beat them hence; why do you let them 


Scenz IU. London. Before the Tower. 


Enter the DUKE OF GLOUCESTER, with his 
Serving-men in blue coats. 


Glow. I am come to survey the Tower this 


ay: . 
Since Henry’s death; I fear, there is conveyance. 
Where be these warders, that they wait not 
here? 
Open the gates; "tis Gloucester that calls. 
TParst Warder. [Within] Who's there that 
knocks so imperiously ? 
First Serv. It is the noble Duke of Glou- 
cester, 
Second Warder. [Within] Whoe'er he be, 
you may not be let in. 
First Serv. Villains, answer you so the lord 
protector? ae 
Furst Warder. [Within] The Lord protect 
him! so we answer him: i 
We do no otherwise than we are will’d. 10 
Glow. Who willed you? or whose will stands 
but mine? 
here’s none protector of the realm but I. 
Break up the gates, L’ll be your warrantize : 
Shall I be flouted thus Ly dunghill grooms? 
[Gloucester's men rush at the Tower Gates, and 
Woodvile the Tiewenant speaks within. 
Woodv, What noise is this? what traitors 
have we here? 
orate ee tenaa is it you whose yoice I 
hear 
Open the gates; here’s Gloucester that would 
enter. 
Woodv. Have patience, noble duke; Iinay 
not open; “2 
The Cardinal of Winchester forbids : 
From hin I have express commandment 20 
That thou nor none of thine shall be let in. 
Glow, Faint-hearted Woodvile, prizest him 
‘fore me? 
Arrogant Winchester, that haughty prelate, 
Whom pent our late sovereign, ne'er could 


stay? 

Thee Til chase hence, thou wolf in sheep's 
array. i 

Out, tawny coats! out, scarlet hypocrite! 


Here Glowcester’s men beat out the Cardinal's 
men, and enter in the huly-burly the Mayor 
of London and his Officers. 

May. _ Fie, lords! that you, being supreme 
magistrates, 

Thus contumeliously should break the peace! 
Glow. Peace, mayor! thou know’st little of 

my wrongs: 

Hots ’s Beaufort, that regards nor God nor 

king, 

Hath here distrain'd the Tower to his use, 

Vin. Here’s Gloucester, a foe to citizens, 

One that still motions war and never Peace, 

O ercuaTeng your free purses with large fines, 

That seeks to overthrow religion, 

Because he is protector of the realm, 

And would have armour here out of the Tower, 
‘0 crown himself king and suppress the prince. 
Glou. I will not answer thee with words, 

but blows, [Here they skirmish again. 
May. Nought rests for me in this tumultu: 
ous strife 7o 
But to make open proclamation: 
Come, officer; as loud as cer thou canst 


TOO 
Thou art no friend to God or to the king: 
Open the gates, or I'll shut thee out shortly. 

Serving-men. Open the gates unto the lord 
protector, 
Or we'll burst them open, if that you come not 
quickly, 


ry. 

Og. All manner of men assembled here in 
arms this day against God's peace and the 
5 he king’s, we charge and command you, in his 
Win. Hownow, ambitious Humphry! what highness’ name, to repair to your several dwell- 


means this? ing-places ; and not to wear, handl 
res 1s ar, handle, or use any 
lou, Peel'd priest, dost thou command me sword, weapon, or dagger, henceforward, upon 


to be shut out? ain of de: ‘ 
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Enter to the Protector at the Tower Gates 
WINCHESTER and his men in tawny coats. 
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Glow. Cardinal, I'll be no breaker of the 
law: 80 
But we shall meet, and break our minds at 


Rather than I would be so vile-esteenyd. 
In fine, redeem’d I was as I desired. 
But, O! the treacherous Fastolfe wounds my 
near 
Whom with my bare fists I would execute, 
Tf I now had him brought into my power. 
Sal. Yet tell’st thou not how thou wert 
entertain’d. 
Tal. With scoffs and scorns and contu- 
melious taunts, 
In open market-place roduced they me, 40 
‘To be a public spectacle to all: 
Here, said they, is the terror of the French, 
The scarecrow that affrights our children so. 
‘Phen broke L from the officers that led me, 
And with my nails digg’d stones out of the 
ground 
To hurl at the beholders of my shame: 


























arge. ; 3 
Win. Gloucester, we will meet; to thy cost, 


be sure: e 
Thy heart-blood I will have for this day’s work. 
Tray. Dll call for clubs, if you will not away. 
This cardinal’s more haughty than the deyil. 
Glow. Mayor, farewell: thou dost but what 
thou mayst. 
Win. Abominable Gloucester, guard thy 
head ; 
Yor L intend to have it ere long. 
[Exeunt, severally, Gloucester and Win- 
chester with their Serving-men. 
May. See the coast clear'd, and then we will 


depart. r 
Good God, these nobles should such stomachs | My grisly countenance made others {ly 5 
bear! go | None durst come near for fear of sudden death. 


Tn iron walls they deem’d mo not secure ; 

So great fear of my name *mongst them was 
spread 50 

That they supposed I could rend bars of steel 

And spurn in pieces posts of adamant : 

Wherefore a guard of chosen shot I had 

That wall’d about me every minute while; 

‘And if I did but stir out of my bed, 

Ready they were to shoot me to the heart. 


Enter the Boy with a linstock, 


Sal. I grieve to hear what torments you 
endured, =. 
But we will be revenged sufficiently. 
Now it is supper-time in Orleans: 
Here, through this grate, Icount each one 60 
‘And view the Frenchmen how they fortify : 
Let us look in; the sight will much delight thee, 


Sir Thomas Gargraye, and Sir William Glans- 


Imyself fight not once in forty year. [Eweunt. 


ScenEIV. Orleans, 


Enter, on the walls, @ Master Gunner and 
his Boy. 


M. Gun. Sirrah, thou know’st how Orleans 
is besieged, 
And how the English have the suburbs won, 
Boy. Father, 1 know; and oft have shot at 
them, 
Wowe’er unfortunate I miss’d my aim. 
M. Gun. But now thou shalt not, Be thou 
_Tuled by me: : 
Chief master-gunner am T of this town; 
Something I must do to procure me grace. 
‘The prince's espials have informed me ! 
EO the Hing ish, in the suburbs close in- 
rench’d, 
Wont through a secret grate of iron bars 10 
In yonder tower to oyerpeer the city 
And thence discover how with most advantage 
They may vex us with shot or with assault. 
To intercept this inconvenience, 
A piece of ordnance ’gainst it I have placed 5 
‘And even these three days have I watch’d, 
lf I could see them. 
Now do thou watch, for I can stay no longer. 
dy 


ale 
Let me have your express opinions 
Where is best place to make our battery next. 
Gar. I think, at the north gate; for there 
stand lords. 
Glan. And I, here, at the bulwark of the 


brides. oe 
Tal. Wor aught I sce, this city must be 
famish’d, 
Or with light skirmishes enfeebled. 
{Here they shoot. Salisbury and CRG 
Sall, 
Sal. O Lord, have mercy on us, wretched 
sinners! 7° 
Gar. O Lord, have mercy on me, woful man! 
Tal. What. chance is this that suddenly 
hath cross’d us? * 
Speak, Salisbury; at least, if thou canst speak: 
}low farest thou, mirror of all martial men? 
One of thy eyes and thy check’s side struck olf! 
‘Accursed tower! accursed fatal hand 
Phat hath contrived this woful tragedy ! 
In thirteen battles Salisbury o’ercame ; 
Henry the Fifth he first train’d to the wars; 
Whilst any trump did sound, or drum struck 


Tf thou spy’st any, run and bring me word, 
And thou shalt find me at the governors. (Exit. 
Boy. Father, I warrant you; take you no 


care ; _ aI 
Vl never trouble you, if [may spy them. [Beit 


Enter, on the turrets, the Lonps SALISBURY 
and TaLBor, Sik WILLIAM GLANSDALE, 
Sir THOMAS GARGRAVE, and others. 

Sal. Talbot, my life, my joy, again re- 

tum'd! 

Tow wert thou handled being prisoner? 

Or by what means got’st thou to be released ? 

Discourse, I prithee, on this turret’s top. 

Yat. ‘She Duke of Bedford had a prisoner 
Call’d the brave Lord Ponton, de Santrailles ; 
For him was I exchanged and ransome _ UD, cea ts pre aen +. 80 
Put with a baser man of arms by far 30 | His sword did ner. leave strilting in the field. 
Once in contempt they would have barter’d me: Yet livest thou, Salisbury? though thy speech 
Which I digdatging scorn’d and craved death doth fail, 
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ne eye thou hast, to look to heaven for grace: 

ene on with one eye vieweth all the world. 
Heaven, be thou gracious to none alive, 

If Salisbury wants mercy at an hands! | 
Bear hence his body ; 1 will help to bury it. 
Sir Thomas Gargrave, hast thou any life? 
Speak unto Talbot ; nay, look up to him. 
Salisbury, cheer thy spirit with this comfort ; 
Thou shalt not die whiles— 7 or 
He beckons with his hand and smiles on me, 
‘As who should say ‘ When J am dead and gone, 
Remember to avenge me on the French. 
Plantagenet, I will; and like thee, Nero, 
Play on the lute, beholding the towns burn: 
‘Wretched shall France be only in my name. 
Piece analarum, andit thunders and lightens. 

What stir is this? what tumult’s in the heavens? 
Whence cometh this alarum and the noise? 


Enter a Messenger. 


Mess. My lord, my lord, the French have 
ather'd head : ., 100 
The Dauphin, with one Joan la Pucelle join’d, 
A holy prophetess new risen up, _ 3 
Is come with a great power to raise the siege. 
[Here Salisbury lisfteth himselfup and groans. 
Lal. Hear, hear how dying Salisbury doth 
‘oan 
{t irks his heart he cannot be revenged. 
Frenchmen, 1’ll be a Salisbury to you: 
Pucelle or puzzel, dolphin or dogtish, 
Soun pea I'll stamp out with my horse’s 
heels, 
And make a quagmire of your mingled brains. 
ene me Salisbury into his tent, 110 
And then we’ll try what these dastard French- 
men dare, [Alarum. Exeunt. 


Scene V. Zhe same. 


Hereanalarum again: and TALBOT pursueth 
the DAUPHIN, and driveth him : then enter 
JOAN LA PuceLte, driving Englishmen 
before her, and exit after them: then 1e- 
enter TALBOT. 


Fal. Where is my strength, my valour, and 
my force? 
Our English troops retire, I cannot stay them ; 
A woman clad in armour chaseth them. 


Re-enter LA Puce ie. 


Here, here she comes, I'll have a bout with 
thee; 
Devil or devil’s dam, I’ll conjure thee: 
Blood will I draw on thee, thou art a witch, 
And straightway give thy soul to him thou 
servest. : 
Puce. Come, come, ’tis only I that must 
disgrace thee, [Here they jight. 
Tal. Heavens, can you suffer hell so to pre- 


yail? 

My breast I'll burst with straining of my 
courage 10 
And from my shoulders crack myarms asunder, 
But I will chastise this high-minded strumpet. 
[they Sight again. 
Puce. Talbot, farewell; thy hour is not yet 
come: 
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I must go victual Orleans forthwith. 
A short alarum: then enter the town 
with soldiers, 
O’ertake me, if thou canst ; Iscorn thy strength. 
Go, go, cheer up thy hungry-starved men ; 
Help Salisbury to make his testament : 
This day is ours, as many more shall be. [Zait, 
al, My thoughts are whirled like a potter's 
wheel; 
I know not where I am, nor what I do: 20 
‘A witch, by fear, not force, like Hannibal, 
Drives back our troops and conquers as she 
lists ; 
So bees with smoke and doyes with noisome 
stench : . 
Are from their hives and houses driven away. 
They call’d us for our fierceness English dogs ; 
Now, like to whelps, we erying run away. 
; A short alarwn. 
Hark, countrymen! either renew the fight, 
Or tear the lions out of England’s coat ; 
Renounce your soil, give sheep in lions’ stead: 
Sheep iain not half so treacherous from the 
wolf, 30 
Or horse or oxen from the leopard, 
As you fly from your oft-subdued slaves. 
Alarum. _ Here another skirmish, 
It will not be: retire into your trenches : 
You all consented unto Salisbury’s death, 
For none would strike a stroke in his revenge. 
Pucelle is enter’d into Orleans, 
In spite of us or aught that we could do. 
O, would I were to die with Salisbury ! 
The shame hereof will make me hide my head, 
[£xtt Talbot. Alarum; retreat ; flourish. 


Scene VI. The same. 


Enter, on the walls, LA PUCELLE, CHARLES, 
REIGNIER, ALENGON, and Soldiers. 


Buc Advance our waving colours on the 
walls ; 
Rescued is Orleans from the English : 
Thus Joan la Pucelle hath perform’d her word. 
Char. Divinest creature, Astraa’s daughter, 
How shall I honour thee for this success? 
Thy promises are like Adonis’ gardens 
That ons day bloom’d and fruitful were the 
next. 
France, triumph in thy glorious prophetess! 
Recover'd is the town of Orleans: 
More blessed hap did ne'er befall our state, 10 
Reig. Why ring not out the bells aloud 
throughout the town? 
Dauphin, command the citizens make bonfires 
And feast and banquet in the open streets, - 
To celebrate the joy that God hath given us. 
Alen. All France will be replete with mirth 


and joy, . 
When they shall hear how we have play'd the 


men. 

Char. "Tis Joan, not we, by whom the day 

is won; 

For which I will divide my crown with her, 
And all the priests and friars in my realm 
Shall in procession fing her endless praise. 20 
A statelier pyramis to her I'll rear 
bp leBphig otrer was: 








SoENE VI] 


In memory of her when she is dead, 
Her ashes. in an urn more precious 
Than the rich- jewel'd coffer of Darius, 
Transported shall be at high festivals 
Before the kings and queens of France. 
No longer on Saint Denis will we cry, | 
But Joan la Pucelle shall be France’s,saint. 
Come in, and let us banquet royally, 30 
After this golden day of victory. . 

(flourish. Exeunt. 


ACT IL. 
ScENE I. Before Orleans. 
Enter a Sergeant of a band, with two 
Sentinels. 
Serg. Sirs, take your places and be vigilant : 
Tf any noise or soldier you perceive 
Near to the walls, by some apparent sign 
Let us have knowledge at the court of guard. 
First Sent. Sergeant, you shall. [Jcit Ser- 
geant.) Thus are poor Senne 
‘When others sleep upon their quiet eds, 
Constrain'd to watch in darkness, rain and 
co 


Enter TacBor, Brprorp, Burcunpy, and 
forces, with scaling-ladders, their drums 
beating w dead march. 

Tal. Lord Regent, and redoubted Burgundy, 
y whose approach the regions of Artois, 
Wallon and Picardy are friends to us, 10 
fis happy night the Frenchmen are secure, 
Having all day caroused and banqueted : 
Tmbrace we then this opportunity | 
‘As fitting best to quittance their deceit 
Contrived by art and baleful sorcery. 

Bed. Coward of France! how much he 

wrongs his fame, 3 
Despairing of his own arm’s fortitude, 
To join with witches and the help of hell! 
ur, Traitors have never other company. 
But what’s that Pucelle whom they term so 
pur 20 

Tal. ) 5 

edd. A maid! and be so martial! 

Bur. Pray God she prove not masculine ere 


et 
A maid, they say, 


long, 
Tf underneath the standard of the French 
She carry armour as she hath begun. 
Lal, “Well, Jet them practise and converse 
with spirits: | i 
God is our fortress, in whose conquering name 
Let us resolve to scale their flinty bulwarks. 
Bed. Ascend, brave Talbot; we will follow 


thee. 

Tal. Not all together: better far, I guess, 
That we do make our entrance several ways ; 30 
‘That, if it chance that one of us do fail, 

The other yet may rise against their force. 

Bed. Agreed: I'll to yond corner. 2 

Bur, And I to this. 

Tal. And here will Talbot mount, or make 

his grave. ‘ 
Now, Salisbury, for thee, and for the right 
Of English Henry, shall this ni; ht appear 
How much in duet am bound to both. 
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Sent. Arm! arm! the enemy doth make 
assault!  [Cry: ‘St George, ‘A Talbot. 


The French leap over the walls in their shirts. 
Enter, several ways, the BASTARD of Orleans, 
ALENGON, and REIGNIER, half ready, an 
half unready. 


Alen. How now, my lords! what, all un- 
ready so? 
Bast. Unready! ay, and glad we *scaped so 


5 40 
Reig. "Twas time, I trow, to wake and leave 
our beds, 
Hearing alarums at our chamber-doors. 
‘Alen. Of all exploits since first I follow’d 


arms, 
Neer heard I of a warlike enterprise 
More venturous or desperate than this, 
Bast. I think this Talbot be o fiend of hell. 
Hiéig. If not of hell, the heavens, sure, favour 
him. 
‘Alen. Here cometh Charles: I marvel how 
he sped. - 
Bast. Tut, holy Joan was his defensive 
guard. 


Enter Cuarves and LA PUCELLE, 
Char. Is this thy cunning, thou deceitful 


_ dame? 
Didst thou at first, to flatter us withal, 
Make us partakers of a little gain, 
‘(hat now our loss might be ten times so much? 
Puc. Wherefore is Charles impatient with 
his friend? : 
At all times will you have my pone alike? 
Sleeping or waking must I still prevail, 
Or will you blame and lay the fault on me? 
Improvident soldiers! had your watch been 


- 800 seats 
This sudden mischief never could have fall'n. 
Char. Duke of Alencon, this was your 
default, 60 
That, being captain of the watch to-night, 
Did look no better to that weighty’ charge. 
‘Alen. Had all your quarters been as safely 


kept 
‘As that whereof I had the government, 
We had not been thus shamefully surprised. 
Bast. Mine was secure. 
Reig. ‘And so was mine, my lord. 
Cte an for myself, most part of all this 
night, F 5 
Within her quarter and mine own precinct 
I was employ’d in passing to and fro, 
‘About relieving of the sentinels: 70 
Then how. or which way should they first 
break in? | 
Puc. Question, my lords, no further of the 


case, |. 4 < 

How or which way : ’tis sure they found some 
place 

But weakly guarded, where the breach was 
made. 

And now there rests no other shift but this; 


To gather our soldiers, scatter’d and dispersed, 
‘And lay new platforms to endamage them. 
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um.. Enter an English Soldier, crying ‘A 
a aT a Talbot? They fly, leaving their 
clothes behind. 


Sold. Ill beso bold to take what they have 


eit. 
The cry of Talbot serves me for a sword ; 
For I have loaden me with many spoils, , 80 
Using no other weapon but hisname, [#vit. 


Scenn ll. Orleans, Within the town, 


Enter Taunot, Beprorp, Burcunpy, a 
Capiain, and others, 


Bed, The day begins to break, and night 


is fled, 

Whose pitchy mantle over-veil’d the earth. | 

Here sound retreat, and cease our hot pursuit. 
Retreat sounded. 

Lal. Bring forth the body of old Salisbury, 

And here advance it in the market-place, 

‘The middle centre of this cursed town. 

Now have I paid my yow unto his soul; _ 

or every drop of blood was drawn from him 

There mae at least five Frenchmen died to- 

night. 

And that hereafter ages may behold 10 

What ruin happen’d in revenge of him, 

Within their chiefest temple 111 erect 

A tomb, wherein his corpse shall be interr'd : 

Upon the which, that every one may read, 

Shall be engraved the sack of Orleans, 

The treacherous manner of his mournful death 

And what a terror he had been to France, 

But, lords, in all our bloody massacre, 

I muse we met not with the Dauphin’s grace, 

His new-come champion, virtuous Joan of Are, 

Nor any of his false confederates. a1 
Bed, "Lis thought, Lord Talbot, when the 

fight began, zs 

Roused on the sudden from their drowsy beds, 

They did amongst the troops of armed men 

Leap o’er the walls for refuge in the field. 

Bur, Myself, as far as 1 could well discern 
Vor smoke and dusky vapours of the night, 
Am sure I scared the Dauphin and his trull k 
When arm in arm they both came swiftly run- 

ning, : 
Like toa pais of loving turtle-doves _ 30 
That could not live asunder day or night. 
After that things are set in order here, 
We'll follow them with all the power we have. 


Enter a Messenger. 
Afess, All hail, my lords! Which of this 
princely train 
Call ye the warlike Talbot, for his acts 
So much applauded through the realm of 


rance? — 
Yul, Here is the Talbot: who would speak 
with him? 
Mes3. The yirtuous 
_ Auvergne, 
With modesty admiring thy renown, 
By me entreats, great lord, thou wouldst youch- 


lady, Countess of 


safe 
To visit her poor castle where she lies 


‘That she may boaskspeat hebalt the man In 
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Whose glory fills the world with loud report, 
Bur. Is it even so? Nay, then, I see our 


wars 

Will turn unio a peaceful comic sport, 

When ladies crave to be encounter’d with, 

You may not, my lord, despise her gentle suit, 
Tal. Never trust me then; for when a world 

of men Bay x 

Could not prevail with all their oratory, 

Yet hath a woman's kindness over-rulei : 

And therefore tell her I return great thanks, 

And in submission will attend on her, 

Will not your honours bear me company ? 
Bed. No, truly; it is more than manners 





Wl; 
And J have heard it said, unbidden guests 
Are often welcomest when they are gone. 
Lal. Well then, alone, since there’s no 
remedy, 
Imean to prove this lady's cour 
Come hither, captain. i Vhisp 
ceive my mind? 
Capt. 1 do, my lord, and mean accordingly, 
Laweunt, 60 





You per- 





go} Ll 


Scene LI. Aweergne. The Coun'ress'’s 


castle. 
Enter the Countess and her Porter. 


Count. Porter, remember what I gave in 
charge ; 
And when you have done so, bring the keys to 
me. 
Port. Madam, I will, 7 (cit. 
Count, The plot is laid; if all things fall out 


right, 
I shall as famous le by this exploit 
As Scythian Tomyris by Cyrus’ death. | 
Great is the rumour of this dreadful knight, 
And his achievements of no less account: 
Fain would mine eyes be witness with mine 


Cats, 
To give their censure of these rare reports, 10 


Enter Messenger and Taso, 


Mess, Madam, 
According as your ladyship desired, 
By message craved, so is Lord ‘Talbot come. 

Count. And he is welcome. What! is this 

the man4 

Mess. Madam, it is. 

Count, Is this the scourge of France? 
Is this the Talbot, so much feard abroad 
That with his name the mothers still their 

babes? _ 

Isce report is fabulous and false : 
I thought I should have seen some Hercules, 
A second Hector, for his grim aspect, 2 
And large proportion of his strong-knit limbs. 
Alas, this is a child, a silly dwarf | 
It cannot be this weak and writhled shrimp 
Should strike such terror to his enemies. 

Lal. Madam, I haye been bold to trouble 


fe) 


you; 
But since your ladyship is not at leisure, 

sort some other time to visit you. A 
Count. What meanshe now{ Go ask him 


stitute” WE zB Ys eGangotri 





| 
j 
| 
1 


SopNE U1] 
Mess. Stay, my Lord Talbot ; for my lady 
craves 
To know the cause of your abrupt departure. 30 
al. Marry, for that she’s in a wrong belief, 
Igo to certify her ‘Talbot’s here. 


Re-enter Porter with keys. 


Count, If thou behe, then art thou prisoner. 
Jal. Prisoner! to whom? i 

Count. To me, blood-thirsty lord ; 
‘And for that cause I train’d thee to my house. 
Long time iy shadow hath been thrall to me, 
Tor in my gallery thy picture hangs : 

But now the substance shall endure the like, 
‘And I will chain these legs and arms of thine, 
That hast by tyranny these many years 4o 
Wasted our country, slain our citizens 

‘And sent our sons and husbands captivate. 

Tal. Ha, ha, ha! 

Count. Laughest thou, wretch? thy mirth 

shall turn to moan. : 

Tal. Laugh to sce your ladyship so fond 
To think that you have aught but ‘Lalbot’s 

shadow : : 
Whereon to spracsiag your severity. 

Count. Why, art hot thou the man?, 

Tal. Tam indeed. 

Count. Then have I substance too. 

Tal. No, no, Lam butshadow of myself: 50 
You are deceived, my, substance is not here; 
For what you see is but the smallest part 
‘And least proportion of humanity : 

I tell you, madam, were the whole frame here, 
It is of such a spacious lofty pitch, 
Your roof were not sufficient to contain "t. 

Count. This is a riddling merchant for the 


nonce ; 
He will be'here, and yet he is not here: 
How can these contrarieties agree? 
Tal. That will I show you presently. 60 
[Winds his horn. Drums strike wp: @ 
peal of ordnance. Enter Soldiers. 
How say you, madam ? are you now eres 
That Talbot is but shadow of himself? 
These are his substance, sinews, arms and 
_, strength, . 
With which he yoketh your rebellious necks, 
Razeth your cities and subyerts your towns 
And ina moment makes them lesolate. 
Count. Victorious Talbot! pardon my abuse : 
Z find thou art no less than fame hath bruited 
And more than may be gather'd by thy shape. 
Let my presumption not provoke thy wrath; 7o 
For I am sorry that with reverence 
Idid not entertain thee as thou art. 
Tal. Be not dismay’d, fair lady; nor mis- 


construe ee 

The mind of Talbot, as you did mistake 
The outward composition of his body. 
What yeu haye done hath not offended me; 
Nor other satisfaction do I crave, 
But only, with your patience, that we may 
Taste of your wine and see what cates you have; 
For soldiers’ stomachs always serve them well. 

Count. With all my heart, and think me 
my. honoured 8x 
To feast so great a warrior in my house. 

[Exeunt. 
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Scene IV. London. The Temple-garden. 


Enter the EARLS OF SOMERSET, SUFFOLK, and 
Warwick ; RICHARD PLANTAGENET, VEr- 
NON, and another Lawyer. 


Plan. Great lords and gentlemen, what 
means this silence? 
Dare no man answer in a case of truth? 
Suf. Within the Temple-hall we were too 


‘oud; 
The garden here is more convenient. 
Eee Then say at once if I maintain’d the 
ruth ; 
Or else was wrangling Somerset in the error ? 
Sw. Faith, 1 have been a truant in the law, 
And never yet could frame my will to it; 
‘And therefore frame the law unto my will 
‘Som. Judge you, my Lord of Warwick, then, 
between us. 3 10 
War. Between two hawks, which flies the 
_ higher pitch; 
Between two dogs, which hath the deeper 
mouth; Z 
Between two blades, which bears the better 
temper: 5 
Between two horses, which doth bear him best; 
Between two girls, which hath the merriest eye; 
I have perieps some shallow spirit of judge- 
ment; 
But in these nice sharp quillets of the law, 
Good faith, I am no wiser than a daw. 
Plan. ‘ut, tut, here is a mannerly forbear- 
ance : 
The truth appears so naked on my side 20 
That any ypurblind eye may find it out. 
Som. d on my side it is so well apparell’d, 
So clear, so shining and so evident 
That it will glimmer through a blind man’s eye. 
Ls Since you are tongue-tied and so loath 
‘0 speak, 
In dumb significants proclaim your thoughts: 
Let him that is a true-born gentleman 
‘And stands upon the honour of his birth, 
Tf he suppose that I have pleaded truth 
From off this brier pluck a white rose with me. 30 
aoe Let him that is no coward nor no flat- 
erer, 
But dare maintain the party of the truth, 
Pluck a red rose from off this thorn with me. 
War. I love no colours, and without all 


colour 
Of base insinuating flatte 
T pluck this white roSe with Plantagenet. 
Suf. I pluck this red rose with young 


jomerset : 
And say withal I think he held the right. 
Ver. Stay, lords and gentlemen, and pluck 


_,, ho more, a 
Till you conclude that he upon whose side 40 
The fewest roses are cropp’d from the tree 
Shall yield the other in the right opinion. 
Som. Good Master Vernon, it is well ob- 


jected : 
ll are fewest, I subscribe in silence. 
Plan. And 1. 2 
Ver. Then for the truth and plainness of the 
case, 
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I pluck this pale and maiden blossom here, 
Giving my verdict on the white rose side. . 
Som, Prick not your finger as you pluck it 


olf, a a 
Lest bleeding you do paint the white rose red 50 
‘And fall on my side so, against your will. 
Ver. If 1, my lord, for my opinion bleed, 
Opinion shall be surgeon to my hurt. 
And keep me on the side where still I am. 
Som. Well, well, come on: who else? 
TE Unless my study and my books be 
‘alse, E 
The argument you held was wrong in you; 
[Zo Somerset. 
In sign whereof I pluck a white rose too. 
Plan. Now, Somerset, where is your argu- 
ment? cde 
Som. Here in my scabbard, meditating that 
Shall dye your white rose in a bloody red. 61 
Plan, Meantime your cheeks do counterfeit 
our roses ; : ‘ 3 
For pale they look with fear, as witnessing 
The truth on our side. __ 
Som. No, Plantagenet, 
*Tis not for fear but anger that thy checks 
Blush for pure shame to counterfeit our roses, 
And yet tl by tongue will not confess thy error. 
Bion ath not thy rose a canker, Somer- 


set 
Som. Hath not thy rosea thorn, Plantagenet? 
Plan. ‘ sharp and piercing, to maintain 
his truth; Y 7 
Whiles thy consuming canker eats his false- 


hood, 
Som. Well, I’ll find friends to wear my 
bleeding roses, 
That shall maintain what I have said is true, 
Where false Plantagenet dare not be seen. 
ey Now, by this maiden blossom in my 
and, 
I scorn thee and thy fashion, peevish boy. 
Swf. Turn not thy scorns this way, Planta- 


enet. 
Plan. Proud Pole, I will, and scorn both 
him and thee. 
Suf. I'll turn my part thereof into thy 
throat. 
Som. Away, away, good William de la 
Pole! : 2 80 
We grace the yeoman by conversing with him. 
War. Now, by God’s will, thou wrong’st him, 
, Somerset; 
His grandfather was Lionel Duke of Clarence, 
auth oon to the third Edward King of Eng- 
land : 
Spring crestless yeomen from so deep a root? 
Plan. Me bears him on the place's privilege, 
Or durst Bob TOE his craven heart, say thus. 
Som. By 
my words 
On any plot of ground in Christendom. 
Was not thy father, Richard Earl of Cambridge, 
For treason executed in our late king’sdays? gt 
And, by his treason, stand’st notthou attainted, 
Corrupted, and exempt from ancient gentry ? 
His trespass yet lives guilty in thy blood ; 
- And, till thou be restored, thou art a yeoman. 
Plan. My fatherwasattached, not Sttainted, 
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Condemn’d to die for treason, but no traitor; 
And that I'll prove on better men than Somer. 


set, a A 
Were growing time once ripen’d to my will. 
For your partaker Pole and you yourself, - yoo 
[ll note you in my book of memory, 
To scourge you for this apprehension : 
Look to it well and say you are well warn'd, 
Som. Ah, thou shalt tind us ready for thee 
still; 5 f 
And know us by these colours for thy foes, 
Tor these my friends in spite of thee shall wear, 
Plan, And, by my soul, this pale and angry 
Tose, 
As cognizance of my blood-dvinking hate, 
Will I for ever and my faction wear, 
Until it wither with me to my grave 
Or flourish to the height of my degree. _ 
Suf. Go forward and be choked with thy 
ambition ! : : 
And so farewell until I meet theé next. feet, 
Som. Haye with thee, Pole. J'arewell, am- 
bitious Richard. [Z£cit. 
Plan. How Lam braved and must perforce 
endure it! 3 he 
War, This blot that they object against your 
house | s ? 
Shall be wiped out in the next parliament_ 
Call’d for the truce of Winchester and Glou- 


cester ; 
And if thou be not then created York, 


110 





120 
Meantime, in signal of my love to thee, 
Against proud Somerset and William Pole, 
Will I upon thy party wear this rose ; 
And here I prophesy: this brawl to-day, 
Grown to this faction in the ecane eaden 
Shall send between the red rose and the white 
A thousand souls to death and deadly night. 
Plan. Good Master Vernon, [am bound to 
you, 
That you on my behalf would pluck a flower. 
Ver. In your behalf still will I wear the 
same. z 130 
Law. And so will I. 
Plan. Thanks, gentle sir. 
Come, let us four to dinner: I dare say 
This quarrel will drink blood another day. 
[E£xcunt. 


Scene V. Lhe Lower of London. 


Enter Montiuen, brought in a chair, and 
ia0lers. 


Mor, Kind keepers of my weak decaying age, 
Let dying Mortimer here rest himself. uae 
Lven like a man new haled from the rack, 

So fare my limbs with long imprisonment ; 

nd these grey locks, the pursuivants of death, 
Nestor-like aged in an age of care, 

Argue the end of Edmund Mortimer. x 
These eves, like lamps whose wasting oil is 

spent, 

Wax dim, as drawing to their exigent 3 
Weak shoulders, overborne with burthening 


fash 
Ani croppe) arms, like to a wither'd vine 


mane RiDse By Seangbe to the ground: 











Scene V] 

Yet are these feet, whose strengtliless stay is 
numb, 3 

Urable to support this lump of clay, 

Swift-winged with desire to get a grave, 

‘As witting I no other comfort have. 

But tell me, ise will my nephew come? 

First Gaol. Richard Plantagenet, my lord, 

will come: 

‘We sent unto the Temple, unto his chamber ; 

And answer was return’d that he will come. 20 

Aor Enough: my soul shall then be satis- 

fied. 

Poor gentleman! his wrong doth equal mine. 

Since Henry Monmouth first began to reign, 

Before whose glory L was great in arms, 

This loathsome sequestration have I had; 

‘And even since then hath Richard been ob- 
secured, 

Deprived of honour and inheritance. 

But now the arbitrator of despairs, 

Just death, kind umpire of men's miseries, 

With sweet enlargement doth dismiss me 

30 





hence 3 
L would his troubles likewise were expired, 
That so he might recover what was lost. 


Enter RicHARD PLANTAGENET. 


First Gaol. My lord, your loving nephew 
now 1S come, , 
Mor. Richard Plantagenet, my friend, is he 
come ? 3 
Plan. Ay, noble uncle, thus ignobly used, 
Your nephew, late despised Richard, comes. 
Mor. Direct mine arms I may embrace his 


neck, 
And in his bosom spend my latter gasp : 
O, tell me when my lips do touch his cheeks, 
That I may kindly give one fainting kiss. 40 
And ooh declare, sweet stem from York’s great 
stock, 
Why didst thou say, of late thou wert despised ? 
Plan. First, lean thine aged back against 
mine arm; F 
And, in that ease, I'll tell thee my disease. 
his day, in argument upon a case, 
Some words there grew ’twixt Somerset and me; 
Among which terms he used his lavish tongue 
And did upbraid me with my father's death : 
Which obloquy set bars before my tongue, 
Else with the like I had requited him. 50 
Therefore, good uncle, for my father's sake, 
In honour of a true Plantagenet 
And for alliance sake, declare the cause 
My father, Earl of Cambridge, lost his head, 
Mor, ‘That cause, fair nephew, that im- 
rison’d me. - 
And hath detain’d me all my flowering youth 
Within a loathsome dungeon, there to pine, 
Vas cursed instrument of his decease. 
- Plan. Discover more at large what cause 
that was, 
‘or J am ignorant and cannot guess. 60 
Mor. Iwill, if that my fading breath permit 
And death approach not ere my tale be done. 
Henry the Fourth, grandfather to this king, 
Deposed his nephew Richard, Edward’s son, 
The first-begotten and the lawful heir 
Of Edward king, the third of that descent: 
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During whose reign the Percies of the north, 


Finding his usurpation most unjust, 


Endeavyour'd my advancement to the throne: 
The reason moved these warlike lords to this 


Was, for that—young King Richard thus re- 
moved . 9% 


Leaving no heir begotten of his body— 


Lwas the next by birth and parentage; 

For by my mother I derived am 

From Lionel Duke of Clarence, the third son 

To King Edward the Third; whereashe—* 

Trom John of Gaunt doth bring, his pedigree, 

Being but fourth of that heroic line. 

But mark: as in this haughty great attempt 

They laboured to plant the rightful heir, 80 

I lost my liberty and they their lives. 

Long after this, when Henry the Fifth, . 

Succeeding his father Bolingbroke, did reign, 

Thy father, Earl of Cambridge, then derived 

From famous Edmund Langley, Duke of York, 

Marrying my sister that thy mother was, 

Again in pity of my hard distress 

Levied an army, weening to redeem 

‘And have install’d me in the diadem; 

But, as the rest, so fell that noble earl 90 

‘And was beheaded. Thus the Mortimers, 

In whom the title rested, were suppress’d. 
Plan. Of which, my lord, your honour is 


last. 
er True; and thou seest that I no issue 
rave 
And that my fainting words do warrant death: 
Thou art my heir; the rest I wish thee gather: 
But yet be wary in thy studious care. i 
Plan, Thy grave admonishments prevail 
with me: 
But yet, methinks, my father’s execution 
Was nothing less than bloody tyranny. _, 100 
Mor. With silence, nephew, be thou politic: 
Strong-fixed is the house of Lancaster 
And like a mountain, not to be removed. 
But now thy unele is removing hence ; 
‘As princes do their courts, when they are cloy’d 
With long continuance in a settled place. 
Plan. O, uncle, would some part of my 
f. young years 
Micht but redeem the passage of your age! 
‘Mor. Thou dost then wrong me, as that 
slaughterer doth vay 1 109 
Which giveth many wounds when one will kill, 
Mourn not, ene thou sorrow for my good ; 
Only give order for my funeral : 
And so farewell, and fair be all thy hopes 
‘And prosperous be thy life in peace and HY 
ies. 
Plan. And peace, no war, befall thy parting 


sou 

Tn prison hast thou spent a pilgrimage 

And like a hermit overpass’ ‘thy days. 

Well, I will lock his counsel in my breast; 

And what I do imagine let that rest. 

keepers, convey him. hence, and I myself x20 

Will see his burial better than his life. 
[Eceunt Gaolers, bearing owt the body 
* of Mortimer. 

Here dies the dusky torch of Mortimer, 

Choked with ambition of the meaner sort : 

And for those wrongs, those bitter injuries, 
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Which Somerset hath offerd to my house, 

T doubt not but with honour to redress; 

‘And therefore haste I to the parliament, 
Vither to be restored to my blood, 

Or make my ill the advantage of my soa, ? 


ett. 


ACT III. i 
Scene I. London. The Parliament-house. 


Flourish. EnterKanc, EXETER, GLOUCESTER, 
Warwick, SOMERSET, and SUFFOLK; tlie 
BisHor OF WINCHESTER, RicHARD PLAN- 
TAGENET, and others. GLOUCESTER offer's to 
put up w bill; WINCHESTER snatches it, 
and tears it. 


Win, Comest thou with deep premeditated 


lines, e 
With written pamphlets studiously devised, 
Humphrey of Gloucester? If thou canst ac- 


cuse, 
Or aught intend’st to lay unto my charge, 
Do it without invention, sudden! Yi; 
As I with sudden and extemporal speech 
euros to answer what thou canst object. 
Glow. Presumptuous priest! this place com-’ 
mands my patience, q 
Or thou shouldst find thou hast dishonour’d me. 
think not, although in writing I preferr'd 10 
The manner of thy vile outrageous crimes, 
That therefore I have forged, or am not able 
Verbatim to rehearse the method of my pen : 
late ; such is thy audacious wickedness, 
estiferous and dissentious pranks, 
infants prattle of thy pride. 
Thou art a most pernicious usurer, 
Froward by nature, enemy to peace; 
Lascivious, wanton, more than well beseems 
A man of thy profession and degree; 20 
And for thy treachery, what’s more manifest ? 
Jn that thou laid’st a trap to take my life, 
As well at, London bridge as at the Tower. 
Leside, I fear me, if thy thoughts were sifted, 
‘The king, thy sovereign, is not quite exempt 
From envious malice of thy swelling heart. 
Win. Gloucester, I do defy thee. Lords, 
. vouchsafe — 
To give me hearing what I shall reply. 
lf 1 were covetous, ambitious or perverse, 
As he will haye me, how am I so poor? 30 
Or how haps it I seek not to.advance 
Or raise myself, but keep my wonted calling ? 
And for dissension, who preferreth peace 
More than I do?—except I be provoked. 
No, my good lords, it is not that offends ; 
It is not that that hath incensed the duke : 
It is, because no one should sway but he; 
No one but he should be about the king; 
And that engenders thunder in his breast 
And makes him roar these accusations forth. 40 
But he shall know I am as good— 
Glou. As good! 
Thou bastard of my grandfather ! 
Win. Ay, lordly sir; for what are you, I 
pray, 
But one imperious in another's throne? 






Glow. Am I ROEDER RAMEY Brest ings 
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Win. And am not Iaprelate of the church? 

Glow. Yes, as an outlaw in a castle keeps 
And useth it to patronage his theft. 

Win. Unreverent Gloster! 

Glou. + _ Thou art reverent 
Touching thy spiritual function, not thy life, 50 

Win. Rome shall remedy this. 

Var. Jtoam thither, then, 
Som. My lord, it were your duty to forbear, 
War. Ay, see the bishop be not overborne. 
Som. Methinks my lord should he religious 

And know the office that belongs to such, 
War. Methinks his lordship should be 
humbler ; 
It fitteth not a prelate so to plead. | 
Som. Yes, when his holy state is touch’d so 


near. ‘ 
We Ri State holy or unhallow’d, what of 
that? 
Ts not his grace protector to the king? 60 
Plan. (Aside] Plantagenet, Isee, must hold 
his tongue, 
Lest it be said "Speak, sirrah, when you should; 
Must your bold verdict enter talk with lords?’ 
Else would I have a fling at Winchester. ___ 
King. Uncles of Gloucester and of Win- 
chester, . 
The special watchmen of our English weal, 
I would prevail, if prayers might prevail, 
To join your hearts in love and amity. 
O, what a scandal is it to our crown, 
‘That two such noble peers as ye should jar! 70 
Believe me, lords, my tender years can tell 
Civil dissension is a viperous worm 
‘That gnaws the bowels of the commonwealth. 
A noise within, ‘Down with the'tawny-coats!’ 
Vhat tumult’s this? 
Var. An uproar, I dare warrant, 
Begun through malice of the bishop’s men. 
l noise again, ‘Stones! stones!’ 


Enter Mayor. 
May. O, my good lords, and virtuous 


_ Henry, 4 
Pity the city of London, pity us! 
The bishop and the Duke of Gloucester’s men, 
Forbidden late to carry any weapon, 
Have fill’d their pockets full of pebble stones 80 
And banding themselves in contrary parts 
Do pelt so fast at one another’s pate 
That many have their giddy brains knock’d out: 
Our windows are broke down in every street 
And we for fear compell’d to shut our shops. 


Enter Serving-men, iz skirmish, with bloody 
pates, 
King. We charge you, on allegiance to our- 





Sell, 
To hold your slaughtering hands and keep the 
peace. 
Pray, uncle Gloucester, mitigate this strife. 
First Serv. Nay, if we be forbidden stones, 
we'll fall to it with our teeth. go 
Sec. Serv. Do what ye dare, we are as re- 
solute. [Skirmish agawn. 
Glou. You of my household, leave this 
eevish broil 


Se Hwa GYSERBEA Galt aside. 








Scene 1] 


Third Serv. My lord, we know your grace 
to bea man E 
Just and upright; and, for your royal birth, 
Inferior to none bué to his majesty : 
‘and ere that we will suifer such @ prince, 
So kind a father of the commonweal, 
To be disgraced by an inkhorn mate, 
We and our wives and children all will fight roo 
And have our bodies slaughter’d by thy foes. 
TE Serv. Ay, and the very parings of our 
nails 5 
Shall pitch a field when we are dead. 
[Begin again. 
Glow. Stay, stay, I say! 
‘And if you love me, as you say you do, 
Let me persuade you to forbear awhile. 
dang, : O, how this discord doth afflict my 
soul ! 
Can you, my Lord of Winchester, behold 
My sighs and tears and will not once relent? 
Who should be pitiful, if you be not? 
Or who should study to prefer a peace, 110 
Tf holy churchmen take delight in broils? 
War. Yield, my lord protector; yield, Win- 
chester ; f 3 
Except you mean with obstinate repulse 
To slay your sovereign and destroy the realm. 
You see what mischicf and what murder too 
Hath been enacted through your enmity 
‘Then be at peace, except ye thirst for bI ood, 
Win. He shall submit, or I will never yield. 
Glou. Compassion on the king commands 
me stoop ; 


Or I would sce his heart out, ere the priest 120 | 


Should ever get that privilege of me. 
War. Behold, my Lord of Winchester, the 


uke 
Hath banish’d magody discontented fury, 
As by his smoothed brows it doth appear: 
Why look you still so stern and tragical ? 
Glou. Here, Winchester, I offer thee my 


hand. 
King. Fie, uncle Beaufort! I have heard 
you preach 3 rm 
That malice was a great and grievous sin; 
ag wal not you maintain the thing you 
_teach, i 
Bus prove a chief offender in thesame? |. ye 
y or. Sweet king! the bishop hath a kindly 
gird. 
For shame, my Lord of Winchester, relent! 
What, shall a child instruct you what to do? 
yen ’ ‘Well, Duke of Gloucester, 1 will yield 
0 thee ; 
Love for thy love and hand for hand I give. 
Glow. [Aside] Ay, but, I fear me, with a 
hollow heart.— 
See here, my friends and loving countrymen, 
This token serveth for a flag of truce 
Betwixt ourselves and all our followers: 
So help me God, as Idissemble not! |. 140 
Wah [Aside] So help me God, as I intend 
it no! 
King. O loving uncle, kind Duke of Glou- 


cester, 
How joyful am I made by this contract! 
Away, my masters! trouble us no more; 
But join in friendship, as your lords have done. 
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First Serv. Content: I'll to the surgeon's, 
Sec. Serv. And so will I. 
Third Serv. And 1 will see what physic the 
tavern affords. 
[Eceunt Serving-men, Mayor, &e. 
War. Accept this scroll, most gracious 
sovereign, E 
Which in the right of Richard Plantagenet 150 
We do exhibit to your majesty. : 
Glou. Well urged, my Lord of Warwick: 
for, sweet prince, ‘ 
An if your grace mark every circumstance, 
You have great reason to do Richard right; 
Especially for those occasions 
‘At Eltham Place I told your majesty. 
King. And those occasions, uncle, were of 
force: 
Therefore, my loving lords, our leasure is 
Phat Kichard he restored to his dood. 159 
_ War. Let Richard be restored to his blood ; 
$o shall his father’s wrongs be recompensed. 
Win. As will the rest, so willeth Win- 
chester. _ 
King. If Richard will be true, not that 


alone 
But all the whole inheritance I give 
That doth belong unto the house of York, 
From whence you spring by lineal descent. 
Plan. Thy humble servant yows obedience 
And humble service till the point of death. _ 
Bia ing. Stoop then and set your knee against 
my foot; 
And, in reguerdon of that duty done, 170 
I gird thee with the valiant sword of York: 
Rise, Richard, like a.true Plantagenet, 
‘And rise created princely Duke of York, 
‘Plan. And so thrive Richard as thy foes 
may fall “ aes 
And as my duty pprings, so perish they 
That grudge one thought against your miajesty | 
‘All. Welcome, high prince, the mighty 
Duke of York! : e 
Som. [Aside] Perish, base prince, ignoble 
Duke of York! | ¥ 3 
Glou. Now will it best avail your majesty 
To cross the seas and to be crown’d in France: 
The presence of a king engenders love 181 
‘Amongst his subjects and his loyal friends, 
‘As it disanimates his enemies. - 
King. Whien Gloucester says the word, King 
Henry goes; 
For friendly counsel cuts off many foes. , 
Glow. Your ships already are in readiness, 
Sennet. Flourish. Exeunt all but Exeter. 
“ce. Ay, We may march in England or in 
France, Sy : 
Not seeing what is likely to ensue. 
This late dissension grown betwixt the peers 
Burns under feigned ashes of forged love 190 
‘And will at last break out into a flame : 
‘As fester'd members rot but by degree, 
Till bones and flesh and sinews fall away, 
So will this base and envious discord breed. 
And now I fear that fatal prophecy. 
Which in the time of Henry named the Fifth 
Was in the mouth of every sucking babe; 
That Henry born at Monmouth should win all 
‘And Henry born at Windsor lose all: 
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Which is so plain that Exeter doth wish 
Be Geen ae finish ere that hapless time: it 


Scene I. France. Before Rouen. 


Enter LA Pucetie disguised, with four 
Soldiers with sucks upon their backs. 


Puc. These are the city gates, the gates of 
Rouen. ’ 
Through which our policy must make a breach : 
Take heed, be wary how you place your words; 
Talk like the vulgar sort of market men 
That come to gather money for their corn. 
If we have entrance, as [ hope we shall, 
And that we find the slothful watch but weak, 
T’ll by asign give notice to our friends, 
That Charles the Dau pli may encounter them. 
First Sol. Our sacks shall be a mean to sack 
the city, 10 
And we be lords and rulers over Rouen ; 
Therefore we'll knock. Ucnocks. 
Watch. [Within] Qui est 14? 
Puc. Paysans, pauvres gens de France ; 
Poor market folks that come to sell their corn. 
Watch. Wnuter, goin; themarket bellisrung. 
Puce. Now, Rouen, Tl shake thy bulwarks 
to the ground. [Exeunt. 


Enter Cuances, the BAstann of Orleans, 
ALENGON, REIGNIER, and forces. 
Char. Saint Denis bless this happy strata- 
gem 
And once again we'll sleep secure in Rouen. a 
Bast. Here enter'd Pucelle and her practis- 
ants $ 20 
Now she'is there, how will she specify 
Where is the best and safest passage in? 
Seve By thrusting out a torch from yonder 
ower; 
Which, once discern’d, shows that her mean- 


ing is, 
No way io that, for weakness, which she enterd. 


Enter LA PucELiE on the top, thrusting out 
@ lorch burning. 


Pue. sean this is the happy wedding 
torch 
That joineth Rouen unto her countrymen, 
But burning fatal to the Talbotites! [Ecit. 
Bie sees noble Charles, the beacon of our 
riend 5 
The buming torch in yonder turret stands. 30 
Char. Now shine it like a comet of revenge, 
A prophet to the fall of all our foes! 
id Defer no time, delays haye dangerous 
ends; 
Enter, and cry ‘The Dauphin!’ presently, 
‘And then do execution on the watch. 
[Alarum. Exeunt. 


An alarum. Enter TALzot in an excursion. 
Lal, ‘France, thou shalt rue this treason with 


thy tears, 
If Talbot but survive thy treachery. 
Pucelle, that witch, that damned sorceress, 
Hath wrought this hellish mischief unawares, 
That ly we escaped the pride of France. 40 


KING HENRY YI [Act ur 


An alarum: excursions. BEDFORD, brought 
in sick in a, chair. Enter TABor and 
Bureunpy without: within LA Puceiye, 
CHARLES, BASTARD, ALENGON, and Reic- 
NIER, on the wails. 


Puc. Good morrow, gallants! want ye corn 
for bread? ; 
I think the Duke of Burgundy will fast 
Before he’ll buy again at such a rate: 
*Lwas full of darnel; do you like the taste? 
Bur. Scoff on, vile fiend and shameless 
courtezan | q " 
T trust ere long to choke thee with thine own 
And make thee curse the harvest of that corn, 
Char, Your grace may starve perhaps before 
that time. 
ed. O, let no words, but deeds, revenge 
this treason! _ 
Puc, What will you do, good grey-beard? 
break a lance, i) : 
And run a tilt at death within a chair? 
Tal. Youl fiend of France, and hag of all 
despite, 
Encompass'd with thy lustful paramours! 
Becomes it thee to taunt his valiant age 
And twit with cowardice a man half dead? 
Damsel, I'll have a bout with you again, 
Or else let Lalbot perish with this shame. 
Pic, Are ye so hot, sir? yet, Pucelle, hold 
__ thy peace; me tis 
Ti Talbot do but thunder, rain will follow. 
[Lhe English whisper together in council. 
God speed the parliament! who shall be the 
speaker? 60 
EES ae ye come forth and meet us in the 
ie 
ae Belike your lordship takes us then for 
cols, 
To try if that our own be ours or no. 
Pal. I speak not to that railing Hecate, 
But unto thee, Alengon, and the rest; 
Will ye, like soldicrs, come and fight it out? 
Alen. Signior, no. 
al. Signior, hang! base muleters of France! 
Like peasant foot-boys do they keep the walls 
And dare not take up arms like gentlemen. 70 
pce Avvay, captains! let’s get us from the 
walls; 
For Talbot means no goodness by his looks, 
God be wi’ you, my lord! we came but to tell 
you 


yo 
That we are here. 


Exeunt from the walls. 
al. And there w : 8! 


we be too, ere it be 


ong, 
Or else reproach be Talbot's greatest fame! 
Vow, Burgundy, by honour of thy hou: 
Prick’d on by public wrongs sustain’d in F'rance, 
Either to geé the town again or die: 
And I, as sure as English Henry lives 80 
And as his father here was conqueror, 
As Sure as in this late-betrayed town 
Great Cecur-de-lion’s heart was buried, 
So sure I swear to get the town or dic. 
ye My vows are equal partners with thy 
‘OWS. 
Tal. But, ere we go, regard this dying 


Exit. 5 
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The valiant Duke of Bedford. Come, my lord, 
We will bestow you in some better place, 
Fitter for sickness and for crazy age. 

Bed. Lord Talbot, do not so dishonour me: 
Here will 1 sit before the walls of Rouen 9x 
‘And will be partner of your weal or woe. 

Bur. Courageous Bedford, let us now per- 

suade you. 

Bed. Not to 

Tread i 
That stout Pendragon in his litter sick 
Came to the field and rang uceiied his foes : 
Methinks J should revive the soldiers’ hearts, 
Because L ever found them as myself. 

Tal. Undaunted spirit in a dying breast! 
Then be it so: heavens keep old Bedford safe! 
And now no more ado, brave Burgundy, — xox 
But gather we our forces out of hand 
‘And set upon our boasting enemy. 

[Eweunt all but Bedjord and Attendants. 


be gone from hence; for once 


Analarum: excursions. Enter Sim JOHN 
FAaSToLFeE and a Captain. 
Cap. Whither away, Sir John Fastolfe, in 
such haste? 
Fast. Whither away! to save myself by 


ight: 
We are like to have the overthrow again. 
Cap. What! will you fly, and Jeave Lord 


Talbot? 
Fast. _ Ay, 
‘All the Talbots in the world, to save my We % 
mC, 
Cie Cowardly knight! ill fortune follow 
thee! [Beit. 


Retivcat: excursions. LA PUCELLE, ALENGON, 
and CHARLES Jly. 
Bed. Now, quiet soul, depart when heaven 
pleae, 110 
For I have seen our enemies’ overthrow. 

What is the trust or strength of foolish man? 
They that of late were daring with their scoffs 

Are’glad and fain by flight to save themselves. 

Bedford dies, and ts carried in by two in 

his chair. 


An alavum. Re-enter Tarbot, BuRGUNDY, 
and the rest. 


Tal. Lost, and recoyer'd in a day again! 
This is a double honour, Burgundy: 

Yet heavens have glory for this miler ! 

Bur, Warlike and martial ‘Talbot, Burgundy 
Enshrines thee in his heart and there erects 
Thy noble deeds as yalour’s monuments. —_120 

Tal. Thanks, gentle duke. But where is 

Puceelle now? 
think her old familiar is asleep: 
Now where’s the Bastard’s braves, and Charles 
his gleeks? 
What, all amort? Rouen hangs her head for 


gric 

That such a valiant company are fled. 

Now will we take some order in the town, 
lacing therein some expert officers, 

And then depart to Paris to the king, 

Por there young Henry with his nobiles lie. 






The noble Duke of Bedford 
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Bur. What wills Lord Talbot pleaseth Bur- 
130 


gundy. 

Tal. But yet, before we go, let ’s not forget 
fate deceased, 

But see his exequies fulfill’d in Rouen : 

‘A braver soldier never couched lance, 

‘A gentler heart did never sway in court; 

But kings and mightiest potentates must die, 

For that’s the end of human misery. {Excunt. 


Scenz IIL, The plains near Rouen. 


ARLES, the BASTARD of Orleans, 
ALENGON, LA PUCELLE, and forces. 
_Puc.. Dismay not, princes, at this accident, 

Nor grieve that Rouen is so recovered; 

Care is no cure, but rather corrosive, 

Yor things that are not to be remedied. 

Let frantic Talbot triumph for a while 

And like apeacn sweep along his tail; 

We'll pull his plumes and take away his train, 

If Dauphin and the rest will be but ruled. 
Char, Wehaye been guided by thee hitherto 

And of thy cunning had no diffidence : 10 

One sudden foil shall never breed distrust. 
Bast. Search out thy wit for secret policies, 

And we will make thee famous through the 






world. | a 
Alen. We'llsctthy statuein some holy place, 
And have thee reverenced like a blessed saint : 
Employ thee then, sweet virgin, for our good. 
Ee: _ ‘Then thus it must be; this doth Joan 
devise : 
By fair persuasions mix’d with sugar'd words 
We will entice the Duke of Burgundy 
To leaye the Talbot and to follow us, 20 
Ghar Ay, marry, sweeting, if we could do 
that, 
France were no place for Henry’s warriors ; 
Nor should that nation boast it so with us, 
But be extirped from our provinces. 
Ale ‘For ever should they be expulsed from 
France 
And not have title of an earldom here. 
‘Puc. Your honours shall perceive how I 
will work > 
To bring this matter to the wished end, 
[Drum sounds afar off 
Hark! by the sound of drum you may perceive 
Their powers are marching unto Paris-ward. 30 
Here sound an English march. Enter, and 
pass over at a distance, TALBOT and his 
forces. 
There goes the Talbot, with his colours spread, 
‘And all the troops of English after him. 


French march. Enter the DUKE OF Bur- 
GuNDY and forces. 
Now in the rearward comes the duke and his: 
Fortune in favour makes him lag behind. 
Summon a parley ; we will talk with him. 
[Lrwmpets sound a parley. 
Char.__A parley with the Duke of Burgundy! 
Bur. Who crayesa parley with the Burgundy? 
Puc. The princely Charles of France, thy 
countryman. : 
Bur. What say’st thou, Charles? for I am 
marching hence. 
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Char. Speak, Pucelle, and enchant him with 
thy words. 40 
Pia Brave Burgundy, undoubted hope of 
France! ks 
Stay, let thy humble handmaid speak to thee. 
Bur. Speak on; but be not over-tedious. — 
Puc. Look on thy country, look on fertile 


nce, 
And see the cities and the towns defaced 
By wasting ruin of the cruel foe, 
As looks the mother on her lowly babe 
When death doth close his tender dying eyes, 
See, see the pining malady of France; 49 
Behold the wounds, the most unnatural wounds, 
Which thou thyself hast given her woful breast. 
Q, turn thy edged sword another way ; 
Strike those that hurt, and hurt not those that 


help. 
One an of blood drawn from thy country’s 
som. 
Should grieve thee more than streams of foreign 


gore: P 
Return thee therefore with a flood of tears, 
And wash away thy country’s stained spots. 
Bur, paths she hath bewitch’d me with her 
words, 
Or nature makes me suddenly relent. 
Puc. Besides, all French and France ex- 
claims on thee, 60 
Doubting thy birth and lawful progeny. < 
Who join’st thou with but with a lordly nation 
That will not trust thee but for profit’s sake? 
When Talbot hath set footing once in France 
And fashion’d thee that instrument of ill 
Who then but English Henry will be lord 
And thou be thrust out like a fugitive ? 
Call we to mind, and mark but this for proof, 
‘Was not the Duke of Orleans thy foe? 
And was he not in England prisoner? jo 
But when they heard he was thine enemy, 
They set him free without his ransom aid, 
In spite of Burgundy and all his erent 
See, then, thou fight’st against thy countrymen 
And join’st with them will be thys |aughter-men. 
Come, come, return; return, thou wandering 


lord ; 
Charles and the rest will take thee in their arms. 
LO Tam vanquished ; these haughty words 
of hers 
Have batter'd me like roaring cannon-shot, 

id made me almost yield upon my knees. 80 
Forgive me, country, and sweet, countrymen, 
And, lords, accept this hearty kind embrace! 
My forces and my power of men are yours: 

So farewell, Talbot; I’! no longer trust thee, 
Puce. [Aside] Done like a Frenchman : turn, 
and turn again! 
Char. Welcome, brave duke! thy friendship 
makes us fresh. 


Bast. eee doth beget new courage in our | O: 


reasts. 
cate Pucelle hath bravely play’d her part 


S, 
And doth deserve a coronet of gold. 
har. Now let us on, my lords, and join 
our powers, go 
And seeks how we may prejudice the foe. 
[Exeunt. 
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Scene IV. Paris. 


Enter the Kixc, GLOUCESTER, BisHop og 
WINCHESTER, YORK, SUFFOLK, SOMERSET. 
WarWIck, EXETER: VERNON, Basset, and 
others. Lo them with his Soldiers, TALBor, 


The palace. 


Tal. My gracious prince, and honourable 
CIS, 2 A = 

Hearing of your arrival in this realm, 
T have awhile given truce unto my wars, 
To do my duty to my sovereign : H 
In sign whereof, this arm, that hath reclaim’d 
To your obedience fifty fortresses, 
Twelve citiesand seven walled towns of strength, 
Beside five hundred prisoners of esteem, _ 
Lets fall his sword before your highness’ feet, 
And with submissive loyalty of heart 10 
Ascribes the glory of his conquest got 
First to my God and next unto your grace, 


Kneels, * 


King. Is this the Lord Talbot, tale Glou- 
eS) 


h_so long been resident in France? 
Yes, if it please your majesty, my 





lege. , : 
King. Welcome, brave captain and vic- 
torious lord ! 
When I was young, as yet Tam not old, 
I do remember how iny father said 
A stouter champion never handled sword, 
ng since we were resolved of your truth, 20 
Your faithful service and your toil in war ; 
Yet never have you tasted our reward, 
Or been reguerdon’d with so much as thanks, 
Because till now we never saw your face : 
Therefore, stand up;.and, for these good deserts, 
We here create you Earl of Shrewsbury ; 
And in our coronation take your piace. 
[Sennet. Llowrish. Lxeunt all but Vernon 
5 and Bassct. 
Ver. Now, sir, to you, that were so hot at 


sea, 
Disgracing of these colours that I wear 
In honour of my noble Lord of York: 30 
Darest thou maintain the former words thou 
spakest? — 

Bas. Yes, sir; as well as you dare patronage 
The envious barking of your saucy ton sue 
Against my lord the Duke of Somersct. 

er. Sirrah, thy lord I honour as he is. 
Bas. Why, what is he? as good a man as 
York. x 

Ver, Hark ye; not so: in witness, take ye 

that. [Strikes him. 

Bas. Villain, thou know’st the law of arms 

is such 
That whoso draws a sword, ’tis present death, 
r else ts blow should broach thy dearest 
loo 40 
But Til unto his majesty, and crave 
I may have liberty to venge this wrong: 
When thou shalé see I’ll meet thee to thy cost. 
Ver. Well, miscreant, Ill be there as soon 
as you; 
And, after, meet you sooner than you would. 
[Eceunt. 
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A IV. And now, my lord protector, view the letter 
AGE Sent from our uncle Duke of Burgundy. 
Scene L Paris. A hall of state. 


Glow. What means his grace, that he hath 
Enter the inc, Guoucester, BisHor oF 


ro changed ns sted bluntly, ‘To the king 

j e but, plain ani ntly, ‘To the king 

AVINCHESTER, YORK, SUFFOLK, SOMERSET, Sea fencou he ishis Balen G 

Warwick, TALBOT, EXETER, the Governor | Or doth this churlish superscription 

of Paris, and others. _ | Pretend some alteration in good will? 5 

(as Lord bishop, set the crown upon his What’s here? [Reads] ‘I have, upon especial 
head. x cause, 

Win. God save King Henry, of that name | Moved with compassion of my country’s wreck, 
the sixth! ’ _ | Together with the pitiful complaints 

Glow. Now, governor of Paris, take your 

oath, 


Of such as your oppression feeds upon, 
That you elect no other king but him; 


Forsaken your jpemiccus faction : x 

I = ‘And join’d with Charles, the rightful King of 

Fsteem none friends but such as are his friends, 60 
‘And none your foes but such as shall pretend 


France.’ A 
nile e L O monstrous treachery! can this be so, 
Malicious practices against his state : i 
This shall ye do, so help you righteous God! 


That in alliance, amity and oaths, 3 
There should be found such false dissembling 
Enter Str Joun FasToure. 
Fast. My gracious sovereign, as I rode from 




















guile? 
King. What! doth my uncle Burgundy re- 


volt? 
Glow. He doth, my lord, andis become your 


Calais, ss 
To haste unto your corousays 10 ‘0c. 
‘A letter was deliver'd to my hands, King. Is that the worst this letter doth con- 


‘Writ to your grace from the Duke of Burgundy. 

ate Shame to the Duke of Burgundy and 
thee! 

L yow'd, base knight, when I did meet thee 


tain 
Glow. Itis the worst, and all, my lord, he 
writes. 
King. Why, then, Lord Talbot there shall 
talk with him | i 
And give him chastisement for this abuse. 
How say you, my lord? are you not content? 70 
7al. Content, my liege! yes, but that I am 
prevented, - ‘ 
I should have begg'd I might have been em- 


loy’d. 
Rh ae Then gather strength and march unto 
him straight : ‘ . 
Let him perceive how ill we brook his treason 
‘And what offence it is to flout his friends. . 
Tal. Igo, my lord, in heart desiring still 


[Exit. 


next, 
To tear the garter from thy crayen’s leg, 
; Plucking tt off. 
Which I have done, because unworthily 
Thou wast installed in that high’ degree. 
Pardon me, princely Henry, and the rest : 
‘This dastard, at the battle of Patay, 
When but in all I was six thousand strong 20 
And that the French were almost ten to one, 
Before we met or that a stroke was given, 
Like to a trusty squire did run away: 
Jn which assault we lost twelve hundred men; 
itysclt and divers gentlemen beside 
Were there surprised and taken prisoners. 
Then judge, great lords, if I have done amiss; 
Or whether ‘that such cowards ought to wear 
This ornament of knighthood, yea or no. 
Glou. To say the truth, this fact was in- 
famous, 3° 
And ill beseeming any common man, 
Much more a knight, a captain and a leader. 
Tal. When first this order was ordain’d, my 


You may behold confusion of your foes. 


Enter VERNON and BASSET. 


Ver. Grant me the combat, gracious 
sovereign. 
Bas. And me, my lord, grant me the com- 


bat too.” fs 
York. This is my servant: hear him, noble 
i 8 


primces@: yea ‘o 
Som: ‘And thisis mine: sweet Henry, favour 
him. 
King. Be patient, lords; and give them 
leave to speak. 
Say, gentlemen, what makes you thus exclaim? 
‘And wherefore crave you combat? or with 
whom? 
Ver. With him, my lord; for he hath done 
mewrong. 
Bas. And I with him; for he hath done me 


wrong. 
King. What is that wrong whereof you 
poth complain? 
First let me know, and then Ill answer you. 
‘Bas. Crossing the sea from England into 
ce, 


lords, 

Knights of the garter were of noble birth, 
Valiant and virtuous, full of haughty courage, 
Such as were grown to credit by the wars; 
Not fearing death, nor shrinking for distress, 
But always resolute in most extremes. 
He then that is not furnish’d in this sort 
Doth but usurp the sacred name of knight, 40 
Profaning this most honourable order, 
And should, if I were worthy to be judge, 
Be quite degraded, like a hedge-born swam 
That, doth presume to boast of gentle blood. 

EK 0. 3 orn to thy countrymen, thou hear'st 

thy doom 
Be packing, therefore, thou that wast almight : 
Henceforth we banish thee, on nain of death. 
(Exit Fastolfe. 
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This fellow here, with envious carping tongue, 
Upbraided me about the rose I wear; gr 
Saying, the sanguine colour of the leaves 
Did represent my master’s blushing cheeks, 
When stubbornly he did repugn the truth 
About a certain question in the law | 
Argued betwixt the Duke of York and him; 
With other vile and ignominious terms : 
Jn coniutation of which rude reproach 
And in defence of my lord's worthiness, 
I crave the benefit of law of arms. 100 
Ver, And that is my petition, noble lord es 
For though he seem with forged quaint conceit 
To set a gloss upon his bold intent, S 
Yet know, my lord, I was provoked by him; 
And he first took exceptions at this badge, 
Pronouncing that the paleness of this flower 
Bewray'd the faintness of my master’s heart. 
York. Willnot this malice, Somerset, beleft ? 
Sone Your private grudge, my Lord of York, 
will out, 7 
hough ne'er so cunningly you smother it. 10 
‘ing, Good Lord, what madness rules in 
_ brainsick men, 
When for so slight and frivolous a cause 
Such factions emulations shall arise ! 
Good cousins both, of York and Somerset, 
Quiet yourselves, Toray, and be at peace. 
York, Let this dissension first be tried by 


O, think upon the conquest of my father, 
My tender years, and let us not forego 
That for a trifle that was bought with blood! 
Let me be umpire in this doubtful strife, 151 
I sce no reason, if I wear this rose, 
[Putting on a red rose, 
That any one should therefore be suspicious 
T more incline to Somerset than York : 
Both are my kinsmen, and I love them both: 
As well they may palatal me with my crown, 
Because, forsooth, the king of Scots is crown’d, 
But your discretions better can persuade 
Than Tam able to instruct or teach: 
And therefore, as we hither came in peace, x60 
So let us still continue peace and love. 
Cousin of York, we institute your grace 
To be our regent in these parts of I'rance: 
And, good my Lord of Somerset, unite 
Your troops of horsemen with his bands of foot ; 
And, like true subjects, sons of your progenitors, 
Go cheerfully together and digest 
Your angry choler on your enemies. 
Ourself, my lord protector and the rest 
Aiter some respite will return to Calais; 170 
From thence to Mngland; where Lhope ere long 
To be presented, by your Victories, | 
With Charles, Alengon and that traitorous rout. 
[Flourish Exeunt all but York, Warwick, 
Exeter and Vernon. 
War. My Lord of York, Ipromiseyou, theking 
Prettily, methought, did play the orator, 
York. And so he did; but yet I like it not, 
In that he wears the badge of Somerset, 
vars Tush, that was but his fancy, blame 
him not ; 
ote presume, sweet prince, he thought no 
harm. 
York. Anif I wist he did,—but let it rest; 180 
Other affairs must now be managed, 
: [Eweunt all but Exeter, 
Exe. Well didst thou, Richard, to suppress 
thy voice; i 
For, had the passions of thy heart burst out, 
I fear we should have scen decipher'd there 
More FACOTOUS Spite, more furious raging 
roils, Sas 
Than yet can be imagined or su posed, 



























ight, 
And then your highness shall command a peace. 
SS he quarrel toucheth none but us 
alone; 
Betwixt ourselves let us decide it then, 
York. Chere is my pledge ; accept it, Somer- 
Set. 120 
Ver. Nay, let it rest where it began at first, 
Bas. Contirm it so, mine honourable lord. 
Ue Confirm itso! Confounded be your 
strife! 
And perish ye, with your audacious prate! 
Presumptuous vassals, are you not ashamed 
With this immodest clamorous outrage 
To trouble and disturb the king and us? 
And you, my lords, methinks you do not well 
Lo bear with their perverse objections; 
Much less to take occasion from their mouths 
To raise a mutiny betwixt yourselves: 131 | But howsoe’er, no simple man that sees 
et me persuade you take a better course. This jarring discord of nobility, 
Exe. It grieves his highness: good my lords, | This shouldering of each other in the court, 





¢ friends, This factious bandying of their favourites 1 
ing. Come hither, you that would be com- But that it doth presage some ill event. = 
batants: is much when sceptresare in children’s hands } 

Henceforth I charge you, as you love our| But more when envy breeds unkind division 2 
favour, 


: There comes the ruin, there begi sion, 
Quite to forget this quarrel and the cause. acta confusion 
And you, my lords, remember where we are; 

n France, amongst a fickle wavering nation’: 
If they perceive dissension in our looks 
And that within ourselves we disagree, 140 
How will their grudging stomachs be provoked 
To wilful disobedience, and rebel | 
Beside, what infamy will there arise, 

Vhen foreign princes shall be certified 
ee foe a toy, a thing ick po Feeand, 

Ing Henry's peers and chief nobility English John Talbot, ca; tains, forth, 
Destroy d_themselyes, and lost ihe realm of | Servant in arms to aa King Saree i 
Franée! And thus he would: Open you city gates; 
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Scene Il. Before Bowrdeaux. 
Enter Tatnor, with trump and drum, 


Lees Go to the gates of Bourdeaux, trum- 
peter; bs 
Summon their general unto the wall. 


Trumpet sounds, Enter General and others, 
aloft. 
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That doge'd the mighty army of the Dauphin ? 

Mess, They are return’d, my lord, and give 
it out . . 

That he is march'd to Bourdeaux with his 


power, 
To fight with Talbot ;_as he march'd along, 
By your espials were discovered : 
Two mightier troops than that the Dauphin led, 
Which join’d with him and made their march 
for Bourdeaux. Pim ; 
York. A plague upon that villain Somerset, 
That thus delays my promised supply , 10 
Of horsemen, that were levied for this siege! 
Renowned ‘Talbot doth expect my aid, 
‘And [am lowted bya traitor villain 
‘And cannot help the noble chevalier : 
God comfort him in this necessity ! 


If he miscarry, farewell wars in France. 


Enter Sin Wittrax Lucy. 
Iacy. Thou princely leader of our English 
¥ strength, 

Never so needful on the earth of France, 
Spur to the rescue of the noble Talbot, 
Who now is girdled with a waist of iron 20 
And hemm’d about with grim destruction: 
To Bourdeaux, warlike duke! to Bourdeaux, 


Be humble to us} call my sovereign yours, 
‘And do him homage as obedient subjects ; 

‘And L'il withdraw me and my bloody power: 
But, if you frown upon this profler'd peace, 
You tempt the fury of my three attendants, | 10 
Lean famine, quartering steel, and climbing 














ire; ‘ 
Who in’a moment even with the earth 
Shall lay your stately and air-braving towers, 
Ti you forsake the olfer of their love, 
Gen. pee ominous and fearful owl of 
death, 
Our nation’s icrror and their bloody scourge | 
The period of thy tyranny approac heth. 
On us thou canst not enter but by death; 
For, L protest, we are well fortified 
‘And strong enough to issue out and fight: 20 
if thou retire, the Dauphin, well appointed, 
Stands with the snares of war to tangle thee : 
On aitlicr hand thee there are squadrons 
itch’d, 
To vatl thee from the liberty of flight; 
‘And no way canst thou turn thee for redress, 
But death doth front thee with apparent spoil 
And pale destruction meets thee in the face. 
Ten thousand French have ta'en the sacrament 
To rive their dangerous artillery _ 
Upon no Christian soul but English Talbot, 30 
Lo, there thou stand’st, a breathing valiant 
man, pie te 
Of an invincible unconquer'd spirit! 
This is the latest glory of thy praise 
That I, thy enemy, due thee withal; 
For ere the glass, that now begins to run, 
Finish the process of his sandy hour, 
These eyes, that see thee now well coloured, 
Shall see thee wither’d, bloody, pale and dead. 
4 [Drum afar of. 
Hen the Dauphin’s drum, a warning 
pean) : . 
Sings heavy music to thy timorous soul ; 40 
And mine shall ring thy dire departure out. 
Exeunt General, &e. 
Tal. Hefables not; 1heartheenemy: |. 
Out, some light horsemen, and peruse their 
wings. 
w) negligent and heedless discipline! 
ow are we park’d and bounded in a pale, 
A little herd of England’s timorous deer, 
Mazed with a yelping kennel of I'rench curs! 


If we be Unglish deer, be then,in blood ; 
ik h, 


ork! 
BES farewell Talbot, France, and England’s 
honour. 
York. © God, that Somerset, who in proud 
heart 5 
Doth stop my cornets, were in Talbot's place! 
So should we save a valiant gentleman 
oe forfeiting a traitor and a coward. 
Mad ire and wrathful fury makes me weep, 
That thus we die, while remiss traitors sleep.’ 
Lney. ; O, send some succour to the distress’d 


ord! 0 

athe He dies, we lose; I break my Sais 
word; 

We mourn, France smiles; we lose, they daily 


eet 5 

All ee of this vile traitor Somerset. 

Iucy. Then God take mercy on brave 

Talbot's soul ; 

And on his son young John, who two hours 
since 

I met in travel toward his warlike father ! 

This seven years did not Talbot see his son ; 

‘And now they meet where both their lives are 


Not rascal-like, to fall down with a pinc done. = 
But rather, moody-mad and desperate stags, 50 York. Alas, what joy shall noble Talbot 
Turn on the bloody hounds with heads of steel have. 


To bid his young son welcome to his grave? 40 

Away! vexation almost stops my breath, 

hats sundend friends greet in the hour of 
cath. 

Lucy, farewell: no more my fortune can, 

But curse the cause I cannot aid the man. 

Maine, Blois, Poictiers, and Tours, are won 


away, G 
‘Long all of Somerset and his delay. 
. (Bait, with his soldiers. 
Incy. Thus, while the vulture of sedition 
Feeds in the bosom of such great commanders, 
Sleeping neglection doth betray to loss 
The conquest of our scarce cold conqueror, 50 


And make the cowards stand aloof at bay : 
Sell every man his life as dear as mine, 
And they shall find dear deer of us, my friends. 
God and Saint George, Talbot aud England’s 
Tight, 
Prosper our colours in this dangerous fight! 
[Axeunt. 


Scene II. Plains in Gascony. 


Enter a Messenger that meets York. Enter 
York with trumpet and many Soldiers. 


York, Are not the speedy scouts return’d 
again, 
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ver living man of memory, 
aan With: whiles they each other cross, 


Lives, honours, lands and all hurry to los, Se 


ScENE IV. Other plains in Gascony. 


Enter SOMERSET, with his army ; @ Captain 
of TALBor’s with him. 


Som. It is too late; I cannot send them 
now: 
This expedition was by York and Talbot 
Too rashly plotted : all our general force 
Might with a sally of the very town 
Be buckled with: the over-daring Talbot 
Hatli sullied all his gloss of former honour 
By this unheedful, esperate, wild adventure : 
York set him on to fight and die in shame, 
That, Talbot dead, great York might bear the 
namie, : 
Cap. Here is Sir William Lucy, who with me 
Set from our o’ermatch’d forces forth for aid. 11 


Enter Siz Wititam Lucy. 


Som. How now, Sir William! whither were 
you sent? 
Lucy. Whither, my lord? from bought and 
sold Lord Talbot ; 
Who, ring’d about with bold adversity, 
Cries out for noble York and Somerset, 
To beat assailing death from his weak legions ; 
And whiles the honourable captain there 
Drops] bloody sweat from his war-wearied limbs, 
And, in advantage lingering, looks for rescue, 
You, his false hopes, the trust of England's 
honour, . 20 
Keep ott aloof with worthless emulation. 
Let not your private discord fete away 
The levied succours that should lend him aid, 
While he, renowned noble gentleman, 
Yields up his life unto a world of odds: 
Orleans the Bastard, Charles, Burgundy, 
Alengon Reignier, compass himaboute 
‘And Talbot perisheth by your default. 
Som. York set him’on; York should have 
sent him aid. 
Lucy. And York as fast upon your grace 
exclaims ; a 30 
Swearing that you withhold his levied host, 
Collected for this expedition. 
Som. York lies; he might have sent and 
had the horse; 
I owe him little duty, and less love; 
And take foul scorn to fawn on him by sending. 
: The fraud of England, not the force 
Bath dowrertanpllihe see amie iain 
ath now entrap) e noble-minded Talbot : 
Never to England shall he bear his life; 
But dies, betray’d to fortune by your strife. 
Som. Come, go; I willdispatch the horsemen 
_dtraight : 40 
Within six hours they will be at his aid. 
‘ey. Too late comes rescue : he is ta’en or 
slain; 
For fly he could not, if he would have fled ; 
And fly would Talbot never, though he might. 
Sone ii he be dead, brave Talbot, then 
Feu! + 
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LIncy. His fame lives in the world, his 

shame in you. [Exeunt. 

Scene V. Lhe English camp near Bourdcaus, 
Enter TaLbot and JOUN his son. 


es O young John Talbot! I did send for 

thee 

To tutor thee in stratagems of war, 

That Talbot's name might be in thee revived 

When sapless age and weak unable limbs 

Should bring thy father to his drooping chair, 

But, O malignant and ill-boding stars! 

Now thou art come unto a feast of death, 

A terrible and unavoided danger: 

Therefore, dear boy, mount on my swiftest 

horse 3 

And I'll direct thee how thou shalt escape 10 

By sudden flight: come, dally not, be gone. 
Jokn. Is my name Talbot? and am I your 


sont 
And shall I fly? 0, if you love my mother, 
Dishonour not her honourable name, 
‘fo make a bastard anda slave of me! 
The world will say, he is not Talbot's blood, 
That paced fled when noble Talbot stood,” 
Lal. Fly, to revenge my death, if I be slain. 
John. He that ‘flies so will ne’er return 
again. 
Tal. lf we both stay, we both are sure to 


die. 20 
John. Then let me stay ; and, father, do you 


Your loss is great, so your regard should be ; 
My worth unknown, no loss is known in me. 
Upon my death the French can little boast ; 
In yours they will, in you all hopes are lost. 
Flight cannot stain’ the honour you have 
won; i 
But mine it will, that no exploit have done: 
You fled for vantage every one will swear; 
But, if I bow, they Hi say it was for fear, 
There is no hope that ever I will stay, 30 
If the first hour I shrink and run away. 
Here on my knee I beg inortality, 
Rather than life preserved with infamy, 
Tal. Shall all thy mother's hopes lie in one 
tomb? 
John. Ay,vatherthan I'll shamemy mother’s 
Womb. 
Lal. U pon my Blessing, Icommand thee go. 
John. ‘o fight I will, but not to fly the foe. 
ee Part of thy father may be saved in 
es 


he 
John. No part of him but will be shame in 
e. 


me. 
Tal. Thou never hadst renown, nor canst not 
lose it. 40 
John. Yes, your renowned name: shall 
flight abuse it? 


Tal. Thy father's charge shi lear thee 
from that stain. ny li cad 


Shins You cannot witness for me, being 
slain. 


If death be so apparent, then both fly. 


Tal. And leave my followers here to fight 
and die? 


My age was never tainted with such shame. 
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John, Andshall my youth be guilty of such | John. The sword of Orleans hath not made 
blame ? : me smart ; 
No more can I be sever’d from your side, anes words of yours draw life-blood from my 
heart : 


‘Than can pour yourself in twain divide: 
Stay, go, do what you will, thelikedoI; 50 
For live I will not, if my father dic. 

Tal. ‘then here I take my leave of thee, fair 


On that advantage, bought with such a shame, 

To save a paltry jife and slay bright fame, 

Before young Talbot from old Talbot fly, 

The coward horse that bears me fall and die! 

‘And like me to the peasant boys of France, 

To be shame’s scorn and subject of mischance! 

Surely, by all the glory you have won, 50 

An if I fly, Tam not Talhot’s son : 

Then tall no more of flight, it is no boot; 

If son to Talbot, die at Talbot's foot. 
Tal. Then follow thou thy desperate sire of 


son, 
Born to celine thy life this afternoon. 
Come, side by side together live and die; 
‘And soul with soul from Trance to heaven fly. 
[Excunt. 


Scenz VI. A field of battle. 


Alavum : excursions, wherein TALBOTS Son rete, 7 F 
is hemmed about, and TALBor rescues him. Thou Icarus; thy life tome is sweet: 
A = If thou wilt fight, fight by thy father's side; 
Bale paint George and victory ! fight, soldiers, | And, commendable proved, let’s die in ride. ; 
ht : Hacunt. 
The regent hath with Talbot broke his word 
And left us to the rage of France his sword. 
Where is John ‘Talbot? Pause, and take thy 
breath ; 
Igave thee life and rescued thee from death. 
John. ©, twice my father, twice am I thy 


Scrne VII. Another part of the field. 


Alarum : excursions. Enter old TALBOT 
led by a Servant. 


son! Tal. Where is my other life? mine own is 
The life thou gavest me first was lost and done, 


eit * a i gone; A 6 
Till with thy warlike sword, despite of fate, 0, where’s young Talbot? where is valiant 
To my determined time thou gavest new date. ohn? 


Triumphant death, smear’ with captivity, 
Young Talbot's yalour makes me smile at thee: 
When he perceived me shrink and on my knee, 
His bloody sword he brandish’d over me, 
‘And, like a hungry lion, did commence 
Rough deeds of rage and stern impatience ; 
But when my angry guardant stood alone, 
Tendering my ruin and assail’d of none, 10 
Dizzy-eyed fury and great rage of heart 
Suddenly made him from my side to start 
Into the clustering battle of the French ; 
‘And in that sea ot blood my boy did drench 
His over-mounting spirit, and there died, 
My Icarus, my blossom, in his pride. 

‘Serv. O 

borne! 

Enter Soldiers, with the body of young TALBOT. 

Tal. Thou antic death, which laugh’st us 

here to scorn, ; 

Anon, from thy insulting tyranny, 
Coupled in bonds of perpetuity, __ 20 
To Talbots, winged through the lither sky, 
In thy despite shall ’scape mortality. 
© thou, whose wounds become hard-favour'd 


Tal. When from the Dauphin’s crest thy 
sword struck fire, s 10 
Itwarm'd thy father’s heart with proud desire 
Of bold-faced victory. Then leaden age, 
Quicken’d with youthful spleen and warlike 


rage, 

Beat down Alengon, Orleans, Burgundy, 

And from the pride of Gallia rescued thee. 

The ireful bastard Orleans, that drew. blood 
Lrom thee, my boy, and had the maidenhood 
Of thy first fight, 1 soon encountered, 

And interchanging blows I quickly shed 

Some of his bastard blood ; and in disgrace 20 
Bespoke him thus; ‘Contaminated, base 

And misbegotten blood I spill of thine, 

Mean and right poor, for that pure blood of 


mine 

pinch thou didst force from Talbot, my brave 
joy : 

Here, purposing the Bastard to destroy, 

Came in strong rescue. Speak, thy father’s 


care, 
Art thou not weary, John ? how dost thou fare? 
W ilt thou yet leave the battle, boy, and fly, 
ow thou art seal’d the son of chivalry ? 

r ly, to revenge my death when I am dead: 30 
The help of one stands me in little stead. 

0, too much folly is it, well I wot, 

To hazard all our lives in one small boat! 

If I to-day die not with Frenchmen’s rage, 
o-morrow I shall die with mickle age : 

3B y me they nothing gain an if I stay ; 

‘Tis but the shortening of Tay life one day: 
In thee thy mother dies, our household's name, 
My death’s revenge, thy youth, and England’s 


death 
Speak to thy. father ere thou yield thy breath! 
Brave death by speaking, whether he will or no; 


Jmagine him a Frenchman and thy foe. 
Poor boy! he smiles, methinks, as who should 


say, 
Had death been French, then death had died 
-day. 

Come, come and lay him in his father’s arms: 

My spirit can no Jonger bear these harms. 30 

Soldiers, adieu! I have what I would haye, 

Now my old arms are young John Talbot's 
s. 


‘ame: 
All these and more we hazard by thy stay; 4° D 
graye. (Dies. 


All these are saved if thou wilt fly away. 
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Enter CHARLES, ALENGON, Burcunpy, Bas- 
TARD, LA PUCELLE, and forces, 


Char, Had York and Somerset brought 


rescue in, X 
We should have found a bloody day of this. %, 
Bast. How ie young whelp of Talbot's, 
«ing-wood, s s 
Did ieee his puny sword in Frenchmen’s 
lood ! eee 
Puce, Once I encounter'd him, and thus I 
said: : 
‘Thou maiden youth, be vanquish’d by a maid:’ 
But, with a proud majestica high scorn, 
He answer'd thus: ‘Young ‘Talbot was not 
orn 40 
To be the pillage of a giglot wench a 
So, rushing in the bowels of the Irench, 
He left me proudly, as unworthy fight. 
ae Peale he would have made a noble 
knight: i 
See, where he lies inhearsed in the arnis 
Of the most bloody nurser of his harms! 
Bast. Wew them to pieces, hack their bones 
asunder, x 
Whose life was England's glory, Gallia’s 
wonder, : : 
Char. O, no, forbear! for that which we 
have fled ¢ 
During the life, let us not wrong it dead. 50 


Enter Siz WILLIAM Lucy, attended ; Herald 
of the Wrench preceding. 
Lney. Herald, conduct me to the Dauphin's 


tent, 
To isthe who hath obtain'd the glory of the 
day. 
Cha oe ; On what submissive message art thou 
seni 
Lucey. Submission, Dauphin! ’tis a mere 
French word ; 
We English warriors wot not what it means. 
I come to know what prisoners thou hast ta’en 
And to survey the bodies of the dead. 
har. or prisoners ask’st thou? hell our 
-__ prison is. 
But tell me whom thou seek’st. 
Lucy. But where’s the great Alcides of the 


eld, 
Valiant Lord Talbot, Earl of Shrewsbury, 
Created, for his rare success in arms, 
Great Earl of Washford, Waterford and 
Valence; a 
Lord Talbot of Goodrig and Urchinfield, 
Lord Strange of Blackmere, Lord Verdun of 


Alton, 
Lord Cromwell of Wingfield, Lord Furnival of 
Sheffield, 
The thrice-yictorious Lord of Falconbridge ; 
Knight of the noble order of Saint George, 
Worthy Saint Michael and the Golden Fleece; 
Great marshal to Henry the Sixth 7° 
Of all his wars within the realm of France? 
Pue, Here is a silly stately style indecd ! 
The Turk, that two and fifty kin doms hath, 
ae saIDL RO tedious a style “3 this 
Him t! hou est with all these titl 
Stinking and fly-blown lies here at our pees 
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Lucy. Is Talbot slain, the Frenchmen’s only 
scourge, 

Your kingdom’s terror and black Nemesis ? 
O, were mine eye-balls into bullets turn’d, 
That I in rage might shoot them at your faces! 
O, that I could but call these dead to life! gy 
Tt were enough to fright the realm of France; 
Were but his picture left amongst you here, 
Tt would amaze the proudest of you all. 
Give me their bodies, that I may bear them 


hence : 
And give them burial as beseems their worth, 
Puce. I think this upstart is old Talbot's 
ghost, 
He speaks with such a proud commanding 


spirit. ‘ 
For God’s sake, let him haye’em; to keep them 


here, ; 
They would but stink, and putrefy the air. 90 
Char. Go, take their bodies hence, 
Lacy. T'll bear them hence; but from their 
ashes shall be rear’d 
A pheenix that shall make all France afeard, 
Char. So we be rid of them, do with ‘em 
what thou wilt. 5 ‘ 
And now to Paris, in this conquering vein 
All will be ours, now bloody ‘Talbot’s slain. 
[Bacunt. 


ACT Y. 
Scene I, London. Lhe palace. 


Sennet. Enter Kine, GLovcester, and 
EXETER. 
King. Have you perused the letters from 
the pope, 
The emperor and the Earl of Armagnac? 
Clot I have, my lord: and their intent is 
this : 
They humbly sue unto your excellence 
‘To have a godly peace concluded of 
Between the realms of England and of France. 
King. Wow doth your grace affect their 
motion? 
Glow. Well, my good lord; and as the only 
Means) aire 
To stop eflusion of our Christian blood 
And stablish quietness on every side. 
King. Ay, marry, uncle; 
thought, 
It was both impious and unnatural 
That such immanity and bloody strife 
Should reign among se of one faith, 
Glou. Beside, my lord, the sooner to effect 
And surer bind this knot of amity, 
The Earl of Armagnac, near knit to Charles, 
A man of great authority in France, 
Proffers his only daughter to your grace 
In marriage, with a large’ and sumpiuous 
dowry. . 20 
King, Marriage, uncle! alas, my years are 


10 
for I always 


dette 4 

And fitter is m: study and my books 

Than wanton dalliance with a paramour. 

Yet call the ambassadors ; and, as you please, 
So let them have their answers every one: 

I shall be well content with any choice 

Tends to God’s Glory and my country’s weal. 
by eGangotri 
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ScENE I] 


Enter WINCHESTER in Cardinals habit, a 
Legate and two Ambassadors. 
Exe. ee is my Lord of Winchester in- 
stall d, 
‘And call’d unto a cardinal’s degree? 
Then L perceive that will be verified 30 
Henry the Fifth did sometime prophesy, 
“Tf once he come to he a cardinal, 
He'll make his cap co-equal with the crown.’ 
King, My lords ambassadors, your several 
sults 
Have been consider'd and debated on. 
Your Purpose is both good and reasonable ; 
And therefore are we certainly resolyed 
‘To draw conditions of a friendly peace ; 
Which by my Lord of Winchester we mean 
Shall be transported presently to France. 40 
Glow. And for the profter of my lord your 
master, i 
Lhaye inform’d his highness so at large 
‘As liking of the lady's virtuous gifts, 
Her beauty and the value of her dower, 
He doth intend she shall be England's queen. 
King, In argument and proof of which 
contract, 
Bear her this jewel, pledge of my affection. 
‘And so, my lord protector, see them guarded 
And safely brought to Dover; where inshipp’d 
Commit them to the fortune of the sea. 50 
(Eceunt all but Winchester and Legate, 
Win. Stay, my lord legate: you shall first 
receive 
The sum of moncy which I promised 
Should be deliver'd to his holiness 
For clothing me in these grave ornaments. 
Leg, I will attend upon your lordship’s 
leisure. 
Win, pastae] Now Winchester will not sub- 
mit, { trow, 
Or be inferior to the proudest peer. 
Humphrey of Gloucester, thou shalt well 
perceive ss 
That, neither in birth or for authority, 
The bishop will be overborne by thee: 60 
I'll either make thee stoop and bend thy knee, 
Or sack this country with a mutiny. [Haxeunt. 


Sornr IL France. Plains in Anjou. 


Enter CHARLES, BurGuNDY, ALENGON, Bas- 
TARD, REIGNIER, LA PUCELLE, and forces. 


Char. These news, my lords, may cheer our 
_ drooping spirits : 
is said the stout Parisians do revolt 
And turn again unto the warlike French. 
Alen. Then march to Paris, royal Charles 
of France, i 
And keep not back your powers in dalliance. 
ee eace be amongst them, if they turn 
0 US; 
Else, ruin combat with their palaces ! 


Enter Scout. 
Scout. Success unto our valiant general, 
nd happiness to his accomplices! 
Char. What tidings send our scouts? I 
prithee, speak. 10 
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Scout. The English army, that divided was 
Into two parties, is now conjoin’d in one, 
‘And ineans to give you battle presently. 
Char. Somewhat too sudden, sirs, the warn- 
ing is; 
But we will presently provide for them. , 
Bur. I trust the ghost of Talbot is not 
__ there: 
Now he is gone, my lord, you need not.fear. 
Pue. Of all base passions, fear is most 
accursed. | 
Command the conquest, Charles, it shall be 


thine, 

Let Henry fret and all the world repine. 20 
‘har. Then on, my lords; and France be 
fortunate! [Exeunt. 


Scene IIL, Before Angiers. 
Alarwn. Excursions. Enter LA PUCELLE. 


Puc. The regent conquers, and the French- 
men fly. = i 
Now help, ye charming spells and periapts ; 
And ye choice spirits that admonish me 
‘And give me signs of future accidents. 
2 [Lhunder. 
You speedy helpers, that are substitutes 
Under the lordly monarch of the north, 
Appear and aid me in this enterprise. 
Enter Yiends. 
This speedy and quick appearance argues proof 
Of your accustonr‘d diligence to me. 
Now, ye familiar spirits, that are cull’d 10 
Out of the powerful regions under earth, 
Help me this once, that I'rance may get the field. 
2 (2h walk, and speak not. 
0, hold me not with silence over-long! 
Where I was wont to feed you with my blood, 
V’ll lop a member off and give it you 
Tn earnest of a further benefit, 
So you do condescend to help me now. 
[Phey hang their heads. 
No hope to have redress? My body shall 
Pay recompense, if you will grant my suit. 
They shake their heads. 
Cannot my body nor blood-sacrifice 20 
Entreat you to your wonted furtherance? 
Then take my soul, my body, soul and all, . 
Before that England give the French the foil. 
[Lhey depart. 
See, they forsake me! Now the time is come 
That France must yail her lofty-plumed crest 
‘And let her head fall into England's lap. 
My ancient incantations are too weak, | 
‘And hell too strong for me to buckle with : 
Now, France, thy glory droopeth to the duct. 5 
Levit. 


Excursions. Re-enter LA PucEtLe fighting 
hand to hand with York: LA PUCELLE 2s 
taken. The French fly. 


one Damsel of France, I think I have you 
‘ast: 


t0 ae 5 30 
Unehain your spirits now with spelling charms 
And try if they can gain your liberty. 

‘A goodly prize, fit for the devil’s grace! 
See, how the ugly witch doth bend her brows, 
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if with Circe she would change my shape! 
Ae. Changed to a worser shape thou canst 
not be, nes 
York. O, Charles the Dauphin is a proper 


man; : 
No shape but his can please your dainty eye. 


Puc. A plaguing mischief light on Charles 
and thee! é 
And may ye both be suddenly surprised 40 


By bloody hands, in sleeping on your beds! 
“York. Fell banning hag, enchantress, hold 
thy tongue! 
Puc. 1 prithee, give me leave to curse 
awhile, 
York. Curse, miscreant, when thou _comest 
to the stake. eunt. 


Alarum. Enter SUFFOLK, with MARGARET 
in his hand. 


Suf. Bewhat thou wilt, thou art my prisoner. 
(Gazes on her. 
0 falar bean do not fear nor fly! 
Vor I will touch thee but with reverent hands ; 
I kiss these fingers for eternal peace, _ 
And lay them gently on thy tender side. 
Who art thou? say, that I may honour thee. so 
Alay. Margaret my name, and daughter to a 
KING, 
net Naples, whosoe’er thou art. 
earl Lam, and Suffolk am I call'd. 
Be not offended, nature’s miracle, 
‘Thou art allotted to be ta’en by me: 
So doth the swan her downy cygnets save, 
Keeping them prisoner underneath her wings. 
Yet, if this servile usage once offend, 
Go and be free again as Suffolk’s friend. 
[She ts going. 
O, stay! Ihave no power to let her pass; 60 
My hand would free her, but my heart says no. 
AS plays the sun upon the glassy streams, 
Twinkling another counterfcited beam, 
So seems this gorgeous beauty to mine eyes. 
Fain would I woo her, yet I dare not speak: 
1'll call for pen and ink, and write my mind, 
Fie, de la Pole! disable not thyself; 
Hast not a tongue? is she not here? 
Wilt thou be daunted at a woman’s sight ? 
Ay, beauty’s princely majesty is such, jo 
Conioints the tongue and makes the senses 
rough. 
Mar, Say, Earl of Suftolk—if thy name 
be so— 
What ransom must I pay before I pass? 
For I perceive I am thy prisoner. 
Sa How canst thou tell she will deny thy 
sui 
Before thou make a trial of her love? 
Mar. Why speak’st thou not? what ransom 
must I pay? 


kin 
The Ki 
Suf. 


Suf. She’s beautiful and therefore to be | T 


woo'd ; 
She is a woman, therefore to be won. 
Afar. Wilt thou accept of ransom? yea, 
or no. Bo 
Suf._ Fond man, remember that thou hast a 


wife ; 
Then how can Margaret be thy paramour? 


W 
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Mar, I were best to leave him, for he will 
not hear. _ , : 

Suf. There all ismarr’d; there lies.a cooling 
card. 

Mur. He talks at random; sure, the man is 


mad. i i" 
Suf. And we a dispensation may be had. 


Mar. And yet I would that you would 
answer me. 
Su Til win this Lady Margaret. Tor 
whom? - 
Why, for my king: tush, that’s a wooden 
thing! 


ig, : 
far. Me talks of wood: itis some carpenter, 
Suf. Yet so my fancy may be satistied, — 91 
And peace established between these 
But there remains a scruple in that too ; 
For though her father be the King of Naples, 
Duke of Aon and Maine, yet is he poor, 
And our nobility will scorn the match. 
Mar. Hear ye, captain, are you not at 
leisure? aisel 
Suf. It shall be so, disdain they ne’er so 





much: 
Henry is youthful and will quickly yield. 
Madam, I have a secret to reveal. 100 
Mar, What though I be enthrall’d? he seems 
a knight, 
And will not any way dishonour me. 
Suf. Lady, vouchsafe to listen what I say. 
Mar. Perhaps I shall be rescued by the 
French ; . 
And then I need not crave his courtesy. | 
Suf. Sweet madam, give me hearing in a 
cause— 
Mar. Tush, women have been captivate ere 
now. 
Sus. Lady, wherefore talk you so? 
Scie . Lery you, mercy, ’tis but Quid for 


0, 
Suf. Say, gentle princess, would you not 
suppose 110 
Your bondage happy, to be made a queen? 
gies To be a queen in bondage is more 
vile 
Than is a slave in base servility ; 
For princes should be free. 
ASU. And so shall you, 
li happy England’s royal king be free. 
Mar. Why, what concerns his freedom 
unto me? 
Suf. I'll undertake to make thee Henry’s 
queen, 
To put a golden sceptre in thy hand 
And set a precious) crown upon thy head, 
If thou wilt condescend to be my— 
Mar. What? 120 
Swf. His love. 
Mar. Iam unworthy to be Henry’s wife. 
Suf. No, gentle madam ; I unworthy am 
‘0 woo so fair a dame to be his wife 
And have no portion in the choice myself. 
How say you, madam, are ye so content? 
Mar. An if my father please, I am content. 


SY: Then call our captains and our colours 
‘orth 


And, madam, at your father’s castle walls 


BETS BSS 











ScENE m1] 
arley sounded. Enter REIGNIER on 
Avner the walls. ; 


See, Reignier, see, thy daughter prisoner! 
“yew. Lo whom? 
Sul. me. 
Reig. ... Suflolk, what remedy ? 
Jam a soldier and unapt to weep 
Or to exclaim on fortune’s fickleness. 
Suf. Yes, there is remedy enough, my lord : 
Consent, and for thy honour give consent, 
Thy daughter shall be wedded to my king; 
Whom I. with pain have woo'd and won 
thereto 5 : . 
And this her easy-held imprisonment 
Hath gain’d thy daughter princely liberty. 140 
Reig. Speaks Sutfolk as he thinks? > 
Suf. Yair Margaret knows 
That Suffolk doth not flatter, face, or feign. 
Reig. Upon thy princely warrant, I descend 
To give thee answer of thy just demand. 
s Lasit from the walls. 
Suf. And here I will expect thy coming. 


Trumpets sound. Enter REIGNIER, below. 


Reig. Welcome, brave earl, into our terri- 
ories : 
Command in Anjou what your honour pleases. 

Sue a nas, Reignier, happy for so sweet a 

., child, 5 E fe 
Fit to be made companion with a king: 

What answer makes your grace unto my suit? 

Reig. Rauies thou dost deign to woo her little 

worth I5r 
To be the Princely bride of such a lord; 
Upon condition I may quietly a 
Enjoy mine own, the country Maine and Anjou, 
Free from oppression or the stroke of war, 
My daughter shall be Henry’s, if he please. 

Suf. That is her ransom; 1 deliver her; 
And those two counties I will undertake 
Your grace shall well and quietly enjoy. 

Reig, And I again, in Henry's royal name, 
As deputy unto that gracious king, 161 
Give thee her hand, for sign of plighted faith. 

he Reignier of France, I give thee kingly 

thanks, 

Because this is in traffic of a king. 

{Aside] And yet, methinks, I could be well 
content 

To be nine own attorney in this case. 

Pll over then to England with this news, 

And make this marriage to be solemnized. 

So farewell, Reignier : set this diamond safe 

tn golden palaces, as it becomes. 170 

Reig. I do embrace thee, as I would embrace 


The Christian prince, King Henry, were he 


here. 

Mar. Farewell, my lord : good wishes, praise 
and prayers , 
Shall Suttolk ever have of Margaret. [Going. 

Au Farewell, sweet madam: but hark you, 
Largaret ; * 
© princely commendations to my king? 
‘ay. Such commendations as becomes a 
maid, 
A virgin and his servant, say to him. 
Suf. orgs sweetly placed and modestly 
irected. 


LL 


N 








eart, | . 
Never yet taint with love, I send thee 


To send such peevish tokens to a king: 
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But, madam, I must trouble you again ; 180 
No loving token to his majesty? 


Marv. Yes, my good lord, a pure unspotted 






Suf. And this withal. [Kis. 
Mar, That for thyself: I will not so presume 


I [Exeunt Reiqnier and Targaret. 
Suf. O, wert thou for myself! But, Suffolk, 
stay; 


Thou mayst not wander in that labyrinth; 


There Minotaurs and ugly treasons lurk. 
Solicit Henry with her wondrous praise: 190 
Bethink thee on her virtues that surmount, 
‘And natural graces that extinguish art; 

Repeat their semblance often on the seas, 

‘That, when thou comest to Imeel at Henry's 


ect, 
Thou mayst bereave him of his wits, with 
wonder. [£eit. 


ScENE IV. Camp of the Duke or York 
am Anjou. 


Enter YorK, WARWICK, and others. 


York. Bring forth that sorceress condemn'd 
to burn. 


Enter LA PucELLE, guarded, and a Shepherd. 


Shep. Ah, Joan, this kills thy father’s heart 
outright! > 
Have I sought every country far and near, 
‘And, now it is my chance to find thee out, 
Must I behold thy timeless cruel death? 
Ah, poate swect daughter Joan, I’ll die with 
hee 
Puce. Decrepit miser! base ignoble wretch! 
Tam descended of a gentler blood : 
Thou art no father nor no friend of mine. 
Shep. Out, out! My lords, an please you, 
_’tis not so; : 10 
I did beget her, all the parish knows: 
Her mother liveth yet, can testy ; 
She was the first fruit of my bac helorship. 
War. Graceless! wilt thou deny thy parent- 


age? 
York. This argues what her kind of life hath 


been, 
Wicked and vile; and so her death concludes, 
Shep. Fie, Joan, that thou wilt be so ob- 
stacle! 
God knows thou art a collop of my flesh ; 
‘And for thy sake have I shed many a tear: 
Deny me not, I prithee, gentle Joan, 20 
Puc. Peasant, avaunt! You have suborn’d 
this man, - 
Of purpose to obscure my noble birth. 
Shep. "Tis true, I gave a noble to the priest 
The morn that I was wedded to her mother. 
Knecl down and take my blessing, good my 


iri. 
wilt! thou not stoop? Now cursed be the time 
Of thy nativity! I would the milk 
Thy mother gave thee when thou suck'dst her 


reast, 
Had been a little ratsbane for thy sake! 
Or else, when thou didst keep my lambs a-field, 
I wish some ravenous wolf had eaten thee! 3 
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deny thy father, cursed drab? 
as thon De her! hanging is too 2 _ 
York. Take her away; for she hath lived 


toolong, =. He 
To fill the world with vicious qualities. 
Puce. Bs let me tell you whom you have 
condemn’d : 5 
Not me begotten of a shepherd swain, 
But issued from the progeny of kings; 
Virtuous and holy ; chosen from above, 
By inspiration of celestial grace, 40 
To work exceeding miracles on earth. 
Lnever had to do with wicked spirits : 
But you, that are polluted with your lusts, 
Stain’d with the guiltless blood of innocents, 
Corrupt and tainted with a thousand vices, 
Because you want the grace that others haye, 
You judge it straight a thing impossible 
To compass wonders but, by help of devils. 
No, misconceived! Joan of Are hath been 
A virgin from her tender infancy, 50 
Chaste and immaculate in very thought; 
Whose maiden blood, thus rigorously effused, 
Will cry for vengeance at the gates of heaven. 
York. Ay, ay: away with her to execution! 
Ladies And hark ye, sirs ; because she is a 
maid, 
State for no faggots, let there be enow : 
Place barrels of pitch upon the fatal stake, 
That so her torture may be shortened. 
Puc. Will nothing turn your unrelenting 
hearts? 5 
Then, Joan, discover thine infirmity, 60 
That warranteth by law to be thy privilege. 
Lam with child, ye bloody homicides: 
Murder not then the fruit within my womb, 
Although ye hale me to a yiolent death. 
York. Now heaven forfend! the holy maid 
with child! 
War. The 
wrought: : 
Is all your strict preciseness come to this? 
York. She and the Dauphin haye been jug- 


greatest miracle that eer ye 


" ging: 
I did ir ne what would be her refuge. 
aes Vell, go to; we'll have no bastards 
IVE; 
cially since Charles must father it. 
uc. You are deceived; my child is none of 





his: 
It was Alencon that enjoy’d my love. 
York. Alengon! that hotorious Machiavel! 
Tt dies, an if it had a thousand lives, 
4 Puc. O, give me leaye, I have deluded you: 
‘Twas neither Charles nor yet the duke I named, 
But Reignier, king of Naples, that prevail’. 
War, A married man! that’s most intoler- 


able. 
York. Why, here’sa girl! Ithink she knows 


not well, 80} Th 


‘There were so many, whom she ma‘ accuse. 
yer It’s sign she hath been Liberal and 


ree. 

York. Andyct, forsooth, she is a virgin pure. 
Sa thy words condemn thy fat antl 
Use no'entreaty, for it is in vain. 
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Puc. Then lead me hence; with whom J 
leave my curse: _ 
May never glorious sun reflex his beams 
Upon the country where you make abode ; 
But darkness and the gloomy shade of death 
Environ you, till mischief and despair: 
Drive you to break your necks or hang your. 
selves ! _., (Exit, guarded, 
York. Break thou in pieces and consume to 
ashes, sais 2 
Thou foul accursed minister of hell! 


Enter Canvina Beaurort, Bishop of 
Winchester, attended. 


Car. Lord regent, I do greet your excellence 
With letters of commission from the king. 
For know, my lords, the states of Christendom, 
Moved with remorse of these outrageous broils, 
Have earnestly implored a general peace 
Betwixt our nation and the aspiring I’rench ; 
And hereat hand the Dauphin and his train roo 
Approacheth, to confer about some matter, 

Yorks Is all our travail turn’d to this eflect? 
After the slaughter of so many peers, 
So many captains, gentlemen and soldiers, 
That in this quarrel have been overthrown 
And sold their bodies for their country’s benefit, 
Shall we at last conclude cfleminate peace? 
Have we not lost most part of all the towns, 
By treason, falsehood and by treachery, 
Our great progenitors had conquered? x10 
O, Warwick, Warwick! I foresee with grief 
The utter loss of all the realm of I'rance. 

War. Be patient, Yorke: if we conclude a 


peace, 
Tt shall be with such strict and severe covenants 
As little shall the 'renchmen gain thereby. 


Enter CuarnLes, ALENGON, BasTarp, 
Reienier, and others. 


Char. Since, lords of England, it is thus 


agreed 
That_peaceful trace shall be proclaim’d in 
France, 
We come to be informed by yourselves 
What the conditions of that league inust be. 
ork, Speak, Winchester; for boiling choler 
chokes 120 
The hollow passage of my poison’d voice, 
By sight of these our baleful enemies. 
Car. aChatles, and the rest, it is enacted 
us; 
That, in regard King Henry gives consent, 
if mere compassion and of lenity, 
To case your country of distressfal war, 
And sufler you to breathe in fruitful peace, 
ou shall become true liegemen to his crown: 
And, Charles, upon condition thou wilt swear 
To pay him tribute, and submit thyself, 130 
ou shalt be placed as viceroy under him, 
And still enjoy thy regal dignity. 
a Must he be then as shadow of him- 
Adorn his temples with a coronet, 
And yet, in substance and autlrority, 
Retam but Privilege of a 


This proffer is abencd ay rivate man ? 


reasonless. 
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Char. *Lisknown already that Iam possess’d 
With more than half the Gallian territories, 
And therein reverenced for their lawful king: 
Shall J, for lucre of the rest unvanquish’d, 4x 
‘Detract so much from that prerogative, 

‘As to be call’d but viceroy of the whole? 
No, lord ambassador, I?ll rather keep 
That which I have than, coveting for more, 
Be cast from possibility of all. 
York. Insulting Charles! hast thou by secret 
means _ HH 
Used intercession to obtain 2 league, 
And, now the matter grows to compromise, 
Stand’st thou aloof upon comparison ¢ 
Kither accept the title thou usurp’st, 
Of benefit proceeding from our king 
And not of any challenge of desert, 
Or we will plague thee with incessant wars. 

Reig. My lord, you do not well in obstinacy 

To cavil in the course of this contract : 
Tf once it be negleeted, ten to one 
We shall not find like opportunity. ; 

Alen. To say the truth, it is your policy 
To save your subjects from such massacre 160 
‘And ruthless slaughters as are daily seen 
By our proceeding in hostility ; 

And therefore take thiseomnace of a truce, 
‘Although you break it when your pleasure 
serves. 

War. How say'st thou, Charles? shall our 

condition stand? 

Char. It shall; , 

Only reserved, you claim no interest , 
In any of our towns of garrison. Z 

‘ork. Then swear allegiance to his majesty, 
As thou art knight, never to disobey 170 
Nor be rebellious to the crown of England, 
Thou, nor thy nobles, to the crown of England. 
So, now dismiss your army when ye please ; 
Hang up your ensigns, let your drums be still, 
For here we entertain a solemn peace. 

[Exceunt. 


150 


Scene V. London. The palace. 
Enter SUFFOLK in conference with the Kine, 
GLOUCESTER and EXETER. 


King. Your wondrous rare description, noble 


earl, 
Of beauteous Margaret hath astonish’d me: 
Her virtues graced with external gifts 
Do breed love's settled passions in my heart : 
And like as rigour of tempestuous gusts __ 
Provokes the mightiest hulk against the tide, 
So am I driven by breath of her renown 
Nither to suffer shipwreck or arrive 
Where I may have fruition of her love. : 
Se Tush, my good lord, this superficial 
fale 10 
Ts but a preface of her worthy praise; 
The chief perfections of that lovely dame, 
Had I sufficient skill to utter them, 
Would make a volume of enticing lines, 
le to ravish any dull conceit: |. | 
And, which is more, she is not so divine, 
0 full-replete with choice of all delights, 
But with as humble lowliness of mind 
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She is content to be at your command; = 
Command, J mean, of virtuous chaste intents, 
To love and honour Henry as her lord. ar 
‘King. And otherwise will Henry ne’er pre- 
sume. 
Therefore, my lord protector, give consent 
That Margaret may be England’s royal queen. 
Glou. So should I give consent to flatter sin. 
You know, my lord, your highness is betroth’d 
Unto another lady of esteem:, 
How shall we then dispense with that contract, 
‘And not deface your honour with reproach ? 
Suf. As doth a ruler with unlawful oaths ; 30 
Or one that, at a triumph having vow’d 
To try his strength, forsaketh yet the lists 
By reason of his adversary’s odds: 
A poor earl’s daughter is unequal odds 
‘And therefore may be broke without olfence. 
Glow. Why, what, I pray, is Margaret more 
than that? Ss 
Her father is no better than an earl, 
Although in glorious titles he excel. 
Suf.. Yes, my lord, her father is a king, 
The King of Naples and Jerusalem; 
And of such great, authority in France 
As his alliance will confirm our peace 
And keep the Frenchmen in allegiance. 
Glow. Andso the Earl of Armagnac may do, 
Because he is near kinsman unto Charles. 
Exe. Beside, his wealth doth warrant a 
liberal dower, : - 
Where Reignier sooner will receive than give. 
Suf. A dower, my lords! disgrace not so your 


40 


king, 

That he should be so abject, base and poor, 

To choose for wealth and not for perfect love. 50 

Henry is able to enrich his queen | 

And not to seck a queen to make him rich: 

So worthless peasants bargain for their wives, 

‘As market-men for oxen, sheep, or horse. 

Marriage is a matter of more worth 

Than to be dealt in by attorneyship ; 

Not whom we will, but whom his crake affects, 

Must be companion of his nuptial bed : 

‘And therefore, lords, since he affects her most, 

It most of all these reasons bindeth us, 60 

In our opinions she should be preferr'd. 

Yor what is wedlock forced but a hell, 

‘An age of discord and continual strife? 

Whereas the contrary bringeth bliss, 

And is a pattern of celestial peace. 

hora should we match with Henry, being a 
king, ; a‘ 

But Margaret, that is daughter to a king? 

Her peerless feature, joined with her birth, 

Approves her fit for none but for a kin, 

Her valiant courage and undaunted spir' 

More than in women commonly is seen, 

Will answer our hope in issue of a king ; 

For Henry, son unto a conqueror, 

Ts likely to beget more conquerors, 

Tf with a lady of so high resolve 

‘As is fair Margarct he be link’d in love. 

Then yield, my lords; and here conclude with 





7° 


me 
That aarrarce shall be queen, and none but she. 
King. : Vhether it be through force of your 
report, 
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. My noble Lord of Suffolk, or for that. 80 
My tender youth was never yet attaint 
With any passion of inflaming love 
Icannot tell; but this I am assured, 
T feel such sharp dissension in my breast, 
Such fierce alarums both of hope and fear, 
As Iam sick with working of my thoughts. 
ra) therefore, shipping; post, my lord, to 
Trance ; 
Agree to any covenants, and procure 
That Lady Margaret do vouchsafe to come 
To cross the seas to England and be crown’d go 
King Henry’s faithful and anointed queen : 
For your expenses and sufficient charge, 
Among the people gather up a tenth. 
Be gone, I say ; for, till you do return, ° 
rest perplexed with a thousand cares. 


KING HENRY VI [Act y 


And you, good uncle, banish all offence: 
If you do censure me by what you were, 
Not what you are, I know it will excuse 
This sudden execution of my will. 
And so, conduct me where, from company, 300 
I may revolve and ruminate my grief. [2xi¢ 
Glou. Ay, grief, L fear me, both at first and 
last. [Eccunt Gloucester and Exetep 
Swf. Thus Suffolk hath prevail’d; and thus 


he goes, 
As did the youthful Paris once to Greece, 
With hope to find the like event in love, 

But prosper better than the Trojan did. 
Margaret shall now be queen, and rule the 


ing; 
But I will rule both her, the king and realm. 
(Exit. 
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THE SECOND PART OF 
KING HENRY VI 


DRAMATIS PERSONAS 


Kine Henny the Sixth. 

Humpurey, Duke of Gloucester, his uncle. 

CarpinaL Beaurort, Bishop of Winches- 
ter, great-uncle to the King. 

RIcHARD PLANTAGENET, Duke of York. 

Epwarb and RICHARD, his sons. 2 

DUKE OF SOMERSET. 

DUKE OF SUFFOLK. 

DuKE or BUCKINGHAM. 

Lorp CLUrFORD. |. 

Young CLIFFORD, his son. 

EArt OF SALISBURY. 

Karu or WARWICK. 

LORD SCALES. 

Lorp Say. 

Sin HuMPHREY STArrorD, and WILLIAM 
STAFFORD, his brother. 

Sr JOHN STANLEY. 

Vaux. 

MATTHEW GOFFE. 

A peacapiains Master, and Master’s-Mate, 
and WALTER WHITMORE. 

Two Gentlemen, prisoners with Suffolk. 

JOHN Hume and JouN SOUTHWELL, 
priests. 








ACT I. 
Scene I. London. Lhe palace. 


Flourish of trumpets: then hautboys. Enter 
the KInc, HUMPHREY, Duke of GLOUCESTER, 
SALISBURY, WARWICK, and CARDINAL 

EAUPORT, on the one side; the QUEEN, 
SUFFOLK, York, SOMERSET, and BucKkING- 
HAM, on the other. 


Suf.. As by your high imperial majesty 
Thad in charge at my depart for France, 
As procurator to your excellence, 

to marry Princess Margaret for your grace, 
So, in the famous ancient city Tours, 

N presence of the Kings of I*rance and Sicil, 

he) Dukes of Orleans, Calaber, Bretagne and 

encon, 
Seven se s, twelve barons and twenty reverend 
shops, 

Ihave perform’d my task and was espoused : 
And humbly now upon my bended 


i be knee, 10 
In sight of England ap benloneeesrch In 


BOLINGBROKE, a conjurer. 

THOMAS HORNER, an armourer, 
his man. ne P 

Clerk of Chatham. Mayor of Saint Alban’s. 

Srarecox, an impostor. | 

ALEXANDER IDEN, a Kentish gentleman. 

AC! DE, a rebel. 

GEORGE BEVIS, JOHN HOLLAND, Dick the 
butcher, SmirH the weaver, MICHAEL, 
&c., followers of Cade. 

Two Murderers. 


PETER, 








ManGanreT, Queen to King Henry. 
Exeanor, Duchess of Gloucester. 
MARGARET JOURDAL,, a witch. 
Wife to Simpcox. 


Lords, Ladies, and Attendants, Petitioners, Al- 
dermen, a Herald, a Beadle, Sheriff, and 
Officers, Citizens, ’Prentices, Falconers, 
Guards, Soldiers, Messengers, &c. 


AA Spirit. 
Scene: England. 


Deliver up my title in the queen 
To your most gracious hands, that are the sub- 


stance 

OF that great shadow I did represent ; 

The happiest gift that ever marquess gave, 

The fairest queen that ever king received. 

Ki Ur Suffolk,arise. Welcome, Queen Mar- 

garet: 5 . 

T can express no kinder sianiot love 

Than this kind kiss. O Lord, that lends me 


life, 
Lend me a heart replete with thankfulness! 20 
For thou hast given me in this beauteous face 
A world of earthly blessings to my soul, 
li sympathy of love unite our thoughts. 

Queen. Great King of England and my 

gracious lord, 
The mutual conference that my mind hath had, 
By day, by night, waking and in my dreams, 
In courtly company or at, my beads, 
With you, mine alder-liefest sovereign, 
Makes me the bolder to salute ny king 
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d over-joy of heart doth minister, 
And ove Wer sight did ravish; but her grace 
in speech 2 Se 
Her TOTS y-clad with wisdom’s majesty, 
Makes me f ‘om wondering fall to weeping joys 5 
Such is the fulness of my hearts content. 
Lords, with one cheerful yoice welcome my 


love. 

All [kneeling]. Long live Queen Margaret, 
England’s happiness! 5 
Queen. We thank youall, | (etoernethe 
Suf. My lord protector, so it please your 


race, 
Hers are the articles of contracted peace __ 40 
Belycen fone sovereign and the I'rench king 
harles, 
For eighteen months concluded by consent. 
Glow, (Reads) ‘Imprimis, It is agreed be- 
tween the I’rench king Charles, and William de 
la Pole, Marquess of Suffolk, ambassador for 
Henry King of England, that the said Henry 
shall espouse the Lady Margaret, daughter unto 
Reignier King of Naples, Sicilia and Jé erusalem, 
and crown her Queen of ogland ere the 
thirtieth of May next ensuing. Item, that the 
duchy of Anjou and the county of Maine shall 
bereleased and delivered to the Kingherfather’— 
E Lets the paper jall. 
King. Uncle, how now! 
Glow. Pardon me, Brecious lord ; 
Some sudden qualm hath struck me at the 
heart. 
And dimm/’d mine eyes, that I can read no 
further. - 
King. Uncle of Winchester, I pray, read 


on. 

Car. [Reads] ‘Item, It is further agreed be- 
tween them, that the duchies of Anjou and 
Maine shall be released and delivered: over to 
the king herfather, and she sent over of the King 
of England's own proper cost and charges, with- 
out having any dowry.’ 

King. They please us well. Lord marquess, 

kneel down: - 

e here create thee the first duke of Suffolk, 
And gird thee with thesword. Cousin of York, 
W e here discharge your grace from being regent 
L the parts of France, till term of eighteen 

months 
¢ full expired. Thanks, uncle Winchester, 
Gloucester, York, Buckingham, Somerset, 
Salisbury, and Warwick ; 7° 
We thank you all for this great favour done, 
In entertainment to my puncely ueen, 
Come, let us in, and with all speed provide 
‘0 see her coronation be perform’d. 
[Exveunt K ing, Queen, and Suffolk. 


Clon Brave peers of ingland, pillars of the | ¥ 
sta! 


To you Duke Humphrey must unload his grief, 
Your grief, the common grief of all the land. 
What! did my brother enry spend his youth, 
His valour, coin and people, in the wars? 

Did he So, often lodge in open field, 80 
In winter's cold an summer's parching heat, 
To cpuaiuer France, his true inheritance ? 

And did my brother Bedford toil his Wits, 

To keep by policy what Henry got? 





KING HENRY YI (Acr r 


Have you yourselves, Somerset, Buckingham 
Brave York, Salisbury, and victorious Warwick, 


Received deep scars in I'rance and Normandy? 





Or hath mine uncle Beaufort and myself, 
With all the learned council of the realm, 
Studied so long, sat in the council-house go 





Early and late, debating to and fro 
How France and I’renchmen might be kept in 


awe, af 
And had his highness in his infancy 
Crowned in Paris in despite of foes? 
And shall these labours and these honours die? 
Shall Henry’s conquest, Bedford's vigilance, 
Your deeds of war and all our counsel die? 
O peers of England, shameful is this league! 
Fatal this marriage, cancelling your fame, 
Blotting your namesirom books of memory, 100 
Razing the characters of your renown, 

efacing monuments of conquer'd France, 
Undoing all, as all had never been! ‘ 

Car. Nephew, what means this passionate 

_ discourse, | ‘ 
This peroration with such circumstance? 
For France, ’tis ours; and we will keep it still, 

Glow. Ay, uncle, we will keep it, if we can; 
But now it is impossible we should: 
Suffolk, thenew-made duke that rules the Toast, 
Hath given the duchy of Anjou and Maine 110 
Unto the poor King Reignier, whose Jarge style 
etarers not with the leanness of his purse, 

sa Now, by the death of Him that diced for 
all, : 

These counties were the keys of Normandy. 
But wherefore weeps Warwick, my valiant son? 

War. For grief that they are past recovery ; 
For, were there hope to conquer them again, 
My sword should shed hot blood, mine eyes no 


tears. ; 
Anjou and Maine! myself did win them both; 
‘Those provinces these arms of mine did con. 
quer: : 120 
And are the cities, that I got with wounds, 
Deliver'd up again with peaceful words? 
Mort Dieu! 
ais For Suffolk’s duke, may he be suffo- 
cate, 
That dims the honour of this warlike isle! 
pmnce Eshould have torn and rent my yery 
hea: 
Before I would have yielded to this league, 
I never read but England's kings have had 
Taree sums of gold and dowries with their 
pives 3 
And our Rin Henry gives away his own, 1g0 
To match with her that brings no vantages. 
Glou. A proper jest,and never heard before, 
That Suffolk should demand a whole fifteenth 
or costs and charges in transporting her ! 4 
She should have stay’d in France and starved in 
France, 
Before— 
Car. My Lord of Gloucester, now ye grow 
i oor Hiob : 
t was the pleasure of my lord the king. 
Gi ia ¥ My Lord of Winchester, I know your 
. mind; 


*Tis not my speeches that you do mislike, x40 


But ’tis my thatd "e. 
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ScuNe 1] 
Rancour will out: proud prelate, in thy face 
Isee thy fury: if Tlonger stay, 
We shall begin our ancient bickerings. 
Lordings, farewell; and say, when 1 am gone, 
[prophesied L'rance will be lost ere long 
Exit. 
Car. So, there Bore our protector in a rage. 
Tis known to you he is mine enemy, 
Nay, more, an enemy unto you all, 
‘And no great friend, I fear me, to the king. 150 
Consider, lords, he is the next of blood, 
And heir apparent to the English crown: 
Had Henry got an empire by his marriage, 
‘And all the wealthy kingdoms of the west, 
‘There ’s reason he should be displeased at it. 
Look to it, lords; let not his smoothing words 
Bewitch your hearts ; be wise and circumspect. 
What though the common people favour him, 
Calling him ‘Humphrey, the good Duke of 
Gloucester,’ 
Clapping their hands, and crying with loud 
yoice, 160 
‘Jesu maintain your royal excellence |” 
With ‘God preserve the good Duke Humphrey !’ 
I fear me, lords, for all this flattering gloss, 
He will be found a dangerous protector, 
Buck, Why should he, then, protect our 
sovereign, hk 
He being of age to govern of himself? 
Cousin of Somerset, jom you with me, 
And all together, with the Duke of Suffolk, 
We'll quickly hoise Duke Humphrey from his 





seat. 
Car, This weighty business will not brook 


: delay + 170 
Tl to the Duke of Suffolk presently. Excit. 
Som. Cousin of Buckingham, though Hum- 
hirey’s pride ; 
And greatness of his place be grief to us, 
Yet let us watch the haughty cardinal : 
His insolence is more intolerable 
Than all the princes in the land beside : 
If Gloucester be displaced, he’ll be protector. 
Biel, Or thou or I, Somerset, will be pro- 
ector, 
Despite Duke Humphrey or the cardinal. 
mi aacentie Buckingham and Somerset. 
‘ite tide went before, ambition follows 
7 Jum. 180 
W hile these do labour for their own preferment, 
Behoves it us to Jabour for the realm. 
never saw but Humphrey Duke of Gloucester 
id bear him like a noble gentleman. 
Oft have I seen the haughty cardinal, 
More like a soldier than a man 0’ the church, 
As stout and proud as he were lord of all, 
Swear like a ruffian and demean himself 
Unlike the ruler of a commonweal. 
Warwick, my son, the comfort of my age, 190 
Thy deeds, thy plainness and thy housekeeping, 
Tath won the greatest favour of the commons, 
Excepting none but good Duke Humphrey : 
And, brother York, thy acts in Ireland, 
In bringing them to civil discipline, 
Thy late exploits done in the heart of France, 
When thou wert regent for our sovereign, 
Haye made thee fear'd and honour'd of the 
people: 
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Join we together, for the public good, 

In what we can, to bridle and suppress 
The pride of Suffolk and the cardinal, |. 
With Somerset's and Buckingham’s ambition ; 
And, as we may, cherish Duke Humphrey’s 


200 


deeds, 
While they do tend the profit of the land. 
paces So God help Warwick, as he loves the 
jand, 
And common profit of his country ! 
York. [Aside] And so says York, forhe hath 
greatest cause. 5 ‘ 
Sal. Then let’s make haste away, and look 
unto the main, | 
War. Unto the main! O father, Maine is 


lost 5, 
That Maine which by main force Warwick did 


win, 210 
And would have kept so long as breath did last! 
Main chance, father, you meant; but I meant 
Maine, 
Which I will win from France, or else be slain. 
[Bxcunt Warwick and Salisbury. 
York. Anjou and Maine are given to the 
French ; 
Paris is lost ; the state of Normandy 
Stands on a tickle point, now they are gone: 
Suffolk concluded on the articles, 
The peers agreed, and Henry was well pleased. 
To change two dukedoms for a duke’s fair 
daughter. i 
Teannot blame them all: whatis’t to them? 220 
*Tis thine they give away, and not their own. | 
ie may make cheap pennyworths of their 
pillage 
And purchase friends and give to courtezans, 
Still revelling like lords till all be gone; 
While as the silly owner of the goods 
Weeps over them and wrings his hapless hands 
And shakes his head and trembling stands aloof, 
While all is shared and all is borne away, 
Ready to starve and dare not touch his own : 
So York must sit and iret and bite his tongue, 230 
While his own Jands are bargain’ for and sold. 
Methinks the realms of England, France and 
Ireland 3 
Bear that proportion to my flesh and blood 
‘As did the fatal brand Althea burn’d 
Unto the princes heart of Calydon. 
Anjou and Maine both given unto the French! 
Cold news for me, for I had hope of France, 
Even as I have of fertile Englands soil. | 
‘A day will come when York shall claim his own: 
‘And therefore I will take the Nevils' parts 240 
And make a show of love to proud Duke Hum- 
hrey, J 
And, when I spy advaniage, claim the crown, 
For that’s the golden mark I seek to hit: 
Nor shall proud Lancaster usurp my ight, 
Nor hold the sceptre in his chil ish fist, 
Nor wear the diadem upon his head, 
Whose church-like humours fits not fora crown, 
Then, York, be still awhile, till time do serve: 
Watch thou and wake when others be asleep, 
‘To pry into the secrets of the state; 
‘Till Henry, surfeiting in joys of love, 
With his new bride and England's dear-bought 
queen, 


250 
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And Humphrey with the peers be fall’n at jars: 
Then will f raise aloft the milk-white rose, 
With whose sweet smell the air shall be per- 


‘umed ; 
And in my siandard bear the arms of York, 
To ple with the house of Lancaster ; 
rei Tree perforce, I’ll make him yield the 


crown, S 
Whose bookish rule hath pull’d fair England 
down. [£xit. 


Scene ll. Zhe DUKE OF GLOUCESTER’S 
house. 


Enter Duke Humpuney and his wife 
ELEANOR. 


Duch. Why droops my lord, like over- 

tipen’d corn, 

Hanging the head at Ceres’ plenteous load? 

NY doth the great Duke Humphrey knit his 
brows, 

As frowning at the favours of the world? 

Why are thine eyes fix’d to the sullen earth 

Gazing on that which seems to dim thy sight? 

What seest thou there? King Henry’s diadein, 

Enchased with all the honours of the world? 

If so, gaze on, and grovel on thy face, 

Until thy head be circled with the same, 30 

Put forth thy hand, reach at the glorious gold. 

What, is’t too short? Ill lengthen it with 


mine ; 
And, having both topetnen heaved it up, 
We'll both together lift our heads to heaven, 
nd never more abase our sight so low 
As to youchsafe one glance unto the ground. 
OG ORE sweet Nell, if thou dost love 
hy lord, 
Banish the canker of ambitious thoughts. 
And may that thought, when I imagine ill 
Against my king and nephew, virtuous Henry, 
Be my last breathing in this mortal world! 21 
My tronllns dream this night doth make 
me sad, 
Duch. What dream’d my lord? tell me, and 
_ Tl requite it 3 
With sweet rehearsal of my morning's dream. 

Glow. Methought this staft, mine office- 

__ badge in court, 

Was broke in twain ; by whom I have forgot, 

But, as 1 think, it was by the cardinal ; 

‘And on the pices of the broken wand 

Were placed the heads of Edmund Duke of 
Somerset, 

And William de la Pole, first duke of Suffoll. 30 

ast was my dream: what it doth bode, God 
KnOoWs, 

Duch. Tut, this was nothing butan argument 
That he that breaks a stick of ‘Gloucester's grove 
Shall lose his head for his presumption. 

But list to me, my Humphrey, my sweet duke: 
Methought I sat in seat of majesty 

In the cathedral church of Westminster, 

And in that chair where kings and queens are 


crown’d ; 
Where Henry and dame Margaret kneel’d tome 
And on my ead did set the diadem. 40 

Glow. Nay, Eleanor, then must I chide out- 


Tight: 


KING HENRY VI {Acry 


Presumptuous dame, ill-nurtured Eleanor, 
Art thon not second woman in the realm, 
And the protector’s Wee beloved of him? 
Hast thou not worldly pleasure at command, 


*| Above the reach or compass of thy thought? 


And wilt thou still be hammering treachery, 
‘To tumble down thy husband and thyself 
From top of honour to disgrace’s feet? 
Away from me, and let me hear no more! so 
Duch. What, what, my lord! are you so 
choleric is 
With Eleanor, for telling but her dream? 
Next time L’ll keep my dreams unto myself, 
And not be check’d. 
Glow. Nay, be not angry; I am pleased 
again. 


Enter Messenger. 


Mess. My lord protector, ‘tis his highness’ 
pleasure P 
You do prepare to ride unto Saint Alban’s, 
Where as the king and queen do mean to hawk. 
Glou. I go. Come, Nell, thou wilt ride 
with us? 
Duch. Yes, my good lord, I’ll follow pre- 
sently. 60 
[Exeunt Gloucester and Messenger. 
Follow I must ; I cannot go before, 
While Gynec: bears this base and humble 
mind. 
Were Ia man, a duke, and next of blood, 
I would remove these tedious stumbling-blocks 
And smooth my way upon their headless necks; 
nd, being a woman, L will not be slack 
To play my part in Fortune's pageant. 
Where are you there? Sir John! nay, fear not, 
man, 
We are alone; here’s none but thee and I. 


Enter Humr. 


Hume. Jesus preserve your royal majesty ! 
Duch. What say’st thou? majesty! I am 


but grace. 7 
Hume. But, by the grace of God, and Hume’s 
advice, 


Your grace’s title shall be multiplied. 
Duch, What say’st thou, man? hast thou as 
. yet confen’d 5 
Wit Margery Jourdain, the cunning witch, 
With Roger elingbroke, the conjurer? 
And will they undertake to do me good? 
Hume. This they have promised, to show 
your highness 
A spirit raised from depth of under-ground, 
‘That shall make answer to such questions | 80 
As by your grace shall be propounded him. 
Duch. Tt is enough; Pll think upon the 
questions : 
When from Saint Alban’s we do make return, 
We'll see these things effected to the full. 
Here, Hume, take this reward; make merry, 


man, 
With thy confederates in this weighty canes st 
= Drmls 
Hume. Hume must make merry with the 
duchess’ gold ; 
ae and shall. But, how now, Sir John 
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Seal up your lips, and give no words but mum: 

The business asketh silent secrecy. 90 

Dame Eleanor gives gold to bring the witch: 

Gold cannot come amiss, were she a devil. 

Yet have I gold flics from another coast ; 

[dare not say, from the rich cardinal 

And from the great and new-made Duke of 
Suffolk, 

Yet I do find it so; for, to be plain, 

They, knowing Dame Hleanor’s aspiring hu- 
mour, F 

Have hired me to undermine the duchess 

‘And buz these conjurations in her brain. 

They say ‘A crafty knave does need no broker ;’ 

Yet am I Suffolk and the cardinal’s broker. rox 

fume, if you take not heed, you shall go near 

To call them both a pair of crafty knaves. 

Well, so it stands; and thus, I fear, at last 

Hume’s knavery will be the duchess’ wreck, 

‘And her attainture will be Humphrey's fall: 

Sort how it will, L shall have gold for all. [Zixtt. 


Queen. And as for you, that love to be pro- 
tected 40 
Under the wings of our protector’s grace, 
Begin your suits anew, and suc to him, 
£ Tears the supplications. 
Away, base cullions! “Suffolk, let them go. 
All. Come, let’s be gone. [Barcunt. 
Queen. My Lord of Suffolk, say, is this the 
guise, 
Ts this the fashion in the court of jee 
Is this the government of Britain’s isle, 
‘And this the royalty of Albion's king? 
What, shall King Henry be a pupil still 
Under the surly Gloucester’s governance? 50 
Am [a queen in title and in style, 
‘And must be made a subject to a duke? 
{tell thee, Pole, when in the city Tours 
‘Thou ran’st a tilt in honour of my love. 
And stolest away the ladies’ hearts of France, 
I thought King Henry had resembled thee 
In courage, courtship and proportion : 
But all his mind is bent to holiness, 
To number ‘Ave-Maries on his beads ; 
His champions are the prophets and apostles, 
His weapons holy saws of sacred writ, 6r 
His study is his tilt-yard, and his loves 
‘Are brazen images of canonized saints. 
I would the college of the cardinals 
Would choose him popeand carry him to Rome, 
And set the triple crown upon his head: 
That were a state fit for his holiness. 
Suf. Madam, be patient: as I was cause 
Your highness came to England, so will I 
In England work your grace’s full content. 70 
Queen. Beside the haughty protector, have 
we Beaufort - 
The imperious churchman, Somerset, Bucking- 


1am, 
and erbue York; and not the least of 
nese. 
But can do more in England than the king. 
Sus, a he of these that can do most 
of a 
Cannot do more in England than the Nevils: 
Salisbury and Warwick are no simple peers. 
Queen. Not all these lords do vex me half 
so much 3 
As that proud dame, the lord protector’s wife. 
She sweeps it through the court with troops of 






















Scene TTI. Lhe palace. 


Enter three or four Petitioners, PETER, the 
Armourer’s man, being one. 


First Petit. My masters, let ’s stand close: 
my lord protector will come this way by and 
by, and then we may deliver our supplications 
in the quill. 3 

Sec. Petit. Marry, the Lord protect him, for 
he’s a good man! ‘Jesu bless him! 


Enter SUFFOLK and QUEEN. 


Peter. Here a’ comes, methinks, and the 
queen with him. I'll be the first, sure, 

Sec. Petit, Come back, fool; this is the 
Duke of Suffolk, and not my lord protector. 10 

Suf. How now, fellow! wouldst any thing 
with me? 

First Petit. I pray, my lord, pardon me; I 
took ye for my lord protector. 

Queen. [Reading] ‘To m: Lord Protector!’ 
Are your supplications to his lordship ¢ Let me 
see them: what is thine? 

First Petit. Minc is, an *t please your gracc, 
against John Goodman, my lord cardinal’s man 
for keeping my house, and lands, and wife an 
all, from me. 21 


Suf. Thy wife too! that’s some wrong, ladies, 80 
indeed. V hats yourst Whiat’s here ! [Reads] More like an empress than Duke Humphrey's 
“Against the Duke of Suffolk, for enclosing the wife: 


Strangers in court do take her for the queen : 

She bears a duke’s revenues on her back, 

‘And in her heart she scorns our poverty ¢ 

Shall I not live to be avenged on her? 

Contemptuous base-born callet as she is, 

She vaunted. ’mongst her minions t’ other day, 

The very train of her worst wearing gown 

Was better worth than all my father's lands, 

Till Suffolk gavetwo dukedoms for his daughter. 
Suf. Madam, myself have limed a bush for 

ner, bake Rs gt 
And placed a quire of such enticing birds, 
That she will light to listen to the lays, 


commons of Melford.” How now, sir knave! 
Sec. Petit. Alas, sir, Lam but a poor peti- 
tioner of our whole township. : 

Peter. (Giving his petition] Against my 
master, Thomas Horner, for, saying that the 
Duke of York was rightful heir to the crown. 

Queen. What say'st thou? did the Duke of 

ork say he was rightful heir to the crown? 

Peter, That my master was? no, forsooth : 
my master said that he was, and that the king 
Was an usurper. 

Suf. Who is there? [Enter Servant.] Take 
this fellow in, and send for his master. with E 
a pursuivant presently : we’ll hear more of your | And never mount to trouble you again. 
matter before the ki So, let her rest: and, madam, list to me; 


ng. 
s' 2 ‘i 3 Lam bold to 1 you in this. 
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Would make thee quickly hop without thy head, 
[Exit Gloucester. The Queen drops her pad 
Give me my fan; what, minion! can ye not? 





















h we fancy not the cardinal, 
pithougs we join with him and with the lords, 
Till we haye brought Duke Humphrey in 


disgrace. [She gives the paboless a oes on the car, 
ke of York, this late complaint | I ery you mercy, madam; was it you? 
As forthe Duke of for his benefit. ror} Duch. Was tL! yea, Lit was, proud French. 


So, one by one, we’ll weed them all at last, 
and you eave shall steer the happy helm. 


woman : * 
Could I come near your beauty with my nails, 
Tld set my ten commandments in your face, 
King, Sweet aunt, be quict; ’twas against 
her will. E ‘ 
Duch. Against her will! good king, look 
to’t in time; : 
She’ll hamper thee, and dandle thee like a baby: 
Though in this place most master wear no 
breeches, 
She shall not strike Dame Eleanor unrevenged, 


[zzit. 
Buck. Lord cardinal, I will follow Eleanor, 
And listen after Humphrey, how he proceeds : 
She’s tickled now; her fume needs no spurs, 
She'll gallop far enough to her comes 
nacit. 


Sound a sennet. Enter the Kixa, DUKE 
Hunpurey of Gloucester, CARDINAL BEAU- 
FORT, BuckiNcHAM, YORK, SOMERSET, 
SALISBURY, WaARWICK, and the DucHESS 
OF GLOUCESTER, 


King. Yor my part, noble lords, I care not 
which ; 5 
Or Somerset or York, all’s one to me. ‘ 
York. If York haye ill demean’d himself in 


rance, 3 
Then let him be denay’d the eeeatshy, 
Som. If Somerset be unworthy of the place, 
Let York be regent; I will yield to him, 
War, Whether your grace be worthy, yea 
or no, 110 
Dispute not that; York is the worthier. 
‘ar. Ambitious Warwick, let thy betters 


Re-enter GLOUCESTER. 


Glow. Now, lords, my choler being over-blown 
With walking once about the quadrangle, 
I come to talk of commonwealth aflairs. 
As for your spiteful false objections, 
Prove them, and I lie open to the law; 
But God in mercy so deal with my soul, 160 


speak, « 
War. The cardinal’s not my betier in the 


ield. 
Buck, All in this presence are thy betters, 


Warwick, 3 As Tin duty love my king and country | 
War, Warwick may live to be the best | But, to the matter that we have in hand: 
of all. I say, my sovereign, York is meetest man 
Sal. Peace, son! and show some reason, | To be your regent in the realm of Mrance. 
Buckingham, 


Sif Before we make election, give me leave 
To show some reason, of no little force, 
‘That York is most unmeet of any man. 


Why Somerset should be preferr'd in this. 
Queen. Because the king, forsooth, will have 


it so. ee York. ll tell. thee, Suffolk, why I am 
Glow, Madan, the king is old enough him- unmeet ; Fedde 
self First, for I cannot flatter thee in pride; 
To give his censure: these are no women’s Next, if I be appointed for the place, 170 
matters. 120 | My Lord of Somerset will keep me here, 


20 
Queen. If he be old enough, what needs 
your grace y 
To be protector of his excellence? 
Glou. Madam, I am frelentor of the realm ; 


Without discharge, jaoney, or furniture, 

Till France be won into the Dauphin’s hands : 
Last time, I danced attendance on his will 
Till Paris was besieged, famish’d, and lost. 


And, at his pleasure, wi resign my place. _ War. That can I witness; and a fouler fact 
Sus, Resign it then and leave thine in- | Did never traitor in the land commit. 
_ Solence. 2 gs? Au. Peace, headstrong Warwick | 
ates thou wert king—as who is king but} War. Image of pride, why should I hold my 
hou?— 


peace? 


Enter Horyer, the Armourer, and his 
man PETER, guarded. 
Suf. Because here is a man accused of 
treason : 180 
Pray God the Duke of York excuse himself! 
ork. Doth any one accuse York for a 


The commonwealth hath daily run to wreck; 
The Deophia hath prevail’d beyond the seas; 
And all the peers and nobles of the realm 
Have been as bondmen to thy sovereignty. 130 
Cay. The commons hast thou rack’d; the 
clergy’s bags 
Are lank and lean with thy extortions. 


Som. , Thy sumptuous buildings and thy traitor? 
wife’s attire ‘ King. What mean’st thou, Suffolk ; tell me, 
Have cost a mass of public treasury. what are these? 
Buck, Thy cruelty in execution f. 


uf. Please it pout majesty, this is the man 
That doth accuse his master of high treason : 
His wornls were these: that Richard Duke of 


or! 
Was rightful heir unto the English crown 


Trance, 
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pon offenders hath exceeded law 
And left thee to the mercy of the law. 
ween. Thy sale of offices and towns in 








Sonne It] 


King. Say, man, were these thy words? 
Hor. An’t shall please your majesty, I 
never said nor thought any such matter: God 
jg my witness, I am falsely accused by the 
illain. 
ee By these ten bones, my lords, he did 
spealt them to me in the garret one night, as 
we were scouring my Lord of York’s armour. 
York. Base dunghill villain and mechanical, 
I'll have thy head tor this thy traitor’s speech. 
{do beseech your royal majesty, 
Let him have all the rigour of the law. 199 
Hor. Alas, my_lord, hang me, if ever I 
spake the words. My accuser is my *prentice ; 
and when I did correct him for his fault the 
other day, he did vow upon his knees he would 





be even with me: I have good witness of this; 
therefore I beseech your majesty, do not, cast 
away an honest man for a villain’s accusation. 

King. Uncle, what shall we say to this 

in law? | q f 

Glou. This doom, my lord, if I may judge : 
Let Somerset be regent o'er the French, 
Because in York thus breeds suspicion : 210 
‘And let these have a day appointed them 
For single combat in convenient place, 

For he hath witness of his servant's malice: 
ahs the law, and this Duke Humphrey's 
doom, 

Som. I humbly thank your royal majesty. 

Hor. And Laccept the combat willingly. 

Pet, Alas, my lord, cannot fight; for 
God's sake, pity my case. ‘The spite of man 
prevaileth against me. O Lord, have mercy 
upon me! I shall never be able to fight a blow. 

ord, my heart! a1 
ice peels or you must fight, or else be 
hang’d. 

King. Avvay with them to prison; and the 
day of combat shall be the last of the next 
month. Come, Somerset, we’ll see thee sent 
away. [Plourish. Exeunt. 


Scene IV. Groucester’s garden. 


Enter Marcery JourDatn, Hume, SouTH- 
WELL, dnd BOLINGBROKE. 


Hume. Come, my masters; the duchess, I 
tell you, exnccls performance of your promises. 

Boling. Master Hume, we are therefore pro- 
vided: Will her ladyship behold and hear our 
exorcisms? 

Hume. Ay, what else? fear you not her 
courage. 

Boling. I have heard her reported to be a 
woman. of an invincible spirit: but it shall be 
convenient, Master Hume, that you be by her 
aloft, while we be busy below; and so, I pray 
you, go, in God's name, and leave us. [rit 
Hume.| Mother Jourdain, be you prostrate 
and grovel on the earth; John Southwell, read 
you; and let us to our work. 


Enter Duchess aloft, Hume following. 


Duch. Well said, my masters; and welcome 
all. To this gear the sooner the better. 
Boling. Patience, good lady ; wizards know 
their times: 
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Deep night, dark night, the silent of the night, 
The time of night when Troy was set.on fire; 20 
ethettine when screech-owls cry and ban-dogs 
now, 
And spirits walk and ghosts break up their 
graves, 
That time best fits the work we have in hand. 
Madam, sit you and fear not: whom we raise, 
We will make fast within a hallow’d verge. | 
[Here they do the ceremonies belonging, 
and muke the circle; Bolingbroke or 
Southwell reads, Conjuro te, &e. 
thunders and lightens terribly ; then 
_ the Spirit riseth. 
Spir. Adsum. 
M, Jourd. Asmath, 
By the eternal God, whose name and power 
Thou tremblest at, answer that [ shall ask ; 
Yor, till thou speak, thou shalt not pass from 
hence. 30 
Spir. Ask what thou wilt. That I had said 
and done! 
Boling. ‘First of the king: what shall of 
him become?’ [Reading out o ra paper, 
Spir. The duke yet lives that Henry shall 


depose ; 
But him outlive, and die a violent death. 
[ds the Spirit speaks, Southwell 
writes the answer, 
Boling. ‘What fates await the Duke of 
Suffolk?” ¥ ‘ 
api ‘By watershall he die, and take his end, 
‘oling. ‘What shall befall the Duke of 
Somerset ?” 
Spir. Let him shun castles ; A 
Safer shall he be upon the sandy plains 
Than where castles mounted stand. 40 
Have done, for more I hardly can endure, 
Bout Descend to darkness and the burn- 
inglake! | 
False fiend, avoid! 5 it 3 
(Lhunder and lightning. Exit Spirit. 


Enter the Duke.or Yor«K and the DUKE OF 
BuckINGHAM with their Guard and break in. 


York. Lay hands upon these traitors and 
their_trash, 3 
Beldam, I think we watch’d you at an inch. 
What, madam, are you there? the king and 
commonweal ew i 
Are deeply indebted for this piece of pains : 
My lord protector will, I doubt it not, 
See you well guerdon’d for these good deserts. 
Duch. Not half so bad as thine to England’s 
king, 50 
Injuriows duke, that threatest where ’s no cause., 
‘Buck. True, madam, none at all: what call 
you this? 
Away with them! let them be clapp’d up close, 
‘And keptasunder. You, madam, shall with us. 
Statford, take her to thee. 
Exeunt above Duchess and Hume, guarded. 
We'll see your trinkets here all forthcoming. 
All, away !, : 
(Eceunt guard with Jourdain, Southwell, &e. 
York. Lord Buckingham, methinks, you 
watch’d her well: 
A pretty plot, well chosen to build upon! 
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That smooth’st it so with king and common- 
weal! ; 2 , 
Glow. What, cardinal, is your Priesthood 
grown peremptory? 4 
Tantene animis ccelestibus ire ? 
Churchmen so hot? good uncle, hide such 


Now, pray, my lord, let’s see the devil’s writ. 60 

What ave we here? [Reads. 

‘The duke yet lives, that Henry shall depose ; 

But him outlive, and die a violent death. 

Why, this is just . ; 

* Aio te, /Eacida, Romanos vincere posse. 

Well, to the rest: . . 

‘Tell me what fate awaits the Duke of Suffolk? 

By water shall he die, and take his end. 

What shall betide the Duke of Somerset? 

Let him shun castles; é 7° 

Safer shall he be upon the sandy plains 

Than where castles mounted stand. 

Come, come, my lords; a 

These oracles are hardly attain’d, 

And hardly understood. : A 

The Mees js now in progress towards Saint 
Alban’s, 3 

With him the husband of this lovely lady : 

Thither go these news, as fast as horse can 
carry them: 

A sorry breakfast for my lord protector. 

Buck. Your prnee shall give me leave, my 

Lord of York, F 80 

Dobe the post, in hope of his reward 


















malice; 
With such holiness can you do it? 
Suf. No malice, sir; no more than well 
becomes 
So good a quarrel and so bad a peer, 
Glou. As who, my lord? } 
Su. Why, as you, my lord, { 
Ant like your lordly lord-protectorship. jo | 
Glow. Why, Sutiolk, England knows thine 
insolence. 5 
Queen. And thy ambition, Gloucester, 
King. I prithee, peace, good queen, 
And whet not on these furious peers 3 
For blessed are the peacemakers on earth. 
Car. Let me be blessed for the peace I make, 
Against this proud protector, with my sword! 
Glou. [Aside to Car.) Faith, holy uncle, 
would "twere come to that ! 
Car. [Aside to Glou.] Marry, when thou 


ork, At your pleasure, my good Jord. darest. x 
Who’s within there, ho! Glou. [Aside to Car.] Make up no factious 
numbers for the matter 3 40 


Enter a Servingman. 


Invite my Lords of Salisbury and Warwick 
To sup with me to-morrow night, Aways 
[Exeunt. 


In thine own person answer thy abuse. 
Car. [Aside to Glow.) Ay, where thou darest 
. hot peep: an if thou darest, 

This evening, on the east side of the grove. 
King. How now, my lords! 





Car. Believe me, cousin Gloucester, 
Had not your man put up the fowl so suddenly, 
We had had more sport. [Aside to Glou.| 

Come with thy two-hand sword. 
low. True, uncle. ‘i 

Car. [Aside to Glou.] Are ye advised? the 

east side of the grove? 

Glou. [Aside to Car.] Cardinal, Iam with 

ou. 
ing. | Why, how now, uncle Gloucester! 
Glow. Talking 2% hawking; nothing else, 
my lord. 50 
[Aside to Car] Now, by God’s mother, priest, 
I'll shave your crown for this, 
Or all my fence shall fail. 

Car. [Aside to Glou.] Medice, teipsum— 
Protector, see to *t well, protect yourself. 

King. The winds grow high; so do your 
stomachs, lords. 

ow irksome is this music to my heart ! 

When such strings jar, what hope of harmony? 

I pray, my lords, leé me compound this strife. 


ACT IL. 
ScENE I. Saint Alban’s. 
Enter the Kine, Queen, Gtoucester, Car- 
Pid and Su¥¥ouk, with Falconers hal- 
loing. 


Queen. Believe me, lords, for flying at the 
brook, 





0! 
I saw not better sport these seven years’ day : 
Yet, by your leave, the wind was very high; 
And, ten to one, old Joan had not gone out. 
King. But what a point, my lord, your 
falcon made, 
And what a Ria she flew above the rest! 
Zo see how God in all his creatures works! 
Yea, man and birds are fain of climbing high. 
Su. No marvel, an it like your majesty, 
My lord Protector’s hawks do tower so well: zo H 
They know their master loves to be aloft 
An¢ abears his thoughts above his falcon’s 
itch. 
~ Glow. My lord, ’tis but a base ignoble mind 
That mounts no higher than a bird can soar, 
‘ar. I thought as much; he would be above 
the clouds. 


Glow. Ay, my lord cardinal? how think you 
__ by that? 
W cre it not Pood your grace could fly to heaven? 


Enter «@ Townsman of Suint Alban’s, crying 
“A miracle!’ 


Glow. What means this noise? | 
Fellow, what miracle dost thou proclaim? 60 | 

Towns. A miracle! a miracle ! 

Suf. Come to the king and tell him what 


King. T. le treasury of everlasting joy. miracle. 
Car. Thy heaven is on earth: thine eyes} owns. Fi i int 
and thoughts Z % ban’s aoc pebngernan saben 


Beat on 4 sthin thi, . SS 
Pernicious proiwete ae. of fone heart; 20} Within this half-hour, hath received his sight ; 
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King. Now, God be praised, that to be- 
lieving souls A 
Gives light in darkness, comfort in despair! 


Enter_ the Mayor of Saint Alban’s and his 
brethren, Lecring SIMPCOX, between two in 
@ chair, SIMPCOX'S Wiie following. 


Car. Here comes the townsmen on proces- 


sion, z : 
To present your highness with the man. 
King. Great is his comfort in this earthly 


val ee Pa 7o 
‘Although by his sight his sin be multiplied. 
Glou. Stand by, my masters: bring him 
near the king; 3 3 
His highness’ pleasure is to talk with hin. 
* “King. Good fellow, tell us here the cireum- 
stance, sF 
That we for thee may glorify the Lord. 
What, hast thou been long blind and now re- 
Si pote blind t pl 
jmp. Born blind, an’t please your grace. 
Wije. Ay, indeed, was he. 
Swf, What woman is this? 
Wie. His wife, an’t like your worship. 80 
Glow. Hadst thou been jhis mother, thou 
couldst have better told, 
King. Where wert thou born? 
Simp. At Berwick in the north, an’t like 
your grace. ; 
‘ing. Poor soul, God’s goodness hath been 
great to thee: _ 
Let never day nor night unhallow’d pa 
But still remember what the Lord hath done. 
Queen. Tell me, good fellow, camest thou 
here by, chance, 2 
Or of devotion, to this holy shrine? x 
Siny it God knows, of pure devotion ; being 
cal 
A hundred times and oftener, in my, sleep, 90 
By good Saint Alban; who said, “Simpcox, 
come, 
Come, ofler at my shrine, and I will help thee.’ 
Hale Hert true, forsooth; and many time 
and o 
Myself have heard a voice to call him so. 
Car. What, art thou lame? . 
Simp. ‘Ay, God Almighty help me! 
Suf. How camest thou so? 
Simp. ‘A fall off of a tree. 
Wife. A plum-tree, master. : 
Glou. How long hast thou been blind? 
Simp. O, born so, master. 
Glou. What, and wouldst climb_a tree? 
Simp. But that in all my life, when Iwasa 
youth, 
Wife. ‘Too true; and bought his climbing 
very dear. 100 
Glow. Mass, thou lovedst plums well, that 
Wouldst venture so. ; x 
Simp. Alas, good master, my wife desired 
some damsons, = 
And made me climb, with danger of my life. 
Glow. A subtle knave! but yet it shall not 
serve, 
Let ie see thine eyes: wink now: now open 
em 
In my opinion yet thou see’st not well. 
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Simp. Yes, master, clear as day, I thank 
God and Sainé Alban. 5 

Glow. Say'st thou me so? What colour is 
this cloak of? 

Simp. Red, master; red as blood. 110 

Glow. Why, that’s well said. What colour 
is my gown of? 

Simp. Black, forsooth: coal-black as jet. 

King, Why, then, thou know’'st what colour 


jet is of? 
Saf, And yet, I think, jet did he never see. 
Glow. But cloaks and gowns, before this 
day, a. many. . 
Wife. Never, before this day, in all his life. 
Glou. Tell me, sirrah, what’s my name? 
Simp. Alas, master, [ know not. 
Glow. What’s his name? 
Simp. I know not. 120 
Glou. Nor his? 
Simp. No, indeed, master. 
Glow. What's thine own name? 
Simp. Saunder Simpcox, an if it please you, 


master. 3 

Glow, Then, Saunder, sit there, the lyingest 
Imaye in Christendom. If- thou hadst been 
born blind, thou mightst as well have known 
all our names as thus to name the several 
colours we do wear. Sight may distinguish 
of colours, but euddealy to nominate them all, 
it is impossible. My lords, Saint Alban here 
hath done a miracle; and would ye not think 
his cunning to be great, that could restore this 
cripple to his legs again q 

Simp. O master, that you could! 

Glow. My masters of Saint Alban’s, have 
you not beadles in your town, and things called 
whips? xe 

May. Yes, my lord, if it please your grace. 

Glow. Then send for one presently. 139 

May. Sizrah, go fetch the peadle hither 
chet Ae [Berit an Attendant, 

Glou. Now fetch me a stool hither by and 
by. Nov, sirrah, if you mean, to save yourself 
from whipping, leap me over this stool and run 
away. 

Simp. Alas, master, IT am. not able to stand 


alone: oe: 
You go about to torture me in vain. 
Enter a Beadle with whips. 

Glou. Well, sir, we must have you find your 
legs. Sirrah Deadle, whip him till he leap over 
that same stool. F 

Bead. Lwill, my lord. Come on, sirrah; off 
with your doublet quickly. Ist 

Simp. Alas, master, what shallI do? Tam 
not able to stand. : 

ter the Beadle hath hit him once, 
he leaps over the stool and runs 
away; and they follow and cry, 
*A miracle!’ 

King. O God, seest Thou this, and bearest 

so long? ne 

Queen. It made me laugh to sce the villain 


run. 

Glou. Follow the knave; and take this drab 
away. 

Wife. Alas, sir, we did it for pure need. 
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Glou. Let them be whipped through every 
RS et till they come to Berwick, from 
whence they came. x 

Peceunt Wiye, Beadle, Mayor, &e. 

Car. Duke Humphrey has done a miracle 


to-day. 
Suf. ‘true; made the lame to leap and fly 
away. f 
Slo je you have done more miracles 
than I; 
You made in a day, my lord, whole towns 
to fly. 


Enter BUCKINGHAM. 


King. What tidings with our cousin Buck- 
ingham? 
Buck, Such as my heart doth tremble to 
unfold. 
A sort of naughty persons, lewdly bent, 
Under the countenance and confederacy 
Of Lady Eleanor, the protector's wife, 
The ringleader and head of all this rout, 170 
Have practised dangerously against your state, 
Dealing with witches and with conjurers : 
Whom we have apprehended in the fact ; 
Raising up wicked spirits from under ground, 
Demanding of King Henry’s life and death, 
And other of your highness’ privy-council ; 
‘As more at large your grace shall understand. 
Car. [Aside to Glou.| And so, my lord pro- 
tector, by this means 
Your lady is forthcoming yet at London. 
This news, I think, hath turn’d your weapon's 
edge ; 180 
‘Tis like, my lord, you will not keep your hour. 
Glou.. Ambitious churchman, leave to afflict 
my heart: 
Sorrow and grief have vanquish’d all my 
OWErS } 
And, vanquish’d as I am, I yield to thee, 
Or to the meanest groom. 
King. O God, what mischiefs work the 
wicked ones, 
Heaping confusion on their own heads thereby ! 
Queen. Gloucester, see here the tainture of 
thy nest, 
And look thyself be faultless, thou wert best. 
Glow. Madam, for myself, to heaven I do 
appeal, . 1 
How I have loved my king and commonweal : 
And, for my wife, I know not how it stands; 
Sorry I am to hear what I have heard : 
Noble she is, but if she have forgot 
Honour and virtue and conversed with such 
As, like to pitch, defile nobility, 
I banish her my bed and company 
And give her as a prey to law and shame, 
That hath dishonour’d Gloucester’s honest 


name. 
King. Well, for this night we will repose us 
ere : 200 
To-morrow toward London back again, 
To look into this business thoroughly 
And call these foul offenders to their answers 
And poise the cause in justice’ equal scales, 
‘Whose beam stands sure, whose rightful cause 
prevails. [Flourish Exeunt. 
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Scene Il. London. The DUKE o¥ York's 
garden. 


Enter York, SALISBURY, and WARWICK, 


York. Now, my good Lords of Salisbury 
and Warwick, _ 
Our simple supper ended, give me leave 
In this close walk to satisfy myself, 
In craving your opinion of my title, 
Which is infallible, to England's crown, 
Sal. My lord, I long to hear it at full. 
War. Sweet York, begin: and if thy claim 


be good, ; 

The Neyils are thy subjects to command. 
York. Then thus: 

Edward the Third, my lords, had seven sons: 
The first, Edward the Black Prince, Prince of 

Wales; Cir 
The second, William of Hatfield, and the third, 
Lionel Duke of Clarence ; next to whom 
Was John of Gaunt, the ‘Duke of Lancaster; 
ifth was Edmund Langley, Duke of York; 
th was Thomas of Woodstock, Duke of 
loucester; 
William of Windsor was the seventh and last. 
Edward the Black Prince died before his father 
And left behind him Richard, his only son, 
Who after Edward the Third’s death reign’d as 


20 






king ; 

Till Henry Bolingbroke, Duke of Lancaster, 

The eldest son and heir of John of Gaunt, 

Crown'd by the name of Henry the Vourth, 

Seized on the realm, deposed the rightful king, 

Sent his poor queen to I'rance, from whence 

she came, 

And him to Pomfret; where, as all you know, 

Harmless Richard was murder’d traitorously. 
War. Father, the duke hath told the truth; 

Thus got the house of Lancaster the crown. 


York. Which now they hold by force and ° 


not by right; noe 30 
For Richard, the first son's heir, being dead. 
‘The issue of the next son should have reign'd. 

Sal. But William of Hatfield died without 
an heir. 
York. The third son, Duke of Clarence, 
from whose line 
I claim the crown, had issue, Philippe, a 
daughter, 
Who married Edmund Mortimer, Earl of 

March: 

Edmund had issue, Roger Earl of March ; 
Roger had issue, Edmund, Anne and Eleanor. 
Sal. This Edmund, in the reign of Boling- 


Toke, 

As [have read, laid claim unto the crown; 40 
And, but for Owen Glendower, had been king, 
Who Pane him in captivity till he died. 

But to the rest. 

een ‘ Ee eldesy aisle Anne, 

Aty Mother, being heir unto the crown, 
Married Richard Earl of Cambridge; who was 


son 
To Edmund Langley, Edward the Third’s fifth 


By her I claim the kingdom: she was heir 


ba NgtiTs the son 
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T cannot justify whom the law. condemns. 
Exewnt Duchess andother prisoner's, yu arded. 
Mine eyes are full of tears, my heart of grief. 
Ah, Humphrey, this dishonour in thine age 
Will bring thy head with sorrow to the ground! 
I beseech your majesty, give me leave to go; 20 
Sorrow would solace and mine age would ease. 
‘King. Stay, Humphrey Duke of Gloucester: 
_ ere thou go, . 
Give up thy staff; Henry will to himself 
Protector be; and God shall be my hope, 
My stay, my guide and lantern to my feet: 
And go in peace, Humphrey, no less beloved 
60 | ‘Than when thou wert protector to thy king. 
Queen. I see no reason. why a king of years 
Should be to be rotected like a child. 29 
God and King Henry govern England’s realm. 
Give up your staff, sir, and the king his realm. | 
Glou. My stafl? here, noble Henry, is my 


Of Edmund Mortimer, who married Philippe, 
Sole daughter unto Lionel Duke of Clarence: 
So, if the issue of the elder son 5t 
Succeed before the younger, Lam king. 
War. What plan proceeding is more plain 
than this? | 
Henry doth claim the crown from John of 
Gaunt, at ee 
‘The fourth son; York claims it from the third. 
Ti] Lionel’s issue fails, his should not reign : 
Tt fails not yet, but flourishes in thee 
‘And in thy sons, fair slips of such a stock. 
Then, father Salisbury, kneel we together; 
‘And in this private plot be we the first 
That shall salute our rightful sovereign 
With honour of his birthright to the crown. 
Both. Long live our sovereign Richard, 
England’s king! 
York. We thank you, lords. But Iam not 
your king 
Til T be crown’d and that my sword be stain’d 
With heart-blood of the house of Lancaster ; 
And that’s not suddenly to be perforny’d, 
But with advice and silent secrecy. 
Do you as Ido in these dangerous days: 
Wink at the Duke of Suffolk’s insolence, 7o 
At Beaufort’s pride, at Somerset's ambition, 
At Buekingham and all the crew of them, 
Till they have snared the shepherd of the flock, 
That virtuous prince, tie good Dake Humphrey : 
"Tis that they seek, and they in seeking that 
Shall find their deaths, if York can prophesy. 
Sal. My lord, break we off; we know your 
mind at full. 
War. My heart assures me that the Earl of 
Warwick 
Shall one day make the Duke of York a king. 
York. And, Nevil, this I do assure. myself : 
Richard shall live to make the Earl of Warwick 
The greatest man in England but the king. 
[Laeunt. 




















stall: 
As willingly do I the same resign 
‘As eer thy father Henry made it mine; . 
‘And even as willingly at thy feet I leave it 
‘As others would ambitiously receive it. 
Farewell, good king: when’ I am dead and 


gone, 
May honourable peace attend thy throne! 


5 : {eee 

Queen. Why, now is Henry king, and Mar- 
garet queen ; i 

And Humphrey Duke of Gloucester scarce him- 


sell, 5 4° 
That bears'so shrewd a maim; two pulls at 
once; 
His lady. panish’d, and a limb lopp’d off. 
This statt of honour raught, there let it stand 
Where it best fits to be, in Henry’s hand. 
Suf. Thus droops this lofty pine and hangs 
hissprays; ...,_., 
Thus Eleanor's pride dies in her youngest days. 
York, Lords, let him go. Please it your 
‘ majesty, 2 
This is the day appointed for the combat; 
‘And ready are the appellant and defendant, 
The armourer and his man, to enter the lists, 
So please your highness to behold the fight. i 
een. Ay, good my lord; for purposely 
therefore ss 2 
Left I the court, to see this quarrel tried. 
King. O God’s name, see the lists and all 
things fit : 4 
Here A them end it; and God defend the 
right! 
York. Inever saw a fellow worse bested, 
Or more afraid to fight, than is the appellant, 
The servant of this armourer, my lords. 


Sornr IIT. A hall of justice. 


Sound trumpets. Enter the K1nG, the QUEEN, 
GLOUCESTER, YORK, SUFFOLK, and SALIs- 
BURY; the DUCHESS OF GLOUCESTER, Mar- 
GERY JOURDAIN, SOUTHWELL, HUME, and 
BOLINGBROKE, under guard. 


King. Stand forth, Dame Eleanor Cobham, 
Gloucester’s wife: oe 
In sight of God and us, your guilt is great: 
Receive the sentence of the law for sins 
Such as by God’s book are adjudged to death. 
You four, from hence to prison back agai 
From thence unto the place of execution : 
The witch in Smithfield shall be burn’d toashes, 
And you three shall be strangled on the gallows. 
You, madam, for you are more nobly born, 
Despoiled of your honour in your life, 10 
Shall, after three days’ open penance done 
Live in your country here in banishment, 
With Sir John Stanley, in the Tsle of Man. 
Duch. Welcome is panishment; welcome 
were my death. 
Glow. Eleanor, the law, thou see’st, hath 


judged thee: 


Enter at, one door, Horner, the Armourer, 
and his Neighbours, drinking to him so 
much that he is drunk ; and he enters with 
@ drum before him and his staf with a 
sand-bag Jastencd to it; and at the other 
door PETER, his man, with a drum and 
sand-bag, and ’Prentices drinking to him. 


First Neigh. Here, neighbour Horner, I 


drink to you in a cup of sack: and fear not, 
neighbour, you shall do well cnough. 6x 
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Sec. Neigh. And here, neighbour, here’s a 


of charneco. 
cs hird Neigh, And here’s a pot of good 
double beer, neighbour: drink, and fear not 
rman. = 
ae Let ab COME, + faith, and I'll pledge 
ou all; and a fig for Peter! 
ef First Pren. ere, Peter, I drink to thee: 
and be not afraid. 

‘Sec. Pren. Be merry, Peter, and fear not 
thy master: fight for credit of the ’prentices. 

‘Peter. I thank youall: drink, and pray for 
me, I pray you; for I think I have taken my. 
Jast draught in this world. Here, Robin, an if 
I die, I give thee my apron: and, Will, thou 
shalt have my hammer: and here, ‘Tom, take 
all the money that I have. bless me! 
I pray God! for I am never able to deal with 
my master, he hath learnt so much fence 
already. sie 

Sal. Come, leave your drinking, and fall to 
blows. Sirrah, what’s thy name? 81 

Peter. Peter, forsooth. 

Sal. Peter! what more? 

Peter. Thump. 

‘Sal. Thump! then see thou thump thy 
master well. 3 ; 

Hor. Masters, Iam come hither, as it were, 
upon my. man’s instigation, to prove him a 
knave and myself an honest man : and touching 
the Duke of York, I will take my death, I never 
meant him any ill, nor the king, nor the queen : 
and therefore, Peter, have at thee with a down- 
right blow! | 5 : 

York. Dispatch: this knave’s tongue begins 

to double. 
Sound, trumpets, alarum to the combatants! 
[Alarum. They fight, and Peter strikes 
him down. 

Hor. Hold, Peter, hold! I confess, I confess 
treason. . Dies. 
York. Takeaway his weapon. Fellow, thank 
God, and the good wine in thy master’s way. 

_ Peter, O'God, have I overcome mine enemy 
in this presences O Peter, thou hast prevailed 
in right 

vie ing. Go, take hence that traitor from our 

sight; 
For by his death we do perceive his guilt: 
And God in justice hath reveal’d to us 
The truth and innocence of this poor fellow, 
Which he had thought to have murder’d wrong- 






fully. 
Come, fellow, follow us for thy reward. 
[Sound a flourish. Exewnt. 


Scene IY. A street. 


Enter GLOUCESTER and his Servingmen, in 
mourning cloaks. 


Glow, Thus sometimes hath the brightest 
day a cloud ; 
And after summer evermore succeeds 
Barren winter, with his wrathful nipping cold: 
So cares and joys abound, as seasons fleet. 
Sirs, what’s o'clock? 
‘en, my lord. 


Serv. T 
Glow, Ten isthe hour W 
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To watch the coming of my punish’d duchess: 
Uneath may she endure the flinty streets, 

To tread them with her tender-feeling fect. 
Sweet Nell, ill can thy noble mind abrook 19 
The abject people gazing on thy face, 

With envious looks, laughing at thy shame, 
That erst did follow thy proud chariot-wheels 
When thou didst ride in triumph through the 










fz Z > 
See how the giddy multitude do point, 





[Act 


st 


reets. 
But, soit! I think she comes; and I'll prepare 
My tear-stain’d eyes to see her miseries, 


Enter the DUCHESS OF GLOUCESTER in a 


white sheet, and_a@ taper burning in her 
hand; with Six JOHN STANLEY, the Sheriff, 
and Officers. 


Serv. So please your grace, we'll take her 
from the sheriff . 
Glow. No, stir not, for your lives; let her 
pass by, 
Duch. Come you, my lord, to see my open 
shame? 
Now thou dost penance too. Look how they 
20 


And Rod their heads, and throw their eyes on 
thee! 


hee! 
Ah, Gloucester, hide thee from their hateful 


looks, 


And, in thy. closet pent up, rue my shame, 
‘And ban thine enemies, both mine and thine! 


Glow. Be patient, gentle Nell; forget this 


grief. 

Duch. Tae Gloucester, teach me to forget 

mysel 

Tor Whilst I think Iam thy married wife 
And thoua brince, protector of this land, 
Methinks I should not thus beled along, _ 30 
Mail’d up in shame, with papers on my back, 
And follow’d with a rabble that rejoice 
To see ay, tears and hear my deep-fet groans. 
The ruthless flint doth cut, my tender feet, 
And when I start, the envious people laugh 
And bid me be advised how I tread. 
Ah, Humphrey, can I bear this shameful yoke? 
Trow’st thou that e’er I’ll look upon the world, 
Or count them happy that enjoy the sun? 
No; dark shall be my light and night my day; 
To think upon my. pup ehal be my hell. 41 
Sometime Ill say, lam Duke Humphrey's wife, 
And he a prince and ruler of the land: 
Yet so he ruled and such a prince he was 
As he stood by whilst I, his forlorn duchess, 
Was made a wonder and a pointing-stock 
To every idle rascal follower. 
But be thou mild and blush not at my shame, 
Nor stir at nothing till the axe of death 
Hang over thee, as, sure, it shortly will; 
For Suffolk, he that can do all in all 
With her that hateth thee and hates us all, 
And York and impious Beaufort, that false 


5° 


priest, 
Have all limed bushes to betray thy wings, 
Bndray thou how thou canst, they "ll tangle 
ee 


But fear not thou, until thy foot be snared, 
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Glow. Ah, Nell, forbear! thou aimest all 
awry} 
[must offend before T be attainted; 
‘And had I twenty times so many foes, 60 
‘and each of them had twenty times their 
power, 
All these could not procure me any scathe, 
So long as L am loyal, true and crimeless. 
Wouldst have me rescue thee from this re- 
proach ? " 
Why, yet thy scandal were not wiped away, 
But Lin danger for the breach of law. 
Thy greatest help is quer gentle Nel 
{pray thee, sort thy heart to patience ; 
These few days’ wonder will be quickly worn. 


Enter a Herald. 


Her. I summon your grace to his majesty’s 

parliament, - 7° 
Holden at Bury the first of this next month. 

Glou. And my consent ne'er ask’d herein 


Duch. Ay, ay, farewell; thy office is dis- 
charged. : 
Come, Stanley, shall we go? 
Stan. Madam, your penance done, throw off 
this sheet, | 
And go we to attire youfor our journey... 
Duch. My shame will not be shifted with 
_ ly sheet: 
No, it will hang upon my richest robes 
‘And show itself, attire me how I can. 
Go, lead the way ; I long to see my prison. x10 
[Exeunt. 





















ACT IIL 


Scene 1. Whe Abbey at Bury St Edmunds. 


Sound asennet, Enter the KiNG, the QUEEN, 
CARDINAL BEAUFORT, SUFFOLK, ORK, 
BUCKINGHAM, SALISBURY and WARWICK 
to the Parliament. 


King. Imuse my Lord of Gloucester is not 


before! come : 
This is close dealing. Well, I will be there. *Tis not his wont to be the hindmost man, 
Exit Herald. | Whate’er occasion keeps him from us now. 


Queen. Can you not see? or will ye not 
observe 2 
The strangeness of his alter’d countenance? 
With what a majesty he bears himself, 
How insolent of lateheis become, 
How Droud, how peremptory, and unlike him- 
sel 


My Nell, I take my leave: and, master sheriff, 
Let not her penance exceed the king’s com- 
mission. 
Sher, An’t please your grace, here my com- 
mission stays, i 
And Sir John Stanley is appointed now 
To take her with him to the Isle of Man. 


Glou. Must you, Sir John, protect my lady | We know the time since he was mild and 


here? affable, | 
Stan. So am J given in charge, may’t please | And if we did but glance a far-off look, 10 
your grace. 80 | Immediately he was upon his knee, 


That all the court admired him for submission : 
But meet him now, and, be it in the morn, 
When every one will give the time of day, 

He knits his brow and shows an angry eye 
And passeth by with stiff unbowed knee, 
Disdaining duty that to us belongs. 

Small curs are not regarded when they grin; 
But ereat men tremble when the lion roars ; 
‘And Humphrey is no little man in England. 20 
First note that he is near you in descent, 

‘And should you fall, he is the next will mount. 
Me seemceth then it 1s no policy, 

Respecting what a rancorous mind he bears 
‘And his advantage following your decease, 
That he should come about your royal person 
Or be admitted to your highness’ council. 

By flattery hath he won the commons’ hearts, 
‘And when he please to make commotion, 

‘Tis to be fear’d they all will follow him. 30 
Now ’tis the spring, and weeds are shallow- 


0 
Glou. Entreat her not the worse in that 


I pray 7 
You use her well: the world may laugh again ; 
And I may hve to do you kindness if 
You do it her: and so, Sir Jol, farewell! 

Duch. What, gone, my lord, and bid me 
not farewell! 
Glow. Witness my tears, I cannot stay to 
speak. : 
[Exewnt Gloucester and. Servingmen. 
Duch.” Art thou gone too? all comfort go 
with thee! we 
For none abides with me: my joy 1s death; 
Death, at whose name I oft have been afear’d, 
Because I wish’d this world’s eternity. go 
Stanley, I prithee, go, and take me hence ; 
I care not whither, for I beg no favour, 
Only convey me where thou art commanded. 
Stan. Why, madam, that is to the Isle of 


an; 
There to be used according to your state. 
Duch. cat > bad enough, for I am but re- 
roach : 
And shall I then be used reproachfully ? 
Stan. Like to a duchess, and Duke Hum- 
phrey’s lady ; 
According to that state you shall be used. 
Duch, Sheriff, farewell, and better than I 
fare, x00 
Although thou hast been conduct of my shame. 
‘Sher. It is my office; and, madam, pardon 
mi 


rooted; 
Suffer them now, and they ’ll o’ergrow the 


ipardent 

And choke the herbs for want of husbandry. 
The reverent care I bear unto my lord 

Made me collect these dangersin the duke. 

Té it be fond, call it a woman’s fear; 

Which fear if better reasons can su) plant, 

J will subscribe and say I wrong’d the duke. 
My Lord of Suffolk, Buckingham, and York, 
Reprove my allegation, if you can; 4. 
Or else conclude my words effectual. 


1c. 
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Suf, Wellhath your highness seen into this 


uke; F 
And, had I first been put to speak my mind, 
T think I should have told your grace’s tale. 
The duchess by his subornation. 3 
Upon my life, began her devilish practices : 
Or, if he were not privy to those faults, 

Yet, by reputing of his high descent , 
As next the king he was successive heir, 
‘And such high vaunts of his nobility, 
Did instigate the bedlam brain-sick duchess 
By wicked means to frame our sovereign’s fall. 
Smooth runs the water where the brook is deep; 
‘And in his simple show he harbours treason. 
HON barks not when he would steal the 
amb. 
No, no, my sovereign; Gloucester is a man 
Unsounded yet and full of deep deceit. 
Car. Did he not, contrary to form of law, 
Devise strange deaths for small offences done? 
York. And did he not, in his protectorship, 
Levy great sums of money through the realm 
For oldiers pay in France, and never sent it? 
By means whereof the towns each day revolted. 


5° 





‘Buck. Tut, these are petty faults to faults 


unknown, . pire 
Which time will bring to light in smooth Duke 
Humphrey. 


King. My lords, at once: the care you have 
of us, 
To mow down thorns that would annoy our 


oot, 
Is worthy praise: but, shall I speak my con- 
science, e- 
Our kinsman Gloucester is as innocent 
From meaning treason to our royal person 79 
As is the sucking lamb or harmless doye ; 
The duke is virtuous, mild and too well fiver 
To dream on evil or to work my downfall. 
Queen. Ah, what’s more dangerous than 
this fond affiance! 
Seems he a dove? his feathers are but borrow’d, 
For he’s disposed as the hateful raven : 
Is he a lamb? his skin is surely lent him, 
For he’s inclined as is the ravenous wolf. 
Who cannot steal a shape that means deceit ? 
Take heed, my lord; the welfare of usall 80 
Hangs on the cutting short that fraudful man. 
Enter SoMERSET. 
Som. Allhealth unto my gracious sovereign! 
King. Welcome, Lord Somerset. Whatnews 
from France? 
Som. That all your interest in those terri- 
torics 
Is utterly bereft you ;_all is lost. 
King. Cold news, Lord Somerset: but God’s 
will be done! 
York. [Aside] Cold news for me; for I had 
hope of }*rance 
As firmly as I hope for fertile England. 
hae are m Bosc pissied in the bud 
caterpillars eat my leaves away; 
But I will remedy this gear ere taney is 
Or sell my title for a glorious graye. 


Enter GLOUCESTER. 


Glow. All happinessunin my fee dhe ing 
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Pardon, my liege, that I have stay'd so long. 
Suf. Nay, Gloucester, know that thou art 
come too soon, 
Unless thou wert more loyal than thou art ; 
I do arrest thee of high treason here. 
Glow. Well, Suffolk, thou shalt not see me 
blush . 
Nor change my countenance for this arrest ; 
‘A heart unspotted is not easily daunted. 09 
The purest spring is not so free from mud 
As it am clear from treason to my sovereign: 
Who can accuse me? wherein am I guilty ¢ 
York. “Lis thought, my lord, that you took 
bribes of France, 
And, being protector, stay’d the soldiers’ pay ; 
By means whereof his highness hath lost 
France. | 
Glow. Is it but thought so? what are they 
that think it? | ‘ 
I never robb’d the soldiers of their pay, 
Nor ever had one penny bribe from b’rance. 
So help me God, as I have watch’d the hight, 
Ay, night by night, in studying good for 
England, = mak 
That doit that e’er I wrested from the king, 
Or any groat I hoarded to my use 
Be brought against me at my trial-day ! 
No; many a pound of mine own proper store, 
Because I would not tax the needy commons, 
Haye I dispursed to the garrisons, 
And never ask'd for restitution. 
Car. It serves you well, my lord, to say so 
much, 
ee Isay no more than truth, so help me 
x0 








120 
York. In your protectorship you did devise 
Strange tortures for offenders never heard of, 
That England was defamed by tyranny. 5 
Glou. Why, “tis well known that, whiles 
__ I was protector, 
Pity was all the fault that was in me; 
For I should melt at an offender's tears, 
And lowly words were ransom for their fault. 
Unless it were a bloody murderer, 
Or foul felonious thief that fleeced poor pas- 
sengers, ; 
I never gave them condign punishment : 
Murder indeed, that bloody sin, I tortured 
Above the felon or what trespass else. 
Suf. My lord, these faults are easy, quickly 
answer'd: _ 
But mightier crimes are laid unto your charge, 
Whereof you cannot easily purge yoursclé, 
I do arrest you in his highness’ name; 
And here commit you to my lord cardinal 
To keep, until your further time of trial. 
King. My Lord of Gloucester, tis my special 


130 


ope 

That you will clear yourself from all suspect : 

My conscience tells me you are innocent. 141 
Glow. Ah, gracious lord, these days are 
_ dangerous: 

Virtue is choked with foul ambition 

And charity chased hence by rancour’s hand ; 

Foul subornation is predominant 

And equity exiled your highness’ land. 

Iknow their complot is to have my life, 


Ane ID gidedbppiel his island happy 
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And prove the period of their tyranny, 
T would expend it with all willingness: 150 
But mine is made the prologue to their play ; 
For thousands more, that yet suspect no peril, 
Will not conclude their plotted tragedy. 
Beaufort’s red sparkling eyes blab Ins heart's 
malice, 
And Suffoll’s cloudy brow his stormy hate ; 
Sharp Buckingham unburthens with his tongue 
The envious load that lies upon his heart ; 
‘And dogged York, that reaches at the moon, 
Whose overweening arm [have pluck’d back, 
By false accuse doth level at my life: 160 
‘And you, my sovereign lady, with the rest, 
Causeless have laid disgraces on my head 
h your best endeavour have stirr’d up 
My liefest liege to be mine enemy: ‘ 
‘Ay, all of you have laid your heads together— 
Siyself had notice of your conventicles— 
‘And all to make away my guiltless life. 
{shall not want false witness to condemn me, 
Nor store of treasons to augment my guilt ; 
The ancient proverb will be well effected: x70 
A staff is quickly found to beat a dog.’ 
Car. My liege, his railing is intolerable : 
If those that care to keep your royal person 
rom treason’s secret knife and traitors’ rage 
Be thus upbraided, chid and rated at, 
‘And the offender granted scope of speech, 
Pill make them cool in zeal unto your grace. 
Su. Hath he not twit our sovereign lady 








here 
With ignominious words, though clerkly 
couch'd, 
As if she had suborned some to swear 180 
False allegations to o’erthrow his state? 
auc But I can give the loser leave to 
chide. 
Glow. Far truer spoke than meant: T lose, 
indeed; . i 
Beshrew the winners, for they play’d me false! 
‘And well such losers may have leave to. speak. 
Buck. He'll wrest the sense and hold us 
here all day: 4 
Lord cardinal, he is your prisoner. 
Car. Sirs, take away the duke, and guard 
him sure. a 
Glow. Ah! thus King Henry throws away 


crutch 
Beiore his legs be firm to bear his body, 190 
Thus is the shepherd heaten from thy side 
ead molves are gnarling who shall gnaw thee 
Ah, that my fear were false! ah, that if were! 
For, good King Henry, thy decay I fear. 
me [bait, guarded. 
King. My lords, what to your wisdoms 
seemeth best, 
Do or undo, as if ourself were here. > 
Queen. What, will your highness leave the 
parliament ? s : 
King. Ay, Margaret; my heart is drown’d 
with grief, pases 
Whose flood begins to flow within mine cyes, 
My body round engirt with misery, _ 200 
For what’s more miserable than discontent? 
‘Ah, uncle Humphrey ! in thy face I see 
The map of honour, truth and loyalty: 
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And yet, good Humphrey, is the hour to come 

That eer L proved thee false or fear’d thy faith. 
What louring star now envies thy estate, 

That these great lords and Margaret our queen 

Do seek subversion of thy harmless life? 

Thou neyer didst them wrong nor no man 

wrong; 

And as the butcher takes away the calf 210 
‘And binds the wretch and beats it when it 


strays, 
Bearing it to the bloody slaughter-house, _ | 
Even so remorseless have they borne him 
hence ; 
And as the dam runs lowing up and down, 
Looking the way her harmless young one went, 
And can do nought but wail her darling's loss, 
Even so myself bewails good Gloucester’s case 
With sad unhelpful tears, and with dimin’d eyes 
Look after him and cannot do him good, 
So mighty are his, vowed enemies. 220 
His fortunes I will weep and "twixt each groan 
Say ‘Who’s a traitor? Gloucester he is none.’ 
(Exeunt al but Queen, Cardinal Beaufort, 
Suffolk, and York ; Somerset remains w art. 
ucen. Free lords, cold snow melts with the 
sun’s hot beams. | | 
Hen my lord is cold in great affairs, 
Too full of foolish pity, and Gloucester’s show 
Beguiles him as the mourntul crocodile 
With sorrow snares relenting passen pete 
Oras the snake roll’d in a flowering Sank, 
With shining checker'd slough, doth sting a 


child 
That for the beauty thinks it excellent. 230 
Believe me, lords, were none more wise than I— 
And yet herein I judge mine own wit pond 
‘This Gloucester should be quickly rid the world, 
‘fo rid us from the fear we have of him. |. 
Car. That he should die is worthy policy ; 
But yet we wanta colour for his death : 
*Tis meet he be condemn’d by course of law. 
Suf, But, in my mind, that were no policy : 
The king will labour still to save his life, 
The commons haply rise, to save his life; 240 
And yet we have but trivial argument, 
More than mistrust, that shows him worthy 


leath. 
York. So that, by this, you would not have 
him die. : i tae 
Suf Ah, York, no man alive so fain as I} 
York. “is York that hath more reason for 
his death, 3 
But, my lord cardinal, and you, my Lord of 
Sufioll, ‘ . 
Say as you think, and speak it from your souls, 
Were’t not all one, an empty eagle were sct 
To guard the chicken from a hungry. kite, 
‘As place Duke Humphrey for the king’s pro- 
tector? : 250 
Queen. So the poor chicken should be sure 
of death. J 
Suj. Madam, ’tis true; 
madness, then, 
To make the fox surveyor of the fold 
Who being accused a crafty. murderer, 
His guilt should be but idly posted over, 
Because his purpose is not executed. 
No; let him die, in that he is a fox, 


and were*t not 
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By nature proved an enemy to the flock, 

Before his vhaps be stain’d with crimson blood, 
‘As Humphrey, proved by reasons, to my liege. 
‘And do not stand on quillets how to slay 


im: 

Be it by gins, by snares, by subtlety, 
Sleeping or waking, ’tis no matter how, 
So he be dead; for that is good deceit = 
Which mates him first that first intends deceit. 

Queen. Thrice-noble Sutfolk, ’tis resolutely 

spoke. 

St rt Not resolute, except so much were 


lone ; 
For things are often spoke and seldom meant : 
But that my heart accordeth with my tongue, 
Secing the deed is meritorious, i 270 
And to preserve my sovereign from his foe, 
Say but the word, and I will be his priest. 
Car. But I would have him dead, my Lord 
of Suffolk, E 
Ere you can take due orders for a priest: 
Say you consent and censure well the deed, 
And I'll provide his executioner, 
I tender so the safety of my liege. 
Suf.. Here is my hand, the deed is worthy 
loing. 
ween. And so say I. 
ork, AndI; and now we three have spoke 


it, 
It skills not greatly who impugns our doom. 


Enter a Post. 
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Car. My Lord of York, try what your 
fortune is. 3 
The uncivil kerns of Ireland areinarms 319 
‘And temper clay with blood of Englishmen: 


261 | To Ireland will you lead a band of men, 


Collected choicely, from each county some, 

And try your hap against the Irishmen? 
York. I will, my lord, so please his majesty, 
Suf._ Why, our authority is his consent, 

And what we do establish he confirms : 

Then, noble York, take thou this task in hand. 
York. Iam content: provide me soldiers, 


lords, p * 
Whiles 1 take order for mine own affairs. 320 
Swf. A charge, Lord York, that I will see 
perform’d. 
But now return we to the false Duke Humphrey. 
Ce No more of him; for I will deal with 
him 
That henceforth he shall trouble us no more, 
And so break off; the day is almost spent : 
Lord Suffolk, you and I must talk of that event, 
York. My Lord of Sutfolk, within fourteen 


days 
At Bristol I expect my soldiers ; 
For there I’! ship them all for Ireland. 
Suf. Wl see it truly done, my Lord of York. 
% [£xeunt all but York. 
York. Now, York, or never, steel thy fearful 
thoughts, _ 5 331 
And change misdoubt to resolution: 
Be that thou hopest to be, or what thou art 
Resign to death; it is not worth the enjoying: 


Post. Great lords, irom Ireland am I come | Let pale-faced fear keep with the mean-born 


eamam; 
To signify that rebels there-are up 
And put the Englishmen unto the sword: 
Send succours, lords, and stop the rage betime, 
Before the wound do grow uncurable; 
For, being green, there is great hope of help. 


man. 

And find no harbourina royal heart. — - 

Faster than spring-time showers comes thought 
on thought, i ras 

And nota touste but thinks on dignity. 

My brain more busy than the labouring spider 


Car. A breach that craves a quick expedient | Weaves tedious snares to trap mine enemies, 


stop! 
What counsel give you in this weighty cause? 
York, That Somerset be sent as regent 
thither: 
‘Tis meet that lucky ruler be employ’d ; 
Witness the fortune he hath had in France. 
Som. If York, with all his far-fct policy, 
Had been the regent there instead of me, 


He never would haye stay’d in France so long. | Whiles I in Irelan 


York. 
done : 
rather would have lost my life betimes 
han bring a burthen of dishonour home 
by staying there so long till all were lost. 
Show me one scar character’d on thy skin: 300 
Men’s flesh preserved so whole do seldom win. 
Queen. Nay, then, this spark will prove a 


ing fire, 
If wind and fuel be brought to feed it with: 


Well, nobles, well, ’tis politicly done, 
To send me packing with an host of men: 
1 fear me you but warm the starved snake, 


34t 


2g0| Who, cherish’d in your breusts, will sting your 


hearts. 
*Twas men I Jack’d and you will give them me: 
I take it kindly ; yet be well assured 
You put sharp weapons in a madman’s hands. 
nourish a mighty band, 


No, not to lose it all, as thou hast | I will stir up in England some black storm 


Shall blow ten thousand souls to heaven or hell; 
And this fell tempest shall not cease to rage 351 
Until the golden circuit on my head, 

Like to the glorious sun’s transparent beams, 
Do calm the fury of this mad-bred flaw. 

And, for a minister of my intent, 

Lhave seduced a headstrong Kentishman, 
John Cade of Ashford, 

To make commotion, as full well he can, 


No more, good York ; swect Somerset, be still: | Under the title of J ohn Mortimer. 


Thy fortune, 
Bfight heppily 
sight happily have proved far worse than his. 
an int worse than nought? nay, then, 
ashame take all! 


m. And, in the number, thee that wishest 
shame! i 


York, hadst thou been regent | In Ireland haye Iseen this stubborn Cade 360 


Oppose himself against a troop of kerns, 
And ou so long, till that his thighs with 
r 


Were almost like a sharp-quill’d orpentine ; 
And, in the end being rescued, I have seen 
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‘Where is our uncle? whai’s the matter, Suffolk? 
Suf. Dead in his bed, my lord; Gloucester 
1s 


's dead. 

Queen, Marry, God forfend! 30 

Car. iGoas secret judgement: I did dream 
to-nigh 

The duke was dumb and could not speak a 

word. (Lhe King swoons. 

Queen. How. fares my lord? Help, lords! 
the king is dead. 

‘Som. Rear up his body; wring him by the 
nose. 

Queen. Run, go, help, help! O Henry, ope 
thine eyes! 

Suf. He doth revive again: madam, be 














aking the bloody darts as he his bells. 
en 1 often, like a stiag-haird crafty kern, 
Hath he conyersed with the enemy, 

d undiscover'd come to me again 
‘and given me notice of their villanies. 370 
This devil here shall be my substitute; 
For that Jolm Mortimer, which now is dead, 
In face, in gait, in speech, he doth resemble : 
By this I shall perceive the commons’ mind. 

‘ow they affect the house and claim of York. 
Say he be taken, rack’d and tortured, 
T know no pain they can inflict upon him 
Will make him say I moved him to those arms. 
Say that he thrive, as ‘tis great like he will, 
Why, then from Ireland come I with my 


strength : Bo patient. 
And reap the harvest which that rascal sowids King. O heavenly God! 
For Humphrey being dead, as he shall be, Queen How fares my gracious lord? 
‘And Henry put apart, the next for me. [Exit. yu. Comtorts my sovereign | gracious Henry, 
comfort. 


King. What, doth my Lord of Suffolk 
comfort me? 
Came he right now to sing araven’s note, 40 
Whose dismal tune bereft my vital powers ; 
And thinks he that the chirping of a wren, 
By crying comfort from a hollow breast, 
Can chase away the first-conceived sound ? 
Tide not thy poison with such sugar'd words ; 
Lay not thy hands on me; forbear, I say ; 
Their touch aflrights me as a serpent’s sting. 
Thou baleful messenger, out of my sight! 
Upon thy eye-balls murderous tyranny 
Sits in grim majesty, to fright the world, 50 
Look not upon me, for thine eyes are wounding: 
Yet do not go away: come, basilisk, 
And kill the innocent gazer with thy sight ; 
For in the shade of death I shall find joy ; 
In life but double death, now Gloucester’s dead. 
fen Why do you rate my Lord of Suffolk 


Scene IL Bury St Edmund's. A room 
of state. 


Enter certain Murderers, hastily. 


First Mur. Run to my Lord of Suffolk; let 
him know 
We have dispatch’d the duke, as he commanded. 
Sec. Mur, O that it were todo! What have 
__ We done? 
Didst ever hear a man so penitent? 
Enter SUFFOLK. 
First Mur, Here comes my lord. 7 
Sie A sirs, have you dispatch’d this 
hing?" 
First ne wr. Ay, my good lord, he’s dead. 
Suf. Why, that’s well said. Go, get you to 
My house ; 
I will reward you for this venturous deed. 
The king and all the peers are here at hand. ro 
Have you laid fair the bed? Ts all things well, 
According as I gave directions? 
First Mur, *Tis, my good lord. 
Swf. Away! be gone. [Bxeunt Murderers. 


Sound trumpets. Enter the KiNG, the QUEEN, 
CanDINAL BEAUFORT, SOMERSET, with At- 
tendants: 


King. Go, call our uncle to our presence 
straight ; 
Bay we intend to try his grace to-day, 
If he be guilty as ‘tis published. 
Suf. Ill call him presently, my noble lot 
Rat 


thus? 
Although the duke was enemy to him, 
Yet he most Christian-like laments his death : 
And for myself, foe as he was to me, 
Might liquid tears or heart-offending groans 60 
Or blood-consuming sighs recall his life, 
T would be blind with weeping, sick with 


Toans, » er 
Look, ale as primrose with blood-drinking 


sighs, - : 
And all to have the noble duke alive. 
What know I how the world may deem of me? 
For it is known we were but hollow friends : 
Tt may be judged I made the duke away ; 
So shall my name with slander’s tongue be 
wounded, ; 
And princes’ courts be fill’d with my reproach. 
This get I by his death: ay me, unhappy! 70 
To be a queen, and crown'd with infamy ! 
‘King. Ah, woe is me for Gloucester, wretched 
man! 
Queen. Be woe for me, more wretched than 


King. Lords, take your places; and, I pray 
you all, : 

Proceed no straiter ’gainst our uncle Gloucester 
Than from true evidence of good esteem 2u 
He be approved in practice culpable. a 

Queen. God forbid any malice should prevail, 
That faultless may condemn a nobleman! 
Pray God he may acquit him of suspicion ! 

King. I thank thee, Meg; these words con- 
tent me much. ° 


Re-enter SUFFOLK. 


How now! why look’st thou pale? why tremblest 
thou? 5 


he is. 
What, dost thou turn away and hide thy face? 
Tam no loathsome leper ; look on me. 
What! art thou, like the adder, waxen deaf? 
Be poisonous too and kill thy forlorn queen. 
Ts all thy comfort shut in Gloucester’s tomb? 
Why, then, dame Margaret was ne'er thy joy- 
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Ercct’his statua and worship it, I 80 
‘And make my image but an alehouse sign. 
Was IJ for this nigh wreck’d upon the sea . 
And twice by awloward wind from England’s 
bank é 
Drove back again unto ny native clime? | 
What boded this, but well forewarning wind 
Did seem to say “Seck not a scorpion’s nest, 
Nor set no footing on this unkind shore’? 
What did I then, but cursed the gentle gusts 
And he that loosed them forth their brazen 


cayes ; e 

And bid them blow towards England’s blessed 
shore, 

Or turn our stern upon a dreadful rock? 

Yet Aolus would not be a murderer, 

But left that hateful oftice unto thee : 

The pretty-vaulting sea refused to drown me, | 

Knowing that thou wouldst have me drown’d 
on shore, 

With. tears as salt as sea, through thy un- 
kindness : . 

The splitting rocks cower’d in the sinking sands 

And would not dash me with their ragged 


sides, 
Because thy flinty heart, more hard than they, 
Might in thy palace perish Margaret. 100 


As far as J could ken thy chalky clifls, 

When from thy shore the tempest beat us back, 

I stood upon the hatches in the storm, 

And when the dusky sky began to rob 

My carnest-gaping Sight of thy land’s view, 

Ltook a costly jewel from my neck, 

A heart it was, bound in with diamonds, 

And threw it towards thy land: the sea re- 
ceived it, 

And so I wish’d thy body might my heart: 109 

And eyen with this I lost fair England’s view 

And bid mine eyes be packing with my heart 

And call’d them blind and dusky spectacles, 

For losing ken of Albion’s wished coast. 

How often have I tempted Sutfolk’s tongue, 

The agent of thy foul inconstancy, 

To sit and witch me, as Ascanius did 

When he to madding Dido would unfold 

His father's acts commenced in burning Troy | 

Am I not witch’d like her? or thou not false 
like him? 

Ay me, I can no more! die, Margaret! 120 

For Henry weeps that thou dost live so long. 


Noise within. Enter Warwick, SALIsBury, 
and many Commons. 


War. It is reported, mighty sovereign, 

That good Duke Humphrey traitorously is 
murder'd 

By Suffolk and the Cardinal Beaufort’s means. 
The commons, like an angry hive of bees 
That want their leader, scatter up and down 
And care not who they sting in his revenge. 
Myself have calm’d their spleenful mutiny, 
Until they hear the order of his death. 

iting. That he is dead, good Warwick, ’tis 


true; z 
But how he died God knows, not Henry: ey 
Enter his chamber, view his breathless corpse, 


And’ comment then upgp his sudden deathen in 
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War. Thatshall I do, my liege. Stay, Salis. 


ury, 9 . 
With the rude multitude till Treturn. [Ewit, 
ing. O Thou that judgest all things, stay 
my thoughts, 
My thoughts, that labour to persuade my soul 
Some violent hands were laid on Humphrey's 
life ! 
If my suspect be false, forgive me, God, 
For judgement only doth belong to Thee. 140 
Fain would [ go to chafe his paly lips 
With twenty thousand kisses and to drain 
Upon his face an ocean of salt tears, 
To tell my love unto his dumb deaf trunk 
And with my fingers feel his hand unfeeling : 
But all in vain are these mean obsequies ; 
And to survey his dead and earthy image, 
What were it but to make my sorrow greater? 


Re-enter Warwick, and others, bearing 
GLoucrster’s body on a bed. 
War. Come hither, gracious sovereign, view 
this body. — 
King. That is to see how deep my grave is 
made; 150 
For with his soul fled all my worldly solace, 
For seeing him I see my life in death, ‘ 
War, As surely as my soul intends to live 
WAL that dread Iking that took our state upon 
nim. 
To free us from his father’s wrathiul curse, 
1 do believe that violent hands were laid 
Upon the life of this thrice-famed duke. 
Suf. A dreadful oath, sworn with a solemn 
tongue! 
What instance gives Lord Warwick for his 





See how the blood is settled in his 
‘ace. 169 

Oft have I seen a timely-parted ghost 

Of ashy semblance, meagre pale and bloodless, 

Being all descended to the fal ouring heart 3 

Who, in the conflict that it holds with death, 

Attracts the same for aidance ‘gainst the enemy ; 

Which with the heart there cools and ne'er 
returneth 

To blush and beautify the cheek again. 

But see, his face is black and full of blood, 

His eye-balls further out than when he lived, 

Staring full ghastly like a strangled man; 170 

s hair uprear'd, his nostrils stretched with 
, Struggling ; 
His hands abroad display’d, as one that grasp’d 
And tuge’d for life and was by strength sub- 


dued : 
Look, on the sheets his hair, you see, is 
_ Sticking; 
His well-proportion’d beard made rough and 


=, JUgECd, 

Like to the summer's corn by tempest lodged. 
Jt cannot be but he was murder’ Here f 

The least of all these signs were robable, 


Su. Why, Warwick, who should do the 
uke to death ? 


Myself and Beaufort had him in protection; 
And we, L hope, sir, are no murderers. 181 
War. But both of you were vow'd Duke 
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d you, forsooth, had the good dule to keep: 
au like you would not feast him like a friend ; 
And ’tis well seen he found an enemy. 

Queen. Then you, belike, suspectthese noble- 


men 
‘As guilty of Duke Humphrey’s timeless death. 
J oi Who finds the heifer dead and bleeding 
fresh 
‘And sees fast by a butcher with an axe, 
But will suspect “twas he that made the 
slaughter ae 190 
Who finds the partridge in the puttock’s nest, 
But may imagine how the bird was dead, 
‘Although the kite soar with unbloodied beak? 
even so suspicious is this tragedy. 
Queen. Ave you. the buteher, Suffolk? 
Where’s your knife? _ 
Js Beaufort term’d a kite? Where are his 
talons? i 
Suf. I wear no knife to slaughter sleeping 
men}; 
But here ‘sa vengeful sword, rusted with case, 
That shall be scoured in his rancorous heart 
That slanders me with murder’s crimson badge. 
Say, AS thou darest, proud Lord of Warwick- 
shire, 201 
That J am faulty in Duke Humphrey's death. 
[Lxeunt Cardinal, Sonerset, and other's. 
War. What dares not Warwick, if false 
Suffolk dare him? , A 
ueete ‘He dares not calm his contumelious 
_ spiril 
Nor cease to be an arrogant controller, 
Though Suffolk dare him twenty thousand 


times, ’ 
wa Madam, be still; with reverence may 
say; 
For every word you speak in his behalf 
Is slander to your royal dignity. | 
Suf. Blunt-vitted lord, ignoble in demean- 
our 210 
lf ever lady wrong'd her lord so much, 
Thy mother took into her Dlameful bed 
Some stern untutor'd churl, and noble stock 
Was graft with crab-tree slip; whose fruit 
thou art 
And never of the Nevils’ noble race. 
Var. But that the guilt of murder bucklers 


thee 
And I should rob the deathsman of his fee, 
Quitting thee thereby of ten thousand shames, 
And that my sovereign’s presence makes me 


muuld, 219 
T would, false murderous coward, on thy knee 
Make thee beg pardon for thy passed speech, 
And say it was thy mother that thou meant’st, 
That thou thyself wast born in bastardy ; 
And after all this fearful homage done, 
Give thee thy hire and send thy soul to hell, 
ernicious hlood-sucker of sleeping men ! 
Suf. Thou shalt be waking while I shed 
thy blood, 3 
If from this presence thou darest go with me. 
War. Away even now, or I will drag thee 


ence ; 229 
Unvworthy though thou art, I'll cope. with thee 
do some service to Duke Humphrey's 
ghost. [Exeunt Suffolk and Warwick. 
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King. What stronger breastplate than a 
heart untainted ! . 
Thrice is he arm’d that hath his quarrel just, 
And he but naked, though lock’d_ up in steel 
Whose conscience with injustice is corrupted. 
[A noise within. 


Queen. What noise is this? 


Re-enter SUFFOLK and Warwick, with their 
aeapons drawn. 


King. Why, how now, lords! your wrathful 
weapons drawn 
Here in our presence! dare you he so bold? 
Why, what tumultuous clamour have we here? 
Suf,_ ‘The traitorous Warwick with the men 
of Bury 240 
Set all upon me, mighty sovereign. 

Sal. [To the Commons, entering] Sirs, stand 
apart; the king shall know your mind. 
Drea lord, the commons send you word by me, 
Unless Lord Suffolk straight be done to death, 

Or banished fair England's territories, 

They will by violence tear him from your palace 
And torture him with grievous lingering death. 
They say, by him the good Duke Humphrey 


ied ; 
They say, in him they fear your highness’ death; 
And mere instinct of love and loyalty, 250 
Free from a stubborn opposite intent, 

‘As being thought to contradict your liking, 
Makes them thus forward in his banishment. 
They say, in care of your most royal person, 
That if your highness should intend to sleep 
‘And charge that no man should disturb your 


rest 
In pain of your dislike or pain of death, 
Yet, notwithstanding such a strait edict, 
Were there a serpent seen, with forked tongue, 
That slily glided towards your majesty, 269 
It were but necessary you were waked, 
Lest, being suffer'd in that harmful slumber, 
The mortal worm might make the sleep eternal ; 
And therefore do they cry, though you forbid, 
That they will guard you, whether you will 
or no, 
From such fell serpents as false Suffolk is, 
With whose envenomed and fatal sting, 
Your loving uncle, twenty times his worth, 
They say, is shamefully bereft of life. 
Commons. Wathen ‘An answer from the 





king, my Lord of Salisbury! 270 
Suf. ane like the commons, rude unpolish'd 
inds, 


Could send such message to their sovereign : 
But you, my lord, were glad to be employ’d, 
To show how quaint an orator you are: 
But all the honour Salisbury hath won 
Ts, that he was the lord ambassador 
Sent from a sort of tinkers to the king. 
Commons. [Within] An answer from the 
king, or we will all break in! 
King. Go, Salisbury, and tell them all from. 


me, - 
J thank them for their tender loving care; 280 
‘And had I not been cited so by them, 
Yet did I purpose as they do entreat ; 
For, sure, my thoughts do hourly prophesy 
Mischance unto my state by Suffolk's means: 
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And think it but a minute spent in sport, 

Queen. O, let me entreat thee cease. Give 
methy hand, | 

That I may dew it with my mournful tears; 

Nor let the rain of heaven wet this place, 341 

To wash away my woful monuments, 

O, could this kiss be printed in thy hand 

That thou mightst think upon these by the 


And therefore, by His majesty I swear, 
Whose far unworthy deputy (ny 
He shall not bivathe in! ection in this a fa 
ys longer, on the pain o: b 
‘Bub trees) e Exit Salisbury. 
Queen. O Henry, let me plead for gentle 
Suffolk ! e 
King. Ungenile queen, to call him gentle 
Suffolk ! 

















seal, 
Through whom a thousand sighs are breathed 
for thee! ; 
So, get thee gone, that I may know my grief; 
‘Tis but surmised whiles thou art standing by, 
As one that surfeits thinking on a want, 
Iwill repeal thee, or, be well’assured, 
Adventure to be banished myself: 350 
And banished I am, if but from thee. 
Go; speak not to me; even now be gone. 
O, go not yet! Even thus two friends con- 
demn’d 
Embrace and kiss and take ten thousand leaves, 
Loather a hundred times to part than die. 
Yet now farewell; and farewell life with thee! 
Suf. Thus is poor Suffolk ten times banished; 
Once by the king, and three times thrice by 


290 
No more, I say: if thou dost plead for him, 
Thou wilt but add increase unto my wrath. 
Had I but said, I would have kept my word, 
But when I swear, it is irrevocable. . 
If, after three days’ space, thou here be’st found 
On any ground that I am ruler of, r 
‘The world shall not be ransom for thy life. _ 
Come, Warwick, come, good Warwic Kk, go with 


me; 
Ihave great matters to impart to thee. 
e Lxeunt all but Queen and Suffolk. 
Queen. Mischance and sorrow go along with 
you! Oe 300 
Heart's discontent and sour affliction 
Be playfellows to keep you company ! 
There's two of you; the devil make a third! 


And threefold vengeance tend upon your steps!} __ thee, 
Suf. Cease, gene queen, these execrations | "Tis not the land I care for, wert thou thence; 
And let thy Suffolk take his heavy leaye. A wilderness is populous enough, 360 


Queen. Fie, coward woman ani soft-licarted 
wretch! 
Hast thou not spirit to curse thine enemy? 
Suf. A plague upon them! wherefore should 
curse them ? 
ould curses kill, as doth the mandrake’s 
groan, 5 \ R10 
I would invent as bitter-searching terms, 
curst, as harsh and horrible to hear, 
Deliverd strongly through my fixed teeth, : ¢ 
With full as many sigus of deadly hate, Vauc. To signify unto his majesty 
As lean-faced Envy in her loathsome cave : That Cardinal Beaufort is at point of death ; 
My tongue should stumble in mine earnest | For suddenly a Srievous sickness took him, '370 
r g £ makes him gasp and stare and catch 
the air, 2 
Blaspheming God and cursing men on earth. 
Ronuetine he talks as if Duke Humphrey’s 
ghos 
Were by his side; sometime he calls the king 


So Suffolk had thy heayenly company ; 
For where thou art, there is the world itself, 
With every several pleasure in the world, 
And where thou art not, desolation. 

can no more: live thou to joy thy life ; 
Myself no joy in nought but that thou livest. 


Enter Vaux. 


Queen. Whither goes Vaux so fast? what 
news, I prithee? 


words ; 
Mine eyes should sparkle like the beaten flint ; 
Mine hair be fix’d on end, as one distract + 
Ay, every joint should seem to curse and ban; 
And even now my burthen’d heart would break, 
Should I not curse them. Poison be their 


rink! iow, 321 | And whispers to his pillow as to him 
ca RS than gall, the daintiest that they | The secrets of his overcharged soul: 
raste 


And Iam sent to tell his ma. jesty 
That even now he cries aloud for him. 

Queen. Go tell this heavy message to the 

king. R R [Exit Vauc. 

Ay me! what is this world! what news are 

these! ; 380 

But wherefore grieve Tat an hour's poor loss, 


Their sweetest shade a grove of cypress trees | 
Their chiefest prospect murdering basilisks! 
Their softest touch as smart as lizards’ stings! 
Their music frightful as the serpent’s hiss, 
And boding screech-owls make the concert full ! 
ay the fou pens in cari eacd Hole i 
ween. Enough, sweet Suffolk; thou tor- mitting Suffolk’s exile, my soul’s treasure ? 
ment’st thyself ; asa Wh only, Suffolk, mourn it not for thee, 
nd these dread curses, like the sun gainst | And with the southern clouds contend in tears, 
330 eirs for the carth’s increase, mine for my 
Sorrows ¢ Z 
Now get thee hence: the king, thou know’st, is 


coming; 
If thou be found by me, thou art but dead. 
Suf. If I depart from thee, I cannot live; 


; And in thy sight to die, what were it else 
Though standing naked on a mountain top, But likea leat sluraber in thy lap! ? 390 


Where biting cold would never let grass grow, | Here could I breathe soul into the air, 
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And turn the force of them upon thyself. 
Me pou bade me ban, and will you bid me 
leave : 
Now, by the ground that I am banish’d from, 
Well could I curse svay a winter's night, 
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mild and gentle as the cradle-babe 
Dying with mother’s dug between its lips : 
Where, from thy sight, I should be raging mad 
And cry out for thee to close up mine eyes, 
To have thee with thy lips to stop my mouth; 
o ghouldst thou either turn my flying soul, 
Or I should breathe it so into thy body, 
‘And then it lived in sweet Elysium. 
‘fo die by thee were but to die in jest ; 400 
From thee to die were torture more than death : 
O, let me stay, befall what may befall! 
nicer. Away ! though parting be a fretful 
corrosive, 
Ibis applied to a deathful wound. 
To France, swect Suffolk: Jet me hear from 


AS 


thee; x ; 
For wheresoe’er thou art in this world’s globe, 
Ll have an Tris that shall find thee out. 


Suf. Igo. y 
Geen, And take my heart with thee. 
suf. A jewel, lock’d into the wofull’st cask 
That ever did contain a thing of worth. 410 
Fryen as a splitted bark, so sunder we: 
This way fall I to death. 
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He Gres and makes no sign. O God, forgive 
Want So bad a death argues a monstrous 
King Forbear to judge, for we are mane 

Close up his eyes and draw the curtain close ; 

And let us all to meditation. [Eceunt. 


ACT IV. 
Scenel. he coast of Kent. 


Alarum. Fight at sea. Ordnance goes of. 
Enter a Captain, a Master, « Master's-Mate, 
Wa rer WHITMORE, ad others; with 
them SUFFOLK, and others, prisoners. 


Cap. The gaudy, blabbing and remorseful 


ay 
Is crept into the bosom of the sea; 
And now loud-howling wolves arouse the jades 
That drag the tragic melancholy night; : 
Who, with their drowsy, slow and flagging 
wings, 





Queen. This way for me. 
[Eceunt severally. 


Sorne DL. A bedchamber. 


Enter the Kinc, SALISBURY, WARWICK, to 
the CARDINAL ia bed. 


King, How fares my lord? speak, Beaufort, 
to thy sovereign. : 
Car. Lf thou be’st death, I’ll give thee Eng- 
land’s treasure, A 
Enough to purchase such another island, 
So thou wilt let me live, and feel no pain. 
King. Ah, what a sign it is of evil life, 
Where death's approach is seen so terrible! 
Vie Beaufort, it is thy sovereign speaks to 
hee. 
Car, Bring me unto my trial when you 


will, 

Died he not in his bed? where should he die? 
Can I make men live, whether they will or no? 
O, torture me no more! I will confess. 11 
Alive again? then show me where he is: | 

Pi pie ‘a. thousand pound to look upon him. 
He hath no eyes, the dust hath blinded them. 
Comb down his hair; look, look! it stands up- 


., Tight, 
Like lime-twies set to catch my winged soul. 
Give me some drink; and bid the apothecary 
ring the strong poison that T bought of him. 
King. O thou eternal Mover of the heavens, 
Look with a gentle eye upon this wretch! 20 
O, beat away the busy meddling fiend 
That lays strong siege unto this wretch’s soul 
And from his bosom purge this black despair! 
War. Sce, how the pangs of death do make 
him grin! " 
Bae Disturb him not; let him pass peace- 
ably, 

King. Peace to his soul, if God’s good 
Riles be! Bes 
Lord cardinal, if thou think’st on heaven’s bliss, 

Hold up thy hand, make signal of thy hope. 


SS, 
Clip dead men’s graves and from their misty 
Jaw: 
Breathe foul, contagious darkness in the air, 
Therefore bring forth the soldiers of our prize ; 
Tor, whilst our pinnace anchors in the Downs, 
Here shall they make their ransom on the sand, 
Or with their blood stain this discolour'd shore. 
Master, this prisoner freely give I thee; . 
‘And thou that art his mate, make boot of this; 
The other, Walter Whitmore, is thy share. 
First Gent. What is my ransom, master? 
Iet me know. 
‘Mast. A thousand crowns, or clse lay down. 
your head. ‘ 
Mate. And so much shall you give, or off 
goes yours. | 
Oe What, think you much to pay two 
thousand crowns, 
And bear the name and port of gentlemen? 19 
tut both the villains’ throats ; for die you shall: 
The lives of those which we have lost in fight 
Be counterpoised with such a petty sum ! 
First Gent. I'll give it, sir; and therefore 
spare my life. i i 
Sec. Gent, And so will I and write heme 
for it straight. | : 3 . 
Whit. I lost mine eye in laying the prize 
aboard, f : 
‘And therefore to revenge it, shalt thou lie R i 
"o Stuf. 
‘And so should these, if I might have my will, 
Cap. Be not so rash; take ransom, Jet him 


live. 
Suf. Look on my George; I am a gentle- 


man: 
Rate me at what thou wilt, thou shalt, be paid. 
Whit. And so am I; my name is Walter 
Whitmore. 3t 
How now! why start’st thou? what, doth death 
affricht? : § 
Suf. Thy name affrights me, in whose sound 
is death. 3 
‘A cunning man did calculate my birth 
‘And told me that by water I should die: 
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Yet let not this make thee be Dloody-minded ; 
Thy name is Gualtier, being mently sounded. 
Whit. Gualtier or Walter, which it is, I care 


not: 
Never yet did base dishonour blur our name, 
But with our sword we wiped away the blot; 40 
Therefore, when merchant-like I sell revenge, 
Broke be my sword, my arms torn and defaced, 
‘And I proclaim’d a coward through the world! 
Suf. Stay, Whitmore; for thy prisoner is a 


rince, 
The Duke of Suffolk, William dela Pole. 
Whit. The Duke of Suffolk muffled up in 


rags! * 
Su Ay, but these rags are no part of the 
uke + 
Jove sometime went disguised, and why not I? 
Cap. But Jove was never slain, as thou 
shalt be. aa 7 
Sus. Obscure and lowly swain, King Henry's 
blood, 5° 
The honourable blood of Lancaster, 
Must not be shed by such a jaded groom. 
Hast thou not kiss’d thy hand and held my 


SEED 
Bare-headed plodded by my foot-cloth mule 
‘And thought thee happy when I shook my 


head ? 
How often hast thou waited at my cup, 
Fed from my trencher, kueel’d down at the 


ard, 

When.I have feasted with Queen Margaret? 

Remember it and let it make thee crest-fall'n, 

Ay, and allay this thy abortive pride ; 

How in our voiding lobby hast thou stood 

And duly waited for my coming forth? 

This hand of mine hath writ in thy behalf 

And therefore shall it charm Hy riotous tongue. 
Whit, Speak, captain, shall I stab the for- 

Jorn swain? 

Cap. First let my words siab him, as he 

hath me. 

Sus. Base slave, thy words are blunt and so 

art thou. 4 
Cap. Convey him hence and on our long- 
_boat’s side 
abe off his eg "7 rae 
A hou darest not, for thy own. 

Cap. Yes, Pole. r 

Suf. Pole! 

Cap. Pool! Sir Pool! lord! 70 
Ay, kennel, puddle, sink; whose filth and dirt 
Troubles the silverspring where England drinks. 
Now will I dam up this thy yawning mouth 
For swallowing the treasure of the realm : 

Thy lips that kiss’d the queen shall sweep the 


ground ; 
And thou that smiledst at good Duke Hum- 

phrey’s death 
Against the senseless winds shalt grin in vain, 
Who in contempé shall hiss at thee again: 
And wedded be thou to the hags of hell, 
For daring to afly a mighty lord 80 
Unto the daughter of a worthless king, 

ing neither subject, wealth, nor diadem. 

By devilish policy art thou grown great 
And, like ambitious Sylla, overgorged 
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By thee Anjou and Maine were sold to France, 

q ie false revolting Normans thorough thee 

Disdain to call us lord, and Picardy ; 

Hath slain their governors, surprised our forts 

‘And sent the ragged soldiers wounded home. go 

The princely Warwick, and the Nevils all, 

Whose dreadful swords were never drawn in 
van, i 

As hating thee, are rising up in arms: 

‘And now the house of York, thrust from the 
crown, 3 

By shameful murder of a guiltless king 

‘And lofty proud encroaching tyranny, 

Bums with revenging fire; whose hopeful 


olours oe a 

“Advance our half-faced sun, striving to shine, 

Under the which is writ ‘Invitis nubibus.’ 

The commons here in Kent are up in arms; 100 

And, to conelude, reproach and beggary 

Ts crept into the palace of our king, 

And all by thee. Away! convey him hence. 
Suf. © that I were a goul, to shoot forth 

thunder , i 
Upon these paltry, servile, abject drudges ! 
Small things make base men proud: this villain 


here, i 
Being captain of a pinnace, threatens more 
Than Bargulus the strong Illyrian pirate. 
Drones suck not eagles’ blood but rob bee- 


hives : 

It is impossible that I should die 110 
By such a lowly vassal as thyself. “i 

Thy words move rage and not remorse in me: 


60 | 1 go of message irom the. queen to France; 
e 


I charge thee waft me safely cross the Channel. 

Cap. Walter,— , 

Whit. Come, Suffolk, I must waft thee to 
thy death. 43 

Su Gelidus timor occupat artus, it is thee 


car. 
Whit. ‘Thou shalt have cause to fear before 
T leave thee. a 
What, are ye daunted now? now will ye stoop? 
First Gent. My gracious lord, entreat him, 
speak him fair, : 120 
Sus. putas imperial tongue is stern and 
rough, 
Used to command, untaught to plead for favour. 
Far be it we should honour such as these 
With humble suit: no, rather let my head 
Stoop to the block than these knees bow to any 
Save to the God of heaven and to my king; 
And sooner dance upon a bloody pole 
‘Than stand uncover to the yulgar groom. 
‘True nobility is exempt from fear: 


More can I bear than you dare execute. 130 
Cap. Hale him away, and let him talk no 
more. 


Suf. Come, soldiers, show what cruelty yecan, 
That this my death may never be forgot! 
Great men oft die by vile bezonians : 
A Roman sworder and banditto slave 
Murder'd sweet Tully ; Brutus’ bastard hand 
Stabb’d Julius Cesar; savage islanders 
Pompey the Great; and Suttolk dies by irates. 
[Eveunt Whitmore and others with Sufolk- 
Cap. And as for these whose ransom We 
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Jt is our pleasure one of them depart: 
Therefore come you with us and let him go. 
[Eacunt all but the First Gentleman. 


140 


Re-enter Wi1TMORE with SuPFOLK’s body. 
Whit, There let his head and lifeless body 


[Evit. 


1e, . . : 
Until the queen his mistress bury it, 
O barbarous and bloody spec- 


First. Gent. 
tacle! 
His body will I bear unto the king: 
Tf he revenge it not, yet will his friends ; 
So will the queen, that living held him dear. 
[Lait with the body. 


Scene Il, Blackheath. 
Enter GrorGe Bevis and JouN HOLLAND. 


Bevis, Come, and get thee a sword, though 
mare of a Jath: they have been up these two 
days. 

4 Holl. They have the more need to sleep now, 
1en. 

Bevis. Liell thee, Jack Cade the clothier 
means to dress the commonwealth, and turn 
it, and set a new nap upon it. | 

Holl, So he had need, for “tis threadbare. 
Well, Isay it was never merry world in England 
since gentlemen came up. 10 

Bevis, O miserable age! virtue is not re- 
garded in_handicrafts-men. 

Holl. The nobility think scorn to go in 
leather aprons. 

Bevis. Nay, more, 
good workmen, 

Holl, True; and yet it is said, labour in thy 
vocation ; which is as much to say as let the 
magistrates be labouring men; and therefore 
should we be magistrates. 20 

Bevis. Thou hast hit it; for there’s no 
better sign of a brave mind than a hard hand. 

Holl. I sce them! I see them! There’s 
Best’s son, the tanner of Wingham,— 

Bevis. He shall have the skins of our 
enemies, to make dog’s-leather of. 

Holl. And Dick the Butcher,— 

Bevis. Then is sin struck down like an ox, 
and iniquity’s throat cut Jike a calf. 

Holl. And Smith the weaver,— 

Bevis. Argo, their thread of life is spun. 

‘Holl. Come, come, let’s fall in with them, 





the king's council are no 





30 


Drum. Enter Cave, Dick Butcher, Sarrn 
the Weaver, and @ Sawyer, with injinite 
numbers. 


Cade. We John Cade, so termed of our 

supposed father,— 
ick. [Aside] Or rather, of stealing a cade 

of herrings. A 
_ Cade, Tor our enemies shall fall before us, 
inspired with the spirit of putting down kings 
an princes,—Command silence. 

Dick. Silence! : 

Cade. My father was a Mortimer,— 

Dick. [Aside] He was an honest man, and 
a good bricklayer. 

Cade. My mother a Plantagenct,— 


40 
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Dick. [Aside] I knew her well; she was a 
midwife. ; 

Cude. My wite descended of the Lacics,— | 

Dick. [Aside] She was, indeed, a pedler’s 
daughter, and sold many laces. 49 

Smith, [Aside] But now of late, not able to 
travel with her furred pack, she washes buc’ 
here at home. 

Cade. Therefore am 
house. 3 ¥ 

Dick. fasiael “Ay, by my faith, the field is 
honourable; and there was he born, under a 
hedge, for his father had never a house but the 
cage. 

Cade. Valiant Iam. 

Smith. [Aside] A’ must needs; for beggary 
is valiant. 

Cade, Tam able to endure much, 60 

Dick. (Aside] No question of that; for I 
have seen him whipped three market-days 
together. 

Cade. I fear neither sword nor fire. 

Smith, [Aside] He need not fear the sword; 
for his coat is of DIODE 

Dick. [Aside] But methinks he should stand 
in fear of fire, beg burnt i’ the hand for 
stealing of sheep. wae 

Cade. Be brave, then; for your captain is 
braye, and yows reformation. ‘There shall be 
in England seven halfpenny loaves sold for a 
penny: the _three-hooped pot shall have ten 
hoops; and I will make it felony to drink small 
beer: all the realm shall be in common; and 
in Cheapside shall my palfry go to grass: and 
when I am king, as king I will be,— 

All, God save your majesty ! 

Cade. I thank you, good people: there shall 
be no money;_all shall eat and drink on my 
score; and I will apparel them all in one livery, 
that they may agree like brothers and worship 
ie their lord. F 

Dick. The first thing we do, let’s kill all the 
lawyers. 

Gade. Nay, that I mean to do. Is not this 
a lamentable thing, that of the skin of an 
innocent lamb should be made parchment? 
that parchment, being scribbled o'er, should 
undo a man? Some say the bee ane but 
I say, ‘tis the bee’s wax; for I did but seal 
once toa thing, and [was never mine own man. 
since. How now! who’s there? or 


Enter some, bringing forward the Clerk of 
Chatham. 


Smith. The clerk of Chatham: he can write 
and read and cast accompt. 

Cade. Qmonstrous! ’ 

Smith. We took him setting of boys’ copies. 

Cade. Here’s a villain! . 

Smith. Has a book in his pocket with rea 
letters in"t. 

Cade. Nay, then, he isa conjurer. 

Dick. Nay, he can make obligations, and 
write court-hand. Tor 

Cade, Lam sorry for’t: the man is a proper 
man, of mine honour; unless I find him. malty, 
he shall not die. Come hither, sirrah, 1 must 
examine thee: what is thy name? 


I of an honourable 
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yo anuel. Staf. And will you credit this base drudge’s 
Sen ee as write it on the top of words, 


That speaks he knows not what? x60 
All, Ay, marry, will we; therefore get ye 


rone. 

Bro. Jack Cade, the Duke of York hath 
taught you this. | i ; 

Cade, [Aside] He lies, for I invented it my. 


ters : twill go hard with you. E 
ae Let ine alone. Dost thou use to write 
thy foal or linst bythow a as to thyself, like 
an honest plain-dealing man pasa 

Clerk. Sir, I thank God, I have been so well 
brought up that I can write my name. 3 

vii He hath confessed: away with him! 
he’s a villain and a traitor. s 

Cade. Away with him, I say! hang him 
with his pen and ink-horn about his neck. 

[Lait one with the Clerk. 


self. 
Go to, sirrah, tell the king from me, that, for 
his father’s sake, Henry the Fifth, in whose 
time boys went to span-counter for French 
crowns, I am content he shall reign; but I'll 
be protector over him, 
ick. And furthermore, we’ll have the Lord 

Say’s head for selling the dukedom of Maine, 

Cade, And good reason; for thereby is 
England mained, and fain to go with a staff, 
but that my puissance holds it up. Fellow 
kings, I tell you that that Lord Say hath 
gelded the commonwealth, and made it an 
eunuch; and more than that, he can speak 
French; and therefore he is a traitor. 

Stag. O gross and miserable ignorance! 

Cade. Nay, answer, if you can: the French- 
men are our enemies; go to, then, I ask but 
this: can he that speaks with the tongue of an 
enemy be a good counsellor, or no? 

All. No, no; and therefore well have his 


Enter MICHAEL. 


Mich. Where’s our general ? 

Cade. Here Iam, thou particular fellow. 

Mich, Fly, fly, tly! Sir Humphrey Staflord 
and his brother are hard by, with the king's 
forces. coe a u 

Cade._ Stand, villain, stand, or I'll fell thee 
down, “He shall be encountered with a man as 
good as himself; he is but a knight, is a’? 

Mich. No. 5 

Gade. To equal him, I will make myself a 
knight presently. Letects] Rise up sir John 
Mortimer. [Ztses] Now have at him! 


Enter Sm Hunrnrey Starrorv and his 
Brother, with drum and soldiers. 


head. 
. Well, seei tle words wil 
Siar neuellons hinds, the filth and scum Bro. Well, seeing gentle words will not 
of Ken 


prevail, £ 
t » 130 | Assail them with the army of the king. 
Mark’d for the gallows, lay your weapons down;]  Staf. Herald, away; and throughout every 
Home to your cottages, forsake this groom: town 
The king is merciful, ifyou revolt, Proclaim them traitors that are up with Cade; 
Bro. But angry, wrathful, and inclined to | That those which fly before the battle ends 
blood, - 5 May, even in their wives’ and children’s sight, 
If you go forward; therefore yield, or die. Be hang’d up for example at their doors: — rgo 
Cade. As for these silken-coated slaves, I | “And you that be the king's friends, follow me. 
, Pass nob: Exeunt the two Stafords, and soldiers. 
It is to you, good people, that I speak, Cade. And you that love the commons, 
Over whom, in time to come, I hope to reign ; follow me. 
For Tam rightful heir unto the crown. “139 | Now show yourselves men 3 ‘tis for liberty. 
Staf. Villain, thy father was a plasterer ; We will not leave one lord, one gentleman : 
And thou thyself a shearman, art thou not? Spare none but such as go in clouted shoon ; 
Cade. And Adam was a gardener. For they are thrifty honest men and such 


Bro. And what of that? “ J a 
Cade. Marry, this: Edmund Mortimer, Earl oad ee full Uhr they, dare Rot, take ‘our 


of March. ch. t : 

Married the Duke of Clarence’ daughter, did he Diges they areisall iy ondet.and: marett 
gure ie Gade ue ener are ae in order when we 
Cue, ‘a her he had two children at one | “72 ™0St out of order. “Come, mnarch fouward 

birth. 


Bro. That’s false. 
Cade. Ay, there’s the question; but T say, | 
“tis true: 
The elder of them, being put to nurse, 150 
Was by a beggar-woman stolen away ; 
And, ignorant of his birth and parentage, 
ecame a bricklayer when he came to age: 
His son am I; deny it, if you can. 
mie Nay, ’tis ‘too true; therefore he shall 


ScenE DL. Another part of Blackheath. 


Alarwms to the fight, wherein both the STAF- 
FoRDS are slain. Enter CADE and the rest. 
; Cade Where’s Dick, the butcher of Ash- 

0 

Dick. Here, sir. 

Cade. They fell before thee like sheep and 
oxen, and thou behavedst thyself as if thou 
hadst been in thine own slaughter-house : there- 
fore thus will T reward thee, the Lent shall be 
as long again as it is; and thou shalt have a 


Hgts Tye be py e@dregdatking one. 


sees " 
Smith. Sir, he madeachimney in my father's 
house, and the bricks are alive at this day to 


ae : 
vestity it, therefore depy itnot Research In 


: 


a \ 


ee 
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Dick. I desire no more. 10 
Cade. And, to speak truth, thou deservest 
no less. This monument of the victory, will 
L bear [putting on Six Humphrey's brigan- 
dine]; and the bodies shall be dragged at my 
horse heels till I do come to London, where we 
will have the mayor's sword borne before us. 
Dick. If we mean to thrive and do good, 
break open the gaols and let out the prisoners. 
Cade. Fear not that, [warrant thee. Come, 
Jet’s march towards London. [ELeeunt. 20 


Buck. My gracious lord, retire to Killing- 
worth, 

Until a power be raised to put them down. 49 

Queen. Ah, were the Duke of Suffolk now 












alive, 
These Kentish rebels would be soon appeased ! 
King. Lord Say, the traitors hate thee; 
Therefore away with us to Killingworth. i 
Bi So might your grace’s person be in 
anger. 
The sight of me is odious in their eyes ; 
And therefore in this city will I stay 


ScenE1V. London. The palace. ‘And live alone as secret as I may. 


Enter the KinG with a@ supplication, and the 
QUEEN with Sufolk’s head, the DUKE or 
BuckiNGuaM and the LoRD Say. 


Queen. Oft have I heard that grief softens 
the mind 
And makes it fearful and degenerate ; 
Think therefore on revenge and cease to weep. 
But who can cease to weep and look on this? 
Here may his head lie on my throbbing breast : 
But where’s the body that [ should embrace? 

Buck. What answer makes your grace to 
the rebels’ supplication ? ; 

King. I'llsend some holy bishop to entreat ; 
For God forbid so many simple souls 10 
Should perish by the sword! And I myself, 
Rather than bloody war shall cut them short, 
Will parley with Jack Cade their general : 

But stay, Ll read it over once again. 
Queen. Ah, barbarous yillains! hath this 
lovely face 
Ruled, like a wandering planet, over me, 
‘And could it not enforce them to relent, 
That were unworthy to behold the same? 
King. Lord Say, Jack Cade hath sworn to 
have thy head. i 
Say. Ay, but I hope your highness shall 
have his. 20 

King. How now, madam! 

Still lamenting and mourning for Suffolk's 


Enter another Messenger. 


Mess, Jack Cade hath’gotten London bridge: 
The citizens fly and forsake their houses: —_ 50 
‘fhe rascal people, thirsting after prey, 

Join with the traitor, and they portly swear 
To spoil the city and your royal court. 
Buck. Then linger not, my lord; away, take 


horse. - . 
King. Come, Margaret; God, our hope, will 
succour us. 2 Re 
Quecn. My hope is gone, now Suffolk is de- 
ceased. 
King. Farewell, my lord: trust not the 
Kentish rebels. 
Buck. Trust nobody, for fear you be be- 


tray’d. 
Say. The trust 1 have is in mine innocence, 
And therefore am I bold and resolute. 
[Exccunt. 60 


Scene V. London. The Tower. 


Enter Lorp SCALES upon the Tower, walking. 
Then enter two or three Citizens below. 


Scales. How now! is Jack Cade slain? 

First Cit. No, my lord, nor likely to 
slain ; for they have won the bridge, killing all 
those that withstand them: the lord mayor 
craves aid of your honour from the Tower to 
defend the city from the rebels. 

‘Scales. Such aid as I can spare you shall 

command ; . 

But I am troubled here with them myself ; 
The rebels have assay’d to win the Tower. 
But get you to Smithfield and gather head, 10 
And thither I will send you Matthew Goffe ; 
Fight for your king, your country and your 


leath ? 
LT fear me, love, if that I had-been dead, 
Thou wouldest not have mourn’d so much 
for me. 
Queen. No, my love, I should not mourn, 
but die for thee. 


Enter a Messenger. 


King. How now! what news? why comest 

thou in such haste? , lives ; 
Mess, ! The rebels are in Southwark ; fly, my | And so, farewell, for I must hence again, 
0 A hceunt, 
Jack Cade proclaims himself Lord Mortimer, 

escended from the Duke of Clarence’ house, 
And calls your grace usurper openly 30 
And vows to crown himself in Westminster. 
His army is a ragged multitude e 
Of hinds and peasants, rude and merciless : 
Sir Humphrey Stafford and his brother's death 
Hath given them heart and courage to proceed : 
All scholars, lawyers, courtiers, gentlemen, - 
hey call false caterpillars and intend their 

leath. 
King. ‘O graceless men! they know not 
what they do. 
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Scene VI. London. Cannon Street. 


Enter JAck CADE and the rest, and strikes 
his stag’ on London-stone. 


Cade. Now is Mortimer lord of this city. 
And here, sitting upon London-stone, I charge 
and command that, of the city’s cost, the 
pissing-conduit run nothing but claret. wine 
this first year of our reign. And now hence- 
forward it shall be treason for any that calls 
me other than Lord Mortimer. 
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Enter a Soldier, running. 
Salas dak Cadets os ack Gaul 
le. Knock own there. 

a [They kill him. 

Smith._ If this fellow be wise, he'll never cal 
ye Jack Cade more: I think he hath a very fair 
warning. 

Dick. My lord, there’s an army gathered 
together in Smithfield. 2 

Cade. Come, then, let’s go fight with them : 
but first, go and set London bridge on fire; 
and, if you can, bum down the ‘Lower too. 


Come, let’s away. [2ceunt. 
Scene VIL London. Smithyield. 


Alaruns. MAtruew GoFrVE és slain, and all 
the rest. Then enter Jack Cave, with his 
company. 


Cade. So, sirs: now go some and pull down 
the Savoy; others to the inns of court; down 
with them all. : . 

Dick. Lhave a suit unto your lordship. 

Cade. Be it a lordship, thou shalt have it for 
that word. 

Dick. Only that the laws of England may 
come out. of your mouth. — 

Holl, [Aside] Mass, ’twill be sore law, then; 
for he was thrust in the mouth with a spear, 
and ’tis not whole yet. Pex 

Smith, [Aside] Nay, John, it will be stinking 
law; for his breath stinks with eating toasted 
cheese. : 

Cade, Ihave thought upon it, it shall be so. 
Away, burn all the records of the realm : my 
mouth shall be the parliament of England. 

Holl, [Aside] Then we are like to have 
biting statutes, unless his teeth he pulled out. 
_ Cade. And henceforward all things shall be 
in common. 2I 


Enter w Messenger. 


Mess. My lord, a prize, a prize! _here’s the 
Lord Say, which sold the towns in France; he 
that made us pay one and twenty fifteens, and 
one shilling to the pound, the last subsidy. 


Enter GEORGE BEvIs, with the Lorp Say. 


_ Cade. Well, he shall be beheaded for it ten 
times. Ah, thou say, thou serge, nay, thou 
buckram lord! now art thou within point-blank 
of our jurisdiction. regal. What canst thou 
answer to my majesty for giving up of Nor- 
mandy unto Mounsieur Basimecu, the dauphin 
of Trance? Be it known unto thee by these 
presence, even the presence of Lord Mortimer, 
that Iam the besom that must. sweep the court 
clean of such filth as thou art. Thou hast 
most traitorously corrupted the youth of the 
realm in erecting a grammar ‘school: and 
whereas, before, our forefathers had no other 
books but the score and the tally, thou hast 
caused printing to.be used, and, contrary to 
the king, his crown and. dignity, thou hast 

uilt a paper-mill. It will be proved to thy 
face that thou hast men about thee that usually 
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words as no Christian ear can endure to hear, 
Thou hast appointed justices of peace, to call 
poor men pele them about matters they were 
not able to answer. Moreover, thou hast put 
them in prison; and because they could not 


i |read, thou hast hanged them ; when, indeed, 


only for that cause they have been most worthy 
to live. Thou dost ride in a foot-cloth, dost 
thou not? 

Say. What of that? 

Cade. Marry, thou oughtest not to let thy 
horse wear a cloak, when honester men than 
thou go in their hose and doublets. 

Dick. And work in their shirt too; as my- 
self, for example, that am a butcher, 

Say. Youmen of Kent,— _ 

Dick. What say you of Kent? 60 

Say. Nothing but this; tis ‘bona terra, 

mala gens.’ : : 
fae Away with him, away with him! he 
‘ tin. 
ear me but speak, and bear me where 
_ you will. a . 
Kent, in the Commentaries Ceesar writ, 
Is term’d the civil’st place of all this isle: 
Swect is the country, because full of riches ; 
The people liberal, valiant, active, wealthy ; . 
Which makes me hope you are not void of pity. 
I sold not Maine, I lost not Normandy, 70 
Yet, to recover them, would lose my life. 
Justice with favour have I always done; 
Prayers and tears have moyed me, gifts could 
neyer. 

When have I aught exacted at your hands, 
But to maintain the king, the realm and you? 
Large gifts have I bestow’d on learned clerks, 
Because my book preferr’d me to the king, 
And secing ignorance is the curse of God, 
Knowledge the wing wherewith we fly to heaven, 
Unless you be possess'd with devilish spirits, 80 
You cannot but forbear to murder me: | 
This tongue hath parley’d unto foreign kings 
For your behoof,— 

Cade. Tut, when struck’st thou one blow in 
the field ? 

Say. Great men have reaching hands: oft 

have I struck 
Those that I never saw and struck them dead. 

Geo. O monstrous coward! what, to come 
behind folks? 

Say. These cheeks are pale for watching for 

your good. 90 

Cade, Give him a_box o’ the ear and that 
will make ‘em red again. 

Say. Long sitting to determine poor men’s 









causes 
Hath made me full of sickness and diseases. 
Cade. Ye shall have a hempen caudle then 
and the help of hatchet. 
Dick, Why dost thou quiver, man? 
Say. The palsy, and not fear, provokes me. 
Cade. Nay, he nods at us, as who should 
say, I'll be even with you: I'll sce if his head 
will stand steadier on a pole, or no. Take him 
away, and behead him. 


Say. Tell me wherein haye I offended most? . 


Have I affected wealth or honour? speak. 
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Js my apparel sumptuous to behold? 
Whom have J injured, that ye seek my death? 
These hands are free from guiltless blood- 
shedding, | 
This breast from harbouring foul deceitful 
thoughts. 
O, let me live! 110 
Cade. [asidel I feel remorse in myself with 
his words; but L'il bridle it: he shall die, an 
it be but for pleading so well for his life. Away 
with him! he has a familiar under his tongue ; 
he speaks not o’ God's name. Go, take him 
away, Lsay, and strike off his head presently ; 
and then break into his son-in-law’s house, Sir 
James Cromer, and strike off his head, and 
bring them both upon two poles hither. 
All, It shall be done. 120 
Say. Ah, countrymen! if when you make 
your prayers, 
God should be so obdurate as yourselves, 
How would it fare with your departed souls? 
And therefore yet relent, and save my life. 
Cade. Away with him! and do as I com- 
mand ye. [Eaeunt some with, Lord Say. 
The proudest peer in the realm shall not wear a 
head on his shoulders, unless he pay me tribute ; 
there shall not a maid be married, but she shall 
pay to me her maidenhead ere they haye it: 
men shall hold of me in capite; and we charge 
and command that their wives be as free as 
heart can wish or tongue can tell. 
_Dick. My lord, when shall we go to Cheap- 
side and take up commodities upon our bills? 
Cade. Marry, presently. 
All. O, brave! 


Re-enter one with the heads. 

Cade. But is not this braver? Let them 
kiss one another, for they loved well when they 
were alive. Now part, them again, lest they 
consult about the giving up of some more 
towns in France. Soldiers, defer the spoil of 
the city until night: for with these borne 
before us, instead of maces, will we ride through 
the streets; and at every corner have them kiss. 
Away! [Exeunt. 


Scrnr VIL. Southwark. 


Alarum and retreat, Enter CADE and all 
his rabblement. 


Cade. Up Fish Street! down Saint Magnus’ 
Corner! kill and knock down! throw them 
into Thames! [Sound a parley.) What noise 
is this I hear? Dare any be so bold to sound 
retreat or parley, when I command them kill? 


Enicr Buckincuas and old CLirrorbD, 
attended. 
Buck. Ay, here they be that dare and will 
disturb thee : 
soy, Cade, we come ambassadors from the 
king 
Unto the commons whom thou hast misled ; 
And here pronbanee free ipardén to them all 
That will forsake thee and go home-in peace. 


And yield to mercy whilst ’tis offer'’d you; 

Or let a rebel Jead you to your deaths? ‘ 

Who loves the king and will embrace his 
pardon, s 

Fling up his cap, and say *God save his ma- 























Who hateth him and honours not his father, 
Henry the Fifth, that made all France to 
quake, 

Shake he his weapon at us and pas by. 

All. God save the king! God save the king! 

Cade. What, Buckingham and Clifford, are 
ye so brave? And you, base peasants, do ye 
believe him? will you needs be hanged with 
your pardons about your necks? Hath my 
sword therefore broke through London gates, 
that you should leave me at the White Hart 
in Southwark? I thought ye would never have 
given out these arms till you had recovered 
your ancient ireedom: but you are. all recreants 
and dastards, and delight to live in slavery to 
the nobility.” Let them break your backs with 
burthens, take your houses over your heads, 
ravish your wives and daughters before your 
faces: for me, I will make shift for one; and 
so, God’s curse light upon you all! 

‘All, We'll follow Cade, we'll follow Cade! 
Clif, Is Cade the son of Henry the Fifth, 
That thus you do exclaim you'll go with him ? 
Will he conduct you through the heart of 

France, 
And make the meanest of you earls and dukes? 
‘Alas, he hath no home, no place to fly to; 40 
Nor knows he how to live but by the spoil, 
Unless by robbing of your friends and us. 
Were’t not a shame, that whilst you live at jar, 
The fearful French, whom you late vanguished, 
Should makea start o’er seas and vanquish yout 
Methinks already in this civil broil 
I see them lording it in London streets, 
Crying ‘ Villiago!’ unto all they meet. | 
Better ten thousand base-born Cades miscarry 
Than you should stoop unto a Frenchman's 
mercy. 50 
To aerate! to France, and get what you have 
ost; 
Spare England, for it is your native coast: 
Henry hath money, you are strong and manly; 
God on our side, doubt not of victory. 
All. A Clifford! a Clifford! we'll follow the 
idhg and Clifford. . 
fade. Was ever feather so lightly blown to 
and fro as this multitude? The name of Henry 
the Fifth hales them to an hundred mischiefs 
and makes them leave me desolate, Isee them 
lay their heads together to surprise me. My 
sword make way for me, for here is no staying. 
In despite of the devils and hell, have through 
the very middest of you! and heavens and 
honour be witness that. no want of resolution 
in me, but only my followers’ base and ig- 
nominious treasons, makes me betake me to 
my heels. i [Evi 
Buck. What, is he fled? Go some, and fol- 
low him; = 
; And he that brings his head unto the king _ 69 
Clif. What say ye, countrymen? will ye Shall have a thousand crowns for his reward. 
relent, Ir [Eceunt some of them. 
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Follow me, soldiers: we’ll devise a mean 
To reconcile you all unto the king. [Heunt. 


Scene IX. Kenilworth Castle. 


Sound trumpets. Enter Kinc, QUEEN, and 
SOMERSET, on the terrace. 


King. Was ever king that joy’d an earthly 
throne, ‘ 
And could command no more content than I? 
No sooner was I crept out of my cradle 
But I was made a king, at nine months old. 
Was never subject long’d to be a king 
As I do long and wish to be a subject. 


Enter BUCKINGHAM and old CLIFFORD. 


Buck. Health and glad tidings to your 
majesty ! : 5 2 
King. Why, Buckingham, is the traitor 

Cade surprised > 
Or is he but retired to make him strong? 


Enter, below, multitudes, with halters about 
their necks. 


Clif. We is fled, my lord, and all his powers 
do yield ; ‘ F 10 
And humbly thus, with halters on their necks, 
Expect your highness’ doom, of life or death. 
ing. Then, heaven, set ope thy everlasting 
gates, : 
To entertain my vows of thanks and praise! 
Soldiers, this day have you redeem’d your lives 
And show’'d how well you love your prince and 
country: = P 
Continue still in this so good a mind, 
And Henry, though he be infortunate, 
Assure yourselves, will never be unkind : 
And 50, with thanks and pardon to you all, 20 
Ido dismiss you to your several countries, 
All. God save the king! God save the king! 


Enter a Messenger. 


Mess. Please it your grace to be advertised 
The Duke of York is newly come from Ireland, 
And with a puissant and a mighty power 
Of gallowglasses and stout kerns 
Is marching hitherward in proud array, 

And still proclaimeth, as he comes along, 
His arms are only to remove from thee 
The Duke of Somerset, whom he terms a traitor. 
King. Thus stands my state, ’twixt Cade 
and York distress’d ; 3r 
Like to a ship that, haying ’scaped a tempest, 
Is straightway calm’d and boarded with a 


pirate: 
But now _is Cade driven back, his men dis 


TScd 5 
and How is York in arms to second him. 
I pray thee, Buckingham, go and meet him, 
And ask him what’s the reason of these arms. 
Tell him I’ll send Duke Edmund to the Tower; 
And, Somerset, we will commit thee thither, 
Until his army be dismiss’d from him. 40 
om. My lord, 
Be veneer prison willingly, a 
1 unto dea; lo my country goo: 
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King. In any case, be not too rough in 
terms 5 

For heis fierce and cannot brook hard language, 

Buck. Iwill, my lord; and doubt not so to 


ca. 
As all things shall redound unto your good. 
King. Come, wife, let’s in, and learn to 
govern better; ; 
For yet may England curse my wretched reign, 
[Flourish. Leeunt, 


Scene X. Kent. 


Enter CADE. 


Cade. Fie on ambition! fic on myself, that 
have a sword, and yet am ready to fumish! 
These five days have I hid me in these woods 
anil durst not peep out, for all the country is 
laid forme; but now am Iso hungry that if I 
might have a lease of my life for a thousand 
years I could stay no longer. Wherefore, on a 
brick wall have I climbed into this garden, to 
see if I can eat grass, or pick a sallet another 
while, which is not amiss to cool a man’s 
stomach this hot weather. And I think this 
word ‘sallet’ was born to do me Rood : for 
many a time, but for a sallet, my brain-pan 
had been cleft with a brown bill; and many a 
time, when I have been dry and bravely march- 
ing, it hath served me instead of a quart pot to 
drink in; and now the word ‘sallet’ must serve 
me to feed on. 


Iden’s garden. 


Enter IDEN. 


Iden. Lord, who would live turmoiled in 
the court, 
And may enjoy such quict walks as these? 
This small inheritance sa) father left me 20 
Contenteth me, and worth a monarchy. 
Lseek not to wax ek by others’ waning, 
Or gather wealth, [ care not, with what envy : 
Sufficeth that I have maintains my state 
And sends the poor well Bleased from my gate. 
Cade. Here's the lord of the soil come to 
seize me for a stray, for entering his fee-simple 
without leave. Ah, villain, thou wilt betray 
me, and get a thousand crowns of the king 
by carrying my head to him: but I'll make 
thee eat iron like an ostrich, and swallow my 
sword like a great pin, ere thou and I part. 
Iden. Why, rude companion, whatsoe'er thou 


eC, 
Af co Hee not; why, then, should I betray 


ee 
Is’t not enough to break into my den, 
And, like a thief, to come to rob Ae grounds, 
Climbing ny walls in spite of me the owner, 
But thou wilt brave me with these saucy terms? 
Cade. Brave thee! ay, by the best blood 
that ever was broached, Dart beard thee too. 
Look on me well: I have eat no meat these 
five days; yet, come thou and thy five men, 
and if I do not Jeave you all as dead as a door- 
nail, I pray God I may never eat grass more., 
den. Nay, it shall ne'er be said, while 
England stands, 
That Alexander Iden, an esquire of Kent, 
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_Ah!_sancta majestas, who would not buy thee 
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Oppose thy steadfast-gazing eyes to mine, 
See if thou canst outface me with thy looks: 
Set limb to limb, and thou art far the lesser ; 
Phy hand is but a finger to my fist, 5t 
Phy leg a stick compared with this trunchcon ; 
My Ha shall fight with all the strength thou 
hast 5 
And if mine arm be heaved in the air, 
Thy grave is digg’d already in the earth. 
‘As for words, whose greatness answers words, 
Let this my sword report what speech forbears. 
Cade. By my valour, the most complete 
champion that ever I heard! Steel, if, thou 
turn the edge, or cut not out the burly-boned 
clown in chines of beef ere thou sleep in thy 
sheath, I beseech God on my knees thou mayst 
be turned to hobnails. 
_ [Here they fusht. Cade falls. 
0, Iam slain! famine and no other hath 
slain me: let ten thousand devils come against 
me, and give me but the ten meals I have lost, 
and I'ld defy them all. Wither, garden; and 
be henceforth a burying-place to all that do 
dwell in this house, because the unconquered 
soul of Cade is fled. 7 
Iden, Is’t Cade that I haye slain, that 
monstrous traitor? 
Sword, I will hallow thee for this thy deed, 
And hang thee o'er my tomb when I am dead : 
Neer shall this blood be wiped from thy point ; 
But thou shalt wear it as a herald’s coat, 
To emblaze the honour that thy master got. 
Cade. Iden, farewell, and be proud of thy 
victory. Tell Kent from me, she hath lost her 
best man, andexhortall the world to be cowards ; 
for I, that never feared any, am vanquished by 
famine, not by yalour. [Dies. 
Iden. Wow much thou wrong’st me, heaven 
_ be my judge. 
Die, damned wretch, the curse of her that bare 


I cannot give due action to my words, 

Except a sword or sceptre balance it: 

A sceptre shall it have, have La soul, 10 
On which I'll toss the flower-de-luce of France. 


Enter BUCKINGHAM. 
Whom have we here? Buckingham, to disturb 






















me? 
The king hath sent him, sure: I must dis- 
semble. 
Buck. York, if thou meanest well, I greet 
thee well. 
York. Humphrey of Buckingham, I accept 
thy greeting. 
Art thou a messenger, or come of pleasure? 
Bess A messenger from Henry, our dread 
iege, 
To know the reason of these arms in peace ; 
Or why thou, being a subject as Tam, 
Against thy oath and true allegiance sworn, 20 
Should raise so great a power without his leave, 
Or dare to bring thy force so near the court. 
York. [Aside] Scarce can Ispeak, my choler 
is so great: ae 
0,1 could hew up rocks and fight with flint, 
Tam so angry at these abject terms; 
‘And now, like Ajax Telamonius, 
On sheep or oxen could I spend my fury. 
Tam far better born than is the king, 
More like a king, more kingly in my thoughts: 
But L must make fair weather yet awhile, 30 
Till Henry be more weak and I more strong.— 
Buckingham, I prithee, pardon me, 
That L have given no answer all this while ; 
My mind was troubled with deep, mnelanclioly. 
The cause why I have brought this army hither 
Ts to remove proud Somerset from the king, 
Seditious to his grace and to the state. 
‘Buck, That is too much presumption on thy 








art : 
But it thy arms be to no other end, 
The king hath yielded unto thy demand: —_ 40 
The Duke of Somerset is in the Tower. 
York. Upon thine honour, is he prisoner? 
Buck. Upon mine honour, he is prisoner. 
York. Then, Buckingham, I do dismiss my 


thee; 
And as I’thrust thy body in with my sword, 
So wish I, I might thrust thy soul to hell. 
Hence will I drag thee headlong by the heels 
Unto a dunghill which shall be thy graye, 
And there cut off thy most ungracious head ; 
Which I will bear in triumph to the king, 
Leaving thy trunk for crows to feed DOP 90 


jowers. 

soldiers, I thank you all; disperse yourselves ; 
Mect me to-morrow in Saint George’s field, 
You shall have pay and every thing you wish. 
And let my sovereign, virtuous Henry, 


ACT V. Command my-eldest son, nay, all my sons, 
Soenrl. Ficlds between Dartford and Black- | As pledges of m fealty and love ;, 50 
heath. Tl send them all as willing as I live: 


Lands, goods, horse, armour, any thing I have, 
Ts his to use, so Somerset may dic, 
‘Buck. York, I commend this kind sub- 
mission : z Se 
We twain will go into his highness’ tent. 
Enter Kine and Attendants. 
King. Buckingham, doth York intend no 
harm to us, 2 
That thus he marcheth with thee arm in arm? 
York. In all submission and humility 
York oth present himself unto your highness. 
his hand was made to handle nought but| ting. ‘Then what intends these forces thou 
gold. dost bring? 6S 
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Enter Yor‘, and his army of Trish, with 
drum and colours. 


York, From Ireland thus comes York to 
claim his right, 
And pluck the crown from feeble Plenty head: 
Ring, polls aloud; burn, bonfires, clear and 
bright, 
To entertain great England's lawful king. 


dear? 
Let them obey that know not how to rule; 





554 
York. To heave the traitor Somerset from 
hence, _ 
And fight against that monstrous rebel Cade, 
Who since J heard to be discomfited. 


Enter IDEN, with Cave’s head. 


Iden. If one so rude and of so mean con- 
dition. 
May pass into the presence of a king, 
Lo, I present your grace a traitor's head, 
The head of Cade, whom I in combat slew. 
King. The head of Cade! Great God, how 
just art Thou! _ ri 
O, let me view his visage, being dead, 
That living wrought me such exceeding trouble. 
Tell me, my friend, art thou the man that slew 
him? é ae 7 
Iden. Las, an’t like your majesty, | 
King. How art thou call’d? and what is thy 


degree 
Iden. Alexander Iden, that’s my name; 
A poor esquire of Kent, that loves his king. 
uck, So please it you, my lord, ’twere not 
amiss = 
He were created knight for his cood service. - 
King. Iden, kneel down. [We kneels.) Rise 
up a knight. 
We give thee for reward a thousand marks, 
And will that thou henceforth attend on us. 80 
Iden, May Iden live to merit sucha bounty, 
And never live but true unto his liege! [Réses. 


Enter QUEEN and SOMERSET. 
King. See, Buckingham, Somerset comes 
with the queen: 

Go, bid her hide him quickly from the duke. 
ween. For thousand Yorks he shall not 
hide his head, ? - 

But boldly stand and front him to his face. 
York. How now! is Somerset at liberty? 
Then, York, unloose thy long-imprison’d 

thoughts, : 

And let thy tongue be equal with thy heart. 

Shall J endure the sight of Somerset? go 

Talse king! why hast thou broken faith with me, 

Knowing how hardly I can brook abuse? 

King did I call thee? no, thou art not king, 

Not fit to govern and rule multitudes, 

Which darest not, no, nor canst not rule a 


traitor. ; 
That head of thine doth not become a crown; 
Thy hand is made to grasp a palner’s staff; 
And not to grace an awft princely sceptre. 
That gold must round engirt these brows of 
mine, 
Whose smile and frown, like to Achilles’ spear, 
Is able with the change to kill and cure. or 
Here is a hand to hold a sceptre w 
And with the same to act controlling laws. 


_Give place: by heaven, thou shalt rule no more 


’er him whom heayen created for thy ruler. 
Som. nO monstrous traitor! I arrest thee, 
ork, 
Of capital treason ’gainst the king and crown; 
Obey, audacious traitor; kneel for grace. 
ork. \Vouldst have me kneel? first let me 
ask of these 
If they can brook I bow a knee to man. 10. 
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irrah, call in my sons to be my bail ; 
S ¥ ¥ [£xit Aitendant, 
I know, ere they will have me go to ward, 
They Il pawn their swords for my enfranchige. 
ment. Ey 
Queen, Call hither Clifford; bid him come 
amain, 
To say if that the bastard boys of York 
Shall be the surety for their traitor father, 
[Zcit Buckingham, 
York. O blood-bespotted Neapolitan, 
Outcast of Naples, England's bloody scourge ! 
The sons of York, thy betters in their birth, 
Shall be their father’s bail; and bane to those 
That for my surety will refuse the boys! — xar 





Enter Epwarv and Ricnarn. 


See where they come: I'll warrant they'll 
make it good. 


Enter old CrirrorD aad his Son. 
Queen. And here comes Clifford to deny 
their bail. z 
Cie Health and all happiness to my lord 
the king! Ss [Areels, 
York, I thank thee, Clifford: say, what 
news with thee? _ 
Nay, do not fright us with an angry look: 
We are thy sovereign, Clifford, kneel again; 
For thy mistaking so, we pardon thee. 
Cuy, This is my king, York, I do not 
mistake ; 
But thou mistakest me much to think Ido: 130 
To Bedlam with him! is the man grown mad q 
King. Ay, Clifford; a bedlam and ambitious 
humour 3 = esis 
Makes him oppose himsclf against his king. 
"if, He is a traitor; let him to the Tower, 
And chop away that factious pate of his, 
Queen. He is arrested, but will not obey ; 
His sons, he says, shall give their words for 


um, 

York. Will you not, sons? 

Edw. Ay, noble father, if our words will 
serve, 

Rich. And if words will not, then our 
weapons shall. 140 

Clif. Why, what a brood of traitors have 
we here! 

York. Look in a glass, and call thy image 


sO: 
Iam thy king, and thou a false-heart traitor. 
Call hither to the stalte my two brave bears, 
That with the very shaking of their chains 
They may astonish these fell-lurking eurs : 
Bid Salisbury and Warwick come to me. 


Enter the Earts or Warwick and 
SaLispury. 
Clif. Are these thy bears? we'll bait thy 
bears to death, 
And manacle the bear-ward in their chains, 
If thou darest bring them to the baiting place. 
Rich. Oft have I seen a hot o’erweening cur 
Run back and bite, because he was withheld; 
Who, bein: suffer'd with the bear’s fell paw, 
Hath clapp’d his tail between his legs and cried: 
And sucha pigce of service will you do, 
y eGangotr 





Scene I] 
I£ you oppose yourselves to match Lord 
‘Warwick. 4 
Ge if. Hence, heap of wrath, foul indigested 
ump, 
‘As crooked in thy manners as thy shape! 
York. Nay, we shall heat you thoroughly 


anon. 
Clif. Take heed, lest by your heat you burn 
yourselves. 
King. Why, 
to bow? 
Old Salisbury, shame to thy silver hair, 
Thou mad misleader of thy brain-sick son! 
What, wilt thou on thy death-bed play the 
ruflian, p 
And seek for sorrow with thy eae 
0, where is faith? O, where is loyalty? 
Tf it be banisl’d from the frosty head, 
Where shall it find a harbour in the earth? 
Wilt thou go dig a grave to find oué war, 
And shame thine honourable age with blood? 
Why art thou old, and want’st experience? 171 
Or wherefore dost abuse it, if thou hast it? 
For shame! in duty bend thy knee to me 
That bows unto the grave with mickle age. 
Sal, My lord, I have consider’d with myself 
The title of this most renowned duke ; 
And in my conscience do repute his grace 
The rightful heir to England's royal seat. 


Warwick, | riacetareck 
2 k, hath thy knee forgot 






K si Hast thou not sworn allegiance unto 
me 
Sal. Lhave. 180 


‘King. Canst thou dispense with heaven for 
such an oath? ; 
Sal. It is great sin to swear unto a sin, 

But greater sin to keep a sinful oath. 

Who can be bound by any solemn vow 

To do a murderous deed, to rob a man, 

To force a spotless virgin’s chastity, 

To reave the orphan of his patrimony, 

To wring the widow from her custom d right, 

And have no other reason for this wron, 

But that he was bound by a solenin oath? x90 
Jucen. A subtle traitor needs no sophister. 
King. Call Buckingham, and-bid him arm 

himself. i 
York. Call Buckingham, and all the friends 
thou hast, feed 

Tam resolved for death or dignity. 

Cli. The first I warrant thee, if dreams 
rove true. 
War. You were best to go to bed and dream 


again 
To keep thee from the tempest of the field. 
Clif. Lam resolved to bear a greater storm 
Than any thou canst conjure up to-day ; 
And that I'll write upon thy burgonet 200 
Might I but know thee by thy household badge. 
War, Now, by my father’s badge, old N evils 


crest, 
The rampant bear chain’d to the ragged staff, 
This day I'll wear aloft my burgonet, 
‘As on a mountain top the cedar shows 
That keeps his leaves in spite of any storm, 
Even to affright thee with the view thereof. 
Clif. And from thy burgonet Tl rend thy 


bear 
And tread it under foot with all contempt, 
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Bee the bear-ward that protects the bear. 210 
. Clif, And so to arms, victorious father, 
To quell the rebels and their complices, 
sues Fie! charity, for shame! speak not in 
spite, 
For you shall su with Jesu Christ to-night. 
Y. Clif. Foul stigmatic, that’s more than 
thou canst tell. 
Rich. If not in heaven, you'll surely sup in 
hell. [Exeunt severally. 


Scenu Il. Saint Alban’s. 
Alarums to the battle. Enter WARWIOK. 


War Clifford of Cumberland, ’tis Warwick 
calls : 

‘And if thou dost not hide thee from the bear, 
Now, when the angry Eomped sounds alarum 
And dead men’s cries do fill the empty air, 
Clifford, I say, come forth and fight with me; 
Proud northern lord, Clifford of Cumberland, 
Warwick is hoarse with calling thee to arms. 


Enter Yor«. 


How now, my noble lord! what, all afoot? 
York. "The deadly-handed Clitford slew my 


steed, 
But match to match I haye encounter’d him 10 
‘And made a prey for carrion kites and crows 
Fven of the bonny beast he loved so well. 


Enter old CLIFFORD. 


War. Of one or both of us the time is come. 
York. Hold, Warwick, seek thee out some 
other chase, f 
For I myself must hunt this deer to death. 
War. Then, nobly, York; ’tis for a crown 
thou fight’st. ; 
As L intend, Clifford, to thrive to-day, | 
It grieves my soul to leave thee unas ‘, 
Gait. 
ChE What seest thou in me, York? why 
lost thou pause? 
York. With thy 
in love, : 
But that thou art so fast mine enemy. . 
Clif.. Nor should thy prowess want praise 
and esteem, : 
But that ‘tis shown ignobly and in treason. 
York. So let it help me now against thy 
sword ; = 
‘As Tin justice and true right express it. 
Cis. “My soul and body on the action both! 
York. wN dreadful lay! Address thee in- 
stantly.  [Zhey fight, and Cligord falls. 
Clif, Lafin couronne les euvres. — [Dies. 
York. ‘Thus war hath given thee peace, for 
thou art still. ee < 
Peace with his soul, heaven, if it be thy will! 30 
[£cit. 


brave bearing should I be 
20 


Enter young CLIFFORD. 


Y. Clif. Shame and confusion ! all ison the 
Tout ; 
Fear frames disorder, and disorder wounds 
nicre it should guard. O war, thou son of 
hell, 
Whom angry heavens do make their minister, 
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Throw in the frozen bosoms of our part 

Hot coals of vengeance! Let no soldier fly. 

He that is truly dedicate to war : 4 

Hath no self-love, nor he that loves himself 

Hath not essentially but by circumstance 

The name of valour. [Seeing his dead father] 
O, let the vile world end, 40 

And the premised flames of the last day 

Knit earth and heayen together! E 

Now let the general trumpct blow his blast, ¢ 

Particularitics and petty sounds 

To cease! Wast thou ordain’d, dear father, 

‘To lose thy youth in Pence and to achieve 

The silver livery of ad vised age, 

‘And, in thy reverence and thy chair-days, thus 

To dic in ruffian battle? Even at this sight | 

My heart is tum’d to stone: and while "tis 


mine 50 

Tt shall be stony. York not our old men 
Spares 5 aA 

No more will I their babes : tears virginal 

Shall be to me even as the dew to fire, 

And beauty that the tyrant oft reclaims 

Shall to my flaming wrath be oil and flax. 

Henceforth I will not have to do with pity = 

Meet I an infant of the house of York, 

Into as many gobbets will I cut it, 

‘As wild Medea young Absyrtus did : 

In cruelty will I seek out my fame. 

Come, thou new ruin of old Clifford's house : 

‘As did ABneas old Anchises bear, 

So bear 1 thee upon my manly shoulders ; 

But then Asneas bare a living load, 

Nothing so heavy as these woes of mine. 

(Exit, bearing off his father. 


Enter RicHanv and Somerset to fight. 
SOMERSED ts Killed. 

Rich. So, lie thou there ; 
For underneath an alehouse’ paltry sign, 
The Castle in Saint Alban’s, Somerset 
Hath made the wizard famous in his death. 
Sword, hold thy temper; heart, be wrathful 

_ still: : A 7 
Priests pray for enemies, but princes kill. [Z.rze. 


Fight: excursions. Enter Kinc, QUEEN, 
and others. 
Queen. Away, my lord! you are slow; for 
shame, away ! 
King. Can we outrun the heavens? good 
Margaret, stay. 
Quen. What are you made of? you’ll nor 
fight nor fly: 
Now Is it manhood, wisdom and defence, 
To give the enemy way, and to secure us 
By what we can, which can no more but fly. 
areal ajar off. 
If you be ta’en, we then should see the bottom 
Of all our fortunes: but if we haply scape, 
As well we may, if not through your neglect, 80 
We shall to London get, where you are loved 
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And where this breach now in our fortunes 


made : 

May readily be stopp'd. 
Re-enter young Cuiv FORD. 
¥. Clif, But that my heart’s on future 

mischief set, ‘i 
L would speak blasphemy ere bid you fly : 
But fly you must ; uncurable discomfit 
Reigns in the hearts of all our present parts, 
‘Away, for your relief | and we will live | 
To see their day and them our fortune give: 
Away, my lord, away! [Bereunt. 


Scene III. Fields near St Alban’s. 


Alavum. Retreat. Enter Yorx, Riciiarn, 
Warwick, and Soldiers, with drum and 
colours. 


York. Of Salisbury, who can report of him, 
That winter lion, who in rage forgets 
Aged contusions and all brush of time, 
‘And, like a gallant in the brow of youth, 
Repairs him with occasion? This happy day 
Is not.itseli, nor have we won one foot, 
If Salisbury be lost. 

Rich. My noble father, 
Three times to-day I holp him to his horse, 








60 | Three times bestrid him ; thrice I led him off, 


Persuaded him from any further act : 10 

eu etlh, where danger was, still there I met 
him ; 

And like rich hangings in a homely house, 

So was his will in his old feeble hoily. 

But, noble as he is, look where he comes. 


Enter SALISBURY. 
Sal. Now, by my sword, well hast thou 
fought to-day; __ 
By the mass, so did we all. I thank you, 
Richard : i 
God knows how long it is I have to live; 
And it hath pleased him that three times 
to-day 
You have defended me from imminent death. 
Well, lords, we have not got that which we 
_ have: 20 
*Tis not enough our foes are this time fled, 
Being opposites of such repairing nature. 
York. I know our safety is to follow them; 
For, as I hear, the king is fled to London, 
To call a present court of parliament. 
Let us pursue him ere the writs go forth, 
What says Lord Warwick? shall we after them? 
War, After them! nay, before them, if we 


can. 

Now, by my faith, lords, *twas a glorious day : 

Saint Alban’s battle won by famous York — 30 

Shall be eternized in all age to come. 

Sound drums and trumpets, and to London all: 

And more such days as these to us befiill! 
[Eveunt. 
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Kine Henny the Sixth, P 

EDWARD, PRINCE OF WALES, his son. 

Lewis XI. KinG oF FRANCE. 

DUKE OF SOMERSET. 

DUKE OF EXETER. 

Eau OF OXFORD. 

Baru OF NORTHUMBERLAND. 

WARL OF WESTMORELAND. 

‘Lorp CLirrorD. 

RICHARD PLANTAGENET, Duke of York. 

Epwano, Earl of March, afterwards 
King Edward IV. 

Epuunp, Earl of Ruilana, his 

Gxorce, afterwards Duke of Cla- 
rence, ons. 

MIcHARD, afterwards Duke of Glou- 
cester, 

DuKe or NorFork. 

MARQUESS OF MONTAGUE. 

Barc oF WARWICK. 

EAR OF PEMBROKE. 

Lorp HastInGs. 






ACT I. 
SoENEI. London. The Parliament-house. 
Alarum. Enter the DUKE OF York, EDWARD, 
Ricuard, Norrotk, MONTAGUE, War- 
wick, and Soldiers. 
War. I wonder how the king escaped our 


hands. 
Tort. While we pursued the horsemen of 
the north, 3 
He slily stole away_and left his men: 
Whiereat the great Lord of Northumberland, 
Whose warlike ears could never brook retreat, 
Cheer’d up the drooping army ; and himself, 
Lord Clifford and Lord Stafford, all abreast, . 
Charged our main battle’s front, and breaking in 
Were by the swords of common soldiers slain. 
Edw. Lord Stafford’s father, Duke of Buck- 
ingham, 10 
Is cither slain or wounded dangerously ; 
Lcleft his beaver with a downright blow: 
That this is true, father, behold his blood. 
Mont. And, brother, here’s the Earl of Wilt- 
shire’s blood, : = 
Whom I encounter'’d as the battles join’d. 


Lorp STAFFORD. 

Sir JOHN MortIvER, } uncles to the Duke 
Sm Huan Mortimer,f of York, 
Henry, Earl of Richmond, a youth. 
Lorp Rivers, brother to Lady Grey. 
Sim WILLIAM STANLEY. 

Str JOHN MONTGOMERY. 

Sir JoHN SOMERVILLE. 

Tutor to Rutland. Mayor of York. 
Lieutenant of the Tower. A Nobleman. 
‘Two Keepers. A, Huntsman. 

‘A Son that has killed his father. 

‘a Father that has killed his son. 


QUEEN MARGARET. 

Tiapy GREY, afterwards Queen to Ed- 
ward IV. 

Bona, sister to the French Queen. 


Soldiers, Attendants, Messengers, 
Watchmen, &c. 


Scene: England and France. 


Ric. poo thou for me and tell them what 
id, 
[Lhrowing down the Duke of Somerset's head. 
York. Richard hath best deserved of all my 
sons. 
But is your grace dead, my Lord of Somerset? 
Novy, Such hope have all the line of John 
of Gaunt! 4 
Rich. Thus doI hope to shake King Henry's 
«head. 
ar. 


York, ; 
Before I see thee seated in that throne 
Which now the house of Lancaster usurps, 
I vow by heaven these eyes shall never close. 
This is the palace of the fearful king, 
And this the regal seat: possess it, York 5 
For this is thine and not King Henry's heirs’. 
York. Assist me, then, sweet Warwick, and 
I will; 
For hither we have broken in by force. 
Nor. We'll all assist you; he that flies shall 


‘And so do I. Victorious Prince ot 


1c. 
York. Thanks, gentle Norfolk: stay by mies 
my lords; 
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iers, stay and lodge by me this night. 
And, soldiers, stay ig Loker poe. 
War. And when the king comes, offer him 
no violence, 
Unless he seek to thrust you out perforce. 
York. The queen this day here holds her 
arliament, A 
But little thinks we shall be of her council : 
By words or blows here let us win our right. 
Rich. Arm’d as we are, let’s stay within this 


house, a 
ar The bloody parliament shall this be 
call’d 
Unless Plantagenet, Duke of York, be king, 40 
And bashful Henry deposed, whose cowardice 
Hath made us by-words to our enemies. 
York. Then leaye me not, my lords; be 
resolute ; 2 4 5 
Imean to take possession of my right. 
War. Neither the king, nor he that loves 
him best, 
The proudest he that holds up Lancaster, 
Dares stir a wing, if Warwick shake his bells. 
Il plant Plantagenet, root him up who di 
Resolve thee, Richard; claim the English crown. 


Flourish. Enter King Henry, Crirrorn, 
NORTHUMBERLAND, WESTMORELAND, EXE: 
TER, and the rest. 

K. Hen. My lords, look where the sturdy 
rebel sits, e 50 

Even in the chair of state: belike he means, 

Back’d by the power of Warwick, that false 

peer, 

To aspire unto the crown and reign as king. 

Earl of Northumberland, he slew thy father, 

And thine, Lord Clifford; and you both have 

yow'd revenge 

On him, his pons his favourites and his friends. 





North. ie 2 not, heavens be revenged 
on me 

Clif. The hope thereof makes Clifford mourn 
in steel. 


West. What, shall we sufler this? let’s 
jabs him down: 
My, heart for anger burns ; I cannot brook it. 
. Hen, Be patient, gentle Earl of West- 
moreland. 6x 
Clif. Patience is for poltroons, such as he : 
He durst not sit there, had your father lived. 
My gracious lord, here in the parliament 
Let_us assail the family of York. 
North, Well hast thou spoken, cousin; be 


it so. 
Baier, Ah, know you not the city favours 
hem, 
And they have troops of soldiers at their beck ? 
Lxe. But when the duke is slain, they Il 
quickly fly. 
KX. Hen. Var be the thought of this from 
Henry’s heart, jo 
To make a shambles of the parliament-house ! 
usin of Exeter, frowns, words and threats 
Shall be the war that Henry means to use. 
Thou factious Duke of York, descend my throne, 
And kneel for grace and mercy at my feet ; 
am thy sovereign. 
York. Lam thine, 











[Act y 


Exe. For shame, come down : he made thee 
Duke of York. 
York. “Iwas my inheritance, as the earldom 


was, 
Exe. Thy father was a traitor to the crown, 
War. Exeter, thou art a traitor to the crown 
In following this Reurping eae ‘ 8r 
Cif. Whom should he follow but his natural 
king? 
Ware True, Clifford; and that’s Richard 
Duke of York, aa 
K. Hen, And shall I stand, and thou sit in 
my throne? 
York. It must and shall be so: content 
thyself. - 
Yaa Be Duke of Lancaster; Iet him be 
king. 
West. He is both king and Duke of Lan- 


caster ; 
And that the Lord of Westmoreland shall 
maintain. 
War. And Warwick shall disprove it. You 
forget 


:| That we are those which chased you from the 


field 4s 99 
And slew pout fathers, and with colours spread 
March’d through the city to the palace gates, 

North, Yes, Warwick, I remember it to my 


grief ; 
And, by. his soul, thou and thy house shall 

rue it. 
West, Plantagenet, of thee and these thy 

sons, 
Thy kinsmen and thy friends, I'll have more 


ives 
Than drops of blood were in my father's veins. 
Clif. Urge it no more; lest that, instead of 
words, 
I send thee, Warwick, such a messenger 
As shall revenge his death before I stir. 100 
~ War, Poor Clifford! how I scorn his worth- 
less threats | 
York. Will you we show our title to the 
crown? 
If not, our swords shall plead it in the field. 
K. Hen. What title hast thou, traitor, to 
the crown? 
Thy father was, as thou art, Duke of York ; 
Thy. peandtathier, Roger Mortimer, Earl of 
March: 
Lam the son of Henry the Fifth, 
Val a the Dauphin and the French to 
Stoop A 
And seized unon their towns and provinces, 
War, Tatk not of France, sith thou hast 
lost it all. 110 
K. HEC The lord protector lost it, and 
not I: 
WARS was crown’d I was but nine months 
old. 
Rich. You are old enough now, and yet, 
methinks, you lose. 
Father, tear the crown from the usurper's head, 
sae Sweet father, do so; set it on your 
head. 
Mont. Good brother, as thou lovest and 
onourest arms, 


h 
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Rich. Sound drums and trumpets, and the 
king will fly. 
York. Sons, peace! 
K. Hen. Peace, thou! and give King Henry 
leave to speak. 120 
War. Plantagenet shall speak first: hear 
him, lords; 
‘And be you silent and attentive too, 
For he that interrupts him shall not live. 
‘K Hen. ‘Think'st thou that I will leave my 
kingly throne, 
Wherein my grandsire and my father sat? 
No: first shall war unpcople this my realm ; 
‘Ay, and their colours, often borne in France, 
And now in England to our heart's great 
sorrow, |, 
Shall be my winding-sheet. 
lords? I 
My title’s good, and better far than his. 198 
Var. Prove it, Henry, and thou shalt be 


Why faint you, 


king. 
K. Hen. Henry the Fourth by conquest got 
the crown. 2 
York. *Lwas by rebellion against his king. 
K. Hen. [Aside] 1 know not what to say; 
my title’s weak,— i 
Tell me, may nota king adopt an heir? 
York. What then? 
aan: An if he may, 
ing 5 
For Richard, in the view of many lords, 
Resign’d the crown to Henry the Fourth, 
Whose heir my father was, and Lamhis. 140 
York. He rose against him, being his sove- 


then am I lawful 


reign, 

And made him to resign his crown perforce. 
War, Suppose, my lords, he did it uncon- 
_strain’d, 

Think you twere prejudicial to his crown? 
Exe. No; for he could not so resign 

crown 

But that the next heir should succeed and reign. 
K. Hen. Art thou against us, uke of 

Exeter? 
Exe. His is the right, 


me. 

York. Why whisper you, my lords, and 
answer not? 

Exe. My conscience tells me 


king. 150 

K, Hen, [Aside] All will revolt from me, 
and turn to him. 

North. Plantagenet, for 


his 


and therefore pardon 
he is Jawful 


all the claim thou 


_Jay’st, 

Think not that Henry shall be so deposed. 
War. Deposed he shall be, in despite of all. 
North, ‘Thou art deceived: ’tis not thy 

southern power, 

Of Essex, Norfolk, Suffolk, nor of Kent, 

Which makes thee thus presumptuous and 

proud, $ 

Can set the duke up in despite of me. |. 
Clif. King Henry, be thy title right or 


wrong, 

Lord Clitford vows to fight in thy defence : x60 

May that ground gape and swallow me alive, 

W hoo shall kneel to him that slew my 
‘ather! 
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K. Hen. O Clifford, how thy words revive 
my heart! 
York. Henry of Lancaster, resign thy crown. 
What mutter you, or what conspire you, lords? 
War. Do right unto this pmincely Duke of 


York, 
Or I will fill the house with armed men, 
And over the chair of state, where now he sits, 
Write up his title with usurping blood. , 
[He stamps with his foot, and the Soldiers 
5 show themselves. 
K. Hen. My Lord of Warwick, hear me but 


one word: Sea : J 170 
Let me for this my life-time reign as king. 
York. Confirm the crown to me and to 


mine heirs, | 
And thou shalt reign in quiet while thou livest. 
King, Lam content; Richard Plantagenet, 
Enjoy the kingdom after my decease. 
Ou. What wrong is this unto the prince 
your son! i 
War. What good is this to England and 
himself! 
West. Base, t 
Clif. How hast thou injured 
and us! J 
West. I cannot stay to hear these articles. 
North. Norl. 181 
Clif, Come, cousin, let us tell the queen 
these news. 
West. Farewell, faint-hearted and degenerate 


fearful and despairing Henry ! 
both thyself 


king, 
In whose cold blood no spark of honour bides. 
North. Be thou a prey unto the house of 


York, 
‘And die in bands for this unmanly deed ! 
Clif. Tn dreadful war mayst thou be overcome, 
Or live in peace abandon’d and despised ! 
(Exewnt North. Clif, and West. 
War. Turn this way, Henry, and reg: 
them_ not. 2 
Exe. They seek revenge and therefore will 


not yiel: 190 

K. Hen. Ah, Exeter! 
War. Why should you sigh, my lord? 
Not for myself, Lord Warwick, 


XK, Hen. 
but my son, iy 3 
Whom I unnaturally shall disinherit. 
But be it as it may: Lhere entail , 
The crown to thee and to thine heirs for ever; 
Conditionally, that here thou take an oath 
To cease this civil war, and, whilst I live, 
‘Po honour me as thy king and sovereign, 
‘And neither by treason nor hostility 
To seek to Hae me down and reign thyself, 209 
York. This oath I willingly take and will 
erform. =} 
War. Long live King Henry! Plantagenet, 
embrace him. 
K. Hen. And 
forward sons! 
York. Now Yorkand ‘Lancasterarereconciled. 
exe. Accursed be he that seeks to make them 
foes! (Sennet. Here they come down. 
York. Farewell, my gracious Jord; I'll to 
my castle. 
War. And Tl keep London with my 
soldiers. 


long live thou and these thy 
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[Act r 


Novy, And Ito Norfolk with my followers. | Our army is ready ; come, we'll after them. 


Afont. And I unto the sea from whence 
came. z 

[Eceunt York and his Sons, Warwick, Nor- 

Jolk, Montague, their Soldiers, and At- 
tendants. e z 

K. Hen. Aud I, with grief and sorrow, to 

the court. 210 

Enter QUEEN Marcaret and the PRINCE OF 

WALES. 
Exe. Here comes the queen, whose looks 


bewray her anger: 
Tl steal away. 


i. Hen. —_ Exeter, so will I. i 
Q. Mar. Nay, go not from me; I vill 
follow thee. 


EK. Hen. Be patient, gentle queen, and I 
will stay. 3 
Q. Mar. Who can be patient in such ex- 
tremes? ss 
Ah, wretched man! would I had died a maid, 
And never seen thee, never borne thee son, 
Seeing thou hast proved so unnatural a father ! 
Hath he deserved to lose his birthright thus? 
Hadst thou but loved him half so well as I, 220 
Or felt that pain which I did for him once, 
Or nourish’d him as I did with my blood, 
Thou wouldst have left thy dearest heart-blood 


there, 
Rather than have made that savage duke thine 


heir 
And disinherited thine only son. 
Prince. Father, you cannot disinherit me: 
Ifyou be king, why should not I succeed ? 
. Hen. Pardon me, Margaret; pardon me, 
sweet son: 
The Earl of Warwick and the duke enforced me. 
Q. Mar. Enforced thee! art thou king, and 


wilt be forced ? 230 | Wh 


3 

I shame to hear thee speak. Ah, timorous 
wretch ! 

Thou hast undone thyself, thy son and me; 
And given unto the house of York such head : 
As thou shalt reign but by their sufferance. 
Zo entail him and his heirs unto the crown, 
What is it, but to make thy sepulchre 
And creep into it far before thy time? 
Warwick is chancellor and the lord of Calais; 
Stern Falconbridge commands the narrow seas; 
The duke is made protector of the realm: 


240 
And yet shalt thou be safe¥ such safety finds | B: 


The trembling lamb enyironed with wolves, 
Had I been there, which am a silly woman, 
The soldiers should have toss'd me on their 


pikes 
Before I would have granted to that act. 
But thou preferr’st thy life before thine honour: 
And seeing thou dost, I here divorce myself 
Both from thy table, Henry, and thy bed, 
Until that act of parliament be repeal'd 
Whereby my son is disinherited. 250 
The northern lords that have forsworn thy 

colours 

Will follow mine, if once they see them spread ; 
And spread they shall be, to thy foul disgrace 
And utter ruin of the house of York. 
Thus do T leave thee. Come, son, let’s away ; 


i. Hen. Stay, gentle Margaret, and hear 
me speak. 
Q. Mar. Thou hast spoke too much already ; 
et thee gone. : 

K. Hen. Gentle son Edward, thou wilé stay 
with me? : y 
3. Mar. Ay, to be murder'd by his enemies, 

TENCE. When I return with victory from 
the field f ; 261 
I'll see your grace: till then I'll follow her. 
Q. Mar. Come, son, away; we may net 
linger thus. . 
Mata Queen Margaret and the Prince, 
IC, Hen. Poor queen! how love to me and 
to her son é 
Hath made her break out into terms of rage! 
Revenged may she be on that hateful duke, 
Whose haughty spirit, winged with de: 
Will cost my crown, and like an empty 
Tire on the flesh of me and of my son! 
The loss of those three lords torments my 
heart : 270 
I'll write unto them and entreat them fair. 
Come, cousin, you shall be the messenger. 
Exe. And 5 I hope, shall reconcile them all. 
[Eccunt. 
Scene II. Sandal Castle. 
Enter Ricuarn, Epwann, and Montacue. 
Rich. Brother, though I be youngest, give 
me leave. 
Edw. No, I can better play the orator. 
tones But I have reasons strong and for- 
cible. 


Enter the DUKE oF York. 


York. Why, how now, sons and brother! at 

a strife? Hs 

hat is your quarrel? how began it first? 

‘dw. No quarrel, but a slight contention. 
York. About what? 
ele About that which concems your grace 

and us; 

The crown of England, father, which is yours. 

ae Mine, boy? not till King Henry be 






ale 


- 10 

Rich. Your right depends not on his life or 
death. 

Edw. Now you are heir, therefore enjoy 
it now: 

y giving the house of Lancaster leave io 
breathe, 

It will outrun you, father, in the end. 

‘ork. I took an oath that he should quietly 


reign. J 
Eitan But for a kingdom any oath may be 
roken : 
I would break a thousand oaths to reign one 


year. : 
Rich. No; God forbid your grace should be 
forsworn. 
York. Ishall be, if I claim by open war. 
Rich. Tl prove the contrary, if youll hear 
me speak, 20 
York. Thou canst not, son; itis impossible. 
Rich. An oath is of no moment, being not 
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Before a true and lawful magistrate, 

That hath authority over him that swears: 

¥fenry had none, bué did usurp the place; 

Then, seeing ’twas he that made you to depose, 

Your oath, my lord, is vain and frivolous. 

Therefore, to arms! And, father, do but think 

How sweet a thing it is to wear a crown; 

Within whose circuit is Elysium 3° 

And all that poets feign of bliss and joy. 

Why do we linger thus? I cannot rest 

Until the white rose that I wear be dyed 

Even in the lukewarm blood of Henry’s heart. 
York, Richard, enough; I will be king, or 


ie. 

Brother, thou shalt to London presently, 

_ And whet on Warwick to this enterprise. 
Thou, Richard, shalt to the Duke of Norfolk, 
And tell him Brviy of our intent. 

You, Edward, shall unto my Lord Cobham, 40 

With whom the Kentishmen will willingly rise: 

In them LI trust; for they are soldiers, 

Witty, courteous, liberal, full of spirit. 

While you are thus employ’d, what resteth 
more, 3 i 

But that L seek occasion how to rise, | 

‘And yet the king not privy to my drift, 

Nor any of the house of Lancaster? 


Enter a Messenger. 
But, stay: what news? Why comest thou in 
such post? 3 j 
Mess. ‘The queen with all the northern earls 
and lords 
Intend here to besiege you in your castle: 50 
She is hard by with twenty thousand men ; 
And therefore fortify your hold, my lord. 
York. Ay, with my sword. What ! think’st 
thou that we fear them ? ‘ 
Edward and Richard, you shall stay with me ; 
My brother Montague shall post to London : 
Let noble Warwick, Cobham, and the rest, 
Whom we have left protectors of the king, 
With powerful policy strengthen themselves, 
And trust not simple Henry nor his oaths. 
Mont. rother, I go; Ill win them, fear it 


not: 60 
And thus most humbly I do take my leave. 
[Exit. 


Enter Sin Joun Mortimer and Sm Huch 
Mortimer. 
York. Sir John and Sir Hugh Mortimer, 
mine uncles, . 
You are come to Sandal in a happy hour; 
The army of the queen mean to besiege us. 
Sir John. She shall not need; we'll meet 
her in the field, 
York. What, with five thousand men? 
Rich. Ay, with five hundred, father, for a 
need ; 
A woman’s general; what should we fear? 
[A march afar off. 
Edw. hear their drums: let’s set ourmen 


in order, 
And issue forth and bid them battle straight. 
York. Five men to twenty! though the odds 
be great, i qu 
T doubt not, uncle, of our victory. 
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Many a battle have I won in France, 

When as the enemy hath been ten to one: 

Why should I not now have the like success? 
[Alarum. Eaeunt. 


Scene UL Field of battle betwixt Sandal 
Castle and Wakefield. 


Alarums. Enter RUTLAND and his Tutor. 


ee cal whither shall I fly to scape their 
hands? 
Ah, tutor, look where bloody Clifford comes! 


Enter Citerorp and Soldiers. 
Clif. Chaplain, away! thy priesthood saves 
thy life. 
As for the brat of this accursed duke, __ 
Whose father slew my father, he shall die. 
Zut. And I, my lord, will bear him company. 
Clif. . Soldiers, away with him! 
oie ay Clifford, murder not this innocent 
child, 





Lest thou be hated both of God and man! 
[Exit, dragged oo by Soldiers. 
rea 


Clif, How now! is he dead alveady ¢ or is ic 
fear : ; 10 
Tharsiaakes him close his eyes? I'll open 
them. 
Rut. So looks the pent-up lion o’er the 
wretch 


That trembles under his devouring paws; 
And so he walks, insulting o’er his prey, 
And so he comes, to rend his limbs asunder. 
Ah, gentle Clifford, kill me with thy sword, 
And not with such a cruel threatening look. 
Sweet Clifford, hear me speak before £ die. 
Tam too mean a subject for thy wrath: 
Be thou revenged on men, and let me live. 20 
Clif, In vain thou speak’st, poor boy; my 
father’s blood ; 
Hath stopp'd the passage where thy words 
should enter. 
Rut. Then let my father’s blood open it 


again: B " 
He is a man, and, Clifford, cope with him. 
Clif. Had I thy brethren here, their lives 
and thine 
Were not revenge sufficient forme; 
No, if I digg’d up thy forefathers’ graves 
‘And hung their rotten coffins up in chains, 
It could not slake mine ire, nor ease my heart. 
The sight of any of the house of York 30 
Isasafury to torment my soul; | 
‘And till I root out their accursed line 
‘And leave not one alive, I live in hell. . 
‘Therefore— [Lifting his hand. 
Rut. O, let me pray before I take my death! 
To thee I pray ;, sweet Clifford, pity me! 
Clif. Such pity as my rapier's point affords. 
Rut. Inever did thee harm: why wilt thou 
slay me? 
Clif. Thy father hath. 
Rut. But. ’twas ere I was born. 
Thou hast one son; for his sake pity me, 49 
Lest in revenge thereof, sith God is just, 
He be as miserably slain as I. 
‘Ah, let me live in prison all my days; 
And when I give occasion of otfence, 
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Then let me die, for now thou hast no cause. 
¢ y Cay father; therefore, die. 
y father; therefore, die. _ 
Thy father slew my TS him. 
Rut. Di faciant laudis summa sit ista ned 
ies, 
Clif. Plantagenet! I come, Plantagenet ! 
And this thy son’s blood cleaying to my blade 
Shall rust upon my weapon, till thy blood, 


I 
Congeal’d with this, do make me wipe oft bth 
Kacit. 


Scene IV. Another part of the field. 
Alarum. Enter RicHaArD, Duke of York. 


monte The army of the queen hath got the 
field: 
My uncles both are slain in rescuing me; 
And all my followers to the eager foe 
Turn back and fly, like ships before the wind 
Or lambs pursued by hunger-starved wolves. 
Ly eons God knows what hath beehanced 
hem : 
But tl ne I know, they have demean'd them- 
selves 
ike men born to renown by life or death. 
Three times did Richard make a lane tome, 
And thrice cried ‘Courage, father! fight it 
i 10 
And full as oft came Edward to my side, 
With purple falchion, painted to the hilt 
In blood of those that had encounter’d him : 
And when the hardiest warriors did retire, 
Richard cried ‘Charge! and give no foot of 
ground !” 
And cried ‘A crown, or else a glorious tomb ! 
A sceptre, or an earthly sepulchre !” 
With this, we charged again ; but, out, alas! 
We bodged again; as I have scen a swan 
With bootless labour swim against the tide 20 
And spend her strength with over-matching 
waves. A short alarum within. 
Ah, hark! the fatal followers do pursue ; 
And Lam faint and cannot fly their fury: 
Aen were I strong, I would not shun their 
ury: 
The sands are number'd that make up my life; 
Here must I stay, and here my life must end. 


Enter QUEEN MarGaret, CLIrForD, Nortu- 
UMBERLAND, the young Prince, and Soldiers, 
Come, bloody Clifford, rough Northumberland, 

dare your quenchless fury to more rage: 
Lam your butt, and I abide your shot. 
North. Yield to our mercy, proud Plan- 
tagenct. 3 30 
Clr. Ay, to such mercy as his ruthless arm, 
With downright payment, show'd unto my 


father. 
Now Phaéthon hath tumbled from his car, 
And made an evening at the noontide prick, 
YAR My ashes, as the pheenix, may bring 
‘ort 
A bird that will revenge upon you all: 
And in that hope I throw mine eyes to heaven, 
Scorning whate'er you can afflict me with. 
My come you not? what! multitudes, and 
C 


ear? 
CC-0 Kashmir Research | 





KING HENRY VI [Acr x 


Clif. So cowards fight when they can fly no 
further ; Sree pas 49 
So doves do peck the falcon’s piercing talons; 
So desperate thieves, all hopeless of their lives, 
Breathe out invectives ’gainst the ofticers, 
York, O Clifford, but bethink thee once 
agai, 
And ih thy thought o’er-run my former time ; 
And, if thou canst for blushing, view this face, 
And bite thy tongue, that slanders him with 
cowardice , 
Whose frown hath made thee faint and fly ere 
his | 
Cli. I will not bandy with thee word for 


word, 
But buckle with thee blows, twice two for one, - 
Q. Mar. Hold, valiant Clittord! for a thous- 
and causes x 1 
I would prolong awhile the traitors life, 
Wrath makes him deaf: speak thou, Northum- 
berland. : 
North. Hold, Clifford! do not honour him 
so much o 
To prick thy finger, though to wound his heart ; 
What valour were it, when a cur doth grin, 
For one to thrust his hand between his teeth, 
When he might spurn him with his foot away? 
It is war's prize to take all vantages ; 
-And ten to one is no impeach of valour. 60 
[Lhey lay hands on York, who struggles. 
Clu. Ay, ay, so strives the woodcock with 
the gin. . 
North. So doth the cony struggle in the net. 
York. So triumph thieves upon their con- 
quer'd booty; 
So truc men yield, with robbers so o’ermateh’d, 
North. What would your grace have done 
untohim now? * 
Q. Mar. Brave warriors, Clifford and North- 
umberland, 
Come, make him stand upon this molehill here, 
That raught at mountains with outstretched 


arms, 
Yet parted but the shadow with his hand. 
WED pris it you that would be England’s 
king 
Was’t you that revell’d in our parliament, 
And made a preachment of your high descent? 
Where are your mess of sons to back you now? 
The wanton Edward, and the lusty George? 
And where’s that valiant crook-back prodigy, 
Dicky your boy, that with his grumbling voice 
Was wont to cheer his dad in mutinies # 
Or, with the rest, where isyour darling Rutland? 
Look, wes : I stain’d this napkin with the 


loo 

That valiant Clifford, with his rapier’s Point, 80 

Made issue from the bosom of the boy ; 

And if thine eyes can water for his death, 

I give thee this to dry thy cheeks withal. 

Alas, poor York! but that I hate thee deadly, 

Tshould lament thy miserable state, 

I prithee, grieve, to make me merry, York. _ 

What, hath thy fiery heart so parch’d thine 
entrails 

That not a tear can fall for Rutland’s death? 

Why art thou patient, man? thou shouldst be 
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And I, to make thee mad, do mock thee thus. 
Stamp, rave, and fret, that I may sing and 
dance. F or 
Thou wouldst be fee’d, I see, to make me sport : 
York cannot speak, unless he wear a crown. 


For raging wind blows up incessant showers, 
‘And when the rage allays, the rain begins. | 
‘These tears are my sweet Rutland’s obsequies: 
Andevery drop cries vengeance for his death 
*Gainst thee, fell Clifford, and thee, false F'rench- 























Acrown for York! and, lords, bow low to him: woman. 
Hold you his hands, whilst I do set it on. North. Beshrew me, but his passion moves 
(Putting «paper crown on. his head. me 150 


so 

That hardly can I check my eyes from tears. 
York. hat face of his the hungry cannibals 

Would not have touch’d, would not haye stain’d 

with blood: : 

But you are more jnhuman, more inexorable, 

0, ten times moze, than tigers of Hyrcania. 

See, ruthless queen, a hapless father's tears: 

This cloth thou dip’dst in blood of my sweet 


‘Ay, marry, sir, now loo ks he like a king! 

‘Ay, this is he that took King Henry’s chair, 

‘And this is he was his adopted heir. 

But how is it that great Plantagenet 

Ts crown’d so soon, and broke his solemn oath? 

“As I bethink me, you should not be king 101 

Til fou eine Henry had shook hands with 
leath. 

‘And will you pale your head in Henry’s glory, 

‘And rob his temples of the diadem, 

Now in his life, against your holy oath? 

0, ‘tis a fault too too unpardonable! 

Or alae the crown; and, with the crown, his 
head 5 

And, whilst we breathe, take time to do him 


hoy, 
And I with tears do wash the blood Baye 
Keep thou the napkin, and go boast of this: 
‘And if thou tell’st the heavy stor right, 160 
Upon my soul, the hearers will shed tears ; 
Yea even my foes will shed fast-falling tears, 
‘And say ‘ Alas, it was a piteous deed!” 
There, take the crown, and, with the crown, 
my curse; 
And in thy need such comfort come to thee 
‘As now J reap at thy too cruel hand! 
Hard-hearted Clifford, take me from the world; 
My soul to heaven, my blood upon your heads! 
Worth _ Had he been slaughter-man to all 
my kin, ae | 
T should not for my life but weep with him, 170 
‘To see how inly sorrow. gripes his soul. 
Q. Mar. What, weeping-ripe, my Lord North- 
_ umberland? . 
Think but upon the wrong he did us all, 
And that will quickly dry thy melting tears. 
Clif. Here’s for my oath, here's for my 


dead. 
Clif. That is my office, for my father’s sake. 
Q. Mar. Nay, stay; let’s hear the orisons 
he makes. 110 
York. She-wolf of France, but worse than 
wolves of France, : 
Whose tongue more poisons than the adder’s 
tooth! ; 
How ill-besceming is it in thy sex 
To triumph, like an Amazonian trull, 
Upon their woes whom fortune captivates! 
But that thy face is, visard-like, unchanging, 
Made impudent with use of evil deeds, 
Twould assay, proud queen, to make thee blush. 
To tell thee whence thou camest, of whom 


derived, father’s death. - Stabbing him. 
Were shame enough to shame thee, wert thou Q. Mar. And here’s to right our gentle- 
not shameless. 120 hearted king. [Stabbing him. 
Thy father bears the type of King of Naples, York. Open Thy gate of mercy, gracious 
Of both the Sicils and Ferusalem, God! | 

Yet not so wealthy as an English yeoman. My soul flies through these wounds to seek out 
Hath that poor monarch taught thee to insult? Thee. Z x Dies. 
It needs not, nor it boots thee not, proud queen, Q. Mar. Off with his head, and set it on 
Unless the adage must be verilied, York gates; 


So York may overlook the town of York. 180 


That b H to death. 
eggars mounted run their horse to death (Plowrish. aon. 


Tis beauty that doth oft make women proud + 
But, God he knows, thy share thereof is small : 


Tig virtue that doth make them most admired ; ACT IL 

The contrary doth make thee wonder'd at: | 131 3 actin oe x 
Tis government that makes them seem divine ;| ScenE I. A plain near Mortimer's Cross in 
The want thereof makes thee abominable: Hercfordshire. 


A march. Enter Epwanv, RioHarp, and 
their power. 


Edw. I wonder how our princely father 
*scaped, 

Or whether he be ’scaped away or no 

From Clifford’s and Northumberland’s pursuit : 

Had he been ta’en, we should have heard the 


news ; 
Had he been slain, we should have heard the 
news; 
Or had he ’scaped, methinks we should have 


Thou art as opposite to every good 
As the ‘Antipoules are unto us, _ 

Oras the south to the septentrion. | 

O tiger's heart wrapt in a woman’s hide! 

How couldst thou drain the life-blood of the 


child, 
To bid the father wipe his eyes withal, 
And yet be seen to hear a woman's face? 140 
Women are soft, mild, pitiful and flexible; 
Thou stern, obdurate, flinty, rough, remorseless. 
Bid’st, Gia me rage? why, now thou hast thy 
wish: Z 
Wouldst have me weep? why, now thou hast heard F 
thy will: The happy tidings of his good escape. 
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How fares my brother? why is he so sad? 
Rich. I cannot joy, until I be resolved 
Where our. right valiant father as become: 10 
saw him in the battle range about; 
Ae watch’d him how he singled Clifford forth. 
Methought he bore him in the thickest troop 
‘As doth a lion in a herd of neat; | 
Or as a bear, enema nies round with dogs, 
Who having pinch’d a few and made them cry, 
The rest stand all aloof, and bark at him. 
So fared our father with his enemies ; 
So fled his enemies my warlike father: 
Methinks, ’tis prize enough to be hisson. 20 
Sce how the morning opes her solden gates, 
And.takes her farewell of the glorious sun! 
How well resembles it the prime of youth, 
Trimm/’d like a younker prancing to his love! 
Edw. Dazzle mine eyes, or do I see three 
suns? 
Rich. Three glorious suns, each one a perfect 


sun; ‘ 
Not separated with the racking clouds, 
But sever'd in a pale clear-shining sky. ¥ 
See, see! they join, embrace, and seem to kiss, 
As if they vow'd some league inviolable : 30 
Now are they but one lamp, one light, one sun. 
In this the heaven figures some event. 
Edw. "Tis wondrous strange, the like yet 
never heard of, 
I think it cites us, brother, to the field, 
That we, the sons of brave Plantagenet, 
Each one already blazing by our meeds, 
Should notwithstanding join our lights together 
And over-shine the earth as this the world. 
Whate'er it bodes, henceforward will I bear 
Upon my target three fair-shining suns, ° 
Rich. Nay, bear three daughters: by your 
leave I speak it, 
You love the breeder better than the male. 


Enter a Messenger. r 


But what art thou, whose heavy looks foretel. 
Some dreadful Bory hanging on thy tongue? 
Mess. Ah, one that was a woful looker-on 
When as the noble Duke of York was slain, 
Your princely father and my loving lord! 
Edw. O° speak no more, for I have heard too 
much, 
Rich. Say how he died, for I will hear it all. 
Mess. Environed he was with many foes, 50 
And stood against them, as the nope of ‘Troy 
Against the Greeks that would have enter’d 


Toy. 
But Hercules himself must yield to odds; 
And many strokes, though with a little axe, 
Hew down and fell the hardest-timber'd oak. 
Ly many hands your father was subdued ; 
Lut only slaughter'd by the ireful arm. 
Of unrelenting Clifford and the queen, 
Who crown’d the gracious duke in high despite, 
ea in his face; and when with grief he 
wept, 
The ruthless queen gave him to dry his cheeks 
A napkin steeped in the harmless blood 
Of Evcet young Rutland, by rough Clifford 
slain; 
And after many scorns, RADY, foul taunts, 
t 


They took his headend on the 


[Acr ir 


They set the same; and there it doth remain, 
‘The saddest spectacle that e’er I view'd. 

Edw. Sweet Duke of York, our prop to lean 

upon, A 

Now Thou art gone, we haye no staff, no stay, 
O Clifford, boisterous Clifford! thou hast slain 
The flower of Europe for his chivalry ; 7 
And treacherously hast thou vanquish’d him, 
For hand to hand he would have vanquish’d 


thee. g 
Now my soul's palace is become a prison: 
Ah, would she break from hence, that this my 


ody 
Might in the ground be closed up in rest! 
For never henceforth shall £ joy again, 
Never, O never, shall [ see more joy! 
Rich. I cannot weep; for all my body’s 
_ Moisture 
Scarce serves to quench my furnace-burning 
heart : 80 
Nor can my tongue unload my heart's great 
burthen ; ; 
For selfsame wind that I should speak withal 
Is kindling coals that fires all my breast, 
And burns me up with flames that tears would 
quench. 
To weep is to make less the depth of grief: 
Tears then for babes; blows and revenge for me! 
Richard, I bear thy name; I'll venge thy death, 
Or die renowned by attempting it. 
Ldw, Vis name that valiant duke hath left 
_ With thee ; 7 . 
His dukedom and his chair with me is left. _ 90 
Rich. Nay, if thou be that princely eagle's 


ird, 
Show thy descent by gazing ’gainst the sun: 
For chair and dukedom, throne and kingdom 


say; 4 
Either that is thine, or else thou wert not his, 


March. Enter Warwick, Marquess oF 
MONTAGUE, aad their army. 


War. How now, fair lords! What fare? what 
news abroad ? 
Rich. Great Lord of Warwick, if we should 
recount 
Our baleful news, and at each word’s deliverance 
Stab poniards in our flesh ti!l all were told, 
The words would add more anguish than the 
wounds. 
O valiant lord, the Duke of York is slain !__100 
Edw. O Warwick, Warwick! thas Plan- 
tagenet, 4 5 
Which held thee dearly as his soul's redemption, 
Is by the stern Lord Clifford done to death. 
War. Ten days ago I drown’d these news in 


tears 
And now, to add more measure to your woes, 
I come to tell you things sith then befall'n. 
After the bloody fray at Wakefield fought, 


60| Where your brave father breathed his latest 


. 7-52SP, _ 
Tidings, as swiftly as the hosts could run, 
Were brought me of your loss and his depart. 
I, then in ndon, keeper of the king, =| ut 
Muster’d my soldiers, gather’d flocks of friends, 
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ScENE 1] 


March’d toward Saint Alban’s to intercept the 
uecn, 
Bearing the king in my behalf along; 
For by my scouts I was advertised 
That she was coming with a full intent 
To dash our late decree in parliament 
fouching King Henry’s oath and your suc- 
cession. 
Short tale to make, we at Saint Alban’s met, 
Our, battles join’d, and both sides fiercely 
fought: 121 
But whether twas the coldness of the king, 
Who look’d full gently on his warlike queen, 
That robb’d my soldiers of their | 
Or whether “twas report of her success ; 
Or more than common fear of Clifford's rigour, 
Who thunders to his captives blood and death, 
T cannot judge: but, to conclude with truth, 
Their weapons like to lightning came and went; 
Our soldiers’, like the night-owl’s lazy flight, 
Or like an idle thresher with a flail, | 331 
Fell gently down, as if they struck their friends. 
Icheer'd them up with justice of our cause, 
With piomalee of high pay and great rewards : 
But all in vain; Hey had no heart to fight, 
‘And we in them no hope to win the day ; 
So that we fled; the king unto the queen; 
Lord George your brother, Norfolk and myself, 
Tn haste, post-haste, are come to join with you; 
For in the marches here we heard you were, 
Making another head to fight again. I4r 
Edw. Where is the Duke of Norfolk, rentld 
Warwick? 
And_when came George from Burgundy to 
England? 2 
War. Some six miles off the duke is with 
the soldiers ; 
And for your brother, he was lately sent 
From your kind aunt, Duchess of Burgundy, 
With aid of soldiers to this needful war. _ 
Rich. *Uwwas odds, belike, when valiant War- 
wick fled: - . 
Oft have I heard his praises in pursuit, 
But ne’er till now his scandal of retire. 150 
War. Nor now my scandal, Richard, dost 
thou hear ; z 
For thou shalt know this strong right hand 





of mine 
Can pluck the diadem from faint Henry’s head, 
And wring the awful seeptre from his fist, 
Were he as famous and as bold in war 
As he is famed for mildness, peace, and prayer. 
Rich. know it weil, Lord Warwick ; blame 
_ me not: " 
*Tis love I bear thy glories makes me speak. 
But in this troublous time what’s to be done? 
Shall we go throw away our coats of stecl, 160 
And wrap our bodies in black mourning gowns, 
Numbering our Ave-Maries with our beads? 
Or shall we on the helmets of our foes 
‘Tell our devotion with revengeful arms? 
TE for the last, say ay, and to it, lords. 
War. Why, therefore Warwick came to seek 
‘ou out; L 
And therefore comes my brother Montague. 
Attend me, lords. ‘The proud insulting queen, 
With Clifford and the haught Northumberland, 
And of their feather many moe proud birds, 
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Have wrought the easy-melting king like wax. 
He swore consent to your succession, 
His oath enrolled in the parliament ; 
And now to London all the crew are gone, 
To frustrate both his oath and what beside 
May make against the house of Lancaster. 
Their power, I think, is thirty thousand strong: 
Now, if the help of Norfolk and myself, 
With all the friends that thou, brave Earl of 
March, 179 
Amongst the loving Welshmen canst procure, 
Will but amount to five and twenty thousand, 
Why, Via! to London will we march amain, 
And once again bestride our foaming steeds, 
And once again cry ‘Charge upon our focs 1’ 
But never once again turn back and fly. 
Rich, Ay, now methinks I hear great War- 
_ Wick speak: 
Ne’er may he liye to see a sunshine day, 
‘That cries ‘ Retire, if, Warwick bid him stay. 
Edw, Lord Warwick, on thy shoulder will I 


lean ; 
And when thou fail’st—as God forbid the 


hour !— 1 
Must Edward fall, which peril heaven forfend! 
War. No longer Earl of March, but Duke 
of York: | 
The next degree is England’s royal throne; 
For King of England shalt thou be proclaim’d 
In every borough as we pass along; 
‘And he that throws not up his cap for joy. 
Shall for the fault make forfeit of his head. 
King Edward, valiant Richard, Montague, 
Stay we no longer, dreaming of renown, 
But sound the trumpets, and about our task. 
Rich. Then, Clitiord, were thy heart as hard 
as steel, x zor 
As thou hast shown it flinty by thy deeds, 
Icome to pierce it, or to give thee mine. 
Edw. Then strike up drums : God and Saint 
George for us! 


Enter a Messenger. 
War. How now! what news? 
ee The Duke of Norfolk sends you word 
by me, 4 F i 
The queen is coming with a puissant host ; 
And craves your company for speedy counsel. 
Wer. Why then it sorts, brave warriors, 
let ’s away. [Z£zeunt. 


Scene U. Before York. 
Flourish. Enter Kine Henry, QUEEN Mar- 
GaneT, the PRINCE OF WALES, CLIFFORD, 
and NORTHUMBERLAND, with drum an 
trumpets. 
Q. Mar. Welcome, my lord, to this brave 
town of York. 
Yonder’s the head of that arch-enemy 
That sought to be encompass’d with your 





cro’ : 
Doth not the object chcer your heart, my lord? 
K. Hen. Ay, as the rocks cheer them that 
fear their wreck : 
To see this sight, it irks my very soul. 
Withhold revenge, dear God! tis not my fault, 
Nor wittingly have I infringed my yow. 
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Clif. My gracious liege, this too much lenity Clif, Why, that is spoken like a toward 
And harmful pity must be laid aside. 10 prince. 


To whom do lions cast their gentle looks? 

Not to the beast that would usurp their den. 
Whose hand is that the forest bear doth lick? 
Not his that spoils her young before her face. 
Who ’scapes the lurking serpent’s mortal sting? 
Not he that sets his foot upon her back. 

The smallest worm will turn being trodden on, 
And doves will peck in safeguard of iheir 


rood. 

Ambitious York did level at thy crown, 

‘hou smiling while he knit his angry brows: 

He, but a duke, would have his sona king, 21 

And raise his issue, like a loving sire ; 

Thou, being a king, blest with a goodly son, 

Didst yield consent to disinherit him, 

Which argued thee a most unloving father. 

Unreasonable creatures feed their young ; 

And though man’s face be fearful to their eyes, 

Yet, in protection of their tender ones, : 

Who hath not seen them, even with those wings 

wa poe they have used with fearful 
ight, 30 

Make Sat with him that climb’d unto their 


nest, 
Offering their own livesin their young’s defence? 
Yor ahem, my liege, make them your prece- 
leni 
Were it not pity that this goodly boy 
Should lose his birthright by his father's fault, 
And long hereafter say unto his child, 4 
What my great-grandfather and grandsire got 
My careless father fondly gave avrayy ” 
ty ae a shame were this! Look on the 
ys 
And let his manly face, which promiseth 40 
Successful fortune, steel thy melting heart 
To hold thine own and leave thine own with 


him. 
K. Hen. Full well hath Clifford play’d the 
orator, . 
Inferring arguments of mighty force. 
But, Clitford, tell me, didst thou never hear 
That things ill-got had ever bad success ? 
nd happy always was it for that son 
Whose father for his hoarding went to hell? 
I'll leave my son my virtuous deeds behind; 
And would my father had left me no more! so 
For all the rest is held at such a rate 
As brings a thousand-fold more care to keep 
‘Than in possession any Mi of pleasure. 
Acoust York! would thy best friends did 
know 
How it doth grieve me that thy head is here! 
Q. Mar. My lord, cheer up your spirits: our 
foes are nigh, 
ae. its soit courage makes your followers 
‘aint. 
You promised knighthood to our forward son: 
nsheathe your sword, and dub him presently. 
Edward, kneel down. 
K. Hen, Edward Plantagenet, arise a knight ; 
And learn this lesson, draw thy sword in right. 
Brine My gracious father, by your kingly 
leave, 
I'll draw it as apparent to the crown, 
Anilin that quarrel use it to the deat 
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Enter «@ Messenger. 


Mess. Royal commanders, be in readiness; 
For with a band of thirty thousand men 
Comes Warwick, backing of the Duke of York; 
And in the towns, as they do march along, 70 
Proclaims him king, and many fly to him: 
Darraign your battle, for they are at hand. 

Clif. I would your highness would depart 

the field : 
The queen hath best success when you are 
absent. 

Q. Mar. Ay, good my lord, and leave us to 

our fortune. 

It, Hen. Why, that’s my fortune too; there- 

_ fore I'll stay. p 

Worth. Be it with resolution then to fight, 

Prince. My royal father, cheer these noble 


lords 
And hearten those that fight in your defence: 
Unsheathe your sword, good father; ery ‘Saint 
George!’ Bo 


March. Enter Epwarp, Grorer, Riowarp, 
Wanwick, Norrotk, Monracusr, 
Soldiers. 


Edw. Now, perjured Henry! wilt thou kneel 
for grace, | 
And set thy diadem upon my head; 
Or bide the mortal fortune of the ficld ? 
Q. Mar. Go, rate thy minions, proud insult- 
ing boy! 
Becomes it thee to be thus bold in terms 
Before thy sovereign and uh lawful king? 
dete: Tam his king, and he should bow his 
knee; 
I was adopted heir by his consent: 
Since when, his oath is broke; for, as I hear, 
You, that are king, though he do wear the 
crown, . : 99 
Haye caused him, by new act of parliament, 
To blot out me, and put his own son in, 
Clif. And reason too : 
Who should succeed the father but the son? 
Rich. ute you there, butcher? O, I cannot 
speak 
Gib Ay, crook-back, here I stand to answer 
hee, 
Or any he the proudest of thy sort. 
Rich. "Twas you that kill'd young Rutland, 
was it not? 
Clif. Ay, and old York, and yet not satisfied. 
Rich. Wor God’s sake, lords, give signal to 
the fight. 100 
War. “What say’st thou, Henry, wilt thou 
yield the crown? 
Q. Mar. Why, how now, long-tongued War- 
wick! dare you speak? 
When you and I met at Saint Alban’s last 


60 | Your legs did better service than your hands. 


War. Then *twas my turn to fly, and now 
’tis thine. 
Clif. You said so much before, and yet you 
le 
War, "Twas not your valour, Clifford, drove 
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North. No, nor your manhood that durst 
make you stay, 
Rich. Northumberland, I hold thee rever- 


ently. 
Break off the parley ; for scarce I can refrain 
The execution of my big-swoln heart pees 
Upon that Clifford, that cruel child-killer. 
Clif. I slew thy father, call’st thou him a 
child? 
Rich. Ay, like a dastard and a treacherous 
coward, 
‘As thou didst kill our tender brother Rutland ; 
But ere sunset Ill make thee curse the deed. 
K. Hen. Have done with words, my lords, 
and hear me speak. 
Q. aed Defy them then, or else hold close 
thy lips. a 3 iS 
K. Hen. I prithee, give no limits to my 
tongue: te 
Tama king, and privileged to speak. 120 
Clif. My liege, the wound that bred this 
meeting here 
Cannot be cured by words; therefore be still. 
Rich. Then, executioner, unsheathe thy 
sword: 
By him that made us all, [ am resolved 
That Clitford’s manhood lies upon his tongue. 
Edw. Say, Henry, shall I have my night, 
or no 
A thousand men have broke their fasts to-day, 
That ne'er shall dine unless thou yield the 
crown, 
a If thou deny, their blood upon thy 
F read ; 
For York in Gece nuts his armouron. — 130 
Prince, If that be right which Warwick 
says is right, PRL 
here is no wrong, but every thing is right. 
ich. jnuncaven got thee, there thy mother 
stands ; % 
For, well I wot, thou hast thy mother’s tongue. 
Q. Marv. But thou art neither like thy sire 
nordam; 2 
But like a foul mis-shapen stigmatic, 
Mark’d by the destinies to be avoided, | 
As venom toads, or lizards’ dreadful stings. | 
Rich, Iron of Naples hid with English gilt, 
Whose father bears the title of a king,— — 140 
As if a channel should be call’d the sea,— 
Shamest thou not, knowing whence thou art 
extraught, 
To let thy tongue detect thy base-born heart? 
Edw. ‘A wisp of straw were worth a thousand 


crowns, 

To make this shameless callet know herself. 
Helen of Greece was fairer far than thou, 
Although thy husband may be Menelaus ; 
And ne’er was Agamemnon’s brother wrong’d 
By that false woman, as this kin; by thee. 

His father revell’d in the heart of France, 150 
And tamed the king, and made the dauphin 


stoop; 
And had. he match’d according to his state, 
He might have kept that glory to this day ; 
But when he took a beggar to his bed, 
And graced thy poor sire with his bridal-day, 
Eyen then that sunshine brew’d a shower for 
im, 
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That wash'd his father’s fortunes forth of 
France, 

And heap’d sedition on his cfown at home. 

For what hath broach’d this tumult but thy 


pride? b 
Hadst thou been meck, our title still had slept; 
And we, in pity of the gentle king, z 16r 


Had slipp'd our claim until another age. 
Geo. But when we saw our sunshine made 
thy spring, 
And that thy summer bred us no increase, 
We set the axe to thy usurping root; | 
And though the edge hath something hit our- 
selves, : 
Yet, know thou, since we have begun to strike, 
We'll never leave till we have hewn thee down, 
Or bathed thy growing with our heated bloods, 
Edw, And, in this resolution, I defy thee ; 
Not willing any longer conference, 17 
Since thou deniest the gentle king to speak. 
Sound trumpets! let our bloody colours wave! 
And either victory, or else a grave. 
. Mar. Stay, Edward. 
dw. No, wrangling woman, we’llno longer 
stay: 
These words will cost ten thousand lives this 
day. [Exeunt. 


Scene IL A sield of batile between Towton 
and Saxton, in Yorkshire. 


Alarum. Excursions. Enter WARWIOK. 


War. Forspent with toil, as runners with 
a race i 
Llay me down alittle while to breathe; 
For strokes received, and many blows repaid, 
Have robb’d my strong-knit sinews of their 
strength, | p 
And spite of spite needs must I rest awhile. 
Enter Epwann, running. 
Edw. Smile, gentle heaven! or strike, un- 
gentle death! 
For this world frowns, and Edward’s sun is 
clouded. 
War. How now, my lord! what hap? what 
hope of good? 


Enter GEORGE. 


Geo. Our hap is loss, our hope but sad 
despair ; 
Our ranks are broke, and ruin follows us: zo 
What counsel give you? whither shall we fly? 
Edw. Bootless is flight, they follow us with 
wings 5 
And weak we are and cannot shun pursuit. 


Enter Ricuarp. 
Rich. Ah, Warwick, why hast thou with- 
drawn thyself ? 
Thy brother's blood the thirsty earth hath 


runk, | 
Broach’d with the steely point of Clifford's 
lance ; 
And in the very pangs of death he cried, 
Like to a dismal clangor heard from far, 
“Warwick, revenge ! brother, revengemy death!’ 
So, underneath the belly of their steeds, 20 
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That stain’d their fetlocks in his smoking blood, 
The noble gentleman gave up the ghost. 3 
War, Then let the earth be drunken with 
our blood: : 
T’ll kill my horse, because I will not fly. 
Why stand we like soft-hearted women here, 
Wailing our losses, whiles the foe doth rage ; 
And look upon, as if the tragedy _ = 
Were play’d in jest by counterfeiting actors? 
Here on my knee I yow to God above, 
I'll never pause again, never stand still, 30 
Till cither death hath closed these eyes of mine 
Or fortune given me measure of revenge. 
Edw. O Warwick, {do bend my knee with 
thine; 
‘And in this vow do chain my soul to thine! 
And, ere my knee rise from the earth's cold 


‘ace, 5 
I throw my hands, mine eyes, my heart to thee, 
Thou setter up and plucker down of kings, 
Beseeching thee, if with thy will it stands 
That to my foes this body must be prey, 
Yet that thy brazen gates of heayen may ope, 
And give sweet passage to my sinful soul! 4x 
Now, lords, take leave until we meet again, 
Where'er it be, in heayen or in earth. 

Rich. Brother, give me thy hand; and, 

gentle Warwick, | 

Let me embrace thee in my weary arms: 
I, that did never weep, now melt with woe 
That winter should cut oif our spring-time so. 

War. Away, away! Once more, sweet lords, 

farewell. 

Geo. Yet let us all together to our troops, 
And give them leave to fly that will not stay ; 
And call them pillars that will stand to us; 51 
And, if we thrive, promise them such rewards 
As victors wear at the Olympian games: 

This may plant courage in their quailing breasts; 

For yet is hope of life and victory. 

Forslow no longer, make we hence amain. 
[Ecewnt. 


ScenEIV. Another part of the field. 
Excursions. Enter RicHarv and Cuurrorv. 


ict: Now, Clifford, I have singled thee 
alone: 

Suppose this arm is for the Duke of York, 

And this for Rutland ; both bound to revenge, 
Wert thou environ’d with a brazen wall. 


Clif. Now, Richard, I am with thee here | O, 


alone: 

This is the hand that stabb’d thy father York; 

eee We hand that slew thy brother 
utland ; 


And _here’s the heart that triumphs in their | I 


death 
And cheers these hands that slew thy sire and 
brother é 
To execute the like upon thyself ; 


Io 
And so, have at thee! 


(they Sight. Warwick comes; Clifford flies. 
Rich, Nay, Warwick, single out some other 


chase; 
For I myself will hunt this wolf to death. 


Excunt. 
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Scene V. Another part of the field. 
Alarum. Enter Kinc Henry alone. 
King. This battle fares like to the moming’s 


war, 3 . 
When dying clouds contend with growing light, 
What time the shepherd, blowing of his nails 
Can neither call it perfect day nor night. 
Now sways it this way, like a mighty sea 
Forced by the tide to combat with the wind; 
Now sways it that way, like the selfsame sea 
Forced to retire by fury of the wind: 
Sometime the flood prevails, and then the 
wind; F 
Now one the better, then another best ; ro 
Both tugging to be victors, breast to breast, 
Yet neither conqueror nor conyuered : 
5o is the equal poise of this fell war, 
Here on this molehill will T sit me down. 
To whom God will, there be the victory | 
For Margaret my queen, and Clifford too, 
Haye chid me from the battle; swearing both 
They prosper best of all when {am thence. 
Would I were dead! if Gorl’s good will were so; 
For what is in this world but grief and woe? 20 
O God! methinks it were a happy life, 
To be no better than a homely swain ; 
To sit upon a hill, as [do now, 4 
‘To carve out dials quaintly, point by point, 
Thereby to see the minutes how they run, 
How many make the hour full complete ; 
How many hours bring about the day ; 
Mow many days will finish up the year ; 
How many years a mortal man may live. 
When this is known, then to divide the times : 
So many hours must I tend my flock; 3r 
$o many hours must I take my rest; 
So many hours must I contemplate; 
50 many hours must I sport myself; 
So many days my ewes have been with young; 
5o many weeks ere the poor fools will ean ; 
So many years ere I shall shear the fleece : 
5o minutes, hours, days, months, and years, 
Pass‘ over to the end they were created, 
Would bring white hairs unto a quiet grave. 4o 
a. want iF life were this! how sweet! how 
__ lovely 
Gives not the hawthomn-bush a sweeter shade 
To Sheplers looking on their silly sheep, 
Than doth a rich embroider’d canopy 
‘o kings that fear their subjects’ treachery ? 
, Yes, 1t doth; a thousand-fold it doth. 
And to conclude, the shepherd's homely curds, 
His cold thin drink out of his leather bottle, 
His wonted sleep under a fresh tree's shade, 
All which secure and sweetly he enjoys, 
s far beyond a prince's delicates, 
His viands sparkling in a golden cup, 
His body couched in a curious bed, 
When care, mistrust, and treason waits on him. 


Alarum. Enter a Son that has killed his 
Suther, dragging in the dead body. 

Son. Ill blows the wind that profits nobody. 

his man, whom hand to hand { slew in fight, 

An be jossessed with some store of crowns; 
Ltd 


an fDaay fawekaagbte™ him now, 


50 





Sonny V] 


May yet ere nicht yield both my life and them 
To some man else, as this dead man doth me. 60 
Who's this? O God! it is my father’s face, 
Whom in this conflict I unwares have killd. 
(0) heyy) times, begetting such events! 

From London by the king was I press’d forth ; 
My father, being the Earl of Warwick's man, 
Came on. the part of York, press’d by his master; 
And J, who at his hands received my life, 
“Have by my hands of life bereaved him. 
Pardon me, God, I knew not what I did! 

‘And pardon, father, for I knew not thee! — 70 
My tears shall wipe away these bloody marks ; 
‘And no more words till they have flow’d their 


fill. 
K. Hen. O pitcous spectacle! O bloody 


times! 
Whiles lions war and battle for their dens, 
Poor harmless lambs abide their enmity. 
Weep, wretched man, I’ll aid thee tear for 


tear; 
And let our hearts and eyes, like civil war, | 
Be pling with tears, and break o’ercharged with 
grief. 


Enter a Father that has killed his son, 
bringing in the body. 


Fath. Thou that so stoutly hast resisted me, 
Give me BN, gold, if thou hast any gold; 80 
For I have bought it with an hundred blows. 
But let me sce; is this our foeman’s face? 

Ah, no, no, no, it is mine only son! 
-Ah, boy, if any life be left in thee, 
Ww up thine eye! see, see what showers 


arise, 
Blown with the windy tempest of my heart, 
Upon thy wounds, that kill mine eye and heart! 
O, pity, God, this miserable age! 
What stratagems, how fell, how butcherly, 
Erroneous, mutinous and unnatural, 
This deadly quarrel daily doth beget! 
O boy, thy father gave thee life too soon, 
And hath bereft thee of thy life too late! 3 
K. Hen. Woe above woe! grief more than 
common grief! 
0 thatsmmy leath .would stay these ruthful 
deeds 
O, pity, pity, gentle heaven, pity! 
The red rose and the white are on his face, 
The fatal colours of our striving houses : 
The one his purple blood right, well resembles ; 
The other his pale cheeks, methinks, presenteth : 
ither one rose, and let the other flourish; 101 
If you contend, a thousand lives must wither. 
Bon: pion will my mother for a father's 
leath 
Take on with me and ne'er be satisfied! 
Fath. How will my wife for slaughter of 
my son. P 
Shed seas of tears and ne’er be satisfied! 
K. Hen. How will the country for these 
. Woful chances : 
Misthink the king and not be satisfied ! 
Son. Was ever son so rued a father’s death? 
Fath, Was ever father so bemoan’d his son? 
K, Hen. Was ever king so grieved for sub- 
ects’ woe? Irt 
Much is your sorrow; 


‘00 


90 
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Son. I’ll bear thee hence, where I may weep 


my fill. [Luit with the body. 
Fath, These arms of mine shall be thy 


winding-sheet ; 
My heart, sweet boy, shall be thy sepulchre, 
For from my heart thine image ne'er shall go; 
My sighing breast shall be thy funeral bell; 
And so obsequious will thy father be, 
tEven for the loss of thee, having no more, 
As Priam was for all his valiant sons. 120 
Tu beat thee hence; and let them fight that 
will, 
For I haye murdered where I should not kill. 
[Ecit with the body. 
XK. Hen. Sad-hearted men, much overgone 
with care, 
Here sits a king more woful than you are. 


Alarums: excursions. Enter QUEEN MaRca- 
RET, the PRINCE, and EXETER. 


Prince. Ty, father, fly! for all your friends 


are fle 
And Warwick rages like a chafed bull :, 
Away! for death doth hold us in pursuit. 
Q. Mar. Mount you, my lord; towards Ber- 
- wick post amain : 
Edward and Richard, like a brace of 
Having the fearful flying hare in sight, 
With fiery eyes sparkling for very wrath, 
And bloody steel grasp’d in their ireful hands, 
Are at our backs; and therefore hence amain. 
aie Away | for vengeance comes along with 
hem ; 
Nay, stay not to expostulate, make speed ; 
Or else come after: I'll away before. 
Ee late Nay, take me with thee, good swect 
exeter : 
Not that I fear to stay, but love to go 
Whither the queen intends. J'orward; away!’ 
[Exeunt. 


yhounds 
1g0 


Scrnr VL. Another part of the field. 
A loud alarum. Enter CLIFFORD, wounded. 
Clif. Here burns my candle out; ay, here it 


ies, é ‘ 
Which, whiles it lasted, gave King Henry light. 
Lancaster, I fear thy overthrow 
More than my bodys parang, witht my soul! 
My love and fear glued many‘friends to thee ; 
‘And, now I fall, thy tough commixture melts, 
Impairing Henry, strengthening misproud 
ork, 
The common ple swarm like summer flies ; 
And whither fyt e gnats but to the sun? 
‘And who shines now but Henry's enemies? x0 
O Pheebus, hadst thou never given consent, 
That Phaéthon should check thy ney steeds, 
Thy burning car never had scorch’d the earth! 
And, Henry, hadst thou sway’d as kings should 


0. : 
Or as thy father and his father did, 
Giving no ground unto the house of York, 
They never then had sprung like summer flies ; 
T and ten thousand in this Iuckless realm 
Had left no mourning widows for our death; 
‘And thou this day hadst kept thy chair in peace. - 
but gentle air? 2 
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‘And what makes robbers bold but too much 
lenity? 

Booties are plaints, and cureless are my 

ds 5 . 

No a to fly, nor strength to hold out flight: 

The foe is merciless, and will not pity; _ 

For at their hands I have deserved no pity. 

The air hath got into my deadly wounds, _ 

And much effuse of blood doth make me faint. 

Come, York and Richard, Warwick and the 


rest ; ri 
I stabb’d your fathers’ bosoms, split my breast. 
[He faints. 


Alarumandretreat. Enter EDWARD, GEORGE, 


RicHARD, MONTAGUE, WARWICK, and 
Soldiers. 
Edw. Now breathe we, lords: good fortune 
bids us pause, 2 31 
cot Seal the frowns of war with peaceful 
looks. 


Some troops pursue the bloody-minded queen, 
That led calm Henry, though he were a king, 
As doth a sail, fill'd with a fretting gust, 
Command an Argosy to stem the waves. 
But Hine you, lords, that Clifford fled with 
them 
War. No, ’tis impossible he should escape ; 
Tor, though before his face I speak the words, 
Your brother Richard mark’d him for the grave: 
And wheresoe’er he is, he’s surely dead. 41 
(Clifford groans, and dies. 
Edw. Whose soul is that which takes her 
heavy leave? 
Rich. A deadly groan, like life and death's 
departing. = 
Edw, See who it is: and, now the battle’s 
ended, 
If friend or foe, let him be gently used. 
et Boke that doom of mercy, for ’tis 
ifford ; 
Who not contented that he lopp’d the branch 
In hewing Rutland when his leaves put forth, 
But set his murdering knife unto the root 
From whence that tender spray did sweetly 
spring, 
Imean our princely father, Duke of York. 
War. From off the gates of York fetch down 
the head, 
Your father’s head, which Clifford placed there; 
Instead whereof let this supply the room: 
Measure for measure must be answered. 
dw. Bring forth that fatal screech-owl to 
our house, 
That nothing sung but death to us and ours: 
Now coats shall stop his dismal threatening 
souni 
And his il-boding tongue no more shall speak. 
War. I think his understanding is bereft. 60 
Speaks, to dost thou know who speaks to 


thee 
Dark cloudy death o’ershades his beams of life, 
And he nor sees nor hears us what we say. 
aa O, would he did! and so perhaps he 


loth : 
*Tis but his policy to counterfeit, 
“Because he would avoid such bitter taunts 
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it be 
o| For in thy 


[Act un 

Geo. If so thou think'st, vex him with eager 
words. ; 

Rich. Clifford, ask mercy and obtain no 


ce. 

Faw, Clifford, repent in bootless penitent 

War. Clifford, devise excuses for thy faults, 

Geo. While we devise fell tortures for thy 
faults. : 

ich. Thou didst love York, and I am son 


to York. 3 
Edw, Thou pitied’st Rutland; I will pity 


thee. 
Geo. Where’s Captain Margaret, to fence 
you now? ~ 
War. They mock thee, Clifford: swear as 
thou wast wont. 
Rich. What, not an oath? nay, then the 
world goes hard i 
When Cliford cannot spare his friends an oath. 
1 know by that he’s dead; and, by my soul, 
If this right hand would buy two hours’ life, 80 
‘That Lin all despite might rail athim, | 
This hand should chop it off, and with the 
_issuing blood 
Stifle the villain whose unstanched thirst 
York and young Rutland could not satisfy. 
War, Ay, but he’s dead: off with the 
traitor’s head, 
And rear it in the place your father’s stands. 
And now to London with triumphant march, 
There to be crowned England’s royal king: 
From whence shall Warwick cut the sea to 
France, 
And ask the Lady Bona for thy queen: go 
So shalt thou sinew both these lands together ; 
And, nang France thy friend, thou shalt not 


ea 
The scatter’d foe that hopes to rise again ; 
For though they cannot greatly sting to hurt, 
Yet look to have them buzz to offend thine ears. 
First will I see the coronation ; 
And then to Brittany I'll cross the sea, 
‘To effect this marriage, so it please my lord. 
Edw. Even as thou wilt, sweet Warwick, let 
; 
shoulder do I build my seat, 
And never will I undertake the thing 
Wherein thy counsel and consent is wanting. 
Richard, I will create thee Duke of Gloucester, 
A\nd George, of Clarence: Warwick, as ourself, 
Shall do and undo as him pleaseth best. 
Rich. Let me be Duke of Clarence, George 
of Gloucester ; 
For Gloucester’s dukedom js too ominous. 
Var, Tut, that’s a foolish observation : 
Richard, be Duke of Gloucester. Now to 
London, 
To see these honours in Possession. 


00 


110 
[ceunt. 


ACT IL. 
Scene I. A forest in the north of England. 
Enter two Keepers, with cross-bows in their 
hands. 


First Keep. Under this thick-grown brake 
we ll shroud ourselves ; 
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And in this covert will we make our stand, 
Culling the principal of all the deer, 
Sec. Keep. I'll stay above the hill, so both 
may shoot. 
First Keep. That cannot be; the noise of 
thy cross-bow 
Will scare the herd, and so my shoot is lost. 
Here stand we both, and aim we at the best : 
‘And, for the time shall not seem tedious, 
Tl tell thee what befel me on a day 10 
Tn this self-place where now we mean to stand. 
Sec. Keep. Here comes a man; let’s stay 
till he be past. 


Enter Kina Henry, i eeruised, with a prayer- 
ook. 
KK. Hen. From Scotland am I stol’n, eyen 
of pure love, : , 
To grect mine own land with my wishful sight. 
No, Harry, Harry, ‘tis no land of thine; 
Thy place is fill'd, thy sceptre wrung from thee, 
Thy balm wash'd off wherewith thou wast 
anointed : 
No bending knee will call thee Cresar now, 
No humble suitors press to speak for right, 
No, not a man comes for redress of thee; 20 
For how can I help them, and not myself? _ 
First Keep. Ay, here’sa deer whose skin’s 
_ a keeper's fee: : 
gis is the quondam king; let’s seize upon 
him. 
K. Hen. Let me embrace thee, sour ad- 
versity, ee t 
For wise men say it is the wisest course. 
Sec. Keep. Why linger we? Jet us lay hands 
upon him. 
First Keep. Forbear awhile; we’ll hear a 
little more. 
KK. Hen. My. queen and son are gone to 
Trance for aid ; i 
And, as I hear, the great commanding War- 
wick 
Is thither gone, to crave the French king’s 
sister : 30 
To wife for Edward: if this news be true, 
Poor queen and son, your labour is but lost ; 
For Warwick isa subtle orator, 3 
And news a prince soon won with moving 
words, 
By this account then Margaret may win him ; 
For she’s a woman to be pitied much: 
er sighs will make a battery in his breast; 
Her tears will plctes into a marble heart; 
The tiger will be mild whiles she doth mourn ; 
And Nero will be tainted with remorse, 40 
‘© hear and see her plaints, her brinish tears. 
y, but she’s come to beg, Warwick, to give; 
She, on his left side, craving aid for Henry, 

e, on his right, asking a wife for Edward. 

he weeps, and says her Henry is deposed; 
He smiles, and says his Edward is install’d ; 
That she, poor wretch, for grief can speak no 


more: 
Whiles Warwick tells his title, smooths the 
wrong, 
Tnferrcth arguments of mighty strength, 
And in conclusion wins the king from her, 50° 
Vith promise of dis sister, and what else, 
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To strengthen and support King Edward's place. 
O Margaret, thus ’twill be ; and thou, poor soul, 
Art then forsaken, as thou went’st forlorn ! 
Sec. Keep. Say, what art thou that talk’st of 
kings and queens? 
KC. Hen. More than I seem, and less than I 
was born to: 
A man at least, for less I should not be; 
And men may talk of Kings, and why not I? 
See. Keep, Ay, but thou talk’st as if thou 
wert a king. 
K. Hen. Why,so Iam, in mind; and that’s 
enough, : 60 
Sec. Keep. But, if thou be a king, where is 
thy crown 
KK. Hen. My crown is in my heart, not on 


my head; 
Not deck’d with diamonds and Indian stones, 
Nor to be seen: my crown is called content: 
A crown it is that seldom kings enjoy, 
Sec. Keep. Well, if you be a king crown’d 
with content, 
Your crown content and you must be contented 
To go along with us ; for, as we think 
You are the king King Edward hath deposed ¢ 
And we his subjects sworn in all allegiance 70 
Will apprehend you as his enemy. 
cK. Hen. But did you never swear, and 
break an oath? 
Sec. Keep. No, never such an oath; nor 
will not now. 
EK. Hen. Where did-you dwell when I was 
King of England? 
Sec. Keep. Here in this country, where we 
now remain. 
K. Hen. Uwasanointed king at nine months 


old; 
My father and my grandfather were kings, 
And you were sworn true subjects unto me: 
And tell me, then, have you not broke your 
oaths? 
First Keep. No; 80 
ForAve were subjects but while you were king. 
K. Hen. Why, am I dead? do I not breathe 
aman? 
Ah, simple men, you know not what you 


swear! 
Look, as I blow this feather from my face, 
And as the air blows it to me again, 
Obeying with my wind when I do blow, 
And yielding to another when it blows, 
Commanded’ always by the greater gust ; 
Such is the lightness of you common men. 
But do not break your oaths; for of that sin go 
My mild entreaty shall not make you guilty. 
Go where yo will, the king shall be com- 
manded ; . : : 
And be you kings, command, and I'll obey. 
First Keep. We are true subjects to the 
king, King Edward. 
EK. Hen. So would you be again to Henry, 
If he were seated as King Edward is. 
First Keep. We charge you, in God’s name, 
and the king's, 
To B° with us unto the officers. 
K. Hen. In God’s name, lead; your king's 


name be obey’d: 
And what God will, that let your king perform; 
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‘And what he will, I humbly yield unto. —_ ror 
[Exeunt. 
Scene I. London. The palace. 


Enter Kinc Epwarp, GLOUCESTER, 
CLARENCE, and LaDy GREY. 


KE. Edw. Ane of Gloucester, at Saint 
Alban’s field 
This iady's husband, Sir Richard Grey, was 


slain, 2 r 
His lands then seized on by the conqueror: 
Her suit is now to repossess those lands ; 
Which we in justice cannot well deny, 
Because in quarrel of the house of York 
The worthy gentleman did lose his life. 
Glow. Your highness shall do well to grant 
her suit; < 
It were dishonour to deny it her. 
K. Edw. It were no less; but yet I'll make 


a pause. ee. 10 
Glow, [Aside to Clar.] Yea, is it so? 
Isce the lady hath a thing to Crnel f 
Before the king will grant her humble suit. 
Clar. [Aside to Glow.] He knows the game: 
how true he keeps the wind ! 
Glou._ [Aside to Clar.] Silence! 
K. Edw. Widow, we will consider of your 
suit; E 
And come some other time to know our mind. 


L. Grey. Right gracious lord, I cannot brook | 


delay: 
May it Nene your highness to resolve me now; 
And what your pleasure is, shall satisfy me._20 
Glou. [Aside to Clr.) Ay widow? then L’Il 
warrant you all your lands, 
An if what pleases him shall pleasure you. 
Fight closer, or, good faith, youll catch a blow. 
Slar. Aside to Glou.] I fear her not, unless 
she chance to fall. 7 
Glow. [Aside to Clar.] God forbid that! for 
he’ll take vantages. 
K. Edw. How many children hast thou, 
widow? tell me. 
Clar. [Aside to Glow.] I think he means to 
beg a child of her. 5 
Glow. [Aside to Clar.] Nay, whip me then: 
he’ll rather give her fiwo. 
L. Grey. Three, my most gracious lord. 
Glow. [Aside to Clar.] You shall have four, 
if you'll be ruled by him. 30 
K, Edw. ?Iwere pity they should lose their 
father’s lands. 
L. ere Be pitiful, dread lord, and grant 
it then. 
K. Edw, Lords, give us leave: I'll try this 
widow’s wit. 
Glou. eases to Clar.] Ay, good leave have 
you; for you will have leave, 
Till youth take leave and leave you to the crutch. 
Glou. and Clar. retire. 
K. Edw. Now tell me, madam, do you love 
your children? 
L. Grey. Ay, iull as dearly as I love myself. 
K,. Edw. And would you not do much to 
do them fee q : 
ZL. Grey. To do them good, I would sustain 
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K. Edw. Then get your husband’s lands, to 
do them 

L. Grey. 
Jesty. . 

EK. Edw. I'll tell you how these lands are 
to be got. ‘ 

Grey. So shall you bind me to your 

highness’ service. 

K. Edy. What service wilt thou do me, if I 
give them? 

L. Grey. What you command, that rests in 
me to do. 4 7 

KE. Edw. But you will take exceptions to 
my boon. oe 

L. Grey. No, gracious lord, except I cannot 


0 it. 

K. Elw. Ay, but thou canst do what I 
mean to ask, 2 

LZ. Grey. Why, then I will do what your 

race commands, - 

Glow. [Aside to Clar.] He plies her hard; 
and much rain wears the marble. 50 

Clur. (Aside to Glow.] As red as fire! nay, 
then her wax must melt. 

L. Grey. Why stops my lord? shall I not 
hear my task? G 

K. depts An easy task; ’tis but to love 
aking, 

L. Grey. That’s soon perform’d, because I 
ama subject, 

K, Edw. Why, then, thy husband’s lands I 
freely give thee. 

L. Grey, I take my leave with many thou- 
sand thanks. 

Glow. [Aside to Clar.] The match is made; 
she seals it with a curtsy, . 

K. Edw. But stay thee, ’tis the fruits of love 
Imean. 3 

L. Grey. The fruits of love I mean, my 
loving liege. 

K. Edw. Ay, but, I fear me, in another 


sense, . 60 
What love, think’st thou, I sue so much to get? 
L. Grey. My love till death, my humble 
thanks, my prayers ; 
That love which virtue begs and virtue grants. 
Edw. No, by my troth, I did not mean 
such love. 
Ee ret Why, then you mean not as I 
thought you did. 
K. Edw. But now you partly may perceive 
my mind, F 
LZ. Grey. My mind will never grant what I 
perceive 
Your highness aims at, if I aim aright. 
K. Edw. To tell thee plain, I aim to lie 
with thee. 
LT, Grey.. To tell you plain, I had rather lie 
K, Edw. “Why, then thou shalt not have 
~ dw. hy, then thou shalt not have 
thy husband’s lands, 
L. Grey. Why, then mine honesty shall be 
my dower ; 
For byithal loss I will not purchase them. 
ae ai Therein thou wrong’st thy children 
1g! iy. 
L. Grey. Herein your highness wrongs both 
angotri 


hve 5 49. 
‘herefore I came unto your ma. 





a 


Somnx 11] 


But, mighty lord, this merry inclination 
‘Accords not with the sadness of my suit: 
Please you dismiss me, either with ‘ay’ or ‘no.’ 


‘K. Edw. Ay, if thou wilt say ‘ay’ to my | To 


request 5 
No, if thou dost say ‘no’ to my demand, 80 
L. Grey. Then, no, my lord. My suit is at 
anend. | 
Glou. (atid to Claz.] The widow likes him 
not, she knits her brows. 
Clav. [Aside to Glou.] He is the bluntest 
wooer in Christendom. 
K. Edw. [Aside| Her looks do argue her 
replete with modesty ; 
Her words do show her wit incomparable ; 
‘All her perfections challenge sovereignty : 
One way or other, she is for a king ; 
And she shall be my love, or else my queen.— 
Say that King Edward take thee for his queen? 
L. Grey. Tis better said than done, my 
gracious lord: | go 
Tam asubject fit to jest withal, 
But far unlit to be a sovereign. 
K. Edw. Sweet widow, by my state I swear 
to thee 
Ispeak no more than what my soul intends ; 
‘And that is, to enjoy thee for my love. _ 
L. wha And that is more than I will yield 
unto: 
T know I am too mean to be your queen, 
And yet too good to be your concubine, 
EK. Edw. You cayil, widow: I did mean, 
myqueen, 
ZL. Grey. “Twill grieve your grace my sons 
should call you father. 100 
K. Edw. No more than when my daughters 
call thee mother. 5 
Thou art a widow, and thou hast some children ; 
And, by God’s mother, I, being but a bachelor, 
Have other some : why, ’tis a happy thing 
To be the father unto many sons. 
Answer no more, for thou shalt be my queen. 
Glow. [Aside to Clav.] The ghostly father 
now hath done his shrift. 
Clar, [Aside to Glou.] When he was made 
a shriver, ‘twas for shift. 
K. Edw. ‘Brothers, you muse what chat we 
two have had. 
Glou. The widow likes it not, for she looks 


very sad, fs 110 
K. Edw. You’ld think it strange if I should 
marry her. 
Claz. “To whom, my lord? 
K, Edw. hy, Clarence, to myself. 
Gilou. That would be ten days’ wonder at the 


least. 

a That’s a day longer than a wonder 
lasts. 

Glow. By so much is the wonder in extremes. 

XK. Edw. Well, jest on, brothers: I can tel 


you bot! 
Her suit is granted for her husband's lands. 


Enter a Nobleman. 


Hee My gracious lord, Henry your foe is 
aken, 
And brought your pepace to your palace gate. 
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K. Edw. See that he be convey’d unto the 
Tower: 120 
And go we, brothers, to the man that took him, 
) question of his apprehension. 
Widow, go you along. Lords, use her honour- 
ably. [Eceunt all but Gloucester. 
Glou. Ay, Edward will use women honour- 


ably. 

Would he were wasted, marrow, bones and all, 

That from his loins no hopeful branch may 
spring, 

To cross me from the golden time I look for! 

And yet, betiveen my soul’s desire and me— 

The lustful Edward’s title buried— 129 

Is Clarence, Henry, and his son peung Edward, 

And all the unlook’d for issue of their bodies, 

To take their rooms, ere I can place myself : 

A cold premeditation for my purpose! 

Why, then, I do but dream on sovereignty ; 

Like one that stands upon a romanian, 

And spies a far-off shore where he wou id tread, 

Wishing his foot were equal with his eye, 

And chides the sea that sunders him from 
thence, f ; 

Saying, he'll lade it dry to have his way: 

So do I wish the crown, being so far oft; 140 

And so I chide the means that keeps me 
from it; 

And so I say, I'll cut the causes off, 

Wattering me with impossibilities. 

My eye & too quick, my heart o'’erweens too 
much, 

Unless my hand and preaeee could equal them. 

Well, say there is no kingdom then for Richard; 

What other pleasure can the world afford ? 

I'll make my heaven in a lady's lap, 

And deck my body in gay ornaments, 

‘And witch sweet ladies with my words and 


looks. 

O miserable thought! and more unlikely 

Than to accomplish twenty golden crowns! 

Why, love forswore me in my mother's womb: 

And, for I should not deal in her soft laws, 

She did corrupt frail nature with some bribe, 

To shrink mine arm up like a wither’d shrub; 

To make an envious mountain on my back, 

Where sits deformity to mock my, body ; 

To shape my legs of an unequal size; 

To disproportion me in every Tate 160 

Like to a chaos, or an unlick’d bear-whelp 

‘That carries no impression like the dam. 

‘And am I then a man to be beloved? 

O monstrous fault, to harbour such a thought! 

Then, since this earth affords no joy to mi 

But to command, to check, to o’erbear sucl 

‘As are of better person than myself, 

T’ll make my heaven to dream upon the crown, 

And, ples T live, to account this world but 
hell, 


1i | Until my mis-shaped trunk that bears this head 


Be round impaled with a glorious crown. 17 

‘And yet I know not how to get the crown, 

For many lives stand between me and home : 

‘And J,—like one lost in a thorny wood, 

That rends the thorns and is rent with the 
thorns, F 

Seeking a way and straying irom the way; 

Not knowing how to find the open air, 
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ut toiling desperately to find it out,— 
Bat tolls myself to catch the English crown : 
And from that torment I will free myself, 180 
Or hew my way out with a bloody axe. : 
Why, I can smile, and murder whiles I smile, 
And cry ‘Content’ to that which grieves my 

heart, al 
And wet my cheeks with artificial tears, 
And frame my face to all occasions. | 
I'll drown more sailors than the mermaid shall; 
Dll slay more gazers than the basilisk ; 
I'll play the orator as well as Nestor, 
Deceive more slily than Ulysses could, 
And, like a Sinon, take another Troy. 190 
I can add colours to the chameleon, 
Change shapes with Proteus for advantages, 
And set the murderous Machiavel to school. 
Can I do this, and cannot get a crown? 
Tut, were it farther off, I'll pluck it down. ; 
[Ezit. 


Scene IT. France. Lhe Kine’s palace. 


Flourish. Enter Lewis the French King, his 
sister BONA, his Admiral, called BOURBON: 
Prince Epwarp, QuEEN_MAnGanret, and 
the EARL OF OXFORD. LEWIS sits, and 
riseth up again. 


K, Lew. Fair Queen of England, worthy 
Margaret, 4 
Sit down with us: it ill befits thy state 
And Dirth, that thou shouldst stand while Lewis 
doth sit. 
Q. Mar. No, mighty King of France: now 
Margaret 
Must strike her sail and learn awhile to serve 
Where kings command. I was, I must confess, 
Great Albion’s queen in former golden days : 
But now mischance hath trod my title down, 
And with dishonour laid me on the ground; 
Where I must take like seat unto my fortune, 


And to my humble seat conform myself. =1 
dt, Lew. Why, say, fair queen, whence 


springs this deep despair? 


Q. Mar, From such a cause as fills mine 


eyes with tears 


And stops my tongue, while heart is drown’d 


In Cares. 


K. Lew, Whate'er it be, be thou still like 


thyself, 


And sit thee by our side: [Seats her by him] 


yield not thy neck 
To fortune’s yoke, but let thy dauntless mind 
Still ride in triumph oyer all mischance. 
He plain, Queen Margaret, and tell thy grief ; 
$ shi 


all be cased, if France can yield relief. ‘20 
Q. Mar, Those gracious words revive my 


drooping thoughts 


And give my tongue-tied sorrows leave to speak. 


Now, therefore, be it known to noble Lewis, 
That Henry, sole possessor of my love, 

Is of a king become a banish'’d man, 

And forced to live in Scotland a forlorn; 
While proud ambitious Edward Duke of York 
Usurps the regal title and the seat 

Of England's true-anointed lawful king. 


This eee Beeb ROAR Ekearc! 


THIRD PART OF KING HENRY VI 


















[Act ny 


With this my son, Prince Edward, Henry's 
heir, ; : 
Am come to crave thy just and lawful aid; 
And if thou fail us, all our hope is done ; 
Scotland hath will to help, but cannot help; 
Our people and our peers are both misled, 
Our treasure seized, our soldiers put to flight, 
And, as thou seest, ourselves in heavy plight, 
¢. Lew. Renowned queen, with patience 
calm the storm, f 
While we bethink a means to break it off. 
Q. Mar. The more we stay, the stronger 
grows our foe. 40 
KK. Lew. The more I stay, the more I'l 
succour thee. 
Q. Mar. O, but impatience waiteth on true 
sorrow. 
And see where comes the breeder of my sorrow! 


Enter Warwick. 


K. Lew, What’s he approacheth boldly to 
our presence ¢ 
Q. Mar, Our Earl of Warwick, Edward's 
greatest friend. 
K. Lew. Welcome, brave Warwick! What 
brings thee to France? 
[He descends. She ariseth. 
Q. Mar. Ay, now begins a second storm to 
Tise ; 
For this is he that moves both wind and tide. 
War. From worthy Edward, King of Albion, 
My lord and sovereign, and thy vowed friend, 
I come, in kindness and unfeigned love, 5r 
First, to do greetings to thy royal person ; 
And then to crave a league of amity ; 
And lastly, to confirm that amy 
With nuptial knot, if thou voue hsafe to grant 
That virtuous Lady Bona, thy fair sister, 
‘To England’s king in lawful marriage, 
Q. Mar. {Aside} If that go forward, Henry's 
hope is done. 
War. {To Bona] And, gracious madam, in 
our king’s behalf, 59 
Tam commanded, with your leave and favour, 
Humbly to kiss your hand and with my tongue 
To tell the passion of my sovernan's heart ; 
Where fame, late entering at his heedful ears, 
Hath placed thy beauty’s image and thy virtue. 
. Mar. King Lewis and Lady Bona, hear 
me speak, 
Before you answer Warwick. His demand 
runes not from Edward's well-meant honest 
love, 
But from deceit bred by necessity ; 
For how can tyrants safely govern home, 
Unless abroad they purchase great alliance? 70 
To prove him tyrant this reason may suffice, 
That Henry liveth still; but were he dead, 
Yet here Prince Edward stands, King Henry’s 


son. 
Look, therefore, Lewis, that by this league and 
marriage 
Thou draw not on thy danger and dishonour; 
For though usurpers sway the rule awhile, 
Yet heavens are just, and time suppresseth 


wrongs, 
War. Injurious Margaret! 
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War. Because thy father Henry did usurp ; 
And thou no more art prince than she is queen. 
Oxf. Then W arwick disannuls great John of 
Gaunt, 
Which did subdue the greatest part of Spain ; 
And, after John of Gaunt, Henry the Fourth, 
Whose wisdom was a mirror to the wisest ; 
And, after that wise prince, Henry the Fifth, 
Who by his prowess conquered all T'rance: 
}rom these our Henry lineally descends, 
War. Oxford, how haps it, in this smooth 
discourse, ; 
You told not how Henry the Sixth hath lost 
All that which Henry the Fifth had gotten? 90 
Methinks these peers of Irance should smile at 
that. 
But for the rest, you tella pedigree . 
Of threescore and two years: a silly time 
To make prescription for a kingdom’s worth. 
Oxf. Why, Warwick, canst thouspeak against 
thy liege, . 
Whom thou obeyed’st thirty and six years, 
And not bewray thy treason with a blush ¢ 
War. Can Oxford, that did ever fence the 


_ right, 5 
Now buekler falsehood with a pedigree? 
For shame! leave Henry, and call Hdward king. 
Oay. Call him my king by whose injurious 
loom, 101 
My elder brother, the Lord Aubrey Vere, 
W us 508. to death? and more than so, my 
‘ather, 
Even in the downfall of his mellow’d years, 
When nature brought him to the door of death? 
No, Warwick, no; while life upholds this arm, 
This arm upholds the house of Lancaster. 
War, And I the house of York. 
K. Lew. Queen Margaret, Prince Edward, 
and Oxford, 
Vouchsafe, at our request, to stand aside, _ 110 
While I use further conference with Warwick. 
[Lhey stand aloof. 
Q. Mar. Heayens grant that Warwick's 
words bewitch him not! 
K, Lew. Now, Warwick, tell me, even upon 
thy conscience, 
Is Edward your true king? for I were loath 
To link with him that were not lawful chosen. 
War. Thereon I pawn my credit and mine 
honour. 
K. Lew, But is he gracious in the people's 





eye 
War, The more that Henry was unfortunate. 
KK, Lew. Then further, all dissembling set 


aside, 

Tell me for truth the measure of his love — 120 

nto our sister Bona. F 

Var, Such it seems 

As may beseem a monarch like himself. 
Mysel haye often heard him say and swear 

hat this his love was an eternal plant, 
Whereof the root was fix’d in virtue’s ground, 
The leaves and fruit maintain’d with beauty’s 

sun, 

Exempt from envy, but not from disdain, 
Unless the Lady Bona quit his pain. 

K. Lew. Now, sister, let us hear your firm 

resolve. 
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Bona. Your grant, or your denial, shall be 


mune + 130 
[Zo War.] Yet I confess that often ere this 


ay, 
When Lhave heard your king's desert recounted, 
Mine ear hath tempted judgment to desire. 


K. Lew. Then, Warwick, thus: our sister 
shall be Edward's; 
And now forthwith shall articles be drawn 


Touching the jointure that your king must 


make, " 
Which with her dowry shall be counterpoised. 
Draw near, Queen Margaret, and be a witness 
That Bona shall be wife to the English king. 
Prince. To Edward, but not to the English 


king. Z i ‘ 140 
Q. Mar. Deceitful Warwick! it was thy 
device, fi : 
By this alliance to make void my suit: 
Before thy coming Lewis was Henry’s friend. 
K. Lew. And still is friend to him and 
Margaret : 
But if your title to the crown be weak, 
As may appear by Edward’s good success, 
Then ’tis but reason that I be released 
From giving aid which late I promised. 
Yet shall you have all kindness at my hand 
‘That your estate requires and mine can yield. . 
War. Henry now lives in Scotland at his 
ease, _ i I5t 
Where having nothing, nothing can he lose. 
And as for you yourself, our quondam queen, 
You have a father able to maintain you; 
‘And better ’twere you troubled him than 
France, 2 
Q. Mar. Peace, impudent and shameless 
Warwick, peace, 2 
Proud setter up and puller down of kings! 
I will not hence, till, with my talk and tears, 
Both full of truth, ] make King Lewis behold 
Thy sly conveyanceand thy lord’s false love ; 160 
For both of you are birds of selfsame feather, 
[Post blows w horn within. 
K. Lew. Warwick, this is some post to us 
or thee. 


Enter a Post. 


Post. (Lo Was] My lord ambassador, these 
letters are for you, 
Sent from your brother, Marquess Montague: 
[Zo ‘Lewisl These from our king unto your 
majesty : 
[Zo Margaret] And, madam, 
from whom I know not. 
 [Lhey all read their letters. 
Oxf, Llike it well that our fair queen and 
mistress : 
Smiles at her news, while Warwick frowns at 
nis. 
Prince. Nay, mark how Lewis stamps, as 
he were nettled: 
all’s for the best. 170 
K. Lew. Warwick, what are thy news? and 
yours, fair queen? 
Q: Mar. Mine, such as fill my heart with 
unhoped joys. ; 
War. Mine, full of sorrow and heart's dis- 
content. 


these for you; 
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Bona. Tell him, in hope he'll prove a widowor 
shortly, 3 
I'll wear the willow garland for his sake, 
Q. Mar. Tell him, my mourning weeds are 
laid aside, 
And I am ready to put armour on, 230 
War. Tell him from me that he hath done 


me wrong, : 
And therefore I’ll uncrown him ere’t be long. 


. Lew. What! has your king married the 

Lady Grey? 3 
And now, to soothe: your forgery aa his, j 
Sends me a paper to persuade me patience 
Ts this the allinnies that he seeks with France? 
Dare he presume to scorn us in this manner? 

. Mar. IT told your majesty as much before: 
This proveth Edward’s love and Warwick's 



















honesty. 180 be 
r. Ki i t, in sight of | There’s thy reward: be gone. Exit Post, 
Wer ere Tews, Liste protest Innighho 2 But, Warwick, 


. Lew. 
Thou and Oxford, with five thousand men, 
eral crass the seas, and bid false Edward 

attle ; 

And, as occasion serves, this noble queen 
And prince shall follow with a fresh supply. 
Yet, ere thou go, but answer me one doubt, 
What pledge have we of thy firm deyaltyit 239 

Wa. This shall assure my constant loyalty, 
That if our queen and this young prince agree, 
I'll join mine eldest daughter and my iy 
To him forthwith in holy wedlock bands: 

Q. Marv. Yes, I agree, and thank you for 

your motion. 2 
Son Edward, she is fair and virtuous, i 
Therefore delay not, give thy hand to Warwick; 
and, with thy hand, thy faith irrevocable, 
That only Warwick's daughter shall be thine. 

Prince. Yes, I accept her, for she well de- 

Serves it; ‘ 

And here, to pledge my yow, I give my hand. 
He gives his hand to Warwick. 
K. Lew. Why stay we now? ‘These soldiers 

shall be levied, .< 252 
And thou, Lord Bourbon, our high admiral, 
Shalt waft them over with our royal fleet. 

I long till Edward fall by war's mischance, 
For mocking marriage with a dame of France, 
[Exeunt all but Warwick, 
War. I came from Edward as ambassador, 


» : 
And by the hope I have of heavenly bliss, A 
That I'am clear from this misdeed of Edward's, 
No more my king, for he dishonours me, 
But most himself, if he could see his shame. 
Did I forget that by the house of York 
My father came untimely to his death? 
Did I let pass the abuse done to my niece? 
Did I impale him with the regal crown? 
Did I put Henry from his native right? 190 
And am I guerdon’d at the last with shame? 
Shame on himself! for my desert is honour : 
And to repair my honour lost for him, 

here renounce him and return to Henry. 
My noble queen, let former grudges pass, 
And henceforth I am thy true servitor : 
I will revenge his wrong to Lady Bona 
And replant Henry in his former state. 

Q. Mar. Warwick, these words have turn’d 

my hate to love; ‘ 

And I forgive and quite forget old faults, 200 
asst jouata thou becomest King Henry’s 


War. So much his friend, ay, his unfeigned 
friend, F 
That, if aoe Lewis vouchsafe to furnish us 
With some few bands of chosen soldiers, 
I'l undertake to land them on our coast 
And force the tyrant from his seat by war. 
Tis not his new-made bride shall succour him: 
And as for Clarence, as aye letters tell me, But I return his sworn and mortal foe : 
ie’s very likely now to fall from him, Matter of marriage was the charge he gave me, 
or matching more for wanton lust than| But dreadful war shall answer his demand. 
honour, 210 | Had he none else to make a stale but me? 260 
Or than for eeeneE and safety of our country. | ‘hen none but I shall turn his jest to sorrow. 
Bona. Dear brother, how shall Bona be | I was the chief that raised him to the crown, 
revenged mS And I'll be chief to bring him down again: 
But by thy help to this distressed queen? Not that I pity Henry’s misery, 
QO an. i Renowned prince, how shall poor | But seek revenge on Edward's mockery, [Zcit. 
enry live, 
Unless thou rescue him from foul despair? 
Bona. My quarrel and this English queen’s 
are one. ; " bc tee ted 
War. And mine, fair lady Bona, joins with 


yours. 

RK Lew. And mine with hers, and thine, 
and Margaret’s. 

Therefore at last I firmly am resolved 

You shall have aid. 


Q. Mar. Let me give humble thanks for all 


ACT IY. 
SceneI. London. The palace. 


Enter GLoucesTER, CLARENCE, SOMERSET, 
and MonvacuE, 


Glou. Now tell me, brother Clarence, what 
think you 
Of this new marriage with the Lady Grey? 
Hath not our brother made a worthy choice? 
tar. Alas, you know, ’tis far from hence to 
France; 
How could he stay till Warwick made return? 
Som. My lords, forbear this talk ; here comes 
the king. 
Glou. And his well-chosen bride. fe 
Clar. I mind to tell him plainly what I 
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at once. 
K, Lew, Then, England’s messenger, return 


in post 
And tell false Edward, thy supposed king, 

¢ Lewis of France is sending over masquers 
o revel it with him and his new bride : 
Thou seest what ’s past, go fear thy king 


vial CC-0 Kashmir Research In 











THIRD PART OF 


Flourish. Enter Kane Epwarp, attended ; 
Lavy GREY, as Queen; PEMBROKE, STAF- 
FORD, HASTINGS, and others. 


K. Edw. Now, brother of Clarence, how 
like you our choice, “ 
That you stand pensiye, as half malcontent? 10 
Clar. As_well as Lewis of France, or the 
Earl of Warwick, 
Which are so weak of courage and in judge- 


Scene I] 


ment 
That they’ll take no offence at our abuse. 
K. Edw. Suppose they take offence without 
a cause, 
They are but Lewis and Warwick: I am 
“Edward, ‘ 
Your king and Warwick's, and must have my 


wil. 
Glou. And shall have your will, because our 


king: 
Yet hasty marriage seldom proveth well. 

K. Edw. Yea, brother Richard, are you of- 

fended too? 

Glou. NotI: 20 
No, God forbid that I should wish them sever’d 
Whom God hath join’d together; ay, and 

*twere pity 
To sunder them that yoke so well together. 
K. Edw, Setting your scorns and your mis- 
like aside, 
Tell me some reason why the Lady Grey 
Should not become my wife and England's 
queen. 
And you too, Somerset and Montague, 
Speak freely what you think. | fs 

Clar, Then this is mine opinion : that King 

Lewis 2 fe 
Becomes your enemy, for mocking him 
About the miarriee of the Lady Bona. 

Glow. And Warwick, doing what you gave 

in charge, 5 s 
Is now dishonoured by this new marriage. 

K, Edw. What if both Lewis and Warwick 

be appeased qi 
By such invention as I can devise? z 

‘Mont. Yet, to have join’d with France in 

such alliance 


3° 


Would more have strengthen’d this our 
yx, commonwealth 
Gainst foreign storms than any home-bred 
marriage. 
asl Why, knows not Montague that of 
itse 


England is safe, if true within itself? || 40 

Mont. But the safer when ’tis back’d with 
rance. 

Hast. *Tis better using France than trusting 


Trance : 
Let us be back’d with God and with the seas 
Which He hath given for fence impregnable, 
And with their helps only defend ourselves ; 
In them and in ourselves our safety lies. 
Clar. For this one specch Lord Hastings 
well deserves 
To have the heir of the Lord Hungerford. 
K. Edw. Ay, what of that? it was my will 
and grant ; x 
And for this oneg By will shall stand for law. 
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Glow. And yct methinks your grace hath 
not done well, 5r 
To give the heir and daughter of Lord Scales 
Unto the brother of your loving bride; 
She better would have fitted me or Clarence: 
But in your bride you bury brotherhood. 
Clar._ Or else you would not have bestow’d 
the heir : 
Of the Lord Bonville on your new wife’s son, 
And leave your brothers to go speed elsewhere. 
K. Edw. Alas, poor Clarence! is it for a wife 
That thou art malcontent? I will provide thee. 
Clay. In choosing for yourself, you show’d 
your judgement, 6x 
Which being shallow, you shall give me leave 
To play the broker in'mine own behalf; 
And to that end I shortly mind to leave you. _ 
K, Edw. Leave me, or tarry, Edward will 
be king, | 
And not be tied unto his brother's will. Z 
Q. Eliz. My lords, before it pleased his 
majesty 
To raise my state to title of a queen, 
Do me but right, and you must all confess 
That I was not ignoble of descent ; jo 
And meaner than myself have had like fortune. 
But as this title honours me and mine, 
So your dislike, to whom I would be pleasing, 
Doth cloud my joys with danger and with 
SOITOW. 
K. Edw. My love, forbear to fawn upon 
their frowns: 
What danger or what sorrow can befall thee, 
So long as Edward is thy constant friend, 
‘And their true sovereign, whom they must 


obey? 
Nay, ahon Hey shall obey, and love thee too, 
Unless they seek for hatred at my hands; — 80 
Which if they do, yet will I keep thee safe, 
And they shall feel the vengeance of my wrath. 
Glow. I hear, yet say not much, re think 


the more. Aside. 
Enter @ Post. 


K. Edw. Now, messenger, what letters or 
what news 
From France? £ 
Post. My sovereign liege, no letters; and 
few words, F 
But such as I, without your special pardon, 
Dare not relate. 
K, Edw. Go to, we pardon thee: therefore, 


in brief, 
Tell me their words as near as thou canst guess 
them. My 3 90 
What answer makes King Lewis unto our 
~ letters? . 
Post. At my depart, these were his very 


words : 
‘Go tell false Edward, thy supposed king, 
That Lewis of France is sending over masquers 
To revel it with him and his new bride.’ 
K. Edw. Is Lewis so brave? belike he thinks 
me Henry. 
But what said Lady Bona to my marriage? 
Post. These were her words, utter'd with 
mild disdain: 
“Tell him, I hope he'll prove a widower shortly, 
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I'll wear the willow garland for his sake.’ 100 
&. Edw. I blame not her, she could say 
little less ; { 4 
She had the wrong. But what said Henry’s 
neen f i 
For ? haye heard that she was there in place. 
Post. ‘Tell him,’ quoth she, ‘my mourning 
oa are MORE ‘ ~ 
am ready to pul armour on, 
KK. Edw. Belike she minds to play the 
Amazon. 4 Pe oe 
But what said Warwick to these injuries? _ 
Post. nae more incensed against your majesty 
Than all the rest, discharged me with these 
words: 109 
‘Tell him from me that he hath doneme wrong, 
And therefore Pll uncrown him ere’t be long. 
K. Edw. Ha! durst the traitor breathe out 
so proud words? : 
Well, 1 will arm me, being thus forewarn'd: 
They shall have wars and pay for their pre- 
sumption. _ 5 E 
But say, is Warwick friends with Margaret ? 
Post. Ay, gracious sovereign; they are so 
link’d'in friendship, eis} 
That young Prince Edward marries Warwick's 
daughter, e 
Clar, Belike the elder; Clarence will have 
the younger. - 
Now, brother king, farewell, and sit you fast, 
For I will hence to Warwick's other daughter ; 
That, though I want a kingdom, yet in marriage 
I may not prove inferior to yourself, 
You that love me and Warwick, follow me. 
[Exit Clarence, and Somerset Sollows. 
Glow. [Aside] NotI: 
My thoughts aim ata further matter; I 
Stay not for the love of Edward, but the crown. 
K. Edw. Clarence and Somerset both gone 
to Warwick! 
Yet am Tarm’d against the worst can happen; 
And haste is needful in this desperate case. 
Pembroke and Stalford, you in our behalf 130 
Go levy men, and make Prepare for war; 
They are already, or quic kly will be landed: 
Lyself in person will straight follow you. 

; [Exeunt Pembroke and Stagord. 
But, ere I go, Hastings and Montague, 
Resolve my doubt, ou twain, of all the rest, 
Are near to Warwick by blood and by alliance? 
Tell me if you love Warwick more than me? 
If it be so, then both depart to him ;_ 

Trather wish you foes than hollow friends: 
But if you mind to hold your true obedience, 
Give me assurance with some friendly yow, 
That I may never have you in suspect. 

atonts So God help Montague as he proves 


rue! 
Hast, And Hastings as he favours Edward’s 
cause! 
K. Edw. Now, brother Richard, will you 
stand by us? 
Glow. Ay, in despite of all that shall with- 
stand you, 
_K, Edw. Why, so! thenam Isure of victory. 
Now therefore let us hence; and lose no hour, 
we meet Warwick with his foreign power. 


f [ arent. 
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Scene ll. A plain in Warwickshire, 


Enter Warwick and OXxForD, with French 
soldiers. 


HR Trust me, my lord, all hitherto goes 
well; 
The common people by numbers swarm to us, 


Enter CLARENCE and SOMERSET. 


But see where Somerset and Clarence comes! 
Speak suddenly, my lords, are we all friends? 
lav. Fear not that, my lord. 
War. Then, gentle Clarence, welcome unto 
Warwick ; j 3 
And welcome, Somerset: I hold it cowardice 
Yo rest mistrustful where a noble heart 
Hath pawn'd an open hand in sign of love; 
Else el I think that Clarence, Kdward’s 
brother, : a0 
Were but a feigned friend to our proceedings : 
But welcome, sweet Clarence; my daughter 
shall be thine. % ey 
And now what rests but, in night’s coverture, 
Thy brother being carelessly encamp'd, 
His soldiers lurking in the towns about, 
‘And but attended by a simple guard, 
We may surprise and take him at our pleasure? 
Our scouts have found the adventure very easy : 
That as Ulysses and stout Diomede 
With sleight and manhood stole to Rhesus’ 


tents, 2 20 
And Brought from thence the Thracian fatal 
steeds, 
So we, well cover'd with the night’s black 
mantle, 


At unawares may beat down Edward's guard 

And seize himself; I say not, slaughter him, 

For I intend but only to surpride him, 

You that will follow me to this attempt, 

Applaud the name of Henry with your leader. 
[Zhey all ery, ‘Henry 1” 





Why, then, let’s on our way in silent sort : 
For Warwick and his friends, God and Saint 
George! [Eveunt. 


Scene DL. Edward's camp, near Warwick. 


Enter three aatehmen, to guard the Kina’s 
ent, 


First Watch, Come on, my masters, “each 
man take his stand : 

The king by this is set him down to sleep. 
Second Watch. What, will he not to bed? 
First Watch. Why, no; for he hath madea 

solemn vow 

Never to lic and take his natural rest 

Till Warwick or himself be quite sw ppress'd. 
Second Watch. To-morrow then belike shall 

be the day, 

Tf Warwick be so near as men report. 

Third Watch. But say, 1 pray, what noble- 
man is that 

That with the king here resteth in his tent? 10 
First Watch. “Tis the Lord Hastings, the 

king’s chiefest friend. 
Third Watch. 0, is it so? But why com- 
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That his chief followers lodge in towns about | I'll follow you, and tell what answer 
Lewis and the ‘Lady Bona send to him. 
Now, for a while farewell, good Duke of York. 
[They lead him out forcibly. 
KC. Edw. What fates impose, that men must 
needs abide; > 
It boots not to resist both wind and tide. 
[2ait, quarded. 
Oxf. What now remains, my lords, for us 
60 















him, 
While he himself keeps in the cold field? 
Second Watch. “Lis the more honour, be- 
cause more dangerous. | 
Third Watch. Ay, but give me worship and 
quictness ; 
Tlike it better than a dangerous honour. 
Tf Warwick knew in what estate he stands, 
*Pis to be doubted he would waken him. to do 
First Watch. Unless our halberds did shut | But march to London with our soldiers? 
Wan. Ay, that’s the first thing that we have 
to do; 
To free King Henry from imprisonment 
And see him seated in the regal throne. 
[Execunt. 


up his passage. 20 
Second Watch. Ay, wherefore else guard we 
his royal tent, 
But to defend his person from night-foes? 


Enter WARWICK, CLARENCE, OX¥ORD, SOMER- 
set, and I’vench soldiers, silent all. 
War. This is his tent; and see where stand 
his guard. 
Courage, my masters ! honour now or never! 
But follow me, and Edward shall be ours. 


Scene IV. London. The palace, 
Enter Queen EvizaBern and Rivers. 
Riv. Madam, what makes you in this sudden. 


First Watch. Who goes there? change? 
Second Watch. Stay, or thou diest! Q. Eliz. Why, brother Rivers, are you yet 
(Warwick and the rest cry all, ‘War- to learn 


wick! Warwick!’ and set upon the 
Guard, who sly, crying, ‘Arm! arm!’ 
Warwick and the rest sollowing them. 


The drum playing and trumpet sounding, re- 
enter WARWICK, SOMERSET, and the rest, 
bringing the KING out in his gown, sitting 
in @ chair, RiIGHARD and Hastines Jly 
over the stage. 

Som. What are they that fly there? 
War, Richard and Hastings: let them go; 
here is 

The duke. 

K. Edw. The duke! Why, Warwick, when 


What late misfortune is befall’n King Edward? 
Riv. What! loss of some pitch’d battle 
against Warwick? fe 
Q. Eliz. No, but the loss of his own royal 
person. : : 
Riv. Then is my sovereign slain? 
Q. Eliz. Ay, almost slain, for he is taken 
__ prisoner, ‘ 
Either betray’d by falschood of his guard 
Or by his foe surprised at unawares : 
And, as I further have to understand 10 
Is new committed to the Bishop of York, 
Fell Warwick’s brother and by that our foe. 
Riv, These news I must confess are full of 


we parted, 30 grief ; F 
Thou call'dst me king. Yet, gracious madam, bear it as you may q 
War. ‘Ay, but the case is alter'd: | Warwick may lose, that now hath won the day. 


Chie iz. Till then fair hope must hinder life’s 
ecay. 

And I the rather wean me from despair 

For love of Edward’s offspring in my womb : 
This is it that makes me bridle passion 

And bear with mildness my misfortune’s cross ; 
Ay, ay, for this I draw in many a tear | at 
And BOD the rising of blood-sucking sighs, 
Lest with my sighs or tears I blast or drown 
Kinz Edward's fruit, true heir to the English 


When you disgraced me in my embassade, 
Then I degraded you from being king, : 
And come now to create you Duke of York. 
Alas! how should you govern any kingdom, 
That know not how to use ambassadors, 
Nor how to be contented with one wife, 
Nor how to use youn brothers brotherly, 
x ly for the people's welfare, 
or how to shroud yourself from enemies? 40 
K, Edw. Yea, brother of Clarence, art thou 


here too? crown. 2 i 
Nay, then I see that Edward needs must down.) Ziv. But, madam, where is Warwick then 
Yet, Warwick, in despite of all mischance, become? Fi 
Of thee thyseli and all thy complices, Q. Eliz. Iam inform’d that he comes towards 
Edward will always bear himself as king: London, 


To set the crown once more on Henry’s head : 

Guess thou the rest; King Edward's friends 
must down, 

But, to prevent the tyrant’s violence,— 

For trust not him that hath once broken 


hough fortune’s malice overthrow my state, 
ly mind exceeds the compass of her wheel. 
Var. Then, for his mind, be Edward Eng- 
land’s king: [Lakes off his crown. 
But Henry now shall wear the English crown, 
And be true king indeed, thou but the shadow. 
My Lord of Somerset, at my request, 3! 
ce that forthwith Duke Edward be convey'd 
Unto my brother, iArolibishop of York. a 
When I have fought with Pembroke and his 
fellows, 


faith,— _ 
T'll hence forthwith unto the sanctuary, 
To save at least the heir of Edward's right: 
‘There shall I rest secure from force and fraud. 
Come, therefore, let us fly while we may fly : 
If Warwick take us we are sure to die. [Exewnt. 
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Lieu, Subjects may challenge nothing of 
their sovercigns ; , 
But if an humble prayer may prevail, 
I then crave pardon of your majesty, 
4d, Hen. For what, lieutenant? for well 
using me? S . 9 
Nay, be thou sure I ‘ILwell requite thy kindness, 
For that it made my imprisonment a pleasure: 
Ay, such a pleasure as incaged birds 
Conceive when after many moody thoughts 
At last by notes of household harmony 
They guite forget their loss of liber ty. 
But, Warwick, after God, thou sct’st me free, 
And chiefly therefore I thank God and thee; 
He was the author, thou the instrument. i | 
Therefore, that I may conquer fortune’s spite { 
By living low, where fortune cannot hurt me, 
And that the people of this blessed land 2 
May not be punishid with my thwarting stars, 
Warwick, although my head still wear the 
crown, 
There resign my government to thee, 
For thou art fortunate in all thy deeds, 
War. Your grace hath still been famed for 
virtuous ; 






















Sorne V. 4 park near Middleham Castle 
in Yorkshire. 
Enter GLovcrsterR, Lord Hastines, and 
Sm WILLIAM STANLEY. 


Glow. N ow, my Lord Hastings and Sir Wil- 
liam Stanley, , 
Leave off to wonder why I drew you hither, 
Into this chiefest thicket of the park. . 
Thus stands the case: you know our king, my 
brother, Y 
Is prisoner to the bishop here, at whose hands 
He hath good usage anc great liberty, 
And, often but attended with weak guard 
Comes hunting this way to disport himself, 
Thave advertised him by secret means 
That if about this hour he make this way —_10 
nder the colour of his usual game, 
He shall here find his friends with horse and 
men 
To set him free from his captivity. 





Enter Kina Epwarp and a Huntsman 


with him. 
- ., | And now may seem as wise as virtuous 
Hunt, This way, my lord; for this way lies By spying and avoiding fortune’s malice, 
the game, te For few men rightly temper with the stars : 
K. Edw. Nay, this way, man: see where | yor in this one thing let me blame your grace, 
the huntsmen stand. , For choosing me when Clarence is in place. 3r 
Now rote of Gloucester, Lord Hastings, and} ~ Ca). No, Warwick, thou art worthy of the 
Stand you thus close, to steal the bishop's deer? | ¢o wie the heavens in thy nativity 
Gis Brother, the time and case requireth Adjudged an 1 olive branch and laurel crown, 
: As likely to be blest in peace and war; 
Your horse stands ready at the park-corner. ‘And therefore 1 yield thee my free consent. 
K, Edw. But whither shall we then? War, And I choose Clarence only for pro- 


ony ea Hone tg obynn, my lord, 20 tector. 
nd ship from thence to Flanders, ick 2 a iv 
Glow. Well guess'd, believe me; for that Hee ce aWarpicle ee ave ing 


was my meaning. 


K. hie Stanley. L will requite thy. for- Now join your hands, and with your hands 


your hearts, 


wardness. Ax ‘ That no dissension hinder government: 4a 
Gone pe wherefore stay we? ‘tis no time | T make you both protectors of this land, 


hile I myself will lead a private life 
And in devotion spend my latter days, 
To sin’s rebuke and my Creator's praise. 
War. What answers Clarence to his sove- 
reign’s will? 
Clar. That he consents, if Warwick yield 
consent ; 
For on thy fortune I repose myself. 
War. Why, then, though loath, yet must I 
be content: 
We'll yoke together, like a double shadow 
To Henry’s body, and supply his place 31 50 
I mean, in bearing weight of government, 
While he enjoys the honour and his ease, 

\ arence, now then it is more than needful 
I orthwith that Edward be pronounced a traitor, 
And all his lands and ood be confiscate. 

tar, What else? and that succession be 
determined. 


‘= War. Ay, therei ant 
Have shaken Edward from the Tegal seat, hig ates ne pe eee ea ES 
rly, 


¢ ¢ is i 
And turn’d my captive state to li zt x. Hen, But, with the first of all your chief 
My fear to hope, my sorrows unto joys, affairs, 

At our enlargement what are thy dn fees 


ffs 
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X, Edw. Huntsman, what say’st thou? wilt 
thou go along? 

Fine, es do so than tarry and be 
hang’d. 

Glow. Come then, away; let’s ha’ no more 


ado. 
K, Edw, Bishop, farewell: shield thee from 
Warwick's frown; 
d pray that I may repossess the crown. 
[Exeunt. 


Scene VL Londor. The Tower. 


Flourish. Enter Kina Henny, CLarence, 
WaRWICK, SomERSET, young RICHMOND, 
OXEORD| MonTacux, and Lieutenant of the 

ower, 


. Hen, Master lieutenant, now that God 
and friends 
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That Margaret your queen and my son Edward 
Be sent for, to return from France with speed ; 
For, till L see them here, by doubtful fear 
My joy of liberty is half eclipsed. 
Glar. It shail be done, my sovereign, with 
all speed. 
K, Hen. 
js that, 
Of whom you seem to have so tender care? 
Som. My liege, it is young Henry, earl of 
Richmond. z 
K. Hen. Come hither, [ngland’s hope. 
[Lays his hand on hishead] lf secret powers 
Suggest but truth to my divining thoughts, 
This pretty lad will prove our country’s bliss. 
His looks are full of peaceful majesty, 7 
His head by nature framed to wear a crown, 
His hand to wield a sceptre, and himself 
Likely in time to bless a regal throne. 
Make much of him, my lords, for this is he 
Must help you more than you are hurt by me. 


Enter a Post. 


War. What news, my friend? 
Post. That Edward is escaped from your 
brother, 
And fled, as he hears since, to Burgundy. 
War. Unsavoury news! but how made he 


escape ? “ Bo 
Post. He was convey’d by Richard Duke of 
Gloucester : 
And the Lord Hastings, who attended him 
In secret ambush on the forest side , 
‘And from the bishop’s huntsmen rescued him; 
For hunting was his daily exercise. 


My Lord of Somerset, what youth 





War. My brother was too careless of his 
charge. 2 ( 
But let us hence, my sovereign, to provide 
4 salve for any sore that may betide. 
[Zxeunt all but Somerset, Richmond, 


an iu 5 
Som. My lord, I like not of this flight of 
Edward's; Sts : 
For doubtless Burgundy will yield him help, 90 
And we shall have more wars before ’t be long. 
As Henry’s late presaging prophiery : 
Did glad my heart with hope of this young 
ichmond, ‘ t 
So doth my heart misgive me, in these conflicts 
What may befall him, to his harm and ours: 
Therefore, Lord Oxford, to prevent the worst, 
Vorthwith we'll send him hence to Brittany, 
Till storms be past of civil enmity. 
Out. Ay, forif Edward repossess the crown 
Tis like that Richmond with the rest shall 
own. 5 100 
Som. It shall be so; he shall to Brittany. 
Come, therefore, let’s about it speedily. 
[Zacunt. 


Sornr VII. Before York. 
Flourish. Enter Kinc EDWARD, GLOUCESTER, 
Hastincs, and Soldiers. 

K. Edw. Now, brother Richard, Lord 
Hastings, and the rest, 
Yet thus fae tortane maketh us amends, 
d says that onge more J shall interchange 
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My waned state for Henry’s regal crown. 
Well have we pass’d and now repass‘d the seas 
And brought desired help from urgundy. : 
What then remains, we being thus arrived 
From nenyeos pure haven before the gates of 
ork, 
But that we enter, as into our dukedom? __ 
Glow. The gates made fast! Brother, I like 
not this; 10 
For many men that stumble at the threshold 
Are well foretold that danger lurks within. 
KK, Edw. Tush, man, abodements must not 
now affright us: 
By fair or foul means we must enter in, 
For hither will our friends repair to us. 
Hast. My liege, I'll knock once more to 
summon them. 


1 
Enter, on the walls, the Mayor of York, and 
his Brethren. 


May. My lords, we were forewarned of your 


coming, 
And shut the gates for safety of ourselves ; 
For now we owe allegiance unto Henry. 
K. Edw, But, master mayor, if Henry be 
your king, ; 
Yet Edward at the least is Duke of York. 
May. True, my good lord; I know you for 


no less. 
K. Edw. Why, and I chailenge nothing but 
my dukedom, = 
As being well content with that alone. 
Glow. [Aside] But when the fox hath once 
ict in his nose, 
He’ll soon find means to make the body follow. 
Hast. Why, master mayor, why stand you 
in a doubt? e i 
Open the gates; we are King Henry’s friends. 
May. Ay, say you sot the gates shall then 
be open d. i They descend. 
Glow. A wise stout captain, and soon per- 
suaded | 2 30 
Hast. The good old man would fain that all 
were well, 5 
So ’twere not long of him; but being enter'd, 
T doubt not, I, but we shall soon persuade 
Both him and all his brothers unto reason. 


Enter the Mayor and two Aldermen, below. 


K. Edw. So, master mayor: these gates 
must not be shut 5 
But in the night or in the time of war. 
What! fear not, man, but yield me up the 
keys; [Lakes his keys. 
For award will defend the town and thee, 
‘And all those friends that deign to follow me. 


March. Enter Montaomery, with drum 
and soldiers. 
Glow. Brother, thisis Sir John Montgomery, 
Our trusty friend, unless I be deceived. 4t 
K. Edw. Welcome, Sir John! But why 
come you in arms? REL 
Mont. “To help King Edward in his time of 
storm, 
As cvery loyal subject ought to do. 
‘K. Edw. Thanks, good Montgomery; but 
we now forget 
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Our title to the crown and only claim. 
Our dukedom till God please to send the rest. 
‘Mont. Then fare you well, for I will hence 
again : 
I came to serve a king and not a duke. 
Drummer, strike up, and let us march away. se 
[Lhe drum begins to march. 
. Edw. Nay, stay, Sir John, awhile, and 
we ‘ll debate , 
By what safe means the crown may be recover'd. 
‘Mont. What talk you of debating? in few 


words, 2 
Tf you'll not here proclaim yourself our king, 
T’ll leave you to your fortune and be gone 
To keep them back that come to succour you : 
Why shall we fight, if you pretend no title? 
Glow. Why, brother, wherefore stand you 
on nice points? 
Edw. When we grow stronger, then 
we'll make our claim : i 
Till then, ’tis wisdom to conceal our meaning. 
Hast. Away with scrupulous wit! now arms 
must rule. 7 H 6x 
Glow. And fearless minds climb soonest 
unto crowns. . 
Brother, we will proclaim you out of hand; 
The bruit thereof will bring you many friends. 
KK. eles Then be it as you will; for ’tis my 
right, 
And Henry but usurps the diadem. 
Mont. “Ay, now my sovereign speaketh like 
himself ; a 
And now will I be Edward’s champion. 
Hast. Sound trumpet; Edward shall be here 
proclaim’d: _ 69 
Come, fellow-soldier, make thou proclamation. 
(Flourish. 
Sold. Edward the Fourth, by the grace of 
God, king of England and France, and lord of 
Ireland, &c. " ‘ 
Mont. And whosoe’ergainsays King Edward's 


right, 
By this I challenge him to single fight. 
‘ ieee down his gauntlet. 
All, Long live Icdward the Fourth! 
Edw. ‘Thanks, brave Montgomery; and 
thanks unto youall: _ 
If fortune serve me, I'll requite this kindness. 
Now, for this night, let’s harbour here in York; 
And when the morning sun shall raise his car 
Above the border of this horizon, 8x 
We'll forward towards Warwick and his mates; 
For well I wot that Ienry is no soldier. 
Ah, froward Clarence ! how evil it beseems thee, 
To flatter Henry and forsake thy brother! 
Yet, as we may, we’ll meet both thee and 
Warwick. 
Come on, brave soldiers: doubt noé of the day, 
And, that once gotten, doubt not of large pay. 
[Exeunt. 


Scene VIL London. The palace. 


Flourish. Enter Kixc Henry, Warwick, 
MOoNTAGUE, CLARENCE, EXETER, and 
OXFORD. 


War. What counsel, lords? Edward from 
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With hasty Germans and blunt Hollanders, 

Hath pass‘d in safety through the narrow 

And with his troops doth march amain to 
a le flock to hi 

And many giddy people flock to him. 

% K. Hen. SP alow men, and beat him back 


again. EBS Ta 
Clar. A little fire is quickly trodden out; 
Which, being suffer’d, rivers cannot quench. 
War. In Warwickshire I have true-hearted 
friends, Cs 
Not mutinous in peace, yet bold in war; 10 
Those will [muster we and thou, son Clarence, 
Shalt stir up in Suffolk, Norfolk and in Kent, 
The knights and gentlemen to come with thee; 
Thou, brother Montague, in Buckingham, 
Northampton and in Leicestershire, shalt find 
Men ell inclined to hear what thou com- 
mand’st : 
And thou, brave Oxford, wondrous well be- 


loved, 
Tn Oxfordshire shalt muster up thy friends. 
My sovereign, with the loving citizens, 
Like to his island girt in with the ocean, 20 
Or modest Dian circled with her nymphs, 
Shall rest in London till we come to him. 
Fair lords, take leave and stand not to reply. 
Farewell, my sovereign. 

K. Hen. Farewell, my Hector, and my Troy’s 

true hope. ’ ‘ 
Clarv. In sign of iruth, I kiss your highness’ 


hand. : 
K. Hen. Well-minded Clarence, be thou 
fortunate! 
ee Comfort, my lord; and so I take my 
leave, 
Oxf, And thus I seal my truth, and bid 
adicu. - 
K. Hen. 
Montague, 3 
And all at once, once more a happy farewell. 
War. Farewell, sweet lords: let’s meet at 
Coventry. 
ee all but King Henry and Exeter. 
. Hen. Here at the palace will I rest 
awhile. 
Cousin of Exeter, what thinks your lordship? 
Methinks the power that Hdward hath in field 
Should not be able to encounter mine. 
Eze. ‘the doubt is that he will seduce the 


Sweet Oxford, and my loving 
fe) 


rest. 
KE. Hen. That’s not my fear; my meed hath 

got me fame : 

Lhave not stopp’d mine ears to their demands, 

Nor posted off their suits with slow delays; 4° 

My pity hath been balm to heal their wounds, 

My mildness hath allay’d their swelling griefs, 

My mercy dried their water-flowing tears; 

Thave not been desirous of their wealth, |, 

N or much oppress’d them with great subsidies, 

Nor coryay of revenge, though they much 
err'd: 

Then why should they love Edward more than 
me 

No, Exeter, these graces challenge grace: 


And when the lion fawns upon the lamb, 
The lamb will never cease to follow him. 59 


Belgia, CC. Kashmir Research Institut S4oigiteétiby ‘aclarrgaster! A Lancaster!’ 


SoENE Vit] THIRD PART OF 


Exe. Hark, hark, my lord! what shouts are 
these? 


Enter Kina Epwarp, GLOUCESTER, and 
soldiers. 
K, Edw. Seize on the shame-faced Henry, 
bear him hence; 
And once again proclaim us king of England. 
You are the fount that makes small brooks to 


low: 
Now stops thy spring; my sea shall suck 
them dry, 
And swell so much the higher by their ebb. 
Hence with him to the ‘lower; let him not 
speak. [Haxeunt some with King Henry. 
And, lords, towards Coventry bend we our 
course, 
Where peremptory Warwick now remains: 
The sun shines hot; and, if we use delay, 
Cold biting winter mars our hoped-for hay. — 
Glou. Away betimes, before his forces join, 
And take the great-grown traitor unawares : 
Brave warriors, march amain towards Coventry. 
[Exeunt. 


60 


ACT VY. 
Scene I. Coventry. 


Enter Warwick, the Mayor of Coventry, t2co 
Messengers, and other's upon the walls. 


War, Where is the post that came from 
valiant Oxford ? : 
How far hence is thy lord, mine honest fellow? 
Irivst Mess. By this at Dunsmore, marching 
hitherward. " 
War. How far off is our brother Montague? 
Where is the post that came from Montague? 
Second Mess. By this at Daintry, with a 
puissant troop. 


Enter Sm Joun SOMERVILLE. 
War. Say, Somerville, what says my loving 


son? 
And, by thy guess, how nigh is Clarence now? 
Som, At Southam I did leaye him with his 


‘orces, . 
And do expect him here some two hours hence. 
rum heard. 





War. Then Clarence is at hand; I hear his 
rum. It 
Som It is not his, my lord; here Southam 
ies: 
The drum, your honour hears marcheth from 
Warwick. 
War. Who should that be? belike, unlook’d- 
for friends, 
Som. They are at hand, and you shall 


quickly know. 


March: flourish. Enter Kixg Epwarp, 
GLOUCESTER, and soldiers. 

EK. Edw. Go, trumpet, to the walls, and 
sound. a parle. 

Cote bee how the surly Warwick mans the 
wa 

War. O unbid spite! is sportful Edward 
come? 
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Where slept our scouts, or how are they 

seduced, 3 ‘ 

That we could hear no news of his repair? —_ 20 
K. Edw. Now, Warwick, wilt thou ope the 

city gates, 

Speak gentle words and humbly bend thy knee, 

Call Edward king and at his hands beg mercy ? 

And he shall pardon thee these outrages. 

War. Nay, rather, wilt thou draw thy forces 
hence, 

Confess who sct thee up and pluck’d thee down, 

Call Warwick patron and be penitent? 

And thou shalt still remain the Duke of York. 
Glou. I thought, at least, he would have said 

the king ; 

Or did he make the jest against his will? 30 
War. Isnot a dukedom, sir, a goodly gift? 
Glow. Ay, by my faith, for a poor earl to 

ive : 

I'll do thee service for so good a gift. 

War. “Twas I that gave the kingdom to thy 


brother. 

K. Edw, Why then "tis mine, if but by 
Warwick's gift. 

War, Thou art no Atlas for so great a 
weight; 


And, weakling, Warwick takes his gift again ; 
And Henry is my king, Warwick his subject. 
K. Edw. But Warwick's king is Edward’s 
prisoner : 
And, gallant Warwick, do but answer this: 40 
What is the body when the head is off? 
Glow. Alas, that Warwick had no more 


‘orecast, 
But, whiles he thought to steal the single ten, 
The king was slily finger’d from the deck ! 
You left poor Henry at the Bishop's palace, 
And, ten to one, you ‘ll meet him in the Tower. 
K ioe: Tis even so; yet you are Warwick 
still. 
Glow. Come, Warwick, take the time; kneel 
down, kneel down: 7 
Nay, when? strike now, or else the iron cools. 
War. I had rather chop this hand off ata 


blow, 
And with the other fling it at thy face, 
Than bear so low a sail, to strike to thee. _ 
K. Edw. Sail how thou canst, have wind 
_and tide thy friend 
This hand, fast wound about thy coal-black 


hair, 

Shall, whiles thy head is warm and new cut off, 

Write in the dust this sentence with thy blood, 

Wi ind-changing Warwick now can change no 
more. 


Enter OxronD, with drum and colours. 
War. O cheerful colours! see’ where Oxford 


comes! 
Oxy. Oxford, Oxford, for Lancaster! 
He and his forces enter the city. 
Glou. The gates are open, let us enter too. 
K. Edw. So other foes may set upon our 
backs, 
Stand we in good array ; for they no doubt 
Will issue out again and bid us battle: 
T£ not, the city being but of small defence, 
We'll quickly rouse the traitors in the same. 
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War. O, welcome, Oxford! for we want thy 
help. 


Enter MontaauE, with drum and colours. 


Mont. Montague, Montague, for Lancaster ! 
He and his forces enter the city. 
Glow. Thou and thy brother both shall buy 
this treason 3 
Even with the dearest blood your bodies bear. 
XK, Edw. The harder match’d, the greater 
victory : 5 Jo 
My mind presageth happy gain and conquest. 


Enter SoMERSET, with drum and colours. 


Som. Somerset, Somerset, for Lancaster! 
‘e and his forces enter the city. 
Glou. Two of thy name, both Dukes of 
Somerset, 
Have sold their lives unto the house of York; 
And thou shalt be the third, if this sword hold, 


Enter CuLARENcE, with drwm and colours. 


War. And lo, where George of Clarence 
sweeps along, 
Of force enough to bid his brother battle; \ 
With whom an upright zeal to right prevails 
More than the nature of a brother's love! 
Come, Clarence, come; thou wilt, if Warwick 


call. 
Clar. Father of Warwick, know you what 
this means? 
(icking his ved rose out of his hat. 
Look here, I throw my infamy at thee: 
L will not ruinate my father's house, 
Who gave his blood to lime the stones together, 
And _ set He Lancaster. Why, trow’st thou, 
‘Warwick, 
That Clarence is so harsh, so blunt, unnatural, 
‘fo bend the fatal instruments of war 
Against his brother and his lawful king? 
Perhaps thou wilt object my holy oath: 
To keep that oath were more unplely 
Than Jephthah’s, when he sacrificed his daugh- 
ter. 
Lam so sorry for my trespass made 
That, to deserve well at my brother's hands, 
I here proclaim myself thy mortal foe, 
With resolution, wheresoe’er I meet thee— 
As I will meet thee, if thou stir abroad— 
To plague thee for thy foul misleading me. 
And so, proud-hearted Warwick, I defy thee, 
And to my brother turn my blushing cheeks. 
Pardon me, Edward, I will make amends: 100 
And, Richard, do not frown upon my faults, 
For f will henceforth be no more unconstant, 
K. Edw. Now welcome more, and ten times 
more beloved, 
Than if thou never hadst deserved our hate. 
Glow. Welcome, good Clarence; this is 
brother-like, 
‘ar. O passing traitor, perjured and unjust! 
&. Edw. What, Warwick, wilt thou leave 
the town and fight? 
Or shall we beat the stones about thine ears? 
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K, Edw. Yes, Warwick, Edward dares, ang 
leads the way. ; 
Lords, to the field; Saint George and victory | 
[Exeunt King Edward and his company, 
March. Warwick and his company 
Follow. 


Scene Il. <A field of battle near Barnet, 


Alarum and excursions. Enter King 
Epwakp, bringing forth WARWICK wounded. 


K. Edw. So, lie thou there: die thou, and 
die our fear ; 
For Warwick was a bug that fear’d us all. 
Now, Montague, sit fast; I seek for thee, 
That Warwick's bones may keep thine company 
Vacil, 
War, Ah, who is nigh? come to me, friend 
or foe, 
And tell me who is victor, York or Warwick? 
Why ask I that? my mangled body shows, 
My blood, my want of strength, my sick heart 


shows, 
That I must yield my body to the earth 

And, by my fall, the conquest to my foe. 10 
Thus yields the cedar to the axe’s edge, 

Whose arms gave shelter to the princely eagle, 
Under whose shade the ramping lion slept, 


80 | Whose top-branch overpeer‘d Jove's spreading 


tree 
And Kept low shrubs from winter's powerful 
wind. 
These eyes, that now are dimm'd with death’s 
lack veil, ; 
Have been as piercing as the mid-day sun, 
Zo search the secret treasons of the world; _ 
The wrinkles in my brows, now fill'd with 


lood, 
Were liken’d oft to Kingly sepulchres ; 20 
For who lived king, but I could dig lis grave? 
And weo ates smile when Warwick bent his 
Tow 

Lo, now my glory smear’d in dust and blood! 
My parks, my walks, my manors that I had, 
Even now forsake me, and of all my lands 
Is nothing left me but my body’s length. 

rhy, wae is pomp, rule, reign, but earth and 

dus 

And, live we how we can, yet die we must, 


Enter OxvorD and SOMERSET. 
Som. Ah, Warwick, Warwick! wert thou as 
we are, 
We might recover all our loss again: 30 
The queen from France hath brought a puissant 
power: 
Even no we heard the news: ah, couldst thou 
y 
. Why, then I would not fly. Ah, 
Montague, 
If thou be there, sweet brother, take my hand, 
And with thy lips ree in my soul awhile! 
Thou lovest me not; for, brother, if thou didst, 
Thy tears would wash this cold congealed blood 


ur. Alas, I am not coop’d here for de- | That glues my lips and will not let me speak. 
fence! Come quickly, Montague, or I am dead. 
Talaney oars amet presently, 110 Gorn: fb Warwielet Montague hath breathed 
ward, i i. F St 5 A 
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And to the latest gasp cried out for Warwick 
‘And said ‘Commend me to my yaliant brother.’ 
‘And more he would have said, and more he 


spoke, s 
Which sounded like a clamour in a vault, 
That mought not be distinguish’d; but at last 
J well might hear, deliver’d with a groan, 

*O, farewell, Warwick 
Var. Sweet rest his soul! Fly, lords, and 
save yourselves ; 
For Warwick bids you all farewell, to meet in 
heaven. [Dies. 
Oxy. Away, away, to meet the queen’s great 


power! [Here they bear away his body. 
Exeunt. 
Sorne III. Another part of the field. 


Flourish. Enter Kixc Epwarvin triumph; 
avith GLOUCESTER, CLARENCE, and the rest. 


K. Edw, Thus far our fortune keeps an 
upward course, 
And we are graced with wreaths of victory. 
But, in the midst of this bright-shining day, 
Ispy a black, suspicious, threatening cloud, 
hat will encounter with our glorious sun, 
Ere he attain his easeful western bed : 
I mean, my lords, those powers that the queen 
Hath raised in Gallia have arrived our coast 
And, as we hear, march on to fight with us. 
Clav. A little gale will soon disperse that 
cloud | A 10 
And blow it to the source from whence it came: 
The very beams will dry those vapours up, 
For every cloud engenders not a storm. 
pious The queen is valued thirty thousand 
strong, 
And Somerset, with Oxford, fled to her: 
Ifshe have time to breathe, be well assured 
Her faction will be full as strong as ours. 
KK. Edw. We are advertised by our loving 


friends 
That they do hold their course toward Tewks- 


LUTY 
We, having now the best at Barnet field, 20 
Will thither straight, for willingness rids way ; 
d, as we march, our strength will be aug- 
mented 
In every county as we go along. 
Strike up the drum; cry ‘Courage!’ and away. 
[Exeunt. 


ScenEIV. Plains near Tewksbury. 


March. Enter QuEEN MarGaret, Prince | 


Epwarp, SomERSET, OXFORD, and soldiers. 


Q. Mar, Great lords, wise men ne'er sit and 
wail their loss, Z 
ut cheerly seek how to redress their harms. 
What though the mast be now blown overboard, 
The cable broke, the holding-anchor lost, 
nd half our sailors swallow’d in the flood? 
Yet lives our pilot still. Is’t meet that he 
Should leave the helm and like a fearful lad 
With tearful eyes add water to the sea 
d give more strength to that which hath too 
much, 9 
Whiles, in his moan, the ship splits on the rock, 


PP 
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Which industry and courage might have saved? 
Ah, what a shame! ah, what a fault were this! 
Say Warwick was our anchor; what of that? 
And Montague our topmast ; what of him? 
Our slaughter’d friends the tackles; what of 


these? 

Why, is not Oxford here another anchor? 

isn Somerset another goodly mast? 

eos friends of France our shrouds and tack- 
ings ? 

And, though unskilful, py not Ned and I 

For once allow’d the skilful pilot's charge? 

We will not from the helm to sit and weep, 

But keep our course, though the rough wind 
say no, 

From aleve} and rocks that threaten us with 
wreck, 

As good to chide the waves as speak them fair. 

And what is Edward but a ruthless sea? 

What Clarence but a quicksand of deceit? 

And Richard but a ragged fatal rock ? 

All these the enemies to our ook bark. 

Say you can swim; alas, ’tis but a while! 

Tread on the sand; why, there you quickly 


sink: 0 

Bestride the rock; the tide will wash you off, : 

Or else you famish; that’s a threefold death. 

This speak I, lords, to let you understand, 

If case some one of you would fly from us, 

That there’s no hoped-for mercy with the 
brothers | 

More than with ruthless waves, with sands and 


20 


rocks. 

Why, courage then! what cannot be avoided 

*Twere childish weakness to lament or fear. 
Prince.- Methinks a woman of this valiant 


sri 
Should, if a coward heard her speak these 
words, , cae 40 
Infuse his breast with magnanimity 
And make him, naked, foil a man at arms, 
I speak not this as doubting any here ;, 
For did I but suspect a fearful man, 
He should have leave to go away betimes, 
Lest in our need he might infect another 
And make him of like spirit to himself. 
If any such be here—as God forbid !— 
Let him depart before we need his help. 
Oxf. Women and children of, so high a 


courage, 4 . 50 
And warriors faint! why, ’twere perpetual 
shame. 


O brave young prince! thy famous grandfather 
Doth live again in thee: long mayst thou live 
To bear his Image and renew his glories | 

Som. And he that will not fight for such 


a hope, : 
Go home to bed, and like the owl by day, 
It he ae ermock:d ant ronden at. 
. Mar. hanks, gentle Somerset; swect 
Mosel thanks. 
Prince. And take his thanks that yet hath 
nothing el 


Enter a Messenger. 
Mess._ Prepare you, lords, for Edward is at 
60 


hand, 
Ready to fight; therefore be resolute. 
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Oxf. I thought no less: it is his policy 
To haste thus fast, to find us unprovided, | 
‘Som. But he’s deceived ; we are in readiness. 
Q. Mar. This cheers my heart, to see your 
forwardness. f 
Oxf. Here pitch our battle; hence we will 
not budge. 


Flourish and march. Enter Kina Epwanb, 
GLOUCESTER, CLARENCE, and soldiers. 
K. Edw. Brave followers, yonder stands the 
thorny wood, a 
Which, by. the heavens’ assistance and your 
strength, t ° 
Must by the roots be hewn up yet ere night. 
I need not add more fuel to your fire, 7o 
For well 1 wot ye blaze to burn them out: 
Give signal to the fight, and to it, lords! 
Q. Mar, Lords, knights, and gentlemen, 
what I should say 
My tears gainsay ; for every word I speak, 
Ye see, I drink the water of mine eyes. 
Therefore, no more but this; Henry, your sove- 
reign, 
Is prisoner to the foe; his state usurp’d, 
His realm a slaughter-house, his subjects slain, 
His statutes cancell’d and his treasure spent ; 
‘And yonderis the wolf that makes this spoil. 80 
You fight in justice : then, in God’s name, lords, 
Be valiant and give signal to the fight. 
[Alarum: Retreat: Excursions. Exeunt. 


SoENE V. Another part of the field. 
Flourish. Enter King EDWARD, GLOUCESTER, 


CLARENCE, and soldiers ; with QUEEN MAR- 
GARET, OXFORD, and SOMERSET, prisoners. 





K, Edw. Now herea period of tumultuous 


roils. 
Away with Oxford to Hames Castle straight : 
¥or Somerset, off with his guilty head. 
Go, bear them hence; I will not hear them 


speak. 

Oxy, Vor my part, I’ll not trouble thee with 
words, 

Som. Nor I, but stoop with patience to my 


fortune. 
a Oxford and Somerset, guarded. 
Q. 2 Lan: So part we sadly in this troublous 
world, 
To mevt with joy in sweet Jerusalem. 
dw, Is errocamia lige made, that who 
finds Kdwa 
Shall have a high reward, and he his life? 10 
Glow. Te is: and lo, where youthful Edward 
comes 


Enter soldiers, with PRINCE EDWARD. 


KK, Edw. Bring forth the gallant, let us hear 
him speak. 
What! can so young a thorn begin to prick? 
Edward, what satistaction canst thou make 
For bearing arms, for stirring up my subjects, 
And all the trouble thou hast turn’d me to? 
Pine Speak like a subject, proud ambitious 
Orn 
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Wh + I propose the selfsame words to thee, 29 


Which, traitor, thou wouldst have meanswer to, 












[Act y 
thy chair, and where I stand kneel thou, 
Mar. Ah, that thy father had been so 


Glow. 
etticoat, 


‘Andne’er hayestol’n the breech from Lancaster, 


Prince. Let Assop fable in a winter's night; 
His currish riddles sort not with this place. 
Glou. By heaven, brat, I'll plague ye for 
that word. 
Q. Mar. Ay, thou wast born to be a plague 


to men. “ 1 
Glou. For God's sake, take away this captive 


St le 
Prince. Nay, take away this scolding crook- 
back rather. § L 4 30 
K. Edw. Peace, wilful boy, or [ will charm 
your tongue. 
Clar. Untutor'd lad, thou art too malapert. 
Prince. 1 know my duty ; you are all un- 
dutiful : ‘ 
Lascivious Edward, and thou perjured George, 
‘And thou mis-shapen Dick, I tell ye all 
Iam your better, traitors as ye are: < 
‘And thou usurp'st my father’s right and mine. 
K. Edw, Take that, thou likeness of this 
railer here. [Stabs him. 
Glow. Sprawl'st thou? take that, to end thy 
agony. 4 [sta bs him. 
Cla. And there’s for twitting me with per- 


jury. Slabs him. 40 
aaa, O, kill me too : 


! 
‘low. Marry, and shall. {opens to kill her. 
K. Edw. Hold, Richard, hotd; for we have 
done too much. 5 
Glow. Why should she live, to fill the world 
with words? 
K. Edw. What, doth she swoon? use means 
for her recovery. 
Glou. Clarence, excuse me to the king my 
brother ; 
T’ll hence to London on a serious matter : 
Ere ye come there, be sure to hear some news. 
Clar. What? what? - 
Glow, The Tower, the Tower. [Zicit. 50 
Q. Mar. O Ned, sweet Ned! speak to thy 
mother, boy! 
Canst thou not speak? O traitors! murderers! 
They that stabb’d Caesar shed no blood at all, 
Did not offend, nor were not worthy blame, 
If this foul deed were by to equal it: 
He was aman; this, in respect, a child; 
And men ne’er spend their fury on a child. 
Wee iB worse than murderer, that I may name 


i 
No, no, my heart will burst, an if I speak: 
And I will speak, that so my heart may burst. 
Butchers and villains! bloody cannibals! 6 
How sweet a plant have you untimely cropp d! 
You haye no children, butchers! if you had, 
The thought of them would have stirr'd uP 
remorse : 
But if you ever chance to haye a child, 
Look in his youth to have him so cut off 


ut HAR Be by weangatH this sweet youns 
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K. Edw. Away with her; go, bear her hence 
perforce. 

. Mar. Nay, never bearme hence, dispatch 
me here; 

Here sheathe thy sword, I'll pardon thee my 


death: jo 
What, wilt thou not? then, Clarence, do it] T 


thou. 
Clar. By heaven, I willnot do thee so much 


euse. 

Q. Maur. Good Clarence, do; sweet Clarence, 
do thou do it. 

Clar. Didst thou not hear me swear I would 
not do it? 

Q. rae ar. Ay, but thou usest to forswear thy- 


self: 
"Twas sin before, but now "tis charity. 
What, wilt thou not? Where is that devil's 
butcher, 5 f 
Ban ayouN Richard? Richard, where art 
hou 
Thou art not here: murder is thy alms-decd; 
Petitioners for blood thou ne'er put’st back. 80 
K, Edw. Away, I say; 
hence. 
Q. Mar. So come to you and yours, as to 
this prince! [exit led out forcibly. 
K, Edw. Where’s Richard gone? 
Clar. To London, all in post ; and, as I guess, 
To make a bloody supper in the Tower. 
K, Edw. He’s sudden, if a thing comes in 
his head. : 
Now march we hence: discharge the common 


sort 
With pay and thanks, and let’s away to London 
And see our gentle queen how well she fares : 
By this, I hope, she Tath ason for me. 90 
[Exeunt. 


Sorne VI. London. The Tower. 


Enter Kine Henry and GLoucester, with 
the Lieutenant, on the walls. 


Glow. Good day, my lord. What, at your 
book so hard? 
K. Hen. Ay, my good lord:—my lord, I 
_ should say rather ; ; 
*Tis sin to flatter ; ‘good’ was little better: 
“Good Gloucester’ and ‘good devil’ were alike, 
And both preposterous; therefore, not ‘good 


I charge ye, bear her 


lord. 
Glow. Sirrah, leave us to ourselves: we must 
confer, Exit Liewenant. 
K. Hen. So flies the reckless shepherd from 
the wolf; 5 2 
So first the harmless sheep doth yield his fleece 
And next his throat unto the buicher’s knife. 9 
What scene of death hath Roscius now to act? 
Glow. Suspicion always haunts the guilty 


mind; 
The thief doth fear each bush an officer. | | 
oa The bird that hath been limed in a 
ush, 
With trembling wings misdoubteth every bush; 
And I, the hapless male to one sweet bird, 
Have now the fatal object in my eye 
ere my poor young was limed, was caught 
and kill’. 
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are Why, what a peevish fool was that of 

Srete, 

That taught his son the office of a fowl! 19 

And yet, for all his wings, the fool was drow. 
K. Hen. I, Diedalus; my poor boy, Tearus; 

Thy father, Minos, that fenel our course 5 

the stm that sear'd the wings of my sweet boy 

‘thy brother Edward, and thycelt the sea 

Whose envious gulf did swallow up his life. 

Ah, kill me with thy weapon, not with words! 

My breast can better brook thy dagger’s point 

Than can my ears that tragic history. t 

But wherefore dost thou come? is’t for my life? 
Glow. Think’st thou Iam an executioner? 30 
KK. Hen, A persccutor, Tam sure, thou art’ 

Té murdering innocents be executing, 

Why, then thou artan executioner. - 
Glow. Thy son I kill'd for dig prestnaDNGL 
K. Hen. “Hadst thou been kill'd when first 

thou didst presume, 

Thou hadst not lived to kill a son of mine. 

And thus I prophesy, that many a thousand, 

Which now mistrust no parcel of my fear, 

And many an old man's sigh and many a 

widow's, 

And many an orphan’s water-standing eye— 4o 

Men for their sons, wives for their husbands, 

‘And orphans for their parents’ timeless death— 

Shall rue the hour that ever thou wast born. 

The owl shriek’d at thy Lirth,—an evil sign ; 

The night-crow cried, aboding luckless time ; 

Dogs howl'd, and hideous tempest shook down 


3 5 

The raven rook’d her on the chimney’s top, 

And chattering pies in dismal discords sung. 

Thy mother felt more than a mother's pain, 

‘And yet brought forth less than a mother’s 
ope, 50 

To wit, an indigested and deformed lump, 

Not like the fruit of such a goodly tree. ; 

Teeth hadst thou in thy head when thou wast 


born, 
To signify thou camest to bite the world: 
And, if the rest be true which I have heard, 
Thou camest— : ‘ 
Glow. Ill hear no more: die, prophet, in 
thy speech: Estabs hin. 
For this, amongst the rest, was I ordain’d, 
‘K. Hen. Ay, and for much more slaughter 
after this. 


0, God foraite my sins, and pardon thee! (Ries: 


‘Glow. What, will the aspiring blood of Lan- 

caster 61 

Sink in the ygroundt I thought it would have 
mounte 


See how my sword weeps for the poor king's 
death! 

O, may such purple tears be alway shed 

From those that wish the downfall of our house! 

If any panels of life be yet penalty ' 

Down, down to hell; and say I sent thee thither : 
[Stabs him again. 

I, that haye neitker pity, love, nor fear. 

Indeed, ’tis true that Henry told me of; 

For I have often heard my mother say 70 

I came into the world with my legs forward: 

Had I not reason, think ye, to make haste, 

‘And seek their ruin that usurp'd our right? 


CC-0 Kashmir Research Institute. Digitzed by eGangotri 





4 
4 


588 


The midwife wonder'd and the women cried 

0, Jesus bless us, he is born with teeth!’ 
And so Lwas; which plainly signified 

That I should snarl and bite and play the dog. 
Then, since the heavens have shaped my 


y SO, 
Let hell make crook’d my mind to answer it. 
Ihave no brother, Iam like no brother ; Bo 
And this word ‘love,’ which greybeards call 


vine, 

Be resident in men like one another 

And not in me: I am myself alone. 

Clarence, beware; thou keep’st me from the 


light: 

But I will sort a pitchy day for thee; 

Yor I will buz abroad such. prophecies 

That Edward shall be fearful of his life, 

And then, to purge his fear, I'll be thy death. 

King Henry and the prince his son are gone: 

Clarence, thy turn is next, and then the rest, 90 

Counting myself but bad till I be best. 

Ill throw thy body in another room. 

And triumph, Henry, in thy day of doom. 
[Evit, with the body. 


Scene VIL. London. The palace. 


Flourish. Enter, Kixc Epwarp, Queen 
ELIZABETH, _ CLARENCE, GLOUCESTER, 


HASTINGS, @ Nurse with the young Prince, 
and Attendants. 


K. Edw. Once more we sit in England's 
royal throne, 

Re-purchased with the blood of enemies. 
‘What valiant focmen, like to autumn’s corn 
Have we mow'd down in tops of all their pride! 
Three Dukes of Somerset, threefold renown’d 
For hardy and undoubted champions; 
Two Cliffords, as the father and the son, 
And two Northumberlands; two braver men 
Ne’er spurr’d their coursers at the trumpet’s 


sound ; 
With them, the two brave bears, Warwick and | Si 


Montague, 
That in their chains fetter'd the kingly lion 
And made the forest tremble when they roar’d. 


THIRD PART OF KING HENRY VI 


[Act y 


Thus have we swept suspicion from our seat 
And made our footstool of security. 
Come hither, Bess, and let me kiss my boy, 
Young Ned, for thee, thine uncles and myself 
Have m ourarmours watch’d the winter's night, 
Went all afoot in summer's scalding heat, 
That thou mightst repossess the crown in peace; 
‘And of our labours thou shalt reap the gain. 20 
Glow. [Aside] I'll blast his harvest, if your 
head were laid; ‘ 
For yet [am not look’d on in the world. 
This shoulder was ordain’d so thick to heave ; 
ial heaye it shall some weight, or break my 
back : 
Work thou the way,—and thou shalt execute. 
K. Edw. Clarence and Gloucester, love my 
lovely queen ; 
And kiss your princely nephew, brothers both, 
Clar. The duty that I owe unto your majesty 
I seal upon the lips of this sweet babe. 
. Eliz. Thanks, noble Clarence; worthy 
brother, thanks. 30 
Glow. And, that [love the tree from whence 
thou sprang’st, e 
Witness the loving kiss I give the fruit. 
[Aside] To say the truth, so Judas kiss’d his 
master, i 
Au cried ‘all hail!’ when as he meant all 
harm. 
ei eee Now am I seated as my soul de- 
ights, 
Having my country’s peace and brothers’ loves. 
Clar. What will your grace haye done with 
_ Margaret? : 
Reignier, her father, to the king of France 
Hath pawn'd the Sicils and Jerusalem, 
And hither have they sent it for her ransom. 
K. Edw. Away with her, and waft her hence 
to France, At 
And now what rests but that we spend the 


time 
With stately Bruce, mirthful comic shows, 
Such as befits the pleasure of the court ? 
jound denis and trumpets! farewell sour 
annoy, 
For here, I hope, begins our lasting joy. 
tient. 
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THE TRAGEDY OF 
KING RICHARD THE THIRD 


DRAMATIS PERSONAE i 


Kine Epwanrp the Fourth. 


Epwanp, Prince of Wales, eo sons to the 


wards King Edward V., Vet en 


RicHarp, Duke of York, 


GEORGE, Duke of Clarence, ; brothers to 


Ricuanp, Duke of Gloucester, the King. 


afterwards King Richard ILL, 
A young son of Clarence. 
ENA eal of Richmond, afterwards King 

Henry i 
ORDEAL Bourcuisr, Archbishop of Can- 

erbury. 

THOMAS RorHERHAM, Archbishop of York. 

JouN Morton, Bishop of Ely. 

‘DUKE or BucKINGHAM. 

Duke or Norro.k, 

Eant or Surrey, his son. 

Earp Rivers, brother to Elizabeth. 

a eats or Dorset and Lorp GREY, sons 
to Elizabeth. 

Ean OF Oxrorp. 

Lorp Hastines. 

Lorn Stan ey, called also Eant. ox DERBY. 

Lorp Lovet. 

Sir THomas VAUGHAN. 

Sir RicHarp Ratcuirr. 

Sir WILuLAas CaTessy. 


ACTIL 
Scene L London. A street. 
Enter RicHArd, Duke OF GLOUCESTER, solus. 


Glou. Now is the winter of our discontent 
Made Glorious summer by this sun of York; 
And all the clouds that lour'd upon our house 
In the deep bosom of the ocean buried, 

Now are our brows bound with victorious 
wreaths ; 

Qur bruised arms hung up for monuments ; 

Our stern alarums changed to merry meetings, 

Our dreadful marches to delightful measures. 

Grim-visaged war hath smooth’d his wrinkled 


ront; 
And now, instead of mounting barbed steeds.10 
Lo fright the souls of fearful adversaries, 
He capers nimbly in a lady’s chamber 
To the lascivious pleasing of a lute. 
But I, that am not shaped for Bporeive tricks, 
Normade to court an amorous looking-glass ; 
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Sir JAMES TYRREL. 

Sir James Biount. 

Sir WALTER HERBERT. ? 

Sir Ropert BRAKENBURY, Licutenant of 
the Tower, 

COL! Urswick, a priest. Another 

riest. 

TRESSEL and BERKELEY, gentlemen attend- 
ing on the Lady Anne. F ; 

Lord Mayor of London. Sheriff of Wiltshire. 


EvizaBETH queen to King Edward IV. 

MaAnGAneT, widow of King Henry VI. 

Ducuess or York, mother to King 
Edward IV, | 

Lapy ANNE, widow of Edward Prince of 
Wales, son to ing, Henry VL.; afterwards 
married to Richard. 

A_young daughter of Clarence (MARGARET 

LANTAGENET), 


Ghosts of those murdered by Richard III, 
Lords and other Attendants; a Pursuivant, 
Scrivener, Citizens, Murderers, Messengers, 
Soldiers, &c. 


Scene: England. 


I, that am rudely stamp’d, and want love’s 
majesty S 

To strut before a wanton ambling nymph ; 

J, that am curtail’d of this fair proportion, 

Cheated of feature by dissembling nature, 

Deform’d, unfinish’d, sent before my time 20 

Into this breathing world, scarce half made up, 

And that so lamely and unfashionable 

That dogs bark at me as I halt by them; 

Why, I, in this weak piping time of peace, 

Have no delight to pass away the time, 

Unless to spy my shadow in the sun 

And descant on mine own deformity : 

And therefore, since I cannot prove a lover, 

To entertain these fair well-spoken days, 

Iam determined to prove a villain 

And hate the idle pleasures of these days. 

Plots have I laid, inductions dangerous, 

By drunken prophecies, libels and dreams, 

To set my brother Clarence and the king 

In elena y tiate the one against the other: 

And if King Edward be as true and just 
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Aslam subtle, false and treacherous, | 
This day should Clarence closely be mew’d up, 
About a prophecy, which says that G 


Of Edward’s heirs the murderer shall be. 40 
Dive, thoughts, down to my soul: here Clarence 
comes. 


Enter CuARENCE, guarded, and 
BRAKENBURY. 


Brother, fo day: what means this armed 
guard 
That waits upon your grace? . 

Clar. His majesty, 
pondering my person’s safety, hath appointed 
This conduct to convey me to the Tower. 

Glou. Upon what cause? ‘ 

Clan. Because ny name is George. 

Glou. Alack, my lord, that fault is none of 


yours ; 
He should, for-that, commit your godfathers : 
O, belike his majesty hath some intent 49 
That you shall: be new-christen’d in the Tower. 
But what’s the matter, Clarence? may I know? 
Clar. Yea, Richard, when I know; for 1 
protest 
As yet I donot: but, as I can learn, 
He hearkens after prophecies and dreams; 
And from the cross-row plucks the letter G, 
And says a wizard told him that. by G 
His issue disinherited should be ; 
And, for my name of George begins with G, 
It follows in his thought that I am he. 59 
These, as 1 learn, and such like toys as these 
Have moved his highness to commit me now. 
Glou. Why, this itis, when men are ruled 
by women : 
"Tis not the being that sends you to the Tower; 
My Lady Grey his wife, Clarence, ’tis she 
That tempers him to this extremity. 
Was it not she and that good man. of worship, 
Anthony Woodville, her brother there, 
That_made him send Lord Hastings to tle 
Tower, ~ 
From whence this present day he is deliver’d? 
Weare not safe, Clarence; we are not safe. 70 
Clay. By. heaven, I think there’s no man is 


secure 
But the. queen's kindred and. night-walking 


heralds 
we trudge betwixt the king and Mistress 
ore, 


Heard ye not what an humble suppliant 

Lord Hastings was to her for his delivery? 
Glow. Humbly complaining to her deity 

Got my lord chamberlain his liberty. 

I'll tell you what; I think it is our way, 

If we will keep in favour with the king, 

Zo be her men and wear her livery: 

The jealous o’erworn widow and horseley 

Since that our brother dubb’d them gentle- 

women, 
mighty gossips in this monarchy. 
Brak. Ibescech your graces both to pardon 


me; 
His majesty hath straitly given in charge 
That no man shall have private conference, 


Bo 
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[Act x 


Glou. Even so; an’t please your worship, 
Brakenbury, A 
You may partake of any thing we say: 
We speak no treason, man: we say the king 99 
Js wise and virtuous, and his noble queen 
Well struck in years, fair, and not jealous; 
We say that Shore’s wife hath a pretty foot, 
A cherry lip, a bonny eye, a passing pleasing 
tongue; 5 
And that the queen’s kindred are made gentle. 
folks: 
How say you, sir? can you deny all this? 
Brak. “With this, my lord, myself have 
nought to do. i a 
Glow. Naught to do with Mistress Shore! I 
tell thee, fellow, _ : 
He that doth naught with her, excepting one, 
Were best he do it secretly, alone, 100, 
Brak. What one, my lord? 
Glow. Her husband, knave: wouldsié thou 
betray_me? 
Brak, I beseech your grace to pardon me, 
and withal F 
Forbear your conference with the noble duke, 
Clav, We know thy charge, Brakenbury, 
and will obey. ri 
Glou. We are the queen's abjects, and must 


obey. : 
Brother, farewell: Iwill unto the king; 
And whatsoeyeryou will employ me in, 
Were it to call King Edward’s widow sister, 
I will perform it to enfranchise you. 110 
Meantime, this deep disgrace in brotherhood 
‘Touches me deeper than you can imagine. 
Clar. Limow it pleascth neither of us well. 
Gite ‘Well, your imprisonment shall not be: 
ong; " 
Twill deliver you, or else lie for you: 
Meantime, have patience. 
Clar. I must perforce.. Farewell. 
[Zaeunt Clarence, Brakenbury, and Guard. 
Glow. Go, tread the path that thou shalt 
__ne’er return, 
Simple, plain Clarence !, I dolove thee so, 
That I will shortly send thy soul to heaven, 
Tf heaven will take the present at our hands, 
But who comes here? the new-deliver'd 
Hastings? rar 


Inter Lorp Hastics. 


aie Good time of day unto my gracious 
ord 
Gi. ee much unto my good lord chamber- 


ain 
Well are you welcome to the open air. 





How hath. yonrlonship brook’d imprisonment? 
Hast. au Vith patience, noble lord, as prisoners 
must: 
But Ushall live, my lord, to give them thanks 
That were the cause of my imprisonment. 
low. No doubt, no doubt; and. so: shall: 
larence too ; 
For they: that were yourenemies are his, 130 
And haye upreyaili as much on him as you. 
Be a fore pity that the eagle should, be! 
w'd, 
While kites and buzzards prey at liberty. 
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Scene 1] 


Hast. No news so bad abroad as this at 
home; . 
The king is sickly, weak and melancholy, 
And his physicians fear him mightily. 
Glou. Now, by Saint Paul, this news is bad 
indeed. 
O, lie hath kept an evil dict long, 
And overmuch consumed his royal person : 140 
Tis very pulevous to be thought upon. 
What, is he in his bed? 
Hast. Heis. 
Glou. Go you before, and I will follow you. 
- [cit Hastings. 
He cannot live, I hopes and must not die 
Till George be pack’d with post-horse up to 
heaven. 
I'll in, to urge his hatred more to Clarence, 
With lies well steel’d with weighty arguments; 
And, if I fail not in my deep intent, 
Clarence hath not another day to live: 150 
Which done, God take King Edward to his 


mercy, 

And leave the world for me to bustle in ! 

For then I'll marry Warwick’s youngest 

_ daughter. 

What though I kill’d her husband and her 
father? 

The readiest way to make the wench amends 

Ts to become her husband and her father : 

The which will I; not all so much for love 

As for another secret close intent, 

By marrying her which I must reach unto. 

But yet J run before my horse to market: 160 

Clarence still breathes; Edward still lives and 
reigns: 

When they are gone, then must I count my 
gains, [Exit. 


Sorne Il. Zhesame. <Another street. 


Enter the corpse of King Henry the Sixth, 
Gentlemen with halberds to guard it ; Lapy 
ANNE being the mowrner. 


Anne. Sct down, set down your honourable 


oad, 

If honour may be shrouded in a hearse, 

Whilst I awhile obsequiously Jament 

The untirnely full of virtuous Lancaster. 

Poor key-cold figure of a holy king! 

Pale ashes of the house of Lancaster! 

Thou bloodless remnant of that royal blood! 

Be it Jawful that I inyocate thy ghost, 

To hear the lamentations of poor Anne, 

Wife to thy Edward, to thy slaughter'd son, 10 

Stabb’d by the selfsame hand that made these 
wounds! | : 

Lo, in these windows that let forth thy life, 

I pour the helpless balm of my poor eyes, 

Cursed be the hand that made these fatal holes ! 

Cursed be the heart that had the heart to do it! 

Cursed the blood that let this blood from hence! 

More direful hap betide that hated wretch, 

That makes us wretched by the death of thee, 

Than I can wish to adders, spiders, toads, 

Or any creeping venom’d thing that lives! 20 

If ever he have child, abortive be it,; 

Prodigious, and untimely brought to light, 

Whose ugly and unnatural aspect 
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May fright the hopeful mother at the view 3 
‘And that be heir to his unhappiness! 

Tf ever he have wife, let her be made 

As miserable by the death of him 

As Lam made by my Roe lord and thee! 
Come, now towards Chertsey with your holy 


load, 
‘Taken from Paul's to be interred there ; 30 
And still, as you are weary of the weight, 
Rest you, whiles I lament King Henry's corse. 


Enter GLOUCESTER, 


Glou. Stay, you that bear the corse, and set 
it down. é s 
Anne. What black magician conjures up 
this fiend, 
To stop devoted charitable deeds? 
Glow. Villains, set down the corse; or, by 
Saint Paul, 
I'llmake a corse of him that disobeys. 
Gent, My Jord, stand back, and let the coffin 


ass. 
lou. Unmanner'd dog! stand thou, when 
I command: 
Advance thy halberd higher than my breast, 40 
Or, by Saint Paul, I'll strike thee to my foot, 
And spurn Upon thee, beggar, for thy boldness. 
Anne, What, do you tremble? are you all 
afraid? 
Alas, I blame you not; for you are mortal, 
And mortal eyes cannot endure the devil. 
Avaunt, thou dreadful minister of hell! 
Thou hadst but power over his mortal body, 
His soul thou canst not have; therefore, be 
one, 
Glou. ‘ Sweet saint, for charity, be not so 
curst. 
Anne, Foul devil, for God's sake, hence, 
and trouble us not; 50 
For thou hast made the happy earth thy hell, 
Fill'd it with cursing cries and deep exclaims. 
If thou delight to view thy heinous deeds, 
Behold this pattern of ty butcheries. 
O, gentlemen, see, see! dead Henrie wounds 
Open their congeal'd mouths and blecd afresh! 
Blush, blush, thou lump of foul deformity ; 
For ’tis thy presence that exhales this blood 
Bron colt and empty veins, where no blood 
alla’: . 
Thy deed, jnhuman and unnatural, 60 
Provokes this deluge most unnatural. 
O God, which this blood madest, revenge his 


death ! 
O earth, which this blood drink’st, revenge his 


leath! 
Ei hes eave with lightning strike the murderer 
lead, ° 7 ~ 
Or earth, gape open wide and cat him quick, 
As thou dost swallow up this good king's blood, 
Which his hell-govern’d arm hath butchered ! 
Glou. Lady, you know no rules of charity, 
Which renders good for bad, blessings for curses, 
Anne. Villain, thou know’st no law of God 
_ hor man: 72 
No beast so fierce but knows some touch of 


ity. 
chow. But I know none, and therefore am 
no beast. 
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Anne. 
truth! 
Glou. More wonderful, when angels are so 


an; . 
Vouchsate, divine perfection of a woman, 
Of these supposed evils, to give me leave, 
By circumstance, but to acquit myself, 
Anne. Vouchsafe, defused infection of a 
man, 2 
For these known evils, but to give me leave, 
By circumstance, to curse thy cursed self. 80 
Glow. Fairer than tongue can name thee, 
let me have. 
Some patient leisure to excuse myself. 
Anne. Fouler than heart can think thee, 
thou canst make 
No excuse current, but to hang thyself. 
lor. By such despair, I should accuse my- 
self. 
Anne. And, by despairing, shouldst thou 
stand excused ; 
For doing worthy vengeance on thyself, 
Which didst unworthy slaughter upon others, 
Glow. Say that I slew them not? 

Anne. Why, then they are not dead : 
But dead they are, and, devilish slave, by thee. 
Glow. Idid not kill your husband, — 

nne. ; Why, then he is alive. 
ete Ape y, he is dead; and slain by Edward’s 
han 
Anne. In thy foul throat thou liest: Queen 
Margaret saw 
‘Thy murderous falchion smoking in his blood ; 
The which thou once didst bend against her 


reast, 
But that thy brothers beat aside the point. 
Glou. was provoked by her slanderous 


tongue, A 
Which laid their guilt upon my guiltless 
shoulders. 
Bes Thou wast provoked by thy bloody 
mind, 
Which never dreamt on aught but butcheries: 
Didst thou not kill this king? 


Glou. I grant ye. 101 
Anne. Dost grant me, hedgehog? then, God 
grant me too 


Thou mayst be damned for that wicked deed ! 

O, he was gentle, mild, and virtuous! 

Glow. The fitter for the King of heaven, that 
hathhim. 

Anne. He is in heaven, where thou shalt 
never come, 

Glow. Let him thank me, that holp to send 
him thither; 

For he was fitter for that place than earth. 
Anne, And thou unfit for any place but hell. 
Glow. Yes, one place else, if you will hear 

me name it. 110 
Anne. Some dungeon. 
Glou. Your bed-chamber. 
Anne. Ill rest betide the chamber where 
thou liest! 
Glou. So will it, madam, till I lie with you. 
Anne. I hope so. 
Glou. _Iknowso. But, gentle Lady Anne, 
To leaye this keen encounter of our wits, 
And fall somewhat into a slower method, 
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O wonderful, when devils tell the | Is not the causer of the timeless deaths 


[Act z 


Of these Plantagenets, Henry and Hdward, 
As blameful as the executioner? 
Anne. Thou art the cause, and most accursed 


effect. 120 
Glow. Your beauty was the cause of that 


effect ; 
Your beauty, which did haunt me in my sleep 
To undertake the death of all the world 
So I might live one hour in your sweet bosom. 
Anne. If thought that, I tell thee, homicide, 
These nails should rend that beauty from my 
cheeks. 
Glow. These Gre could never endure swect 
beauty’s wreck ; he 
You should not blemish it, if I stood by: 
As all the world is cheered by the sun, 
So I by that ; it is my day, my life. 130 
Anne. Black night o’ershade thy day, ani 
death thy life! : 
Glow. Curse not thyself, fair creature; thou 
art both. 
ave I would I were, to be revenged on 
ee. 
Glow. Itis a quarrel most unnatural, 
To be revenged on him that loveth you. 
Anne. It isa quarrel just and reasonable, 
To be revenged on him that slew my husband, 
Glou. He that bereit thee, lady, of thy 
_ husband, 
Did it to help thee to a better husband. 
Anne, His better doth not breathe upon the 
earth, 140 
Glow, He lives that loves thee better than 
he could. 
Anne. Name him, 
Glow. Plantagenet. 
Anne. Why, that was he. 
Glow. The selfsame name, but one of better 
nature, 
Anne. Where is he? 
Glou. Here. [She spitteth at him.] 
Why dost thou spit at me? 
Anne, Would it were mortal poison, for 
thy sake! 
Glow Never came poison from so sweet a 
place. 


Anne. Never hung poison on a fouler toad. 


Out of my sight! thou dost infect my eyes, 
Glou. Thine eyes, sweet lady, have dnfected 


mine. 150 
Anne. Would they were basilisks, to strike 
thee dead! 
Glow. I would they were, that I might die 
at once; 
For now they kill me with a living death. 
Those eyes of thine from mine have drawn salt 


ears, 
suanied their aspect with store of childish 
‘Ops: 
These eyes, which never shed remorseful tear, 
No, when my father York and Edward wept, 
To hear the piteous moan that Rutland made 
When black-faced Clifford shook his sword at 


im ; 
Nor when thy warlike father, like a child, 160 
Told the sad story of my father’s death, 


And twenty ti ae 
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ScENeE 11] 


That all the standers-by had wet their cheeks, 
Like trees bedash’d with rain: in that sad time 
My manly eyes did scorn an humble tear; 
‘And what these sorrows could not thence 


exhale, 
Thy beauty hath, and made them blind with 
weeping. 
Ineyer sued to friend nor enemy ; 
My tongue could never learn sweet smoothing 
words ; 
But, now thy beauty is proposed my fee, 170 
My proud heart sues and prompts my tongue to 
speak, _ [She looks Econ ully at him. 
Teach ie thy lips such scorn, for they were 
made 
For kissing, lady, not for such contempt. 
If thy revengeful heart cannot forgive. 
Lo, here I lend thee this sharp-pointed sword; 
Which if thou please to hidein this true bosom, 
And let the soul forth that adoreth thee, 
Tlay it naked to the deadly stroke, 
And humbly beg the death upon my knee. 
[He lays his breast open; she offers at it 
_.. with his sword. 
Nay, do not pause ; for I did kill King Henry, 
But ’twas thy beauty that provoked me. 18x 
Nay, now cllsoaiels “twas I that stabb'd young 
Edward, 
But ’twas thy heavenly face that set me on. 
ve she lets fall the sword. 
Take up the sword again, or take up me. 
ine Arise, diséombler : though I wish thy 
death, 
I will not be the executioner. 
Chane Then bid me kill myself, and I will 
do it. 
A ne Ihave ae ° 1 
ou. ‘ush, that was in thy rage: 
peak it again, and, even with the word, 
iat hand, which, for thy love, did Kill thy 
ove, 1 
Shall, for thy love, kill a far truer love; 
To both their deaths thou shalt be accessary. 
mre. I would I knew thy heart. 
Glow. “Lis figured in my tongue. 
Anne. I fear me both are false. 
Glow. Then never man was true. 
Anne. Well, well, put up your sword. 
Glou. Soy, then, my peace is made. 
Anne. ‘That shall you know hereafter. 
Glow. But shall live in hope? 
Anne. All men, I hope, live so. 
Glow. Vouchsafe to wear this ring. 
Anne. To take is not to give. 
Glow. Look, how this ring encompasseth 
thy finger, 
Even go thy breast encloscth my poor heart ; 
Wear both of them, for both of them are thine. 
And if thy poor devoted suppliant may 
But bog one favour at thy gracious hand, 
Thou dost confirm his happiness for ever. 
Anne. What is it? 210 
Glow. That it would please thee leave these 
sad designs 
To him that hath more cause to be a mourner, 
And bresently repair to Crosby Place; 
Where, after I have solemnly interr'd 
At Chertsey monastery this noble king, 
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And wet his grave with my repentant tears, 

I will with all expedient duty see you; 

For divers unknown reasons, I beseech you, 

Grant me this boon. me 
Anne. With all my heart; and much it joys 

me too, 220 

To see you are become so penitent. 

Tressel and Berkeley, go along with me. 

Glou. Bid me farewell. 

Anne. *Tis more than you deserve; 
But since you teach me how to flatter you, 
Imagine I have said farewell already. 

[Exceunt Lady Anne, Tressel, and Berkeley. 

Glow. Sirs, take up the corse. 

Gent. Towards Chertsey, noble lord ? 

Glow. No, to White-Friars; there attend my 

coming. [Eceunt all but Gloucester. 
Was ever woman in this humour woo'd? 
Was ever woman in this humour won? 
I'll have her; but I will not keep her long. 230 
What! I, that kill’d her husband and his father, 
To take her in her heart's extremest hate, 
With curses in her mouth, tears in her eyes, 
The bleeding witness of her hatred by ; 
Having God, her conscience, and these bars 
against me, F 
And [nothing to back my suit at all 
But the plain devil and dissembling looks, 
And yet to win her, all the world to nothing! 


al 
Hath she forgot already that brave prince, 240 
Edward, her lord, whom I, some three months 
since, 
Stabb’d in my angry mood at Tewksbury? 
A sweeter and a lovelier gentleman, 
Framed in the prodigality of nature, _ 
Young, valiant, wise, and, no doubt, right royal, 
‘The spacious world cannot again afford : 
And will she yet debase her eyes on me, 
That cropp’d the golden prime of this sweet 
rince, 
And made her widow toa woful bed? 
On me, whose all not equals Edward’s moiety? 
On me, that halt and am unshapen thus? 25: 
My dukedom toa beggarly denier, | 
I do mistake my person all this while: 
Upon my life, she finds, although I cannot, 
Myself to be a marvellous proper man. 
Dil be at charges for a looking-glass, _ 
And entertain some score or two of tailors, 
To study fashions to adorn my body: 
Since Lam crept in favour with myself, 
L will maintain it with some little cost. 
But first I'll turn yon fellow in his grave; 
And then return lamenting to my love. 
Shine out, fair sun, till I have bought a glass, 
That I may see my shadow asI pass, [Hxit. 


260 


Scene II. The palace. 


Enter QUEEN ELIZABETH, LorD Rivers, and 
Lorb Grey. 


Riv. Haye patience, madam: there’s no 
doubt his majesty 
Will soon recover his accustom’d health. 
Grey. In that you brook it ill, it makes him 
worse: 
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Therefore, for God’s sake, entertain good com- 
fort, . a ‘ 
And cheer his grace with quick and merry 


words. " 
Q. Eliz. If he were dead, what would betide 
of me? 
Riv, No other harm but loss of such a lord. 
Q. Eliz. The loss of such a lord includes all 
harm, Fs 
Grey. The heavens have bless’ you with a 
goodly son, f 
To be your comforter when heis gone. | 10 
Q. Eliz. Qh, he is young, and his minority 
Is put unto the trust of Richard Gloucester, 
A man that loves not me, nor none of you. 
Riv. Is it concluded he shall be protector? 
. Eliz, It is determined, not concluded yet: 
But so it must be, if the king miscarry. 


Enter BuckincHam and DERBY. 


Grey, Here come the lords of Buckingham 
and Derby. 
Buck, Good time of day unto your royal 





grace fi i 
Der, God make your majesty joyful as you 
have been! R 
Q. Eliz. The Countess Richmond, good my 
Lord of Derby, 5 20 
To your food prayers will scarcely say amen. 
Yet, Derby, notwithstanding she’s your wife, 
And loves not me, be you, good lord, assured 
Lhate not you for her proud arrogance, ; 
Der. Ido beseech you, either not believe 
The envious slanders of her false accusers ; 
Or, if she be accused in true report, 
Bear with her weakness, which, I think, pro- 


ceeds ? 
From pe anratl sickness, and no grounded 
malice, . 
Riv. Saw you the king to-day, my Lord of 
Derby ¢ x 30 
Der, But now the Duke of Buckingham 
and 


Are come from visiting his majesty. 
Gr aie, What likelhood of his amendment, 
ords 
Buck. Madam, good hope; his grace speaks 
cheerfully, 
Q. Eliz. God grant him health! Did you 
confer with him? — 
Buck. Madam, we did: he desires to make 
atonement 
Betwixt the Duke of Gloucester and your 
brothers, 
And betwixt them and my lord chamberlain < 
And sent to warn them to his royal presence. 
Q. Eliz. Would all were well! but that will 
never be: _ 40 
I fear our happiness is at the highest. 


Enter GLoucESTER, Hastines, and Dorser. 


Glow. They do me wrong, and I will not S$! 


endure it: 
Who are they that complain unto the king, 
That I, forsooth, am stern and love them not? 
By holy Paul, they love his grace but lightly 
That fill his ears with such dissentious rumours, 


[Acry 

Because I cannot flatter and speak fair, 
Smile in men’s faces, smooth, deceive and ¢o 
Duck with French nods and apish Courtesy, 
I must be held a rancorous enemy. 
Cannot a plain man live and think no harm, 
But thus his simple truth must be abused 
By silken, sly, insinuating Jacks? 

Riv. To whom in all this presence speaks 

your grace 
Glou. To thee, that hast nor honesty nor 


50 


grace’ ay 
When have I injured thee? when done thee 
wrong? 2 
Or thee? or thee? or any of your faction? 
A plague upon you all! His royal person,— 
W nora God preserve better than you would 
wish !— 
Cannot be quiet scarce a breathing-while, 60 
But you must trouble him with lewd com- 
plaints. : 
Q. Eliz. Brother of Gloucester, you mistake 
the matter, 3 ay 
The king, of his own royal disposition, 
And not provoked by any suitor else; 
Aiming, belike, at your interior hatred, 
Which in your outward actions shows itself 
Against my kindred, brothers, and myself, 
Makes him to send ; that. Hereby, he may gather 
The ground of your ill-will, and so remove it. 
Glou. I cannot tell: the world is grown so: 
ad, 26! 72 
That nares make prey-where cagles dare not 
perch: 
Since every Jack became a gentleman, 
There’s many a gentle person made a Jack, 
Q. Eliz. Come, come, we know your meaning, 
brother Gloucester ; oe 
You envy my advancement and may friends’: 
God grant we neyer may have need of you! 
Glow. Meantime, God grants that we have 
need of you: _ 
Our brother is imprison’d by your means, 
Myself disgraced, and the nobility 
Heldin contempt; whilst many fair promotions 


Are daily given to ennoble those 81 
That Scares some tio days since, were worth a 
noble. 


Q. Eliz.. By Him that raised me to this care- 
ful height 
From that contented hap which I en, joy’d, 
I never did incense his majesty 
Against the Duke of Clarence, but have-been 
An earnest advocate to plead for him. 
My lord, you do me shameful injury, 
Falsely to draw me in these vile suspects. 
Glow. You may deny that you were not the 
cause Z 9° 
Of my Lord Hastings’ late imprisonment. 
Riv. She may, my lord, for— 
Glow. She may, Lord Rivers! why, who 
knows not so? 
She may do more, sir, than denying that : 
he may help you to man y fair preferments ; 
And then deny her aiding hand therein, 
And lay those honours on your high deserts. 
Wise May she not? She may, yea, marry, may 
she,— 


Riv, What, ms he? 
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Glow. What, marry, may she! marry witha 
king, ates 100 
A bachelor, a handsome stripling too: 
J wis your grandam had a worser match. 
Q. Eliz. My Lord of Gloucester, I have too 
long borne 
Your blunt upbraidings and your bitter scoffs : 
By heaven, I will acquaint his majesty 
With those gross taunts I often have endured. 
Thad rather be a country servant-maid 
Than a great queen, with this condition, 
To be thus taunted, scorn’d, and baited at: 


Enter QUEEN Manrcaret, behind. 


Small joy have I in being England's queen. 110 
Q. Mar. And lessen’d be that small, God, 1 
beseech thee ! F 
Thy honour, state and seat is due to me. 
low. What! threat you me with telling of 
the king? 
Tell him, and spare not: look, what Ihaye said 
I will ayouch in presence of the king: 
I dare adventure to be sent to the Tower. 
‘Tis time to speak ; my pains are quite forgot. 
Q. us ae Out, devil! I xemember them: too 
well: 
Thou slewest my husband Henry in the Tower, 
And Edward, my poor son, at Tewksbury. 120 
Glou. Ere you were queen, yea, or your 
husband king, 
I was a pack-horse in his great affairs; 
A weeder-out of his proud adversaries, 
A liberal rewarder of his friends: 
To royalise his blood I spilt mine own. 
Q. Mar. Yea, and much better blood than 
his or thine, 
Glow. In all which time you and your 
husband Grey 
Were factious for the house of Lancaster; 
And, Rivers, so were you. Was not your 
husband 
In Margaret's battle at Saint Alban’s slain? 130 
Let me put in your minds, if you forget, 
What you have been ere now, and what you 


| are; 
Withal, what I have been, and what I am. 3 
Q. Mar. A. murderous villain, and so still 
“thou art. 
Glow. Poor Clarence did forsake his father, 
,__ Warwick ; 
es sand forswore himself,—which Jesu par- 
lon !— 
). Mar, Which God revenge! 
low. To fight on Iedward’s party for the 
crown ; 
And for his meed, poor lord, he is mew'd up. 
I would to God my heart were flint, like Ed- 
ward's: 140 
Or Edward's soft and pitiful, like mine: 
am too childish-foolish for this world. 
Q. Mar. Hie thee to hell for shame, and 
leave the world, 
Thou cacodemon! there thy kingdom is. 
iv. My Lord of Gloucester, in those busy 


days 
Which here you urge to prove us enemies, 
We follow’d then our lord, our lawful king: 
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So should we you, if you should be our king. 
Cia If T should be! I had rather be a 
ela4r > 
Far be it from my heart, the thought of it! 150 
Q. Eliz. As little joy, my lord, as you 
suppose 4 
You should enjoy, were you this country’s: king, 
As little joy may you suppose in me, 
That L enjoy, being the queen thereof. 
Q. Mar. A little joy enjoys the queen 
thercof ; : 
For I am she, and altogether joyless. 
I can no longer hold me patient. [Advancing- 
Hear me, you wrangling pirates, that fall out 
In sharing that which you have pill’d from me! 
Which of yen trembles not that looks on me? 
Tf not, that, I being queen, you bow like 
subjects, 161 
Yet that, hy you deposed, you quake like rebels? 
O gentle villain, do not turn away! 
Glow, Foul wrinkled witch, what makest 
thou in my sight? 
Q. Mar, But repetition of what thou hast 
matrr'd; 
That will I make before I let thee go. i 
Glou. Wert thou not banished on pain of 
death? nen 
Q. Mar. Iwas; but I do find more pain in 
banishment 
Than death can yield me here by my abode. 
A husband and a son thou owest tome; — 170 
And thou a kingdom ; all of you allegiance : 
The sorrow that I have, by right is yours, 
And all the pleasures you usurp are mine. 
Glow. The curse my noble father laid on 


thee, 
When thou didst crown his warlike brows with 
aper : 
And with thy scorns drew’st rivers from his 
eyes, 
And then, to dry them, gavest the duke a clout 
Stee) wis the faultless blood of pretty Rut- 
an 
His curses, then from bitterness of soul 
Denoibeed against thee, are all fall'n nue 
hee ; X 
act Got; not we, hath plagued thy bloody 
eed. 
Q. Eliz. So just is God, to right the inne. 


cent. 
Hast. O, twas the foulest deed to slay that 


AOE, 
And the most merciless that e’er was heard of ! 
Riv. ‘Tyrants themselves wept when it was 
reported. s . 
Dor. Noman but prophesied revenge for it. 
Buck. Northumberland, then present, wept 
to see it. x 
Q. Marv, What! were you snarling all before 


I came, 
Ready to catch each other by the throat, 
And turn you all your hatred now on me? x90 
Did York’s dread curse prevail so much with 
heaven 
That Henry’s death, my lovel, Edward's death, 
Their kingdom’s loss, my woful banishment, 
Could all but answer for that pcevish brat? 
Can curses pierce the clouds and enter heaven? 


CC-0 Kashmir Research Institute. Digitzed by eGangotri 

















596 


Why, then, give way, dull clouds, to my quick 
curses ! ee 3 
Tf not by war, by surfeit die your king, 
‘As ours by murder, to make him.a king! 
Edward thy son, which now is Prince of Wales, 
For Edward my son, which was Princeof Wales, 
Dic in his youth by like untimely violence! 2or 
Thyself a queen, for me that was a queen, 
Outlive thy glory, like my wretched self! 
Long maystthou live to wail thy children’s loss; 
And sec another, asIseetheenow, |. 
Deck’d in thy rights, as thou art stall'd in mine! 
Long die thy happy days before thy death ; 
‘And, after many lengthen’d hours of aricf, 
Die neither mother, wife, nor England’s queen! 
Rivers and Dorset, you were standers by, 210 
And so wast thou, Lord Hastings, when my son 
pies stabb’d with bloody daggers: God, I pray 
him, i 
That none of you may live your natural age, 
But by some unlook’d accident cut off! 
Glou, Have done thy charm, thou hateful 
wither’d hag! 
. Mar. And leave out thee? stay, dog, for 
thou shalt hear me. F 
If heayen have any grievous plague in store 
lxceeding those that I can wish upon thee, 
O, let them keep it till thy sins be ripe, 
And then hurl down their indignation 220 
On thee, the troubler of the pon world’s peace! 
The worm of conscience still begnaw thy soul! 
ihyetslends suspect for traitors while thou 
ivest, 
And take deep traitors for thy dearest friends! 
No sleep close uP that deadly eye of thine, 
Unless 1t be whilst some tormenting dream 
Affrights thee with a hell of ugly devils! 
Thou elvish-mark’d, abortive, rooting hog! 
Thou that wast seal’d in thy nativity 
The slave of nature and the son of hell! 230 
Thou slander of thy mother’s heavy womb! 
Thou loathed issue of thy father’s loins! 
Thou rag of honour! thou detested— 


Glow. Margaret. 
Q. Mar. Richard! 
Glow. 


a 

Q. Mar. I call thee not. 

Gee Tey thee mercy then, for I had 
hough! 

That thou hadst call’d me all these bitter names. 

Q. Mar. Why, so I did; but look’d for no 


curse! 


reply. 
O, let me make the period to m: 
yy ends in ‘Mar- 


Glow. °Tis done by me, an: 
garet.’ 
Q. Eliz. Thus have you breathed your curse 
eainst yourself. 240 
Q. Mar. Poor painted queen, vain flourish 
of my fortune! 
Why strew’st thou sugar on that bottled spider, 
Whose deadly web ensnareth thee about ? 
Fool, fool! thou whet’st a knife to kill thyself. 
The time will come when thou shalt wish for me 
To help thee curse that poisonous bunch-back’d 


Hast. False-boding woman, end thy frantic 
curse, 
Lest to thy hang thqvaenrcipRestarch Instit! 
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Q. Mar. Foul shame upon you! you haye 
all moved mine. 
Riv. Were you well served, youwould be 
taught your duty. 250 
Q. Mar. To serve me well, you all should 
do me duty, 
Teach me to be your queen, and you my sub- 


jects: 
O, serve me well, and teach yourselves that 
duty! e “ 
Dor. Dispute not with her; she is lunatic, 
Q. Mar. Peace, master marquess, you are 
malapert : P 
Your fire-new stamp of honour is scarce current, 
O, that your young nobility could judge 
What ’twere to lose it, and be miserable! 
They that stand high have many blasts to shake 


them; 
And if they fall, they dash themselves to pieces, 
Glow. Good counsel, marry : Jearn it, learn 
it, marquess. 261 
Dor. It toucheth you, my lord, as much as 


me. 
Glow. Yea, and much more : but I was born 
so high, : 
Our cera in the cedar’s top, 
And dallies with the wind and scorns the sun. 
Q. ee And turns the sun to shade; alas! 
alas 
Witness my son, now in the shade of death ; 
Whose bright out-shining beams thy cloudy 
wrath 
Hath in eternal darkness folded up. 
Your aery buildeth in our aery’s nest. 270 
O God, that seest it, do not suffer it; 
As it was won with blood, lost be it so! 
Buck. Have done! for shame, if not for 
charity. > ; 
Q. Mar. Urge neither charity nor shame to 


me: 
Uncharitably with me have you dealt, 
And shamefully by you my hopes are butcher'd, 
My charity is outrage, life my shame ; 
And in that shame still live my sorrow’s rage! 
Buck. Have done, have done, 
Q. Mar. O princely Buckingham, I'll kiss 
thy hand, joer 280 
Tn sign of league and amity with thee: 
Now fair befal thee and thy noble house! - 
Thy garments are not spotted with our blood, 
Nor thou within the compass of my curse. 
Buck, Norno one here; for curses never pass 
The lips of those that breathe them in the air. 
Q. Mar. I'll not believe but they ascend the 


sky, 

And there awake God’s gentle-sleeping peace. 

O Buckingham, take heed of yonder dog! 

eat pica he fawns, he bites; and when he 
__ bites, 290 

His venom tooth will rankle to the death: 

Have not to do with him, beware of him; 

Sin, death, and hell have set their marks on 


im, 
And all their ministers attend on him. 
Glow, What doth she say, my Lord of Buck- 
Bude "Nothing that T respect cious 
uck. Nothing that I respect, my gra 
te. Bigitzed by eGangotri 
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Q. Mar. What, dost thou scorn me for my 
entle counsel ? 
And soothe the devil that I warn thee from? 
0, but remember this another day, 
When he shall split thy very heart with sorrow, 
‘And say poor Margaret was a prophetess! 30x 
Live each of you the subjects to his hate, 
‘And he to yours, and all of you to cor 
i Exit. 
Hast. My hair doth stand on end to hear her 


curses. : 
Riv. And so doth mine; I muse why she’s 
at liberty. 
Glow. I cannot blame her: by God's holy 
mother, 
She hath had too much wrong ; and I repent 
My part, thereof that I have done to her. 
Q. Eliz. I never did her any, to my know- 


ledge. ; 
Glow. But you have all the vantage of her 
wrong. 310 
Iwas too hot to do somebody good, 
That is too cold in thinking of it now. 
Marry, as for Clarence, he is well repaid ; 
He is frank’d up to fatting for his pains: 
God pardon them that are the cause of it! 
Riv, A virtuous and a Christian-like conclu- 


sion, 
To pray for them that haye done scathe to us. 

Glow. So do I ever: [Aside] being well 

advised. 
For had I cursed now, I had cursed myself. 
Enter CATESBY. 

Cates. Madam, his majesty doth call for 
jets 320 
And for your grace; and you, my noble lords. 
Q. Eliz. Catesby, we come. rds, will you 

go with us? 

Riv, Madam, we will attend your grace. . 
[LExeunt all but Gloucester. 
Glou. I do the wrong, and first begin to 


ral. 
The secret mischiefs that I set abroach 
lay unto the grievous charge of others. 
arence, whom I, indeed, havelaid in darkness, 
do beweep to many simple gulls ; 
Namely, to Hastings, Der! y uckingham ; 
And say it is the queen and her allies 330 
That stir the.king against the duke my brother. 
ow, they believe it; and withal whet me 
‘0 be revenged on Rivers, Vaughan, Grey : 
But then I sigh: and, with a piece of scripture, 
Tell them that God bids us do good for evil: 
And thus I clothe my naked vi aN i 
With old odd ends stolen out of holy writ; 
d seem a saint, when most I play the devil. 


Enter two Murderers. 

But, soft! here come my executioners. 

How now, my hardy, stout resolved mates! 340 
Te you now going to dispatch this deed? 
Fast Murd. We are, my lord; and. come to 

rm,_Dave the warrant, z 

That we may be admitted where he is. 
Glow, Well thought upon; I have it here 

about me, Gives the warrant. 

When you have gone, repair to Crosby Place. 
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But, sirs, be sudden in the execution, 

Wit hal obdurate, do not hear him plead ; 

For Clarence is well-spoken, and perhaps 

May move your hearts to pity, if you mark him. 


First Murd. Tush! 35° 


Pear not, my lord, we will not stand to prate ; 
Lalkers are no good doers: be assured 
We come to use our handsand not our tongues. 
Glou. Your eyes drop millstones, when fools” 
_, eyes drop tears : 
Llike you, lads; about your business straight ; 
Go, go, dispatch. 
Dirst Murd. “We will, my noble lord. 
[Lxeunt.. 


Scene IV. London. Lhe Tower. 
Enter CLARENCE and BRAKENBURY. 
Brak. Why looks your grace so heavily to- 


day 
Clay. O, Ihave pass'd a miserable night, 
So full of ugly sights, of ghastly dreams, 
That, as I am a Christian faithful man, 
I would not spend another such.a night, 
Though ’twere to buy a world of happy days, 
So full of dismal terror was the time! 
Brak. What was your dream? Long to hear 
you tell it. 
Clay. Methoughts that I had broken from the 


‘ower, 
And was embark'd to cross to Burgundy; 10 
And, in my company, my brother Gloucester ; 
Who from my cabin tempted me to walk 
Upon the hatches: thence we look’d toward 
England, : 
And cited up a thousand fearful times, 
During the wars of York and Lancaster 
That had befall’n us, As we paced along 
Upon the giddy footing of the hatches, 3 
See that Gloucester stumbled; and, in 
alling, _ 
Struck me, that thouehy to stay him, overboard, 
Into the tumbling billows of the main, 20 
ord, Lord! methought, what pain it was to- 
drown! i Ate 
What dreadful noise of waters in mine ears! 
What ugly sights of death within mine eyes! 
Methought I saw a thousand fearful wrecks ; 
Ten thousand men that fishes gnaw’d upon ; 
Wedges of gold, great anchors, heaps of pearl, 
Inestimable stones, unyalued jewels, 
‘All scatter’d in the bottom of the sea: | 
one jay in dead men’s skulls; and, in those: 
holes 
Where eyes did once inhabit, there were crept, 
As ’twere in scorn of eyes, reflecting gems, 31 
Which woo'd the aiuny bottom of the deep, 
And mock’d the dead bones that lay scatter’d 


Brak, Had you such leisure in the time of 
qT oe th ts of the deep? 

'o gaze upon the seerets of the deep 

Char. Mtethought I had; and often did L 


strive 
To yield the ghost: but still the envious flood 
Kept in my soul, and would not let it forth 
To seck the empty, vast and wandering air; 


But smother'd it within my panting bulk, — 40- 
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T'l to the king; and signify to him 
That thus I have resign’ my charge to you, 

First Murd. Do so, it is a point of wisdom; 
fare you well. Exit Brakenbury, 05 

Sec. Murd. What, shall we stab him as he 
sleeps? S é 

inst Murd. No; then he will say “twas done 
cowardly, when he wakes, 

‘Sec. Murd. When he wakes! why, fool, he 
shall never wake till the judgement-day. 

First Murd. Why, then he will say we 
stabbed him sleeping. ; 

See. Murd. The urging of that word ‘judge- 
ment’ hath bred a kind of remorse in me. 110 

First Murd. What, art thou afraid? 

Sec. Murd. Not to kill him, having a war- 
rant for it; but to be damned tor killing him, 
from which no warrant can defend us. 

First Murd. I thought thou hadst been re- 
solute. ot 

Sec. Mwrd. So Iam, to let him live. 

First Murd. Back to the Duke of Glou- 
cester, tell him_so. 119 
Sec. Murd. Ipray thee, staya while: Tho 
my holy humour will change; ‘twas.vont to hold 

me but while one would teli twenty, 

ee Murd. How dost thou feel thyself 
now 

Sce, Murd. ’Faith, some certain dregs of 
conscience are yet within me. 

First Murd.” Remember our reward, when — 
the deed is done. | 

Sec. Murd. ‘Zounds, he dies: I had forgot 
the reward. " 

First Murd. Where is thy conscience nowt 

Sec. Murd. In the Duke of Gloucester’s 
purse. _ a3L 
First Murd. So when he opens his purse 
to vive us our reward, thy conscience flies out, 

Sec. Murd. Let it go; there's few or none 
will entertain it. : 

First Murd. How if it come to thee again! 

Sec. Murd, Vllnot meddle with it: it isa 
dangerous thing: it makes a man a coward: s 
man cannot steal, but it accuseth him; he can- 
not swear, but it checkshim ; he cannot lie with 
his neighbour's wife, but, it detects him: “tis a 
blushing shamefast spirit that mutinies in a 
man’s bosom; it fills one full of obstacles: it 
made me once restore a purse of gold that I 
found; it beggars any nan that keeps it: it 18 
turned out of all towns and cities for a danger 
ous thing; and every man that means to live 
well endeavours to trust to himself and to live 
without it. 

First Murd, ’Zounds, it is even now abmy 
elbow, ipersuacig me not to kill the duke. 15° 

Sec. Murd. Take the devil in thy mind, and 
believe him not: he would insinuate with thee 
but to make thee sigh. 

First Murd. Tut, lam strong-framed, he 
cannot prevail with me, I warrant thee. 

Sec. Murd. Spoke like a tall fellow that 
respects his reputation. Come, shall we to this 
gear 


First Murd, Take him over thecostard me 


the hilts of thy sword, and then we will 
:Wiguens inatebearigiatin the next room. 16 



































Which almost burst to belch it in the sea. 
Brak. Awaked you not with this sore agony? 
Clar. O,no, my dream was lengthen’d after 


life; 
OQ, then began the tempest to my soul, 
Who pass'd, methought, the melancholy flood, 
With that grim ferryman which poets write of, 
Unto the kingdom of sperretnal night. 
“The first that there did greet my stranger soul, 
Was my great father-in-law, renowned Wat- 
wick; 


Who cried aloud, ‘What scourge for perjury 50 

Can this dark monarchy afford false Clarence? 

And so he yanish’d: then came wandering by 

‘A shadow like an angel, with bright hair 

Dabbled in blood; and he squeal? ‘d out aloud, 

*Glarence is come; false, fleeting, perjured 
Clarence, 

That stabb’d me in the field by Tewksbury ; 

Seize on him, Furies, take him to your tor- 
ments!” 3 ab 

With that, methoughts, a Iegion of foul fiends 

Fnviron'd me about, and howled in mine ears 

Such hideous cries, that with the very noise 60 

af franibling waked, and for a season after 

Could not believe but that I was in hell, 

Such terrible impression made the dream., 

Brak, No marvel, my Jord, though it af- 

frighted you; = Y 

LI promise you, I am afraid to hear you tell it. 

Cla, O Brakenbury, I have done those 

things, . 

Which now bear evidence against my soul, 

For Edward's sake; and see how he requites 





me! 
O God! if my deep prayers cannot appease thee, 
But thou wilt be avenged on my misdeeds, 70 
Yet execute thy wrathin mealone, 
O, spare my guiltless wife and my poor children! 
I ay thee, gentle Keeper) stay by me; 
My soul is heavy, and I fain would sleep. 
Brak. Iwill, my lord: God give your grace 
good rest ! [Clarence sleeps. 
Sorrow breaks seasons and reposing hours, 
Makes He night morning, and the noon-tide 
night. 
Princes have but their titles for their ploties: 
‘An outward honour for an inward toil; 
And, for unfelt imagination, 80 
They often feel a world of restless cares: 
So that, betwixt their titles and low names, 
‘There’s nothing differs but the outward fame. 


Enter the two Murderers. 

First Murd. Ho! who’s here? 

Brak. In God’s name what are you, and how 

came you hither? 

First Murd. Uwould speak with Clarence, 
and I came hither on my legs. 

Brak, Yea, are you so brief? 

Sec. Murd. O sir, itis better to be brief than 
tedious. Show him our commission; talk no 
more, . .. (Brakenbury reads tt. 

Brak. Tam, in this, commanded to deliver 
The noble Duke of Clarence to your hands: 

I will not reason what is meant hereby, 


Because I wi iltless of the meaning, 
Here are nea Basses edeacasitaptitu 








ScENE Iv] 


Ae Murd. O excellent device! make a sop 

of him. 
First Murd. Wark! he stirs: shall I strike? 
Sec. Murd. No, first let’s reason with him. 
Clar. Where art thou, keeper? give mea cup 
of wine, 

Sec. Murd. You shall have wine enough, 
my lord, anon. 

Clar. In God's name, what art thou? 

Sec. Murd, A man, as you are. 370 

Clar. But not, as Iam, royal. 

Sec. Murd. Nor you, as we are, loyal. 

Clar. Thy voice 1s thunder, but thy looks are 
humble. s 

Sec. Murd. My voice is now the king’s, my 
looks mine own. 

Clar. f How darkly and how deadly dost thou 
speak! 

Your eyes do menace me: why look you pale? 

Who sent you hither? Wherefore do you come? 
Both. ‘Yo, to, to— 

Clar. To murder me? 

Both. Ay, ay. 

Clar. You scarcely have the hearts to tell 
me S0, 180 

And therefore cannot haye the hearts to do it. 

Wherein, my friends, have I offended you? 
we ise si urd. Offended us you have not, but 

he king. 
Clar. Ushall be reconciled to him again. 
Sec. Murd.. Never, my lord; therefore pre- 
are to die. 
Clay, Are you call’d forth from out a world 
of men 

Toslay the innocent? Whatismy offence? - 

Where are the evidence that do accuse me? 

What lawful quest have given their verdict up 

Unto the frowning judge? or who pronounced 

The bitter sentence of poor Clarence’ death? 

Before I be convict by course of law, 

To threaten me with death is most unlawful. 

I charge you, as you hope to have redemption 

By Christ's dear blood shed for our grievous 

sins, 

That you depart and lay no hands on me: 

The deed you undertake is damnable. 

First Mard. What we will do, we do upon 
command. 
See. Murd, Andhe that hath commanded is 

the king. F 
Clar. Erroneous vassal! the great King of 
200 


kings 

Hath in the tables of his law commanded 

weilion shalt do no murder: and wilt thou, 

then, 

Spurn at his edict and fulfil a man’s? 

Take heed ; for he holds vengeance in his hands, 
'o hurl upon their heads that break his law. 
Sce. Murd. And that same yengeance doth 

he hurl on thee, 

For false forswearing and for murder too : 

Thou didst receive the holy sacrament, * 

To fight in quarrel of the house of Lancaster. 
First Murd. And, like a traitor to the name 


~ of God, aa 
Didst break that vow ; and with thy treacherous 


lade 
Unrip'dst the bowels of thy sovereign’s son. 
CEO 
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Sec. Murd. Whom thou wert sworn to cherish 
and defend. i 
First Murd. How canst thou urge God’s 
_ dreadful law to_us, 
When thou hast broke it in so dear degree? 
Clar, Alas! for whose sake did I that ill 
deed ? 
For Edward, for my brother, for his sake: 
Why, sirs, : 
He sends ye not to murder me for this; 
For in this sin he is as deep asI. 220 
Tf God will be revenged for this deed, 
O, know you yet, he doth it publicly : 
Take not the quarrel from his powerful arm ; 
He needs no indirect nor lawless course | 
‘To cut off those that have offended him. 
First Maad. Who made thee, then, a bloody 
minister, 3 
When gallant-springing brave Plantagenet, 
That princely novice, was struck dead by thee? 
Clar. My brother's love, the devil, and my 


rage. 
First Murd. ‘Thy brother's love, our duty, 
and thy fault, 230 
Provoke us hither now to slaughter thee. 
Clar. Oh, if you love my brother, hate not 


me; 
I am his brother, and I love him well. 
If you be hired for meed, go back again, 
And I will send you to my brother Gloucester, 
Who shall reward you better for my life 
Than Edward will for tidings of my death. 
Sec. Murd. You are deceived, your brother 
Gloucester hates you. 
Clar. ©, no, he loves me, and he holds me 


lear: 
Go you to him from me. y 

‘oth. Ay, so we will, 240 
Clar. Tell him, when that our princely father 


or 
Bless‘d his three sons with his victorious arm, 
poniT chief usfrom his soul to love each other, 
He little thought of this divided friendship : 
Bid Gloucester think of this, and he will weep, 
First Murd. Ay, millstones; as he lesson d 
us to weep. P stra 
Clar. O, do not slander him, for he is kind. 
First Murd. Right, ? 
As snow in harvest. Thou deceivest thyself : 
*Tis he that sent us hither now to slaughter 


thee. 250 

Cee It cannot be; for when I parted with 
him, 

He hugg'd me in his arms, and swore, with 


so 
That he would Jabour my delivery. 4 
Sec. Murd. Why, so he doth, now he delivers 


thee 
From this world’s thraldom to the joys of 
heaven. : 
First Murd. Make peace with God, for you 
must die, my lord. ah ing 
Clar. Hast thou that holy fecling in thy soul, 
To counsel me to make my peace with G 
‘And art thou yet to thy own soul so blind, 
That thou wilt war with God by murdering me? 
Ah, sirs. consider, he that set you on 201 
To do this deed will hate you for the decd. 
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Sec. Murd. What shall we do? 
Clar. Relent, and mavelvouR souls. 
First Murd. Relent! ’tis cowardly and wo- 


manish. 
Clar. Not to relent is beastly, savage, 
devilish. __ ae 
Which of you, if you were a prince's son, 
Being pent from liberty, as Tam now, 
Tf two such murderers as yourselves came to 


you, 2 
Would not entreat for life? 
My friend, I spy some pity in thy looks; 270 
O, if thine eye be not a flatterer, 
Come thou on my side, and entreat for me, 
As you would beg, were you in my distress : 
A begging prince what beggar pities not? 
Sec. Murd. Look behind you, my lord. 
First Murd, Take that, and that: if all this 
will not do, [Stabs him. 
T'll drown you in the malmsey-butt within. 
Exit, with the body. 
Sec. Mund. A bloody deed, and desperately 
dispatch’d! 
How fain, like Pilate, would I wash my hands 
OE£ this most grievous guilty murder done! 20 


Re-enter First Murderer. 
First Murd. How now! what mean’st thou, 
that thou help’st me not? 
By heayens, the duke shall know how slack thou 


art! 
Sec. Murd. Iwould he knew thatI had saved 
his brother ! 
Take thou the fee, and tell him what I say ; 
Yor I repent me that the duke is slain. (Exit. 
Pirst Murd. Sodonot1: go, coward as thou 


art. 
Now must T hide his body in some hole, 
Until the duke take order for his burial 
And when I have my meed, I must away; 
¥or this will out, and here f must not stat bs 290 
ect. 





ACT II. 
Scene L London. The palace. 


Flourish. Enter Kine Epwarp sick, QUEEN 
ELizABETH, Dorset, Rivers, HASTINGs, 
BuckInGHAM, GREY, and others. 


K. Edw. Why,so: now have I done a good 
day’s work : allan 
You peers, continue this united league: 
T every day expect an embassage 
From my ‘Redeemer to redeem me hence; 
And now in peace my soul shall part to heaven, 
Since I haye set my friends at peace on earth, 
Rivers and Hastings, take each other's hand ; 
Dissemble not your hatred, swear your love. 
dtiv. By heaven, my heart is purged from 
grudging hate; 
And with my hand Lseal my true heart's love. 10 
Hast. So thrive I, as I truly swear the like! 


K. Edw. Take heed you dally not before | ¥ 


your king; 

Lest he that is the supreme King of kings 
Confound your hidden falsehood, and award 
Either of you to be the other’s end. 


Hast. Bo nessper kes thi REBBEAGH Mi 
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Riv, And I, as I love Hastings with my 
heart! 
K, Edw. Madam, yourself are not exemptin 


this, 
Nor your son Dorset, Buckingham, nor you; 
Vouteve been factious one against the other, 20 
Wife, dove Lord Hastings, ‘Tet him kiss your 
hand; = ; 
And what you do, do it unfeignedly. 
Q. Eliz. Here, Hastings ; 1 will never more 
remember 3 
Our former hatred, so thrive I and mine! 
KX, Edw. Dorset, embrace him; Hastings, 
Jove lord marquess. 
Dor. This interchange of love, I here protest, 
Upon my part shall be unviolable. 
Hast, And so swear J, my lord. 
i [They embrace. 
K. Edw, Now, prineely Buckingham, seal 
thou this league ee 
With thy embracements to my wife's allies, 30 
And make me happy in your unity. 
see Whenever Buckingham doth turn his 
hate 
On you or yours [to the Queen], but with all 
duteous love i 
Doth cherish you and yours, God punish me 
With hate in those where I expect most love! 
When I have most need to employ a friend, 
And most assured that he isa friend, 
Deep, hollow, treacherous, and full of guile, 
Re he unto me! this do I beg of God, 
When I am cold in zeal to you or yours. 40 
. LZhey embrace. 
XK, ti: A pleasing cordial, princely Buck- 
ingham, 
Ts this thy vow unto my sickly heart. 
There wanteth now our brother Gloucester here, 
To make the perfect period of this peace. 
Buck. And, in good time, here comes the 
noble duke. 


Enter GLOUCESTER. 
Glow. Good morrow to my sovereign king 
and_ queen; i 
And, princely peers, a happy time of day! 
dee eis Happy, indeed, as we have spent 
he day. 
Brother, we have done deeds of charity ; 
Made peace of enmity, fair love of hate, 50 
Between these swelling wrong-incensed peers. 
Glou. A blessed labour, my most sovereign 


A a 
Amongst this princely heap, if any here, 
By false intelligence, or wrong surmise, 
Hold me a foe; 
If I unwittingly, or in my rage, 
Have aught committed that is hardly borne 
By any in this presence, I desire 
To reconcile me to his friendly peace: 
Tis death to me to be at enmity ; 60 
Lhate it, and desire all good men’s love. 
First, madam, I entreat true peace of you, , 
Which I will purchase with my duteous service; 
f you, my noble cousin Buckingham, 
f ever any grudge were lodged between us; 


£ you, Lord Rivers, and, Lord Grey, of yous 
BaDid iteibebbly deGhairigotelfrown'd on me; 





Scene 1] 


Dukes, earls, lords, gentlemen ; indeed, of all. 
T do not know that Inglishman alive 
With whom my soul is any jot at odds 7o 
More than the infant that is born to-night: 
Lthank ny God for my humility. 

Q. Elz. A holy day shall this be kept here- 


after: 
Twould to God all strifes were well compounded. 
My sovereign liege, I do beseech your majesty 
To take our brother Clarence to your grace. 
Glou. Why, madam, haye I offer'd love for 


this, 
To be so flouted in this royal presence? 
Who knows not that the noble duke is dead? 
ae _ (Lhey all start. 
You do him injury to scorn his corse. Bo 
eB, ; ayo knows not he is dead! who knows 
ne is 
Q. ieue All-seeing heaven, what a world is 
this! 
Beers Look I so pale, Lord Dorset, as the 
rest 
Dor. Ay, my good lord; and no one in this 
presence 
But his red colour hath forsook his checks. 
K. Edw. Is Clarence dead? the order was 
reversed. 
Ge But he, poor soul, by your first order 
died, 
And that a winged Mercury did bear ; 
Some tardy cripple bore the countermand, 
That came too lag to see him buried. 
God grant that some, less noble and less loval’s 
Nearer in bloody thoughés, but not in blood, 
Deserve not worse than wretched Clarence did, 
And yet go current from suspicion | 


Enter Derby. 
Der. A. boon, my sovereign, for my service 


done! 

K. Edw. I pray thee, peace: my soul is full 
of sorrow. . 4 

Der, I will not rise, unless your highness 


ent. ae 

K. Edw. Then speak at once what is it thou 
demand'st. 

Der. The forfeit, sovereign, of my servant’s 


ife ; 
Who slew to-day a riotous gentleman. 100 
Lately attendant on the Duke of Norfolk. 

KK. Edw, Have I a tongue to doom my 

brother's death, 

And shall the same give pardon to a slave? 
My brother slew no man; hisfault was thought, 
And yet his punishment was cruel death. 
Who sued to me for him? who, in my rage, 


‘Kneel’d at my fect, and bade me be advised ? 


ho spake of brotherhood ? who spake of love? 

Who told me how the poor soul did forsake 
The mighty Warwick, and did fight for me? 
Who told me, in the field by Tewksbury, x12 

Yhen Oxford had me down, he rescued me, 
And said, ‘ Dear brother, live, and be a king’? 
Who told me, when we both lay in the field 

"rozen almost to death, how he did lap me | 

Even in his own garnients, and gaye himself, 
All thin and naked, to the numb cold night? 
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Sinfully pluck’d, and not aman of you 
Had so much grace to put itin my mind. 120 
But when your carters or your waiting-vassals 
Have done a drunken slaughter, and defaced 
The precious image of our dear Redeemer, 
You straight are on your knees for pardon, 
pardon ; 
And I, unjustly too, must grant it you: 
But for my brother not a man would speak, 
Nor I, ungracious, speak unto myself 
For him, poor soul. ‘The proudest of you all 
Have been beholding to him in his life; __ 
Yet none of you would once plead for his life. 
O God, I fear thy justice will take hold 13 
On me, and you, and mine, and yours for this! 
Come, Hastings, help me to my closct. Oh, 
poor Clarence! 
weunt some with King and Queen. 
Glow. This is the fruit of rashness! Mark’d 
you not 
How that the guilty kindred of the queen 
Look’d pale when they did hear of Clarence’ 
death? 
O, they did urge it still unto the king! 
God will revenge it, But come, let us in, 
To comfort Jdward with our company. 
Buck, We wait upon your grace, [Zxewnt. 


Scene II. Zhe palace. 


Enter the Duchess or York, with the two 
children of CLARENCE: 


Boy. Tell me, good grandam, is our father 
dead? 
Duch. No, boy. ; 
Boy. Why do you wring your hands, and 
beat your breast, 
And ery “O Clarence, my unhappy son!’ 
Gil. Why do you look on us, and shake 
our head, 
And call us wretches, orphans, castaways, 
If that ournoble father be alive? 
Duch. My pretty cousins, you misLake me 


much; 
I do lament the sickness of the king, 
As loath to lose him, nor yalty father’s death; 
It were lost sorrow to wail one that’s lost. 1 
Boy. oheDs grandam, you conclude that he 
is dead. 
The king my uncle is to blame for this : 
God will revenge it; whom I wiil importune 
With daily prayers all to that elect. 
Gal. And so will I. ‘ 
Duch. Peace, children, peace! the king doth 
love you well: ‘ 
Incapable and shallow innocents, 
You cannot guess who caused your father’s 


leath. 
Boy. Grandam, we can; for my good uncle 
Gloucester. 20 
Told me, the king, provoked by the queen, 
Devised impeachments to imprison him: 
And when my uncle told me so, penrent, ‘ 
‘And hugg'd me in his arm, and kindly kiss’d 
my cheek; 
Bade me rely on him as on my father, 
‘And he would love me dearly as his child. 
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Duch. Oh, that deceit should steal such 
entle shapes, ee ‘ 
And with a virtuous vizard hide foul guile! 
He is my son; yea, and therein my shame; 
Yet from my dugs he drew not this deceit. i 
Boy. Think you my uncle did dissemble, 
grandam ? 
Duch. Ay, boy. i : 
Boy. Icannot think it. Hark! what noise 
is this? 


Enter QUEEN ELIZABETH, with her hair about 
her ears ; Rivers and Dorser aster her. 


Q. Eliz. 
and weep, 
To chide my fortune, and torment myseif? 
Tl join with black despair against my soul, 
And to myself become an enemy. E 
Duch. What means this scene of rude impa- 
tience? wes 
Q. Eliz. To make an act of tragic violence : 
Edward, my lord, your son, our king, is dead. 
Why grow the branches now the root is wither'd? 
Why wither not the leaves the sap being gone? 
If you will live, lament; if die, be brief, 
That our swift-winged souls may catch the 


Oh, who shall hinder me to wail 


king's; 
Or, like obedient subjects, follow him 
To his new kingdom of perpetual rest. 
Duch. Ah, so much interest have I in thy 
Sorrow 
As I had title in thy noble husband! 
Ihave bewept a worthy husband's death, 
And lived by looking on his images : 50 
But now two mirrors of his princely semblance 
Are crack’d in pecs by malignant death, 
And I for comfort have but one false glass, 
Which grieves me when I see my shame in him. 
Thou art a widow ; yet thou art a mother, 
‘And hast the comfort of thy children left thee: 
But death hath snatch’d my husband from mine 
arm: 
And pluck’d two crutches from my feeble limbs, 
Edward and Clarence. O, what cause have I, 
‘Thine being but a moiety of my grief, 60 
To overgo thy plaints and drown thy cries! 
Boy. ie aunt, you wept not for our father’s 
death ; 
How can we aid you with our kindred tears? 
Girl. Our fatherless distress was left un- 
moan’d; 
Your widow-dolour likewise be unwept! 
Q. Eliz. Give me no help in lamentation ; 
Tam not barren to bring forth complaints: 
All springs reduce their currents to mine eyes, 
That I, being govern’d by the watery moon, 
May Sen or plenteous tears to drown the 
world! 1 
Oh for my husband, for my dear lord Edward! 
Chil. Oh for our father, for our dear lord 
Clarence! 
Duch. Alas for both, both mine, Edward 
and. mee! * 
Q. Eliz. What stay had I but Edward? and 
he’s gone. 
Chil, 
he’s goneCC-0 Kashmir Research Insti 
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What stay had we but Clarence? and thie, i puuch the 
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Duch. What stays had I but they? and they 
are gone. A 
Q. Eliz. Was never widow had s0 dear a loss} 
Chil. Were never orphans had so dear aloss{ 
Duch. Was never mother had so dear a loss! 
Alas, Iam the mother of these moans! 80 
‘Their woes are parcell’d, mine are general, 
She for an Edward weeps, and so do I; 
I for a Clarence weep, so doth not she: 
These babes for Clarence weep, and so do I; 
I for an Edward weep, so do not they: 
Alas, you three, on me, threefold distress’d, 
Pour all your tears! 1 am your sorrow’s nurse, 
And I will pamper it with lamentations. 
Dor. Comfort, dear mother; God is much 
displeased . 
That you take with unthankfulness his doing: 
In common worldly things, ’tis call’ un- 
£ prateful, at 
With dull unwillingness to repay a debt 
Which with a bounteous hand was kindly lent; 
Much more to be thus sppose with heaven, 
For it requires the royal debt it lent you. 
Riv. Madam, bethink you, like a careful 
mother, 3 
Of the young prince your son: send straight 
for him; Eos : 
Let him be crown’d; in him your comfort lives: 
Drown desperate sorrow in dead Edward’s grave, 
And plant your joys in living Edward's throne. 


Enter GLoucester, BuckincHan, Derzy, 
Hastines, ond Rarcuury. 


Glou. Madam, haye comfort: all of us have 
cause aes 101 
To wail the dimming of our shining star ; 
But none can cure their harms by wailing them. 
Madam, my mother, I do cry you mercy ; 
I did not see your grace: humbly on my knee 
I crave your blessing. F 
Ducih. God bless thee; and put meckness in 
thy mind, 
Love, charity, obedience, and true duty ! 
Glou. [Aside] Amen; and make me die a 
good old man! 
That is the butt-end of a mother's blessing: 110 
Inmarvel why her grace did leave it out. 
Buck. You cloudy princes and heart-sorrow- 
ing peers, 
That bear this mutual heavy load of moan, 
Now cheer each other in each other's love: , 
Though we have spent our harvest of this king, 
We are to reap the harvest of his son. 
‘The broken rancour of your high-swoln hearts, 
But lately splinter'd, knit, and join’d together, 
Must gently be preserved, cherish’d, and kept? 
Me scemeth good, that, with some little train, 
Forthwith from Ludlow the young prince be 
__fetel’d q2i 
Hither to London, to be crown’d our king, 
Riv. Why with some little train, my Lord 
of Buckingham? “4 
Buck. Marry, my lord, Jest, by a multitude, 
The new-heal’d wound of malice should bi 
out ; 
Which would be so much the more dangerous, 
state is green and yet un 
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Where every horse bears his commanding rein, 


c d re First Cit. So stood the state when Henry 
And may direct his course as please himself, the Sixth 
‘As well the fear of harm, as harm apparent, 130) Was crown’d in Paris but at nine months old. 
In my opinion, ought to be prevented. 4 Lhird Cit, Stood the state so? No, no, good 
Glow. I hope the king made peace with all friends, God wot ; 
For then this land was famously enrich’d 
With politic grave counsel ; then the king’ 20 
Had virtuous uncles to protect his grace. 
First Cit. Why, so hath this, oth by the 
father and mother, 
Third Cit. Better it were they all came by 


















of us; é 
And the compact is firm and true in me, 
Rw, And so in me; and so, I think, in all: 
Yet, since it is but green, it should be put 
To no apparent likelihood of breach, 
Which haply by much company might be urged: 
Therefore I say with noble Buckingham, the father, 
That it is mect so few should fetch the prince. -| Or by the father there were none at all; 
Hast. And so say I, 140 | For emulation now, who shall be nearest, 
Glow. Then be it so; and go we to de-| Will touch us all too near, if God prevent not, 
O, full of danger is the Duke of G loucester ! 
And the queen's sons and brothers haught and 
roud ; 
And were they to be ruled, and not to rule, 
This sickly land might solace as before. 30 
First Cit. Come, come, we fear the worst; 
all shall be well. 
Phird Cit. When clouds appear, wise men 
put on their cloaks; 
When great leaves fall, the winter is at hand; 
When the sun sets, who doth not look for night? 
Untimely storms make men expect a dearth. 
All may be well; but, if God sort it SO, 
‘Lis more than we deserve, or I expect. 
Sec, Cit. ‘Truly, the souls of men are full 
of dread: 2 
Ye cannot reason almost with a man 
That looks not heavily and full of fear. 40 


termine i 

Who they shall be that straight shall post to 
Ludlow, 

Madam, and you, my mother, will you go 

To give your censures in this weighty business? 
, eel With all our hearts, 

[Bxeunt all but Buckingham and Gloucester. 

Buck. My lord, whoever journeys to the 


prince, 
For Gou's sake, let not us two be behind; 

For, by the way, I'll sort occasion, 

As index to the story we late talk’d of, 

To part the queen’s proud kindred from the 


king, 150 
Glou. My other self, my counsel's consistory, 
a oracle, my prophet! “My dear cousin, 
I, like a child, will go by thy direction, 
Towards Ludlow then, for we'll not stay behind. 


Third Cit. Before the times of change, still 
[Exeunt. is itso: 


By a divine instinct men’s minds mistrust 
Ensuing dangers; as, by roof, we sce 
The waters swell before a hoisterous storm. 


But leave it all to God. Whither away? 
Sec. Cit. Marry, we were sent for to the 


Scene IIL. London. A strect. 
Enter two Citizens, meeting. 
First Cit. Neighbour, well met: whither 


justices, 
away so fast? Third Cit, And so was I: I'll bear you 
¢c. Cit, I promise you, I scarcely know company. [Excunt, 


myself: 
Hear you the news abroad? oe 
First Cit. Ay, that the king is dead. 
Sec. Cit. Bad news, by’r lady ; seldom comes 
the better: 
fear, I fear ‘twill prove a troublous world. 


SceNELV. London. The palace. 


Enter the ARCHBISHOP OF York, the young 
Duke or York, QuEEN ExizaBetu, and 
the Ducuess or York. 


Arch. Last night, I hear, they lay at North- 
ampton ; i a 
At Stony-Stratford will they be to-night : 
To-morrow, or next day, they will be here. 
Duck. I long with all my heart to see the 
prince: 2 5 
I hope he is much grown since last I saw him. 
Q. Eliz. But I hear, no; they say ny son 
of York PS 2 rs 
Hath almost overta’en him in his growth. 
York. Ay, mother; but I would not haye 
it so. é aos, 
Duch. Why, ‘my young cousin, it is good 


Enter another Citizen. 
Third Cit. Neighbours, Cod speed! 3 
First Cit, Give you good morrow, sir. 
Third Cit, Doth this news hold of good 
King Edward's death? 
Sec. Cit, Ay, sir, it is too true; God help 
the while! 
hird Cit. Then, masters, look to see a 
troublous world. ‘ 
First Cit, No, no; by God's good grace his 
son shall reign. 19 
‘iv Cit, Woe to that land that’s govern’d 
a child! 


YY to grow. 5 all 
Sec. Cit. In him there isa hope of govern-| York. Grandam, one night, as we did sit at 


Th tin hi M tele Rivers talk’d how I did grow 3 
at in hi i i My un ve ow I did g 
nd in his Auras aoc jee More than my brother: ‘Ay,’ quoth my uncle 
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‘Small herbs have grace, great weeds do grow 


apace: 
And es methinks, I would not grow so fast, 
Because sweet flowers are slow and weeds 
make haste. : ATE 
Duch. Good faith, good faith, the saying did 
not hold 
Jn him that did object the same to thee: 
He was the wretched’st thing when he was 
young, e 3 
So long a-growing and so leisurely, 
That, if this rule were true, he should be 
gracious. _ 20 
Arch. Why, madam, so, no doubt, he is. 
Duch. I hope he is; but yet let mothers 
doubt. aR a 
York. Now, by my iroth, if I had been re- 
member'd, 
Tcould have given my uncle’s grace a flout, 
To touch his growth nearer than he touch’d 
mine. 
Dweh, How, my pretty York? I pray thee, 
let. me_hear it. 
Soke Marry, they say my uncle grew so 
‘ast 
That he could gnaw a crust at two hours old: 
iT yas full two years ere L could get.a tooth. 
Grandam, this would have been a biting jest. 30 
Duch. J pray thee, pretty York, who told 
thee this? : 
York. Grandam, his nurse, 
Duch. Wis nurse! why, she was dead ere 
thou wert born. 
York. lf *twere not she, I cannot tell who 
told me. 
Q. Eliz. A parlous boy : go to, you are too 
shrewd. R 
Arch. Good madam, be not angry with the 
cid 








Pitchers have ears. 
Enter a Messenger. 


Arch. HI comes a messenger. What 
news 

Mess. Such news, my lord, as grieves me to 
unfold. 

Q. Eliz. How fares the prince? 

Mess. ‘Well, madam, and in health. 40 

Duch. What is thy news then? 

‘Mess. Lord Rivers and Lord Grey are sent 


_, to Pomiret, 

With them Sir Thomas Vaughan, prisoners. 

Duch. Who hath committed them? 

: Dess. : The mighty dukes 
Gloucester and Buckingham. 

, Eliz. z For what offence ? 
Mess. The sum of all I can, L have disclosed ; 
Why or for what these nobles were committed 
Is all unknown to me, my gracious lady. 

Q. Eliz. Ay ine, T sce the downfall. of our 
house! 
The tiger now hath seized the gentle hind; 50 
Tnsulting tyranny begins to jet 
Upon the innocent and aweless throne : 
Welcome, destruction, death, and massacre! 
I ee - in a map, the Hat of all. 
uch. Accuses ire 
ta aaa ee 


How many cf you haye mine 
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My husband lost his life to get the crown; 
‘And often up and down my sons were tos xy 
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7 
Yor me to joy and weep. their gain and loss: 
‘And being seated, and domestic broils 

Clean over-blown, themselves, the conquerors, 
Make war upon themselves; blood against 


60 


blood, 
Self against self: O, preposterous 
And frantic outrage, end thy damned spleen ; 
Or let me die, to look on death no more! 


Q. Eliz. Come, come, my boy; we will to 
sanctuary. 





Madam, farewell. 


Duch. T'll go along with you. 
Q. Eliz. You have no cause, 


Arch. My gracious lady, g0; 


And thither bear your treasure and your goods. 
Vor my part, 
‘The seal 1 keep: and so betide to me 

‘As well I tender you and all of yours! 
Come, I'll conduct you to the sanctuary, 


[ll resign unto your grace 70 


[Bxcunt. 
ACT Tit. 
ScexneI. London. A strect. 

The imuripels sound, Enter the young PRINCE, 
the Dukes of GLOUCESTER and BUCKING- 
HAM, CARDINAL BOURCHIER, CATESBY, and 
other's. 

Buck. Welcome, sweet prince, to ‘London, 
to your chamber. 4 
How. Welcome, dear cousin, my thoughts” 

m_ Sovereign : 

The weary way hath made you melancholy. 
Prince. No, uncle; but our crosses on the 


way 
Have made it tedious, wearisome, and heavy: 
1 want more uncles here to welcome me. 
Glow. Sweet prince, the untainted virtue of 
pour years. : i 
Hath not yct dived into the world’s deceit : 
Nor more can you distinguish of a man 
Than of his outward show; which, God he 
knows, 3 10 
Scldom or never jumpeth with the heart. 
Those uncles which you want were dangerous ; 
Your grace ‘attended to their sugard words, 
3ut look’d not on the poison of their hearts : 
God keep you from them, and fron: such false 
friends! 
Prince, God 
but they were none. 
Glow. My lord, the mayor of London comes 
to greet you. 
Enter the Lord Mayor, and his train. 
May. God bless your grace with health and 
happy days! 
Priuce, I thank you, good my lord; and 
thank you all. 
I thought my mother, and my brother York, 20 
Would long ere this have met us on the way: 
Fie, what aslus is Hastings, that he comes not 
To tell us whether they will come or no! 


Enter LorD HASTINGS. 





keep me from false friends! 


es the 


Scene 1] 


Prince. Welcome, my lord: what, will our 
mother come? 
EE : On what occasion, God he knows, 
not I, 
The queen your mother, and your brother York, 
Have taken sanctuary: the tender prince 
Would fain haye come with me to meet your 


grace, 
But by his mother was perforce withheld. _ 30 
Buck. Vie, what an indirect and peevish 
course 
Is this of hers! ‘Lord cardinal, will your grace 
Persuade tlie queen to send the Duke of York 
Unto his princely brother presently ? 
If she deny, Lord Hastings, go with him, 
And from her jealous arms pluck him perforce. 
Card. My Lord of Buckingham, if my weak 
oratory $ 
Can from his mother win the Duke of York, 
Anon expect him here; but if she be obdurate 
To mild entreatics, God in heayen forbid 40 
We should infringe the hol. privilege 
blessed sanctuary! not for all this land 
Would I be guilty of so deep asin, 
Bile You are too senseless-obstinate, my 
lord, 
Too ceremonious and traditional : 
Weigh it but with the grossness of this age, 
You break not sanctuary in seizing him. 
The benefit thereof is always granted 
To those whose dealings have deserved the place, 
And those who have the wit to claim the place: 
‘This prince hath neither claim’d it nor deserved 


its 5r 
And therefore, in mine opinion, cannot have it: 
Then, taking him from thence that is not there, 
You break no privilege nor charter there. 
Oft have I heard of sanctuary men ; 
wt sanctuary children ne‘er till now. - 
Card. My lord, you shall o’er-rule my mind 
for once. : 
Come on, Lord Hastings, will you go with me? 
Hast. I go, my lord. 
Prince. Good lords, make all the speedy 
haste you may, 60 
Exeunt Cardinal and Hastings. 
Say, uncle Gloucester, if our brother come, 
Where shall we sojourn till our coronation? 
ie Where it seems best unto your royal 
self. , 
Tf I may counsel you, some day or two 
Your highness shall repose you at the ‘Tower : 
Then w here you please, and shall be thought 
most fit 
For your best health and recreation. 
Prince. Ldo not like the Tower, of any place. 
Did Julius Cesar build that place, my lord? 
Buck. He did, my gracious lord, begin that 





ace ; jo 

Which, since, succeeding ages have re-edified. 

Prince. Is it upon record, or else reported 
Successively from age to age, he built it? 

Buck. Wpon record, my gracious lord. 

Prince. But say, my Jord, it were not 

register'd, 

Methinks the truth should live from age to age, 
ie severe retail & ay posterity, 

ven to the general all-ending day 

E¢-0'Rashmir | 
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Glou. [Aside] So wise so young, they say, 
do never live long. 

Prince. What say you, uncle? _ &0 

Glou. I say, without characters, fame lives 


long. 
Haida Thus, like the formal vice, Iniquity, 
moralize two meanings in one word. 
Prince. That Julius Cxsar was a famous 
man; 
With what his valour did enrich his wit, 
His wit set down to make his valour live: 
Death makes no conquest of this conqueror} 
Kor now he lives in fame, though not in life. 
Wil tell you what, my cousin Buekingham,— 
Buck, What, my gracious lord? 90 
Prince. An if Liye untill be aman, 
I'll win our ancient right in France again, 
Or die a soldier, as Thivedaking. 
Glou. [Aside] Short summers lightly have 
a forward spring.. 


Enter young Yorx, Wastincs, and the 
CARDINAL. 


Buck. Now, in good time, here comes the 
Duke of York. 

Prince. Richard of York! how fares our 
loving brother? 

York. Well, my dread lord; so must I call 
you now, q if pa 

Prince. Ay, brother, to our grief, as it is 


yours: 
Too late he died that might have kept that title, 
Which by his death hath lost much majesty. 
Glou.” How fares our cousin, noble Lord of 
York? IO 
York, I thank you, gentle uncle. O, my 


lor 
You said that idle weeds are fast in growth: 
The prince my brother hath outgrown me far, 
Glow. He hath, my lord. ; 5 
York. ___ And therefore is he idle? 
QO, my fair cousin, I must not say so. 
Then he is more beholding to you 
than I. , 
Glow. Hemay command meas my’sovercign ; 
But you have power in me as in a kinsman. 
York. Ipray you, uncle, give me this dagger. 
Glou. My dagger, little cousin? with all my 
heart. 11L 
Prince. A beggar, brother? 3 
York. O£ my kind uncle, that I know will 


give; 

And being but a toy, which is no grief to give. 

Glou. A greater gift than that L’ll give my 
cousin. ~ 

York. A greater gift! O, that’s the sword 
to it. 

Glou. Ay, gentle cousin, were it light enough. 

York. O, then, I see, you will part but with 
light gifts ;_ 

In weightier things you'll say a beggar nay. 
Glou. It is too heavy for your grace to wear. 
York. I weigh it lightly, were it heavier. 121 
Glow. What, would you have my weapon, 

little lord? 3 
York. I would, that I might thank you as 
you call me. 





Glow. How? e 
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York. Little. Té he be leaden, icy-cold, unwilling, 
Prince. My Lord of York will still be cross | Be thou so too; and so break ofl’ your talk, 
in talk: ‘And give us notice of his inclination :_ 
Uncle, your grace knows how to bear with him. | For we to-morrow hold divided councils, 
York. You mean, to bear me, not to bear Wherein thyself shalt highly be employ’. 189 
with me: Glow. Commend me to Lord William : tell 
Uncle, my brother mocks both you and me; : him, Catesby, 4 
Because that I am little, like an ape, 130 | His ancient knot of dangerous adversaries 
He thinks that you should bear me on your | To-morrow are let blood at Pomiret-castle ; 
shoulders. And bid my friend, for joy of this good news, 
Buck. With what a sharp-provided wit he | Give Mistress Shore one gentle kiss the more. 
reasons | Buck. Good Catesby, go, eilect this business 
To mitigate the scorn he gives his uncle, soundly. ‘ 
He prettily and aptly taunts himself: Cate. My good lords both, with all the heed 
So cunning and so young is wonderful. ¥ 
Glow. My lord, will’t please you pass along? 
Myself and my good cousin Buckingham 
Will to your mother, to entreat of her 
To meet you at the Tower and welcome you. 
York. What, will you go unto the Tower, 
my lord? a aetHO) 
Prince. My lord protector needs will have 
























may. 
Glow. Shall we hear from you, Catesby, ere 
we sleep? 
Cate. You shall, my lord. 
Glou. At Crosby Place, there shall you find 
us both, [Ecit Catesby. 199 
Buck. Now, my lord, what shall we do, if 
we perceive | : 
Lord Hastings will not yield to our complots? 
Glow. Chop off his head, man; somewhat 
we will do : ( . 
And, look, when I am king, claim thou of me 
The earldom of Hereford, and the moyeables 
Whereof the king my brother stood possess’d. 


it so. 
York. Ishall not sleep in quiet at the Tower. 
Glou. Why, what should you fear? 
York. Marry, my uncle Clarence’ angry ghost: 
My grandam told me he was murder'd there. 


rince. I fear no uncles dead. 











Glou. Nor none that live, I hope. Buck. Vl claim that promise at your grace’s 
Prince. An if they live, I hope I need not hands. _— i 
fear. Glou, And look to have it yielded with all 
But come, my lord; and with a heavy heart, willingness. 


Come, let us sup betimes, that afterwards 
We may digest our complots in some form, 209 
[Bwveunt. 


ScoENE IL. Before Lord Hastings’ house. 


Enter a Messenger. 


Mess. What, ho! my lord! 
Hast. [Within] Who knocks at the door? 
Mess. A messenger from the Lord Stanley. 


Enter Lorp Hastincs. 


Sennet. Lxeunt all but Gloucester, 
Buckingham and Catesby. 
Buch. Think you, my lord, this little prating 


Tink on them, go I unto the Tower. — 150 


Was not incensed by his subtle mother 
‘Yo taunt and scorn you thus opprobriously ? 
ioe No doubt, no doubt: 0, ’tis a parlous 
boy 5 
Bold, quick, ingenious, forward, capable: 
He is all the mother’s, from the top to toe." 
Buck. Well, let them rest. Come hither, 


Catesby. Hast. What is’t o'clock? 
Thou art sworn as deeply to effect what we in-| fess. Upon the stroke of four. . 
tend Hast, Cannot thy master sleep these tedious 


nights? 

Mess, Soit should seem by that [haye to say. 
First, he commends him to your noble lordship. 

Hast. And then? 

Dfess. And then he sends you word 10 
He dreamt to-night the boar had razed his helm: 
Besides, he says there are two councils held ; 
And that may be determined at the one 
Which may make you and him to rue at the 


As closely to conceal what we impart : 159 
Thou know’st our reasons urged upon the way; 
What think’st thou? is it not an easy matter 
To make William Lord Hastings of our mind, 
For the instalment of this noble duke 
In the seat royal of this famous isle? 

Cate. He for his father's sake so loves the 

prince, 

That he will not be won to aught against him. 


Buck. What think’st thou, then, of Stanley? other. ve 
what will he? i é Therefore he sends to know your Jordship’s 
Cate, He will do all in all as Hastings doth. pleasure, 


e, 
If presently you will take horse with him, 
And with all speed post with him toward the 
north, a 
To shun the danger that his soul divines._, . 
Hast. Go, fellow, go, return unto thy lord; 
Bid him not fear the separated councils: 20 
Pos henoue and myself are at ale one. 
nd at the other is my servant Catesby; 
fllmebhotned bynaieangbttiat toucheth us 


Buck. Weill, then, no more but this: go, 
ene Cates 
And, as it were far off, sound thou Lord 
Hastings, 170 
How he doth stand affected to our purpose ; 
And summon him to-morrow to the Tower, 
To sit about the coronation. 


f tl im. t 
ee ian ARS i tat sigaa Mish 


ScENE I] 


Whereof I shall not have intelligence. 

Tell him his fears are shallow, wanting instance : 

‘And for his dreams, I wonder he is so fond 

To trust the mockery of unquict slumbers: 

To fly the boar before the boar pursues, 

Were to incense the boar to follow us 

And make pursuit where he did mean no chase. 

Go, bid thy master rise and come to me ; aI 

And we will both together to the Tower, 

Where, he shall see, the boar will use us kindly. 
Mess. My gracious lord, I'll tell him wha 

you say, [Exct. 





Enter CaTessy. 


Cate. Many good morrows to my noble lord! 
Hast. Good morrow, Catesby; you are early 


stirring: 
What TON what news, in this our tottering 
state? 
Cate. Itis a reeling world, indeed, my Jord; 
And I believe ’twill never stand upright 
Till Richard wear the garland of the realm. 40 
Hast. How! wear the garland! dost thou 
mean the crown? 
Cate. Ay, my good lord. 
Hast. IMhave this crown of mine cut from 
my shoulders x 
Ere I will see the crown so foul misplaced, 
But canst thou guess that he doth atm atit? 
Cate. Ay, on my life; and hopes to find you 
forward ; 
Upon his party for the gain thereof : 
And thereupon he sends you this good news, 
That this same very day your enemies, 
‘The kindred of the queen, must die at Pomfret. 
Hast. Indeed, 1 am no moumer for that 
news, ae e 
Because they have been still mine enemies : 
But, that Vl give my voice on Jtichard’s side, 
To bar my master’s heirs in true descent, 
God knows I will not doit, to the death. _ 
Cate. \ od keep your lordship in that gracious 
min 
Hast. But T shall laugh at this a twelve- 
month hence, - 
That they who brought me in my master’s hate, 
T live to look upon their tragedy. 
I tell thee, Catesby,— 
Cate. What, my lord? 
Hast, Ereafortnight make me elder, | 
T'ilsend some packing that yet think not on it. 
Cate. *Tis a vile thing to die, my gracious 
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lord, 
When men are unprepared and look not for it. 
Hast. O monstrous, monstrous! and so falls 


it out 
With Rivers, Vaughan, Grey 3 and so “twill do 
With some men else, who think themselves as 


safe 

As thou and I; who, as thou know’'st, are dear 

‘Yo princely Richard and to Buckingham. 70 
Cate. The princes both make high account 


of you; ’ 
[Aside] For they account his head upon the 


ridge. 
Hast. I know they do; and I have well de- 


served it. 
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Enter LorD STANLEY. 
Come on, come on; where is your boar-spear, 
man? 
Fear you the boar, and go so unprovided ? 
y My lord, good morrow ; good morrow, 





You may jest on, but, by the holy rood, 
I do not like these several councils, L. 
Hast. My lord 
80 
And never in my life, I do protest, ; 
‘Was it more precious to me than ’tis now: 
Think you, but that L know our state secure, 
I would be so triumphant as Lam? 
Stan. The lords at Pomfret, when they rode 
_ from London, is 
‘Were jocund, and supposed their state was sure, 
And they indeed had no cause to mistrust ; 
But yet, you see, how soon the day o'ercast. 
This sudden stab of rancour I misdoubt : 
Pray God, I say, I prove a ncedless coward! go 
What, eal we toward the Tower? the day is 
spent. 
Hast. Come, come, have with you. Wot 
you what, my lord? 
To-day the lords foe talk of are beheaded. 
Stan. They, for their truth, might better 
wear their heads - 
els ee that have accused them wear their 
hats, 
But come, my lord, let us away. 


Enter a Pursuiyant. 


Hast. Go on before; Ill talk with this good 
fellow. [Exeunt Stanley and Catesby. 
How now, sirrah! how goes the world with thee? 
Purs. ‘The better that your lordship please 


to ask. : 3 
Hast. J tell thee, man, ’tis better with me 
now 100 
Than when I met thee last where now we meet: 
‘Then was I going prisoner to the Tower, 
By the suggestion of the queen's allies ; 
But now, J tell theo—keep it to thyseli— 
This day those enemies are put to death, 
And Lin better state than e’erI was, | 
Purs. God hold it, to your honour's good 
content! R 
Hast. Gramercy, fellow: there, drink that 
for me. Lhrows him his purse. 
Purs. God save your lordship! Cincit, 
Enter & Priest. 


Priest. Well met, my lord; Iam glad to see 
your honour. , .4 HO 
Hast. I thank thee, good Sir John, with ail 
my heart. E 

Lam in your debé for your last exercise ; 
Come the next Sabbath, and I will content you. 
(He whispers in his ear, 

Enter BUCKINGHAM. 


Buck. What, talking with a priest, lord 
chamberlain ? 
Your friends at Pomfret, they doneed the priest ; 
Your honour hath no shriving work in hand. 
Hast. Good faith, and when I met this holy 
man- 
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Ely. Your grace, we think, should soonest 
know his mind. 
Buck. Who, I, my lord! we know each other's 


608 


Those men you talk of came into my mind. 
‘What, go you toward the Tower? 
‘Buck. Ido, my lord; but long I shall not 


120 





























faces, 10 
But for our hearts, he knows no more of mine, 
Than I of yours; C 
Nor I no more of his, than you of mine. 

Lord Hastings, you and he are near in love. 
ee I thank his grace, [ know he loves me 

well; 

But, for his purpose in the coronation, 

Lhave not sounded him, nor he deliver'd 

His gracious pleasure any way therein: 

But you, my noble lords, may name the time; 

And in the duke’s behalt I'll give my voice, zo 

Which, I presume, he’ll take in gentle part. 


Enter GLOUCESTER. 
Ely. Now in good time, here comes the duke 


tay : Zi 
I shall Sepa before your lordship thence. 
‘Hast. ’Tis like enough, for L stay dinner 


there. 
Buck. [Aside] And supper too, although 
thou know’st it not. 
Come, will noe go? P 
Hast. If wait upon your lordship. [Zeunt. 


ScEnEII. Pomfret Castle. 


Enter Sm RicHARD Rarer‘, with halberds, 
carrying RIVERS, GREY, and VAUGHAN to 
death. 

Rat. Come, bring forth the prisoners, 
Riv, Sir Richard Ratcliff, Jet me tell thee 


this: himself, 
To-day shalé thou behold a subject die Glow. My noble lords and cousins all, good 
¥or truth, for duty, and for loyalty. morrow. 


LT have been long a sleeper; but, I hope, 
My absence doth neglect no great designs, 
Which by my presence might have been con- 


Sine ieee keep the prince from all the pack 
of you 
A knot you are of damned blood-suckers. 
Vaug. You live that shall cry woe for this 
hereafter. " 
Rat. Dispatch; the limit of your lives is out. 
Riv, O Pomfret, Pomiret! O thou bloody 
prison, | 
Fatal and ominous to noble peers! 10 
Within the guilty closure of thy walls 
Richard the second here was hack’d to death ; 
And, for more slander to thy dismal seat, 
We give thee up our guiltless blood to drink. 
Grey. Now Margaret’s curse is fall!n upon 
our head: 
For standing by when Richard stabb’d her son, 
Riv. hen cursed she Hastings, then cursed 
she Buckingham, 
Then cursed she Richard. O, remember, God, 
To hear her prayers for them, as now for us! 
And for ay sister and her princely sons, 20 
Be satisfied, dear God, with our true blood, 
Which, as thou know’st, unjustly must be spilt. 
Rat. Make haste; the hour of death is 


cluded. 
Buck. Wad not you come upon your cue, 
my lord, i 
willie Lord Hastings had pronounced your 
Da ' 4 
I mean, your voice,—for crowning of the king. 
Glow. ‘Chan my Lord Hastings no man 
might be bolder; 30 
His lordship knows me well, and loves me well, 
Hast. I thank your grace. 4 
Glou. My lord of Ely! 
Lily. : My lord? 
Glou. When I was last in Holborn, 
I saw good strawberries in your garden there; 
I do beseech you send for some of them. 
Ely. Marry, and will, my lord, with all my 
heart. 4 Exit. 
Glou, Cousin of Buckingham, a word with 
you. [Drawing him aside, 
Catesby hath sounded Hastings in our business, 
And finds the testy gentleman so hot, 


expiate. As he will Jose his head ere give consent | 40 
Riv. Come, Grey, come, Vaughan, let us all | His master’s son, as worshiptul he terms it, 
embrace : § : Shall lose the royalty of England's throne. 

And take our leave, until we meet in heaven. Buck. Withdraw you hence, my lord, Dll 


follow you. 2 
[Exit Gloucester, Buckingham following. 
Der, We have not yet set down this day of 
triumph. 
To-morrow, in mine opinion, is too sudden ; 
For I myself am not so well provided 
As else I would be, were the day prolong’d. 


Reenter Bisnor or Ey. 


Ely. Where is my Jord protector? I have 
sent for these strawberries. 
Hast. Hisgrace looks cheerfully and smooth 
to-day ; 0 
There’s some conceit or other Jikes him well, 
When he een bid good morrow with such 
a spirit. 
I think there’s never a man in Christendom 
natecaD ilgity bull bie Bangolrite than he; 


[Exeunt. 


ScenEIV. The Tower of London. 


Enter BucktycuaM, Derby, Hastings, the 
BisHop oF Eny, Ratcuirr, Loven, with 
others, and take their seats at a table. 


Hast. My lords, at once: the cause why we 
are met 
Is, to determine of the coronation. 
In God's name, speak ; when is the royal day? 
Buele oe all things fitting for that royal 
ime 
Dev. It is, and wants but nomination. 
Ely. To-morrow, then, I judge a happy day. 
Bike _ Ey ho knows the lord protector’s mind 
erein 


Who is most inwegdagtsbanabResbatch | 





| 
! 
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For by his face straight shall you know his 
nearc. 

Der. What of his heart perceive you in his 


‘ace 
py any likelihood he show’d to-day? 
Hast. Marry, that with no man here he is 
offended ; 
For, were he, he had shown it in his looks. 
Der, Ipray God he be not, I say. 60 


Re-enter GLOUCESTER and BuckINGHAM. 


Glou. I pray you all, tell me what they 
deserve : 
That do conspire my death with devilish plots 
Of damned witcheraft, and that have prevail’d 
Upon my body with their hellis h charms? 
ee The tender love I bear your grace, my 
lord, ; 
Makes me most forward in this noble presence 
To doom the ofienders, whatsoever they be: 
say, my lord, they have deserved death. 
ee Then be your eyes the witness of this 
ill: 
See how Iam bewitch’d; behold mine arm 7 
Is, like a blasted sapling, wither'd up: 
And ae is Edward's wife, that monstrous 
witch 
Consorted with that harlot strumpet Shore, 
That by their witchcraft thus have marked me. 
Hast. If they have done this thing, my 
gracious lord,— ‘ 
Glow. If! thou protector of this damned 
strumpet, 2 
Tellest thou me of ‘ifs’? Thou art a traitor: 
Off with his head! Now, by Saint Paul I swear, 
I will not dine until I see the same. 
Lovel and Ratcliff, look that it be done: 80 
The rest, that love me, rise and follow me. 
[Exeunt all but Hastings, Ratcliff’, and Lovel. 
Hast. Woe, woe for England! not a whit 


‘or me; ; 
For I, too fond, might have prevented this. 
Stanley did dream the boar did raze his helm; 
But I disdain’d it, and did scorn to fly : 2 
ee times to-day my foot-cloth horse did 
stumble, 
And startled, when he look’d upon the Tower, 
As loath to bear me to the slaughter-house. 
» now I want the priest that spake to me: 
now repent I told the pursuivant, _ go 
As 'twere triumphing at mine enemies, a 
How they at Pomfret bloodily were butcher'd, 
And I myself secure in grace and favour. 
Margaret, Margaret, now thy heavy curse 
lighted on poor Hastings’ wretched head ! 
Rat. Dispatch, my lord; the duke would be 
at dinner: 
Make a short shrift; he longs to see your head. 
Yast. O momentary grace of mortal men, 
Which we more hunt for than the grace of God! 
Who builds his hopes in air of your good looks, 
ives like a drunken sailor on a mast, 10r 
Ready, with every nod, to tumble down 
Into the fatal bowels of the deep. 3 
Hue Come, come, dispatch; ’tis bootless to 
exclaim. 
Hast. O bloody Richard! miserable England! 


Tprophesy the feared Panett ee search I 
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That ever wretched age hath look’d upon. 

Come, lead me to the Block 3 bear him ay head: 

They smile at me that shortly shall be dead. 
[Eveunt. 


Scene V. The Tower-walls. 


Enter G1oucester and BUCKINGHAM, in 
rotten armour, marvellous iil-favoured. 


Glau. Come, cousin, canst thou quake, and 
change thy colour, 
Murder thy breath in middle of a word, 
And then begin again, and stop again, 
as if thou wert distraught and mad with terror? 
Buck. Tut, [ can counterfeit the deep trage- 


ian; 

Speak and look back, and pry on every side, 
Tremble and start at wagging of a straw, 
Intending deep suspicion : ghastly looks 
Are at my service, like enforced smiles; 
And both are ready in their offices, 10 
At any time, to grace my stratagems, 
But what, is Catesby gone? 

Glow. He is; and, see, he brings the mayor 

along. 


Enter the Mayor and Catespy. 


Buck. Lord mayor,— 

Glow. Look to the drawbridge there! 

Buck, Hark! a drum. 

Glow. Catesby, o’erlook the walls. 

Buck. Lord mayor, the reason we have sent— 

Glou. Look back, defend thee, here are 
enemies. ’ 

Buck. God and our innocency defend and 
guard us! Ps 20 

Glou, Be patient, they are iriends, Ratcliff 
and Lovel. 


Enter Loyen and Ratcutrr, with HAstrNcs’ 
head. 
Lov. Here is the head of that ignoble traitor, 
The dangerous and unsuspected Hastings. 
Glow. So dear I loved the man, that I must 





weep. 
T took tim for the plainest harmless creature 
‘That breathed upon this earth a Christian ; 
Made him my book, wherein my soul recorded 
The history of all her secret thoughts : 
So smooth he daub’d his vice with show of 
virtue, : ; 
That, his apparent open guilt omitted, 30 
[ inean, his conversation with Shore's wife, 
He lived from all attainder of suspect. ‘ 
Buck, Well, well, he was the covert’st 
shelter’d traitor 
That ever lived. | . 
Would you imagine, or almost believe, 
Were’t not that, by great preservation, 
We live to tell it you, the subtle traitor 
‘This day had plotted, in the council-house 
To murder me and my good Lord of Gloucester? 
May. What, had he so? 40 
Glou. What, think you we are Turks or 
infidels? 
Or that we would, against the form of law, 
Proceed thus rashly to the villain’s death, 
But that the extreme peril of the case, 
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The peace of England and our persons’ safety, 
Enforced us to this execution? Z 
May. Now, fair befall you! he deserved his 
death ; 
And you my good lords, both have well pro- 


ceeded 5 5 
To warn false traitors from the like attempts. 
I never look’d for better at his hands, 50 


After he once fell in with Mistress Shore. 
Glow. Yet had not we determined he should 


1c, . 
Until your lordship came to see his death ; 
Which now the loving haste of these our friends, 
Somewhatagainst our meaning, haveprevented : 
Because, my lord, we would have had you heard 
The traitor speak, and timorously confess 
Zhe manner and the purpose of his treason ; 
That you might well have signified the same 
Unto the citizens, who haply may. 
Misconstrue us in him and wail his death. 
May. But, my good lord, your grace’s word 
shall serye, S 
As well as [had seen and heard him speak : 
And doubt you not, right noble princes both, 
But TM acquaint our duteous citizens 
With all your just proceedings in this cause. 
Glow. And to that end we wish’d your lord- 
ship here, | 
To avoid the carping censures of the world. 
Buck. But since you come too late of our 
~_, intents, i 
Yet witness what you hear we did intend: _ 70 
And so, my good Jord mayor, we bid farewell. 
Exit Mayor. 
Glou. Go, after, after, cousin Buckingham. 
The many OE towards Guildhall hies him in all 
post: 
here, at your meet’st advantage of the time, 
Infer the bastardy of Edward’s children ; 
Tell them how Edward pat to death a citizen, 
Only for saying he woul id make his son 
Heir to the crown; meaning indeed his house, 
Which, by the sign thereof, was termed so. 
Moreover, urge his hateful luxury, 
And bestial appetite in change of lust a 
Which stretched to their servants, daughters, 
ao WIVES) oo 
Even where his lustful eye or savage heart, 
Without control, listed to make his prey. 
Nay, for a need, thus far come near my person : 
Tell ther, when that my mother went with 
child 
Of that unsatiate Edward, noble York 
My princely father then had wars in France; 
And, by just computation of the time, 
Found that the issue was not his begot; go 
Which well appeared in his lineaments, 
Being nothing like the noble duke my father: 
But touch this sparingly, as ‘twere far off; 
Because you know, my lord, my mother lives. 
Buck. Fear not, my lord, I'll play the 
orator 
As if the golden fee for which I plead 
Were for myself: and so, mny lord, adieu. 
Glou. 
Baynard’s Castle ; 
Where you shall find me well accompanied 
With reverend fathers and well-learned bishops. 
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Jf you thrive well, bring them io} And 


[Act ur 
Buck. I go; and towards three or four 
o'clock 101 





Look ior the news that the Guildhall affords, 

weit, 

Glou. Go, Lovel, with all speed to pone 
Shaw; : 

{Zo Cate.] Go thou to Friar Penker; bid them 


oth 
Meet me within this hour at Baynard’s Castle. 
eerie. all but Gloucester, 
Now will Tin, to take some privy order, 
To draw the brats of Clarence out of sight; 
And to give notice, that no manner of person 
At any time have recourse unto the pringss : 
Wet, 


SoenE VI. Zhesame. A street, 


Enter a Scrivener, with a paper in his hand. 


Seriv. This is the indictment of the good 
Lord Hastings; . 
Which in a set hand fairly is engross'd, 
hat it may be this day read o'er in Paul's. 
And mark how well the sequel hangs together: 
Lleven hours I spent to write it over, 
lor yesternight by Cateshy was it brought me; 
‘The precedent was full as long a-doing : 
And_yet within these five hours lived Lord 
Hastings, P 
Untainted, unexamined, free, at liberty. 
Here’s a good world the while! Why who’s so 
gross, - 10 
That secth not this palpable device? 
Yet who’s so blind, but says he sees it not? 
Bad is the world; and all will come to nought, 
When such bad dealing must be seen in thowgnt. 
Gacil, 


Scene VI. Baynard: 's Castle. 


Enter GLOUCESTER and BUCKINGHAM, at 
several doors. 


Glow. How now, my lord, what say the 
citizens ? 
Buck, Now, by the aly mother of our Lord, 
The citizens are mum and speak not a word. 
Glou. Touch'd you the bastardy of Edward's 
children? 
Buck. I did; with his contract with Lady 


lucy, 

And his contract by deputy in France; 

The insatiate greediness of his desires, 

And his enforcement of the city wives; 

His tyranny for trifles ; his own bastardy, 

As being got, your father then in France, — 10 

And his resemblance, being not like the duke: 

Withal I did infer your lineaments, 

Being the right idea of your father, 

Both in your form and nobleness of mind; 

Laid open all your victories in Scotland, 

Your d iscipline in war, wisdom in peace, 

Your bounty, virtue, fair humility ; 

Indeed, left nothing fitting for the purpose 

ntouch’d, or slightly handled, in discourse: 

d when mins oratory grew to an end, 20 

I bid them that did love their country’s good 5 

Cry God save Richard, England's royal king! 
Ou. 


Ah! and did 07. 
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Buck. No, so God help me, they spake not 
a word; 
But, like dumb statuas or breathing stones, 
Gazed each on other, and look’d deadly pale. 
Which when Lsaw, I reprehended them; 
And ask’d the mayor what meant this wilful 
silence: 
His answer was, the people were not wont 
To be spoke to but by the recorder. 
Then he was urged to tell my tale again, 
eotts cee the duke, thus hath the duke in- 
erry 
But nothing spake in warrant from himself. 
When he had done, some followers of mine own, 
Atthe,lower end of the hall, hurl’d up their caps, 
And some ten voices cried ‘God save King 
Richard!” 
And thus I took the vantage of those few, 
‘Thanks, gentle citizens and friends, quoth I; 
This general applause and loving shout 
Argues your wisdlomsand yourloveto Richard ;’ 
And even here brake off, and came away, 41 
Glou. What tongueless blocks were they! 
would they not speak? 
Buck. No, by my troth, my lord. 
Glow, Will not the mayor then and his 
brethren come? 
Buck. The mayor is here at hand: intend 
— some fear; 
Be not you spoke with, but by mighty suit: 
And look you get a prayer-book in your hand, 
And stand betwixt two churchmen, good my 


go 


ord 5 
For on that ground I'll build a holy descant : 
And be not easily won to our request : 50 
Blay, Mier eee part, still answer nay, and 

ake it. 

Glow. Igo; and if you plead as well for them 

As I can say nay to thee for myself, 
No doubt we'll bring it to a happy issue. 

uek. Go, go, up to the leads; the lord 

mayor knocks, [Evit Gloucester. 


Enter the Mayor and Citizens. 


Welcome, my lord ::I dance attendance here ; 
I think the duke will not be spole withal. 


Enter CATESBY. 


Here comes his servant ; how now, Catesby, 
What says he? F 

Cate. My lord, he doth entreat your grace 
To yisit him to-morrow or next day : 
He is within, with two right reverend fathers, 
Divinely bent to meditation ; 
And in ne worldly suit would he be moved, 
To draw him from his holy exercise. 

Buck, Return, good Catesby, to thy Jord 


again; 9) 
Tell him, myself, the mayor and citizens, 
In deep designs and matters of great moment, 
No less importing than our general good, 
Are come to have some conference with his 


grace, 3. 
Cate. I'll tell him what you say, my lord. zp 
Beit. 
Buck. Ah, ha, my lord, this prince is not an 
Edward! 
He is not lolling on a lewd day-bed, 
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But on his knees at meditation ; 
Not dallying with a brace of courtezans, 
But meditating with two deep divines ; 
Not sleeping, to engross his idle body, 
But praying, to enrich his watchful soul: | 
Happy were England, would this gracious prince 
Take on himself the sovereignty thereof: 
But, sure, I fear, we shall ne'er win him to it. 89 
May. Marry, God forbid his grace should 
say us nay! 
Buck. I fear he will. 


Re-enter’ CATESBY. 


How now, Catesby, what says your lord? 
fate. My lord, 
He wonders to what end you have assembled 
Such troops of citizens to speak with him, 
His grace not being warn’d thereof before : 
My lord, he fears you mean no good to him, 
Buck, Sorry Lam my noble cousin should 
Suspect me, that I mean no good to him : 
By heaven, I come in perfect love tohim; 90 
And so once more return and tell his grace. 
_ [Beit Catesby. 
When holy and devout religious men 
Are at their beads, ’tis hard to draw them 
thence, , 
So sweet is zealous contemplation. 


Enter GLOUCESTER aloft, between two Bishops. 
CATESBY relurns. 


May. See, where he stands between two 
clergymen ! . jive 
Buck.” Two props of virtue for a Christian 
prince, ; 
To stay him from the fall of vanity: 
And, see, a book of prayer in his hand, 
‘True ornaments to know a holy man. 
Famous Plantagenet, most gracious prince, 109 
Lend favourable ears to our request ; 
And pardon us the interruption 
Of thy devotion and right Christian zeal. 
Glou. aly lord, there needs no such apology: 
I rather do beseech you pardon me, 
Who, earnest in the service of my God, 
Neglect the visitation of my friends, 
But, leaving this, what is your grace’s pleasure? 
Buck. Vyen that, I hope, which pleaseth 
God above, 5 rf 
And all good men of this ungovern’d isle. 10 
Glow. I do suspect I have done some offence 
That seems disgracious in the city’s eyes, 
And that you come to menrehend my ignorance. 
Buck. You have, my lord: would it might 
please your grace, 
At our entreaties, to amend that fault! 
Glo Al wherefore breathe I in a Christian 
an 
Buck. Then know, it is your fault that you 


Tesign 
The supreme seat, the throne majestical, 
The scepter’d office of your ancestors, 
Your state of fortune and your due of Dirth, 120 
The lineal glory of your royal house, 
To the corruption of a blemish’d stock : 
Whilst, in the mildness of your sleepy thoughts, 
Which here we waken to our country’s good, 
This noble isle doth want her proper limbs; 
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Her face defaced with scars of infamy, 

. Her royal stock graft with ignoble plants, __ 
And almost shoulder'd in the swallowing gulf 
Of blind forgetfulness and dark oblivion. 
Which to recure, we heartily solicit 130 
Your gracious self to take on you the charge 
And kingly government of this your land, 

Not as protector, steward, substitute, 
Or lowly factor for another's gain; 
Butas se Nay from blood to lood, 
Your right of birth, your empery, your.own. 
For this, consorted with the citizens, 
Your very worshipful and loving friends, 
And by their vehement instigation, 
In this just suit come I tv move your 
Glow. I know not whether to 
silence, : 
Or bitterly to speak in your reproof, $ 
Best fitteth my degree or your condition : 
Jf not to answer, you might haply think 
Tongue-tied ambition, not replying, yielded 
To bear the golden yoke of sovereignty, 
Which fondly you would here impose on me ; 
If to reprove you for this suit of yours, 
So season’d with your faithful love to me, 
Then, on the other side, I check'd my friends. 
Therefore, to speak, and to avoid the first, 151 
And then, in speaking, not to incur the last, 
Definitively thus I answer you. 
Your love deserves my thanks; but my desert 
Unmeritable shuns your high request. 
First, if all obstacles were cut away, 
And that my path were even to the crown, 
As my ripe revenue and due by birth ; 
Yet so much is my poverty of spirit, 
So mighty and so many my defects, 160 
s I had rather hide me from my greatness, 
Being a bark to brook no mighty sea, 
Than in my greatness covet to be hid, 
And in the vapour of my glory smother‘d. 
But, God be thanked, there’s no need of me, 
‘And much L need to help you, if need were; 
The royal tree hath left us royal fruit, 
Which, mellow’d by the stealing hours of time, 
Will well become the seat of majesty, 
And make, no doubt, us nan y by his reign. 170 
On him I lay what you wou fie on me, 
The right and fortune of his happy stars : 
pyiich ee defend that I should wring from 
hin, 
Buck. My lord, this argues conscience in 


“aCe, 140 
epart in 


your grace ; 
But the respects thereof are nice and trivial 
All circumstances well considered. 
You say that Edward is your brother’s son: 
So Bay) we too, but not by Edward's wife ; 
For first he was contract to Lady Luecy— 
Your mother lives a witness to that yow— 180 
And afterward by substitute betroth’d 
‘To Bona, sister to the King of France. 
These both put by, a poor petitioner, 
A care-crazed mother of a many children, 
A beauty-waning and distressed widow, 
Eyen in the afternoon of her best days, 
Made prize and purchase of his lustful eye, 
Seduced the pitch and height of all his thoughts 


? 
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[Act nr 
This Edward, whom our manners term the 


prince. 

More bitterly could I expostulate, 
Save that, for reverence to some alive, 
I give a sparing limit to my tongue. 
‘Then, good my lord, take to your royal self’ 
This proffer'd benefit of dignity ; 
Tf not to bless us and the land withal, 
Yet to draw forth your noble ance 
From the corruption of abusing times, 
Unto a lineal true-derived course. 200 

May. Do, good my lord, your citizens entreat 





you. = y ¥ 
Buck. Refuse not, mighty lord, this proffer'd 


ove, 
Cate. O, make them joyful, grant their law- 
ful suit! 
Glow. Alas, why would you heap these cares 
on me? 
Tam uniit for state and majesty: 
I do beseech you, take it not amiss ; 
I cannot nor I will not yield to you. 
Buck. Ti you refuse it,—as, in love and zeal, 
Loath to depose the child, your brother's son ; 
As well we know your tenderness of heart 210 
And gentle, kind, effeminate remorse, | 
Which we have noted in you to your kin, 
And egally indeed to all estates,— 
Yet whether you accept our suit orno, 
Your brother's son shall never reign our king; 
But we will plant some other in the throne, 
To the disgrace and downfall of your house : 
And in this resolution here we leave you.— 
Come, citizens: ’zounds! I*l entreat no more. 
Glow. O, do not swear, my of Bucking- 
ham. [cit Buckingham with the Citizens. 
Cate. Call them again, my lord, and accept 
their suit. 221 
Another, Do, good my lord, lest all the land 











do rue it. 
Glow. Would you enforce me to a world of 


care? 

Well, call them again. I am not made of 
stones, 

But penetrable to your kind entreats, 

Albeit against my conscience and my soul. 


Re-enter BuckinGHam and the rest. 


Cousin of Buckingham, and you sage, grave 
men, 
Since you will buckle forttme on my back, 
To bear her burthen, whether I will or no, 
I must have patience to endure the load: 
But if black scandal or foul-faced reproach 
Attend the sequel of your imposition, 
Your mere enforcement shall acquittance me 
From all the impure blots and stains thereof ; 
For God he knows, and vou may partly see, 
How far Lam from the desire thereof. 
May, God bless your grace! we see it, and 
will say it. 
Gone n saying so, you shall but say the 
ruth. 
cle Then I salute you with this kingly 
- title: 


230 
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Long live Richard, England's royal king! 240 
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Buck. Toemorrow will it please you to be 
crown'd? 
~ Glow. Even when you please, since you will 
have it so. 
Buck. To-morrow, then, we will attend your 
Trace : 
And so most joyfully we take our leave. 
Glow, Come, let us to our holy task again. 
Farewell, good cousin; farewell, gentle friends. 


[Exeunt. 
ACT IV. 
Scene I Before the Tower. 
Enter, on one side, QUEEN ELIZABETH, 


Ducvess or York, and Marquess oF 
Dorset; on the other, ANNE, DUCHESS 
LOUCESTER, leading LADY MARGARET 
PLANTAGENET, CLARENCE’S young Deugh- 
ter. 


elt Who meets us here? my niece Plan- 
agenet 
Led in the hand of her kind aunt of Gloucester? 
Now, for my life, she’s wandering to the Tower, 
On pure heart’s love to greet the tender princes. 
Daughter, well met. 
Anne. God give your graces both 
A happy and a joyful time of day! . 
. liz, As much to you, goad sister! 
Whither away? 
Anne. No farther than the Tower; and, as 












: guess, 

Upon the like devotion as yourselves, 

To gratulate the gentle princes there. 10 
. liz. Kind sister, thanks: we'll enter all 
together. 


Enter BRAKENBURY. 


And, in good time, here the lieutenant comes, 
Master lieutenant, pray you, by your leave, 
How doth the prince, and my young son of 


ork? 
Brak. Right well, dear madam. By your 
patience, 
I may not sutter you to visit them ; 
The king hath straitly charged the contrary. 
Q. Eliz. The king! why, who’s that? 
Brak, I cry you mercy: I mean the lord 
protector. 4 
Q. Eliz. 'The Lord protect lim from that 
kingly title! es 20 
Hath he set bounds betwixt their love and me? 
I gnsthetr mother; who should keep me from } 
hem ? 
wicks Iam their father’s mother; I will see 
them. 
Anie. Their aunt I am in Iaw, in love their 
mother : 2 
uh bring me to their sights; I'll bear thy 
jame 
And take thy office from thee, on my peril. 
may not leave 
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vak. No, madam, no; - 


it so: 
Iam bound by oath, and therefore pardon me. | 
(Exit. 
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Enter Lond Santer. 


Sian. Let me but meet you, ladies, one 
hour hence, 
And I'll salute your grace of York as mother, 
And reverend looker on, of two fair queens. 3r 
[Zo Anne] Come, madam, you must sernipnit 
to Westminster, 
There to be crowned Richard’s royal queen. 
Lliz. ©, cut my lace in sunder, that my 
pent heart 
May have some seope to beat, or else I swoon 
With this dead-killing new: 
Alnne. Despiteful tidings! 
news! 
Dor. Be of good cheer: mother, how fares 
your grace? 
Q. Eliz. O Dorset, speak not to me, get 
thee hence! 
Death and destruction dog thee at the heels; 40 
Thy mother's name is ominous to children, 
If thou wilt outstrip death, go cross the seas, 
eal live with Richmond, from the reach of 





O unpleasing 


ell > 
Go, hie thee, hie thee from this slaughter- 
house, 
Lest thou increase the number of the dead ; 
And make me die the thrall of Margaret's curse, 
Nor mother, wife, nor England’s counted queen. 
Stan. Full of wise care is this your counsel, 
madam. 
‘Take all the swift advantage of the hours; 
You shall haye letters from me to my son 50 
‘lo meet you on the way, and welcome you. 
Be not taen tardy by unwise delay. 
Duch. O ill-dispersing wind of misery! 
O my accursed womb, the bed of death! 
A cockatrice hast thou hatch'd to the world, 
Whose unavoided eye is murderous. 
Stan. Come, madam, come; I in all haste 
was sent. aed 
Anne. And T in all unwillingness will go. 
I would to God that the inclusive verge 
Of golden metal that must round my brow 60 
Were red-hot steel, to sear me to the brain! 
Anointed let me be with deadly venom, 
And die, ere men can say, God save the queen! 
kliz. Go, go, poor soul, I envy not thy 





glory ; 

To feed my humour, wish thyself no harm. 

Anne. No! why? When he that is my 

husband now c z 

Came to me, as [ follow’d Henry's corse, 

When scarce the blood was well wash’d from 
his hands 

Which issued from my other angel husband, 

And that dead saint which then I weeping 
follow’d; r 

O, when, I say, I look’d on Richard's face, 

This was my wish: ‘Be thou,’ quoth I, ‘ac- 
cursed, 

For making me, so young, so old a widow! 

And, when thou wed'st, let sorrow haunt thy 


And be thy wife—if any he so mad— 

‘As miserable by the life of thee 

As thou hast made me by my dear lord’s death !’ 
Lo, ere I can repeat this curse again, 
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Even in so short a space. Hae woman’s heart 
- Grossly grew captive to his honey words 80 
‘And proved the subject of my own soul’s curse, 
Which ever since hath kept m eves from rest ; 
For never yet one hour in his bed 
Have I enjoy'd the golden dev of sleep, 
But have been waked by his timorous dreams. 
Besides, he hates me for my father Warwick ; 
‘And will, no doubt, shortly be rid of me. 
Q. Eliz. Poor heart, adieu! I pity thy com- 
plaining. 
Anne. No more than from my soul I mown 
for yours, s 
Q. Eliz. Farewell, thou woful welcomer of 
glory! 90 
Anne. Adieu, poor soul, that takest thy 
leave of it! ; 
Duch. [Zo Dorset] Go thou to Richmond, 
and good fortune guide thee! 
[Zo Anne] Go thou to Richard, and good 
angels guard thee! 
[Zo Queen Eliz.] Go thou to sanctuary, and 
good thoughts possess thee! | 
Ito my grave, where peace and rest lie with me! 
Kighty odd years of sorrow have I seen, 
‘And each hour’s joy wreck’d with a week of 


teen, 

Q. Eliz. Stay, yet look back with me unto 

__ the Tower. 
Pity, you ancient stones, those tender babes 
Whom envy hath immured within your walls! 
Rough cradle for such little pretty ones! ror 
Rude ragged nurse, old sullen playfellow 
For tender princes, use my babies well! 
So foolish sorrow bids your stones farewell. 

[Exceunt. 


Scene II. London. The palace. 


Sennet. Enter RicHann, in pomp, crowned ; 
BuckinGHay, CATEssByY, @ Page, and others. 


XK, Rich, Stand all apart. Cousin of Buck- 
ingham! 

Buck. My gracious sovereign? 

K. Rich. Giye me thy hand. [Here he 
ascendeth his throne.) Thus high, by thy 
advice _ 4 

And thy assistance, is King Richard seated : 

But shall we wear these honours for a day ? 

Or shall they last, and we rejoice in them? 
Buck. Still live they and for ever may they 


last! 
K. Hele O Buckingham, now do I play the 
touch, 
To try if thou be current gold indeed : 
Young Edward lives: think now what I would 
say. 
Buck. Say on, my loving lord. ae 
deeRicle Why, Buckingham, I say, I would 
e King. 
ea Why, so you are, my thrice renowned 
liege. “ 
&. Rich. Hat am I king? ‘tis so: but 
Edward lives. 
Bier True, noble jot 1 
Rich. iter consequence, 
That Edward still should live! “True. noble 
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Cousin, thou wert not wont to be so dull; 


Shall I be plain? I wish the bastards dead ; 
And I would have it suddenly perform’d. | 
‘What sayest thou? speak suddenly ; be brief. 20 
Buck. Your grace may do your pleasure, 
‘K. Rich. Tut, tut, thou art all ice, thy kind- 
ness freezeth: 7 
Say, have I thy consent that they shall die? 
uck. Give me some breath, some little 
pause, my lord, f 
Before I positively speak herein : 4 
I will resolve your grace immediately. [Exit, 
Cate. [Aside to a stander by] The king is 
angry: see, he bites the lip. | % 
as Rich. I will converse with iron-witted 
‘ools 
And unrespective boys: none are for me 
‘That look into me with considerate eyes : 30 
High-reaching Buckingham grows circumspect. 


joy! 
Page. My lord? 
K. Rich. “Know’st thou not any whom cor- 
rupting gold 7" 
Would tempt unto a close exploit of death? 





Page. My lord, I know a discontented gen- 
tleman, 
Nate Valle means match not his haughty 
mind: 
Gold were as good as twenty orators, 
And will, no doubt, tempt him to any thing. 
K. Rich. What is his name? 
Page. His name, my lord, is Tyrrel. 
K, Rich, I partly know the man: go, call 
him hither. . : _ _[Eaut Page. 
The deep-revolying witty Buckingham 
No more shall be the neighbour to my counsel: 
Hath he so long held out with me untired, 
And stops he now for breath? 


Enter STANLEY. 


How now! what news with you? 
ats My lord, I hear the Marquis Dorset’s 


le 
To Richmond, in those parts beyond the sea 
Where he abides. Stands apart. 

KC. Rich. Catesby! 

Cate. My lord? 

XK. Rich. Rumour it abroad 
That Anne, my wife, is sick and like to die: 
I will take order for her kee} ping close, 
Inquire me out some mean-born gentleman, 
Whom I will marry straight to Clarence’ 

daughter : 
The boy is foolish, and I fear not him. 
Look, how thou dream’st! I say again, give out 
That Anne my wife is sick and like to die: 
About it; for it stands me much upon, 59 
To stop all hopes whose growth may damage me. 
= Exit Catesby. 

I must be married to my brother's daughter, 
Or else my kingdom stands on brittle glass. 
Murder her brothers, and then marry her! 
Uncertain way of gain! ButIamin | 
So far in blood that sin will pluck on sin: 
Tear-falling pity dwells not in this eye. 


Re-enter Page, with TYRREL. 
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Tyr. Tames Tyrrel, and your most obedient | Of what you promised me. 


subject. i 
K, tick. Art thou, indeed? _ 
Ly. , Prove me, my gracious sovereign. 
ie Rich. Darest thou resolve to kill a friend 
of mine? 70 
Tyr. Ay, my lord; 


But [ had rather kill two enemies. 
XK, Rich. Why, there thou hast it: two deep 
enemics, 
Foes to my rest and my sweet sleep’s disturbers 
‘Are they that I would have thee deal upon : 
Tyrrel, [mean those bastards in the Tower. 
cits Let me have open means to come to 
them, . 
And soon I'll rid you from the fear of them, 
K, Rich. Thor ig’st sweet music. Hark, 
come hither, ‘Tyrrel ; 
Go, by this token: rise, and lend thine ear: 80 
5 7 [Whispers. 
There is no more but so: say it is done, 
And I will love thee, and prefer thee too. 
Tyr. "Tis done, my gracious lord. 
. Rich. Shall we hear from thee, Tyrrel, 
ere we sleep? 
Tyr. Ye shall, my lord. (Exit. 
Re-enter BucKINGHAM. 
Buck. My lord, I have consider’d in my 








min 
The late demand that you did sound me in. 
KK. Rich. Well, let that pass. Dorset is fled 
to Richmond. 
Buck. T hear that news, my lord. | ; 
KX, Rich. Stanley, he is your wife’s son: 
» — well, look to it. go 
Buck. My lord, I claim your gift, my due 
by promise, Lar 
For which your honour and your faith is pawn'd; 
The earldom of Hereford and the moveables 
The which you promised I should possess, 
K, Rich. Stanley, look to your wife: if she 
convey ” 
Letters to Richmond, you shall answer it. | 
Buck. What says your highness to my just 
demand? i 
KK. Rich, As I remember, Henry the Sixth 
Did prophesy that Richmond should be king, 
When Richmond was a little peevish boy. “100 
Aking, Perhaps, erhaps,— 
Buck, My lord! 
K. Rich. Frow chance the prophet could not 
at that time be 
Have told me, I being by, that I should kill 


him 

Buck, My lord, your promise for the earl- 
lom,— 

K, Rich. Richmond! When last I was at 


eter, 
The mayor in courtesy show’d me the castle, 
And call’d it Rougemont: at which name I 
started, 
ecause a bard of Ireland told me once, 
Ishould not live long after I saw Richmond. 
Buck, My lord! rr 
KX. Rich, Ay, what’s o'clock ? 2 
EUs Iam thus bold to put your grace in 
mini 


K. Rich. Well, but whai’s o’clock ? 
Buck, Upon the stroke of ten. E Ps 
K. Rich. Well, let it strike. 
Buck. Why let it strike? 
KX. Rich. Because that, like a Jack, thou 
keep’st the stroke 3 
Betwixt thy begging and my meditation. 
Tam not in the giving vein to-day. 
Buck, Why, then resolve me whether you 
will or no. 120 
K. Rich, Tut, tut, 
Thou troublest me; I am not in the vein. 
[Leeunt all but Buckingham. 
Buck. Is it even so? rewards he my true 
_ Service atc 
With such deep contempt? made I him king 
for this? 
, let me think on Hastings, and be gone 
‘To Brecknock, while my fearful head is pal : 
Ewcit. 


Scrne II. he same. 


Enter TyRRo. 

Tyr. The tyrannous and bloody deed is done, 
The most arch act of piteous massacre 
That ever yet this land was guilty of. 
Dighton and Forrest, whom I did suborn 
To do this ruthless piece of Bulehery 
Although they were flesh’d villains, bloody dogs, 
Melting with tenderness and kind compassion 
Wept like two children in their deaths’ sad 


stories, 
‘Lo, thus,’ quoth Dighton, ‘lay those tender 


abes : 
‘Thus, thus,’ quoth Forrest, ‘girdling one an- 
other to 
Within their innocent alabaster arms : 
Their lips were four red roses on a stalk, 
paiieh in their summer beauty kiss’d each 
other. 
A book of prayers on their pillow lay; 
Which once,’ quoth Forrest, ‘almost changed 
my mind; | ae 
But O! the devil’—there the villain stopp’d ; 
Whilst Dighton thus told on: ‘We smothered 
The most replenished sweet work of nature, 
That from the prime creation c’er she framed.’ 
Thus both are gone with conscience and re- 
morse ; 20 
They could not speak; and so I left them both, 
To bring this tidings to the bloody king. 
«And here he comes. 


Enter Kine Ricuarp. 
All hail, my sovereign liege! 
K. Rich. Kind Tyrrel, am I happy in thy 
news? 
Tyr. Tf to have done the thing you gave in 
charge : 
Beget your happiness, be happy then, 
For it is done, my lord. 
EK. Rich. But didst thou see them dead? 
Tyr. J did, my lord. : 
x Rich. And buried, gentle Tyrrel? 
Lee The chaplain of the Tower hath buried 
them; 
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But how or in what place Ido not know. _ 30 
‘KK. Rich. Come to me, Tyrrel, soon at after 


supper, Z 
And eet shalt tell the process of their death. 
Meantime, but think how I may do thee good, 
‘And be inheritor of thy desire. - 
Farewell till soon. [Bait Tyrrel. 
The son of Clarence have I pent.up close; 
His daughter meanly have I match'd in 
marriage ; i . 
The sons of Edward sleep in Abraham's bosom, 
And anne my wife hath bid the world good 
night. 
Now, for I know the Breton Richmond aims 
‘At young Elizabeth, my brother's daughter, 41 
‘And, by that knot, looks proudly o’er the crown, 
To her I go, a jolly thriving wooer. 
Enter CATesByY. 
Cate. My lord! 
K. Rich. Good news or bad, that thou comest 
in so bluntly? 1 
Cate. Bad news, my lord: Ely is fled to 
Richmond ; : 
And Buckingham, back’d with the hardy 
Welshmen, : 7 
Is in the field, and still his power increaseth. 
AK. Rich. ily with Richmond troubles me 
more near ‘ 
Than Buckingham and his rash-levied army. 50 
Come, I have heard that fearful commenting 
Ts leaden servitor to dull delay ; 
Delay leads impotent and snail-paced beggary : 
Then fiery expedition be my win; 
Jove’s Mercury, and herald for a king! 
Come, muster men : my counsel is my shield ; 
We must be brief when traitors brave the field. 
[Exeunt. 





Scene IV. Before the palace. 
Enter QUEEN MARGARET. 

Q. Mar. So, now prosperity begins to mellow 
And drop into the rotten mouth of death. 
Here in these confines slily have I lurk’d, 
To watch the waning of mine adversaries. 
A dire induction am I witness to, 
And will to France, hoping the consequence 
Will prove as bitter, black, and tragical. 
a tole thee, wretched Margaret: who comes 

here 


Enter Queen Evizapetu and the Ducuess 
or YORK. 
Q. Eliz. Ah, my young princes! ah, my 
tender babes! 
My unblown flowers, new-appearing sweets ! 10 
Jf yet your gentle souls fly in the air 
And be not fix’d in doom perpetual, 
Hover about me with your airy wings 
And hear your mother's lamentation ! 
Q. Mar, Hoyer about her; say, that right 
for right 
th dimm’d your infant morn to aged night. 
Duch, So many miseries have crazed my 
voice, 
ee my_woe-wearied tongue is muteand dumb, 
Wi 
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Q. Mar. Plantagenet doth quit Plantagenct, 
Edward for award pays a dying debt. 3 js 
Q. Eliz. Wilt thou, O God, fly from such 
gentle lambs, 
And throw them in the entrails of the wolf? 
ayn didst thou sleep when such a deed was 
done? 
Q. Mar. When holy Harry died, and my 
sweet son. - 
Duch. Blind sight, dead life, poor mortal 


living ghost, 
Woe's scene, world’s shame, graye’s due by 
life usurp’d, 


Brief abstract and record of tedious day 
Rest thy unrest on England’s lawful h, 
_ [Sidting down, 
Unlawfully made drunk with innocents’ blood! 
. Biz. O, that thou wouldst as well aiord 
& grave 3r 
As thou canst yicld a melancholy seat! 
wie would I hide my bones, not rest them 
here. 
O, who hath any cause to mourn but [? 
[Sitting down by her. 
Q. Mar. Tf ancient sorrow be most reverend, 
Give mine the benefit of seniory, 
And let my woes frown on the upper hand. 
Lf sorrow can admit society, 
[Sitting down with them. 
Tell o'er your woes again by viewing mine: 
Thad an Edward, tilla Richard kill'd him; 40 
Thad a Harry, till a Richard kul'd him: 
ne ‘an Edward, till a Richard kill'd 
him ; 

















Thou hadst a Richard, till a Richard kill’d him. 
Duch. I had a Richard too, and thou didst 
Jall him; noe 
Thad a Rutland too, thou hole to kill him. 
Q. Alar. Thou hadst a Clarence too, and 
Richard killa him. 
From forth the kennel of thy womb hath crept 
A hell-hound that doth hunt us all to death : 
That dog, that had his teeth before his eyes, 
To worry lambs and Jap their gentle blood, 
That foul defacer of God's handiwork, 
That excellent grand tyrant of the earth, 
That reigns in galled eyes of weeping souls, 
Thy womb let loose, to chase us to our graves. 
O upright, just and ene aUisposing God, 
Ifow do It hank thee, that this carnal cur 
Preys on the issue of his mother’s body, 
And makes her pew-fellow with others’ moan! 
Duch. 0 Harry’s wife, triumph not in my 
we a 
God witness with me, I have wept for thine. 60 
Q. Mar. Bear with me; I am hungry for 
revenge, 
And now I cloy me with beholding it. 
Thy Edward he is dead, that stabb’d my 
Edward; 
Thy other Edward dead, to quit my Edward; 
Young York he is but boot, because both they 
Match not the high perfection of my loss: 
Thy Clarence he is dead that kill'd my Edward; 
And the beholders of this tragic play, ; 
The adulterate Hastings, Rivers, Vaughan, Grey: 
Untimely smother'd in their dusky graves. 7° 


50 
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Only reserved their factor, to buy souls 

said send them thither: but at hand, at hand, 

Ensues his pitcous and unpitied end: 

Warth gapes, hell buras, fiends roar, saints pray, 

To have hum suddenly convey'd away. 

Cancel his bond of life, dear God, I pray, 

That L may live to say, The dog ead! 

Q. Eliz. O, thou didst prophesy the time 

would come. 

That 1 should wish for thee to help me curse 

‘That bottled spider, that foul bunch-back’d 
toad! 7 8r 

Q. Mav. IT call'd thee then vain flourish of 

my fortune ; 

Tcall’d thee then poor shadow, painted queen ; 

‘The presentation_of but what twas: 

The flattering index of a direful pageants 

One heaved a-high, to be hurl'd down below ; 

A mother only mock'd with two sweet babes ; 

A dream of what thou wert, a breath, a bubble, 

A sign of dignity, a garish flag, 

To be the aim of every dangerous shot; 9° 

A_queen in jest, only to fill the scene. 

Wales is thy husband now? where be thy bro- 

1ers $ A 

Where are thy children ? wherein dost thou joy? 

Who sues to thee and cries ‘God save’ the 
queen’? " 

Where be the bending peers that flatter’d thee ? 

Ry Here Pe the thronging troops that follow’d 

hee 

Decline all this, and see what now thou art : 

For happy wife, a most distressed widow ; 

For joyful mother, one that wails the name; 

For queen, a very caitiff crown’d with care; 100 

For one being sued to, one that humbly sues; 

For one that scorn’d at me, now scorn’d of ine; 

For one being fear'd of all, now fearing one; 

For one commanding all, obey’d of none. 

Thus hath the course of justice whecl’d about, 

And left thee but a very prey to time; 

Having no more but thought of what thou wert, 

To torture thee the more, being what thou art. 

Thou didst usurp my place, and dost thou not 

Usurp the just proportion of my sorrow? x10 

Now thy proud neck bears half my burthen’d 
yoke ; 

Trom which even here I slip my weary neck, 

And leave the burthen of 10 all on thee. : 

Farewell, York’s wife, and queen of sad mis- 
chance: P 7 ee 

These- English woes will make me smile in 














France. 
Q. Eliz. O thou well skill’d in curses, stay 
awhile, 


And icach me how to curse mine enemies ! 
Q. Mar. Forbear to sleep the nights, and 
fast the days; joke TE 
ornate dead happiness with living woe ; 
Think that thy babes were fairer than they 


were, ? 120 
And he that slew them fouler than he is : 
Bettering thy loss makes the bad causer worse : 

evolving this will teach thee how to curse. 

Q. Eliz, My words are dull; O, quicken 
them with thine! | 

Q. Mar. Thy woes will make them sharp, 
and pierce like mine. [Bait 
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Duch, Why should calamity be full of words? 
Q. Eliz. Windy attorneys to their client 
woes, 
Airy succeeders of intestate joys, 
Poor breathing orators of miseries | . 
Let them have scope: though what they do im- 


part. 
Help not at all, yct do they ease the heart. 
Duch. If so, then be not tongue-tied: go 
with me, ; 
And in the breath of bitter words let’s smother 
My damned son, which thy two sweet sons 
smother'd. f A 
Thear his drum: be copious in exclaims. 


Enter Kine Richard, marching, with drums 
and trumpets. 
XK. Rich. Who intercepts my expedition? 
Dia O, she that might have intercepted 
thee, 
By strangling thee in her accursed womb, 
From all the slaughters, wretch, that thou hast 
done! 
Q. Lliz. 
golden crown, : 140 
ere yeu be graven, if that right were 
right, 
The slaughter of the prince that owed that 
crown, 
And the dire death of my two sons and bro- 


Hidest thou that forehead with a 


thers? 
Tell me, Mipy villain slave, where are my chil- 
ren 
Duch. Thou toad, thou toad, where is thy 
brother Clarence? “ 
Ant little Ned Plantagenet, his son? % 
Q. Eliz. Where is kind Hastings, Rivers, 
Vaughan, Grey ? ; 
K. Rich. A flourish, trumpets! strike alarum, 
drums! 
Let not the heavens hear these tell-tale women 
ail on the Lord’s anointed : strike, I say! 150 
(Flourish. Alarums. 
Either be patient, and entreat me fair, 
Or with the clamorous report of war 
Thus will I drown your exclamations. 
Duch. Art thou my son? 
KK. Rich. Ay, [ thank God, my father, and 
yourself. ‘ : : 
Duch. Then patiently hear my impatience. 
KL. Rich. Madam, Ihave a touch of your 
condition, 
Which cannot brook the accent of reproof. 
Duch. 0, let me speak ! , 
AK. Rich. Do then ; but I'll not hear. 
ail will be mild and gentle in my 
h. 


b 160 
( And brief, good mother; for lam 
in haste. 
Duch, Art thou so hasty? I have stay’d for 
thee, 
God knows, in anguish, pain and agony. 
Ke Hee And came I not at last to comfort 
you 
Duc nee by the holy rood, thou know’st 
it well, 
Thos cumest on earth to make the earth my 
he 
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A grievous burthen was thy birth to me; 
Tetchy and wayward was thy infancy ; | 
Thy school-days frightful, desperate, wild, and 
furious, , 
Thy prime of manhood daring, bold, and ven- 
turous, Y 170 
Thy age confirm’d, proud, subtle, bloody, trea- 
cherous, ro: 
More mild, but yet more harmful, kind in 
hatred : 
What comfortable hour canst thou name, 
That ever graced me in thy company ? 
XK, Rich. Faith, none, but Humphrey Hour, 
that call’d your grace | 
To breakfast once forth of my company. 
Ii I be so disgracious in your sight, 
Let me march on, and not offend your grace. 
Strike up the drum. 
Dueh, I prithee, hear me speak. 
KX. Rich. You speak too bitterly. 
Duch, Hear me a word ; 
Forl shall meyer speak to thee again. 
+ Rich. So. 
Duch. Either thou wilt die, by God’s just 
ordinance, 
Ere from this war thou turn a conqueror, 
Or I with grief and extreme age shall perish 
And never look upon thy face again. 
Therefore take with thee my most heavy curse; 
Which, in the day of battle, tire thee more 
Than all the complete armour that thou wear'’st! 
My prayers on the adverse party fight; 199 
And there the little souls of Edward's children 
Whisper the spirits of thine enemies 
And promise them success and victory. 
Bloody thou art, bloody will be thy end; 
Shame serves thy life and doth thy death at- 
tend. [Zxit. 
Q. Eliz. Though far more cause, yet much 
_less spirit to curse 
Abides in me; I say amen to all. 
A. Rich. Stay, madam; I must speak a 
word with you. 
Q. Eliz. I have no moe sons of the royal 
blood | . 
For thee to murder: for my daughters, Richard, 
They shall be praying nuns, not weeping 
queens ; ; Ey 201 
And therefore level not to hit their lives. 
tile You have a daughter call’d Eliza- 
eth, i 
Virtuous and fair, royal and gracious. 
e, Eliz. And must she die for this? 0, let 
her live, = 
And I'll corrupt her manners, stain her beauty ; 
Slander myself as false to Edward’s bed ; 
Throw over her the veil of pany 
So she may live unscarr'd of bleeding slaughter, 
T will confess she was not Edward's daughter. 
K. Rich. Wrong not her birth, she is of 
royal blood. _ amr 
Q. Eliz. To save her life, I’ll say she is not 


SO. 
KK. Rich. 
Q. Eli: 


180 


Her life is only safest, in her birth. 

only in that safety died her 
brothers. 2 

KE. Rich. Lo, at their births good stars were 
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Q. Eliz. No, to their lives bad friends Were 
contrary. 
is Rich. AM unavoided is the doom of 
lestiny. 
Q. El True, when avoided grace makes 
destiny : 


My babes were destined to a fairer death, 

If grace had bless'd thee with.a fairer life. 220 
Rick, You speak as if that I had slain 
my cousins. 

Q. Eliz. Cousins, indeed; and by their uncle 
cozen’d 

Of comfort, kingdom, kindred, freedom, life, 

Whose hand soever lanced their tender hearts, 

Thy head, all indirectly, gave direction ; 

No doubt the murderous knife was dull and 


unt 
Till it was whetted on thy stone-hard heart, 
Lo-revel in the entrails of my lambs. 
But that still use of grief makes wild grief tame, 
My tongue should to thy ears not name my 
230 
e833 





boys 
Till that my nails were anchor'd in thine ey 
And J, in such a desperate bay of death, 
Like a Poor bark, of sails and tackling reft, 
Rush all to pieces on thy rocky bosom. 
K. Rich. Madam, so thrive I in my enter- 
prise 
And dangerous success of bloody wars, 
As L intend more good to you and yours 
‘Than ever you or yours were by me wrong’d! 
Q. Eliz. What good is cover'd with the face 
of heaven, 
To be discover'd, that can dome good? 240 
K. Rich. The advancement of your children, 
gentle lady. 
. Eliz. Up to some scaffold, there to lose 
their heads? cs ¢ 
EK, Rich. No, to the dignity and height of 
honour, 
The high imperial type of this carth’s glory. 
Q. Eliz, Flatter my sorrows with report 


of it; 
Tell me what state, what dignity, what honour, 
Canst thou demise to Boy child of mine ¢ 
KX. Rich. Even all I have; yea, and myself 


and all, 
Will I withal endow a child of thine; 
So in the Lethe of thy angry soul 250 
Thou drown the sad remembrance of those 
wwrongs 
Which thou supposest I have done to thee. 
Q. Eliz, Be brief, lest that the process of 
thy kindness 
Last longer telling than thy kindness’ date. 
K. Rich. Then know, that from my soul I 
love thy daughter. - i 
Q. Eliz. My daughter's mother thinks it 
with her soul. 
EK. Rich, What do you think? 
Q. Eliz. That thou dost love my daughter 
from thy soul : 
So from thy soul’s love didst thou love her 
brothers ; it 
And from my heart’s love I do thank thee for it. 
K. Rich. Be not so hasty to confound Le 
meaning : aos 
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And mean to make her queen of England. 
Q. Eliz. Say then, who dost thou mean shall 
be her king? 
K. Rich. MWyen he that makes her queen: 
who should be else? 
, Biz. What, thou? 
K, Rich. I, even L: what think you of it, 


madam ? 
Q. Eliz. How canst thou woo her? 


K. Rich. That would I learn of you, 
As one that are best acquainted with’ her 
humour. _ 

Q. Eliz. And wilt thou learn of me? 
K. Rich. Madam, with all my heart. 270 
Q. Eliz. Send to her, by the man that slew 
her brothers, 
A pair of bleeding hearts; thereon engrave 
Edward and York; then haply she will weep : 
Mies present to her,—as sometime Mar- 
gare : 
Did to thy father, steep'd in Rutland’s blood,— 
A handkerchief; which, say to her, did drain 
The purple =p from her sweet brother's body. 
And bid her dry her weeping eyes therewith. 
If this inducement force her not to love, 
Send her a story of thy noble acts; 280 
Tell her thou madest away her uncle Clarence, 
Her uncle Rivers; yea, and, for her sake, 
ee quick conveyance with her good aunt 
Anne. 
EK, Rich. Come, come, you{mock me; ihis 
is not the way 
To win your daughter. 
Q. Lliz. There is no other way; 
Unless thou couldst put on some other shape, 
And not be Richard that hath done all this. 
KX, Rich, Say that I did all this for love of 


her, 

Q. Eliz. Nay, then indeed she cannot choose 
but hate thee, 2 
aving bought love with such a bloody spoil. 

K. Rich. Look, what is done cannot be now 
amended: . “ 291 
Men shall deal unadvisedly sometimes, 
Which after hours give leisure to repent. 
If I did take the kingdom from your sons, 
To make amends, L'il give it to your daughter. 
If I have kill’d the issue of your womb, 
Lo quicken your increase, I will beget 
Mine issue of your blood upon your daughter : 
grandam’s name is little less in love 
Than is the doting title of a mother ; 
They are as children but one step below, 
Even of your mettle, of your very blood ; 
OF all one pain, save for a night of groans 
Endured of her, for whom you bid like sorrow. 
Your children were vexation to your youth, 
But mine shall be a comfort to your age. 
The loss you have is but a son being king, 





300 


And by that loss your daughter is made queen. | 


I cannot make you what amends I would, 
Therefore accept such kindness as I can. 
Dorset your son, that with a fearful soul 
Leads discontented steps in foreign soil, 
This fair alliance quickly shall call home 
To high promotions and great dignity : 
The king, that calls your beauteous daughter 
wife, 


BIO 
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Familiarly shall call thy Dorset brother ; 
Again shall you be mother to a king, 
And all the ruins of distressful times 
Repair'd with double riches of content. 
What! we have many goodly days to see: 
The liquid drops of tears that you have shed 
Shall come again, transform’d to orient pearl, 
Advantaging their loan with interest 
Of ten times double gain of happiness. 
Go, then, my mother, to thy daughter go; 
Make bold her bashful years with your experi- 
ence ; 
Prepare her ears to hear a wooer's tale; 
Put in her tender heart the aspiring flame 
Of golden sovereignty ; acquaint the princess 
With the sweet silent hours of marriage joys : 
And when this arm of mine hath chastised 33: 
The petty rebel, dull-brain’d Buckingham, 
Bound with triumphant garlands will I come 
And lead thy daughter to a conqueror’s bed ; 
To whom I will retail my conquest won, 
And she shall be sole victress, Cresar’s Cresar. 
Q. Eliz, What were I best to say? her 
father's brother 
Would be her lord? or shall I say, her uncle? 
Or, he that slew her brothers and her uncles? 
Under what title shall I woo for thee, 340 
That God, the law, my honour and her love, 
Can make seem pleasing to her tender years? 
IK. Rich, Infer fair England's peace by this 
alliance, < 
Q. Eliz. Which she shall purchase with still 
lasting war. < z 
K. Rich. Say that the king, which may 
command, entreats. it 
Q. £liz. That at her hands which the king’s 
King forbids. 5 
KK. Rich. Say, she shall be a high and mighty 
queen. z 
Q. Eliz. To wail the title, as her mother 


320 


loth. 
KK, Rich. Say, I will love her everlastingly. 
Q. Eliz. But how long shall that title ‘ever’ 
last? z bgt Fa 
K. Rich. Sweetly in force unto her fair life’s 


end. 

Q. Eliz. But how long fairly shall her sweet 
life last ? 

KE. Rich. So long as heaven and nature 
lengthens it. f ‘ 

Q. HES So long as hell and Richard likes 
of it. 

K. Rich. Say, I, her sovereign, am her sub- 
ject love. ‘ 

Q. Eliz. But she, your subject, loathes such 
sovereignty. i ‘ 

K. Rich. Be eloquent in my behalf to her. 

Q. Et An honest tale speeds best being 
‘plainly told. z 

K. Rich. Then in plain terms tell her my 
loving tale. 

Q. Eliz. Plain and not honest is too harsh a 
style. 362 

K. Rich. Your reasons are too shallow and 
too quick. 

Q. Eliz. Ono, my reasons are too deep and 





dead ; 
Too deep and dead, poor infants, in their grave. 
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K. Rich. Harp not on that string, madam ; 
that is past. shes 
Q. Eliz. Paar on it still shall I till heart- 
strings break. 
K. ditch Now, by my George, my garter, 
and my crown,— 
Q. Eliz. Profaned, dishonour'd, and the 
third usurp'd. 
K. Rich, Iswear—_ 5 
Q. Eliz. By nothing; for this is no oath: 
The George, profaned, hath lost his holyhonour; 
The garter, blemish’d, pawn’d his knightly 
virtue; r ete 370 
The crown, usurp'd, disgraced his kingly glory. 
if something thou wilt. swear to be believed, 
Swear then by something that thou hast not 


wrong'd. 
K. Rich. Now, by the world— 
Q, Eliz. “Ns full of thy foul wrongs. 


My father’s death— 
'Thy life hath that dishonour'd. 
Then, by myself— 
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Urge the necessity and state of times, 

And be not peevish-fond in great designs, 

. Eliz, Shall Lbe tempted of the devil thust 
K. Rich. Ay, if the devil tempt thee to do 


good. 
Q. Eliz. Shall I forget myself to be myself? 
K. Rich. Ay, if yourself’s remembrance 
wrong yourself. : ; 4 
. Kuz. But thou didst kill my children, 
K. Rich. But in your daughter's woinb I 
bury them: . 
Where in that nest of spicery they shall breed 
Selves of themselves, to your recomforture, 





Q. tes Shall I go win my daughter to thy 
will? 

IK. Rich. And be a happy mother by the 
deed. 


Igo. Write to me very shortly, 
shall understand from me her mind 
K. Rich. Bear her my true love's kiss; and 
so, farewell. [Haxit Queen Hlizabeth. 430 
Relenting fool, and shallow, changing woman! 


2. Eliz. 
a you 









Thyself thyself misusest. 
Why then, by God— 

Q. Eliz, God's wrong is most of all. 
If thou hadst fear’d to break an oath by Him, 
The unity the king thy brother made 
Had not been broken, nor my brother slain ; 380 
Tf thou hadst fear’ to break an oath by Him, 
The imperial metal, circling now thy brow, 
Had graced the tender temples of my child, 
And both the princes had been breathing here, 
Which now, tio tender playfellows for dust, 
Thy broken faith hath made a prey for worms. 
What canst thou swear by now? 

K. Rich. The time to come. 

Q. Eliz. That thou hast wronged in the 

time Cerne; 
For I myself have many tears to wash 
Hereafter time, for time past wrong'd by thee. 
The children live, whose parents thou hast 
slaughter’d, 3901 
Ungovern’d youth, to wail it in their age ; 
The parents live, whose children thou hast 
buteher’d, 
Old wither'd plants, to wail it with their age. 
Swear not by time to come; for that thou hast 
Misused ere used, by time misused o’erpast. 
. Rich. As I intend to prosper and repent, 
So thrive I in my dangerous attempt 
Of hostile arms! myself myself confound! 
Heaven and fortune bar me happy hours! 400 
Day, yield me not thy light; nor, night, thy 





Be opposite all planets of good luck 

To my procecdings, if, with pure heart's love, 
Immaculate devotion, holy thoughts, 

I tender not thy beautcous princely daughter! 
In her consists my happiness and thine ; 
Without her, follows to this land and me, 

To thee, herself, and many a Christian soul, 
Death, desolation, ruin and de 

It cannot be avoided but by this; 
It will not be avoided but by this. 

Therefore, good mother,—I must call you so— 
Be the attorney of my love to her: 

Plead what I will be, not what I have been; 
Not my deserts, Rugy 
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Enter Ratcouver; CaTessy following. 
How now! what news? 
Rat. My gracious sovereign, on the western 
_. coast 
Rideth a puissant‘navy; to theshore 
Throng many doubtful hollow-hearted friends, 
Unarm’d, and unresolved to beat them back : 
Tis thought that Richmond is their adiniral ; 
And there they hull, expecting but the aid 
Of Buckingham to welcome them ashore. 
K. Rich. Some light-foot friend post to the 
Duke of Norfolk: A 440 
Ratcliff, thyself, or Catesby ; where is he? 
Cate. Here, my lord. 
K, Rich. Vly to the duke: [Zo Ratelif’] 
Post thou to Salisbury : 
When thou comest thither,—[Z’o Catesby] Dull, 
unmindful villain, 
Why stand’st thou still, and go’st not to the 
duke? z 
Cate. First, mighty sovereign, let me know 
your mind, 
What from your grace I shall deliver to him, 
K, Rich, O, true, good Catesby: bid him 
levy straight 
The greatest strength and power he can make, 
And meet me presently at Salisbury. 450 
Cate. Igo. | [Beit, 
fat. What is’t your highness’ pleasure I 
shall do 
At Salisbury? 
KC. Rich. Why, what wouldst thou do there 
before I go 
Hees Your highness told me I should post 








ore. 
K, Rich. My mind is changed, sir, my mind 
is changed. 


Enter Lorp STANLEY. 


How now, what news with you? 
Stan. None good, my lord, to please you 
= with the hearing; 
Nor none so bad, but it may well be,told. 


K. Rich. Hoyday, a riddle! neither good 
u A 
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Why dost thou run so many mile about, 
When thou mayst tell thy fale a nearer way? 
Once more, what news? 
Stan. Richmond is on the seas. 
XC. Rich, There let him sink, and be the seas 
on him! 
White-liver'd runagate, what doth he there? 
Stan. I know not, mighty sovereign, but by 
guess. 
K. Rich, 
guess? 
Stan, Stirred up by Dorset, Buckingham, 
and Ely, 
He makes for England, there toclaim the crown. 
K. Hick. Is the chair empty? is the sword 
unsway’d ¢ 47° 
Ts the | dead? the empire unpossess’d ? 
What heir of York is there alive but we? 


Well, sir, as you guess, as you 












And w ho is England's king but great York's 
leit? 
Then, tell me, what doth he upon the sea? 
Stan. 


Unless for that, my liege, I cannot 






ch. Unless for that he comes to be 
your liege, 
You cannot guess wherefore the Welshman 
comes. 
Thou wilt revolt, and fly to him, L fear, [ 
Stan. No, mighty liege; therefore mistrust 
me not. 
K. Rich, Where is thy power, then, to beat 
him back ? 
Where are thy tenants and thy followers? 
Are they not now upon the western shore, 
Safe-conducting the rebels from their ships? cs 
Stan. No, my good lord, my friends are in 
the north, A 
XK. Rich. Cold friends to Richard : what do 
they in the north, rs tre 
When they should serve their sovereign in the 
west 
Stan. They have not been commanded, 
mighty sovervign ; 
Please it your majesty to give me leaye, 
‘it muster up my friends, and meet your grace 
Whereand Una time your majesty shall please. 
XK, Rich, Ay, ay, thou wouldst be gone to 
join with Richmond: 49u 
Iwill not trust you, sir. i 3 
Stan. Most mighty sovereign, 
You_have no cause to hold my friendship 
doubtful : P 
never was nor never will be false. 
KE. Rich. Well, . 
Go muster men; but, hear you, leave behind 
Hour son, George Stanley : look your faith be 


rm, : 
Or else his head's assurance is but frail. 

Stan. So deal with him as I prove true to 

you. Exit. 


Enter « Messenger. 


AMess. My gracious sovereign, now in Devon- 
shire, ‘ 500 
As I by friends am well advertised, 
Sir Edward Courtney, and the haughty prelate 
Bishop of Exeter, his brother the 
Vith many moe confederates, are In arms, 
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Enter another Messenger. 


Sec. Mess. My liege, in Kent the Guildfords 
are in arms; 
And every hour more competitors 
Flock to their aid, and still their power in- 
creaseth, 
Enter another Messenger. 
Lhird Mess. My lord, the army of the 
Duke of Buckingham— 
K Rich, Out on you, owls! nothing but 
songs of death? [He striketh him, 
Take that, until thou bring me better news. 510 
Lhivd Iess. The news I have to tell your 
majesty 
Is, that by sudden floods and fall of waters, 
Buckingham’s army is dispersed and scatter’d 5 
And he himself wander'd away alone, 
No man knows whither. 

KK. Rich. Lery thee mere: 
There is my purse to cure that blow of thine. 
Hath any well-advised friend proclain’d 
Reward to him that brings the traitor in? 

Third Mess. Such proclamation hath been 

made, my liege. 


Enter another Messenger, 


Fourth Mess, Sir Thomas Loyel and Lord 
Marquis Dorset, - E 520 
‘Tis said, my liege, in Yorkshire are in arms, 
Yet this good comfort bring L to your grace, 
‘The Breton navy is dispersed by tempest : 
Kichmond, in Dorsetshire, sent out a boat 
Unto the shore, to ask those on the banks 
If they were his assistants, yea or 10; ‘ 
AIS answer'd him, they came from Bucking- 
ham 
Upon his party : he, mistrusting them, 
Hoised sail and made away for Brittany. 
4€. Rich. March on, march on, since we are 
up in arms; [ 2 530 
If not to fight with foreign enemies, 
Yet to beat down these rebels here at home. 


Re-enter CATESBY. 
Cate. My liege, the Duke of Buckingham is 





taken ; 4 
That is the best news: that the Earl of 
Richmond 


Ts with a mighty power landed at Milford, 

Is colder tidings, yet they must be told. / 
K. Rich. Away towards Salisbury! while 

we reason here, 

A royal battle might be won and lost: 

Some one take order Buckingham be brought 

To Salisbury; the rest march on with me. 540 

[Flourish. Exceunt, 


Scene V. Lord Derby's house. 


Enter DERBY and Sin CHRISTOPHER 
URSWICK. 
Der. Sir Christopher, tell Richmond this 
from me: 
That in the sty of this most bloody boar 
My son George Stanley is frank’d up in hold: 
If Irevolt, off goes young George's head ; 
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The fear of that withholds my resent aid. 
But, tell me, where is princely Richmond now? 
Chris.. At Pembroke, or at Ha'rford-west, 
in Wales. 
Der. What men of name resort to him? 
Choris. Sir Walter Herbert, a renowned 
soldier : fe pet 
Sir Gilbert Talbot, Si William Stanley ; 10 
Oxford, redoubted Pembroke, Sir James Blunt, 
And Rice ap ‘Thomas, with a valiant crew ; 
‘And many moe of noble fame and worth : 
‘And towards London they do bend their course, 
if by the way they be not fought withal. 
Dee Return unto thy lord; commend me 
to him : 
Tell him the queen hath heartily consented 
He shall espouse Elizabeth her daughter. 
These letters will resolve him of my mind. 
Farewell. [Evceunt. 
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ACT Y. 
ScuneI. Salisbury. An open place. 


Enter the Sheriff, and BucKINGHAM, with 
halberds, led to execution. 


Buck, Will not King Richard let me speak 
with him? Z 
Sher. No, my good lord ; therefore be patient. 
Buck. Hastings, and Edward's children, 
Rivers, Grey, 5 
Holy King atenr and thy fair son Edward, 
Vaughan, and all that haye miscarried 
By underhand corru ted foul aa yUSEe 
If that your moody discontented souls 
Do through the clouds behold this present hour, 
‘yen for revenge mock my destruction ! 
This is All-Souls’ day, fellows, is it uot? 
Sher. Itis, my lord. 
Buck. Why, then All-Souls’ day is my 
_ body’s doomsday. 
This is the day that, in King Edward’s time, 
Iwish'd might fall on me, when I was found 
False to his children or his wife's allies ; 
This is the day wherein I wish’d to fall 
By the false faith of him I trusted most ; 
‘This, this All-Souls' day to my fearful soul 
Is the determined respite of my wrongs 
That high All-Seer that I dallied with 
Hath turn’d my feigned beaver on my head 
‘And given in earnest what I begg’d in jest. 
Thus doth he force the swords of wicked men 
To turn their own points on their masters’ 
_ bosoms: . 4 
Now Margaret’s curse is fallen upon my head ; 
‘When he,’ quoth she, ‘shall split thy heart 
with sorrow, 
Remember Margaret was a prophetess.’ 
Come, sirs, convey me to the block of shame; 
Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the due of 
blame. [Eceunt. 


10 
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Scene I. The camp near Tamworth. 


Enter RICHMOND, OXFORD, BLUNT, HERBERT, 
and others, with drum and colours. 
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Bruised underneath the yoke of tyranny. 

Thus far into the bowels of the land 

Have we march’d on without impediment; 
‘And here receive we from our father Stanley 
Lines of fair comfort and encouragement 

The wretched, bloody, and usurping boar, 
That spoil’d your summer fields and fruitful 





[Act y 


nal 


nes, : 
Swills your warm blood like wash, and makes 


his trough 


In your embowell’d bosoms, this foul swine 10 
Lies now even in the centre of th 
Near to the town of Leicester, as 






From Tamworth tliither is but one day’s 
In God’s name, cheerly on, courageous friends, 
To reap the harvest of perpetual peace 
By this one bloody trial of sharp war. 

Oxf, Every man’s conscience is a thousand 


swords, 
To fight against that bloody homicide. 
Herb. I doubt not but his friends will fly 


to us. 
Blunt, He hath no friends but who are 
friends for fear, f _20 
Which in hisgreatest need will shrink from him. 
Richm. All for our vantage. Then, in God's 
name, march ; 
True hope is swift, 
wings; 


and flies with swallow’s 


Kings it makes gods, and meaner creatures 
kings. [£veunt, 


ScENE III. Bosworth Feld. 


Enter Kine Richarp in arins, with NORVOLK, 
the EaRu OF SuRREY, and others. 


K. Rich. Here pitch our tents, even here in 
Bosworth field. 
My Lord of Surrey, why look you so sad? 
Sw. My heart is ten times lighter than my 


looks, 
K. Rich. My Lord of Norfolk,— 
Nor. Here, most gracious liege. 
XK. Rich. Norfolk, we must have knocks; 
ha! must we not? 
Wor. We must both give 
erncious lord. | : 
K, Rich. Up with my tent there! here will 
Llie to-night; 
But where to-morrow? Well, all’s one for that. 
Who hath descried the number of the foe? 
Wor. Six or seven thousand is their utmost 
power. 10 
K. Rich. Why, our battalion trebles that 
account : 
Besides, the king’s name is a tower of strength, 
Which they upon the adverse party want. 
Up with my tent there! Valiant gentlemen, 
Let us survey the vantage of the field ; 
Call for some men of sound direction : 
Let’s want no discipline, make no delay; 
For, lords, to-morrow is a busy day. [Exeunt. 


Enter, on the other side of the field, R1CHMOND, 
Sin WILLIAM BRANDON, OXFORD, andothers 
Some of the Soldiers pitch Richmond's tent. 





and take, my 
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And, by the bright track of his fiery car, 

Gives signal of a goodly day to-morrow. * 

Sir William Brandon, you shall bear my 
standard, _ 

Giye me some ink and paper in my tent : 

T’ll draw the form and model of our battle, 

Limit each leader to his several charge, 

And part in just proportion our small strength. 

My Lord of Oxford, you, Sir William Brandon, 

And you, Sir Walter Herbert, stay with me. 

The Warl of Pembroke keeps his regiment : 

Good Captain Blunt, bear my good-night to him, 

And by the second hour in the morning 31 

Desire the earl to see me in my tent: 

Yet one thing more, good Blunt, before thou 


20 


go’st, , 
Where is Lord Stanley quarter’d, dost thou 
know? 
Blunt, 


much, 
Which well Iam assured I have not done, 
His regiment lies half a mile at least 
South trom the mighty power of the king. 
Richm. li without peril it be possible, 39 
Good Captain Blunt, bear my good-night to him, 
And give him from me this most needful scroll. 
Blunt.. Upon my life, my lord, 1’) under- 
take it ; . 
And so, God give you quiet rest to-night! 
Richm. Good night, good Captain Blunt. 
Come, gentlemen, 
Let us consult upon to-morrow’s business : 
In to our tent; the air is raw and cold. 
[Lhey withdraw into the tent. 


Enter, to his tent, Kine Ricard, Norvouk, 
Rarciirr, Catesby, and others. 
K. Rich. Whit is’t o'clock? 
Cate. It’s supper-time, my lord ; 
It’s nine o'clock. 
A Rich. I will not sup to-night. 
Give me some ink and paper. 
What, is my beaver easier than it was? 
And all my armour laid into my tent? 
Cate. lt is, my liege; and all things are in 


readiness. : 
KK. Rich. Good Norfolk, hie thee to thy 
charge; f 
Use careful watch, choose trusty sentinels. 
Nor. Igo, my lord. 
XK, Rich. Stir with the lark to-morrow, gentle 
Nerfolk. 


Unless I have mista’en his colours 


50 


Nor. I warrant you, my lord. [Ezit. 
KK. Rich. Catesby! 

Cate. My lord? . 

K. Rich. Send out a pursuivant at arms 


To Stanley's regiment ; bid him bring his power 
Before sunrising, lest his son George fall 61 
Into the blind cave of eternal night. 
Exit Catesby. 

Fill me a bowl of wine. Give me a watch. 
Saddle white Surrey for the field to-morrow. 
‘Look that my staves be sound, and not too 

heavy. 
Ratcliff! 
Rat. My lord? 
XK. Rich. Saw’st thou the melancholy Lord 

Northumberland? 
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Rat. Thomas the Earl of Surrey, and him- 
self, 69 
Much about cock-shut time, from troop to troop 
Wentthroughthe army, cheering up the soldiers. 
i. Rick. So, I am satisfied. Give me a 
bowl of wine: 
[ have not that alacrity of spirit, 
Nor cheer of mind, that I was wont to have. 
Set it down, Is ink and paper ready? 
Rat. Itis, my lord. 
It. Rich. — id my guard watch; leave me. 
Ratcliit, about the mid of night come to my 


tent 
And help toarm me. Leave me, I say.* 
[Exeunt Ratclig’ and the other Atlendants, 


Enter DEnsy to RICHMOND in his tent, Lords 
and others attending. 


Der, Fortune and victory sit on thy helm! 
Richm. All comfort that the dark night can 
atford 4 80 
Be to thy person, noble father-in-law! 
Tell me, how fares our loving mother? 
Der. I, by attorney, bless thee from thy 
mother, i r 
Who prays continually for Richmond's good: 
So much for that. he silent hours steal on, 
And flaky darkness breaks within the east. 
In brief,—for so the season bids us be,— 
Prepare thy battle early in the morning, 
And put thy fortune to the arbitrement 
Of bloody strokes and mortal-staring war. 
I, as I may—that which I would I cannot,— 
With best advantage will deceive the time, 
And aid thee in this doubtful shock of arms: 
But on thy side I may not be too forward, 
Lest, being seen, thy brother, tender George, 
Be executed in his father’s sight. - 
Farewell: the leisure and the fearful time 
Cuts off the ceremonious yows of love 
And ample interchange of sweet discourse, 
Which so long sunder'd iriends should dwell 
upon: | 4 100 
God give us leisure for these rites of love! 
Once more, adieu: be valiant, and specd. well! 
Richm. Good lords, conduct him to his regi- 
ment: 
I’llstrive, with troubled thoughts, to take anap, 
Lest leaden slumber peise me down to-morrow, 
When I should mount with wings of victory : 
Once more, good night, kind lords and gentle- 
men. [Zxeunt all but Richmond. 
O Thou, whose captain I account myself, 
Look on my forces with a gracious eye; 109 
Put in their hands thy bruising irons of wrath, 
‘That they may crush down with a heavy fall 
The usurping helmets of our adversaries ! 
Make us thy ministers of chastisement, 
That we may praise thee in the victory ! 
To thee I do commend my watchful soul, 
Ere I let fall the windows of mine eyes : 
Sleeping and waking, O, defend ine still! 
[Sleeps. 
Enter the Ghost of Prince Epwanp, son to 
Henry the Sixth. 
Ghost. [To Richard] Let me sit heavy on 
thy soul to-morrow ! 
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Think, Horr thou stab'dst me in my prime oI 
youth f 

At Tewksbury : despair, therefore, and die! 120 

[Zo Richmond] Be cheerful, Richmond; for 
the wronged souls | ¥ 

Of butcher'd princes fight in thy behalf : 

King Henry’s issue, Richmond, coinforts thee. 


Enter the Ghost of Henny the Sixth. 
Ghost. [To Richard] When I was mortal, 
my anointed body : ‘ 
By thee was punched full of deadly holes: | 
‘Think on the Tower and me: despair, and die! 
Harry the Sixth bids thee despair and die! 
[Zo Richmond] Virtuous and holy, be thou 
conqueror ! Bs 
Harry, that prophesied thou shouldst be king, 
Doth ‘comfort thee in thy sleep: live, and 
flourish ! 130 
Enter the Ghost of CLARENCE. 
Ghost. {Zo Richard] Let me sit heavy on 
thy soul to-morrow ! i Ff 
J, that was wash’d to death with fulsome wine, 
Boor Clarence, by thy guile betrayed to death! 
‘To-morrow in the battle think on me, | 
‘And fall thy edgeless sword ; despair, and dic!— 
[Zo Richmond] Thou ofispring of the house of 
Lancaster, iy 
The wronged heirs of York do pray for thee : 
Good angels guard thy battle! live, and flourish! 


Enter the Ghosts of RIVERS, GREY, and 
VAUGHAN. 
Ghost of R. [To Richard] Let me sit heavy 
__ on thy soul to-morrow, 
Rivers, that died at Pomfret! despair, and die! 
Ghost of G. (Lo Richard| Think upon Urey, 
and let thy soul despair! 141 
Ghost of V. [Lo Richard| Think upon 
Vaughan, and, with, guilty fear, 
Let fall thy lance: despair, and dic! 
Alu. [Zo Richmond] Awake, and think our 
_ wrongs in Richard's bosom 
Will conquer him! awake, and win the day ! 
Enter the Ghost of VAstINnGs. 
Ghost. [Zo Richard] Bloody and guilty, 
guiltily awake, 
And in a bloody battle end thy days! 
‘Think on Lord Hastings: despair, and die! 
[Zo Richmond] Quiet untroubled soul, awake, 


awake! H a 
Amn, fight, and conquer, for fair England's 
sake! 150 


Enter the Ghosts of the two young Princes. 
Ghosts. (Z'o Richard] Dream on thy cousins 
smother’d in the Lower: 
Let us be lead within thy bosom, Richard, 
‘And weigh thee down to ruin, shame, and 
death! 
Thy nephews’ souls bid thee despair and die! 
[Zo Richmond] Sleep, Richmond, sleep in 
peace, and wake in joy; 
Good ane guard thee from the boar's annoy ! 


Live, an happy race of kings! iff, rds? 
ae an Oe a es Jonld Heeetunblinstiluts Hippeaday Scateoti 
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Enter the Ghost of LADY ANNE. 


Ghost. [Lo Rickard] Richard, thy wife, that 

wretched Anne thy wife, | 

That never slept a quiet hour with thee, 160 

ow fills thy sleep with perturbations : 

-morrow in the battle think on me, 

‘And fall thy edgeless sword: despair, and die! 

[Zo Richmond] Thou quiet soul, sleep thou a 
quict sleep 3 : 

Dream of success and happy victory ! 

‘Thy adversary’s wife doth pray for thee. 


Enter the Ghost of BUCKINGHAM. 


Ghost. [To Richard] The first was I that 
help'd thee to the crown ; 
The last was I that felt thy tyranny: 
O, in the battle think on Buckingham, 
And die in terror of thy guiltiness! 170 
Dream on, dream on, of bloody deeds and 
death: | mi F 
Fainting, despair; despairing, yield thy breath! 
[Zo Richmond] I cued for hope ere I could 
lend thee aid : 
But cheer thy heart, and be thou not dismay’d: 
God and good angels fight on Richmond’s side ; 
And Richard falls in height of all his pride. 
[Lhe Ghosts vanish. Ming Richard starts 
A P out of his dream. 
K. Rich. Give me another horse: bind up 
my wounds. = 
Have mercy, Jesu !—Soft! I did but dream. 
O coward conscience, how dost thou atilict met 
The lights burn blue. It is now dead midnight. 
Cold fearful drops stand on my trembling flesh. 
What do I fear? myself? there’s none else by: 
Richard loves Richard; that is, Iam 1. 
Is there a murderer here? No, Yes, Lam: 
Then fly. What, from myself? Great reason 
why: 
Lest Lrevenge. What, myself upon myself? 
‘Alack, I love myselé Wherefore? tor any 


goo 
That L myself have done unto myself? 
O, no! alas, J rather hate myself 





For hateful deeds committed by myself! 190 
Lama yillain: yet I lic, Lam not, 

Fool, of thyself speak well: fool, do not flatter. 
My conscience hath a thousand several tongues, 
And eyery tongue brings in a several tale, 
And every tale condemns me for a villain. 
Perjury, perjury, in the high'st degree ; 
Murder, stern murder, in the direst degree; 
All several sins, all used in each degree, 
‘Throng to the bar, crying all, Guilty ! guilty! 
I shall despair. ‘There is no creature loves me} 
And if I die, no soul shail pity me: 201 
Nay, wherefore should they, since that I myself 
Find in myself no pity to myself E 
Methought the souls of all that I had murder'd 
Came to my tent; and ovary? one did threat 
‘Tu-morrow’s vengeance on the head of Richard. 


Enter RATcLirr. 


Rat. My lord! 
K. Rick. ’Zounds! who is there? 
i The early 





Wate, 


Scene mt] 


Hath twice done salutation to the mom; —s10 
Your friends are up, and buckle on their 
armour. 
XK. Rich. O Ratcliff, L have dread a fear- 
ful dream ! 
What thinkest thou, will our friends proye all 
true? 
Rat. No doubt, my lord. 
KK. Rich, O Ratcliff, I fear, I fear,— 
‘Rat. Nay, good iy lord, be not afraid of 
shadows, 
UG, Bich By the apostle Paul, shadows to- 
night 
Have struck more terror to the soul of Richard 
Than can the substance of ten thousand soldiers 
‘Armed in proof, and led by shallow Richmond. 
Tt is not yet near day. Come, go with me; 220 
Under our tents I'll play the eaves-dropper, 
To see if any mean to shrink from me. [Eceunt. 


Enter the Lords to RicHs0nd, sitting in his 
tent. 


Lords. Good morrow, Richmond! 
Richm. Cry mercy, lords and watchful 
gentlemen, 

That you have ta’en a tardy sluggard here. 
Lords. How have you slept, my lord? 
Richm. The sweetest sleep, and fairest- 

boding dreams 

That ever enter'd in a drowsy head, 

Have I since your departure had, my lords. 

Methought their souls, whose bodies Richard 

murder’d, " 230 

Came to my tent, and cried on victory : 

T promise you, my soul is very Jocund 

Tn the remembrance of so fair a dream. 

How far into the morning is it, lords? 

Lords. Upon the stroke of four. c 
Richm. Why, then’tis time to arm and give 
direction, 


His oration to his soldiers. 


More than I have said, loving countrymen, 
The leisure and enforcement of the time | 
Forbids to dwell upon: yet remember this, 
God ana our good cause fight upon our side; 
The prayers of holy saints and wron ed souls, 
Like high-rear'd bulwarks, stand before our 


aces 5 2 a 
Richard except, those whom we fight against 
Had rather have us win than him they follow : 
For what is he they follow? truly, gentlemen, 
‘A bloody tyrant and a homicide ; 

Oney race in blood, and one in blood estab- 
ish’d ; 

One that made means to come by what he hath, 
And slaughter’d those that were the means to 
help him; it J 
‘A base foul stone, made precious by the foil 2so 

OF England’s chair, where he is falsely set; 
One that hath ever becn God's enemy : 
Then, if you fight against God’s enemy, 
God will'in justice ward you as his soldiers ; 
If you do sweat to put a tyrant down, 


You sleep in peace, the tyrant being slain ; 
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If you do fight against your country’s foes, | 
Your country’s fat shall pay your pains the hire; 
If you do fight in safeguard of your wives, 259 
Your wives shall welcome home the conquerors ; 
lf you do free your children from the sword, 
Your children’s children quit it in your age, 
Then, in the name of Gad and all these rights, 
Advance your standards, draw your willing 
swords, 
For me, the ransom of my bold attempt 
Shall be this cold corpse on the earth’s cold 


face ; 
But if L thrive, the gain of my attempt 
The least of you shall share his part thereof. 
Sound deine and trumpets boldly and cheer- 
fully ; 
God and Saint George! Richmond and victory! 
[2xeunt. 270 


Re-enter Kixe Riewann, Rateuir, Attend- 
ants and Lorces. 


K. Rich. What said Northumberland as 
touching Richmond? . f 
Rat, That he was never trained up in arms. 
K. Rich. He said the truth: and what sad 
Surrey then ? 
Rat. He smiled and said ‘The better for our 
purpose.’ i z 
KK. Rich. He was in the right; and so in- 
deed it is. [Clock striketh. 
Tell the clock there. Give me a calendar. 
Who saw the sun to-day? 
Rat. Not I, any) Jord. 
KC. Rich. Then he disdains to shine ; for by 
the book 
He should have braved the east an hour ago: 
A black day will it be to somebody. 2 


Ratcliff! 
Rat, My lord? = 
K. Rich. The sun will not be seen to-day ; 


The sky doth frown and lour upon our army. 

[ woul these dewy tears were from the ground. 

Not shine to-day!” Why, what is that to me 

More than to Richmond? for the selfsame 
heaven 

That frowns on me looks sadly upon him. 


Enter NORFOLK. 


Nor, Arm, arm, my lord; the foe vaunts in 
the field. 
K. Rich. Come, bustle, bustle; caparison 
my horse. of I 
Call up Lord Stanley, bid him bring his power: 
I will lead forth my soldiers to the plain, — 291 
And thus my battle shall be ordered : 
My forewand shall be drawn out all in length, 
Consisting equally of horse and foot ; 
Our archers shall be placed in the midst: 
John Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Karl of Surrey, 
Shall have the leading of this foot and horse. 
They thus directed, we will follow 
in Ga battle, whose puissance on cither 
side 
Shall be well winged with our chiefest horse. 
This, and Saint George to boot! What think’st 
thou, Norfolk? 7 301 
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Wor. A good direction, warlike sovereign. 
This found J on my tent this morning. 
(is sheweth him @ paper. 
K. Rich. [Reads] ‘Jockey of Norfolk, be 
not too bold, 7 ' 5 
For Dickon thy master is bought and sold. 
A thing devised by theenemy. __ 
Go, gentlemen, every man unto his charge: 
Let not our babbling dreams affright our souls : 
Conscience is but a word that cowards use, 
Devised at first to keep the strong in awe: 310 
Our strong arms be our conscience, swords our 
law. 
March on, join bravely, let us to’t pell-mell ; 
If not to heaven, then hand in hand to hell. 


His ovation to his Army. 


What shall I say more than I have inferr'd? 

Remember whom you are to cope withal; 

A sort of vagabonds, raseals, and runaways, 

A scum of Bretons, and base lackey peasants, 

Whom their o’er-cloyed country vomits forth 

To desperate ventures and assured destruction. 

You sleeping safe, they bring to you unrest ; 

You having Jands, and blest with beauteous 
wives, <a 321 

They would restrain the one, distain the other. 

And who doth lead them but a paltry fellow, 

Long kept in Bretagne at our mother's cost? 

A milk-sop, one that never in his life 

Felt so much cold as over shoes in snow ? 

Let’s whip these stragglers o’er the seas again; 

Lash hence these overweening rags of France, 

These famish’d beggars, weary of their lives ; 

Who, but for dreaming on this fond exploit, 330 

For va it of means, poor rats, had hang’d them- 
selves: 

Tf we be conquer’d, let men conquer us, 

And not these bastard Bretons; whom our 


fathers 
Have in their own land beaten, bobb’d, and 
thump'd, 


And in record, left them the heirs of shame. 
Shall these enjoy our lands? lie with our wives? 
Ravish our daughters? [Drum afar of] Hark! 
__t hear their drum, 
Fight, gentlemen of England! fight, bold 
yeomen ! 

Drav, archers, draw your arrows to the head ! 
Spur your proud horses hard, and ride in blood ; 
Amaze the welkin with your broken staves ! 341 


Enter a Messenger. 


What aus Lord Stanley? will he bring his 
power 
Ales. My Jord, he doth deny to come, « 
KE Ri Olt with his son George’s head! 
Vor. My lord, the enemy is past the marsh: 
After the battle let George Stanley die. 
K. Rich. A thousand hearts are great within 
my bosom : 
Advance our standards, set upon our foes; 
Our ancient word of courage, fair Saint George, 
Inspire us with the spleen of fiery dragons! 350 
Upon them! Victory sits on our helms. 
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Scene LY. Another part of the field. 


Alarum: excursions. Enter Nor 
Sorces fighting ; to him Cx 


Cate. Rescue, my Lord of Norfolk, rescue, 
rescue! 
The king enacts more wonders than a man, 
Daring an OnbeRIES to every danger: 
His horse is slain, and all on foot he fights, 
Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death, 
Rescue, fair lord, or else the day is lost! 





FOLK and 
ESBY. 





Alarwums. Enter Kixe Rucuanrp. 


K, Rich. A horse! a horse! my kingdom 
fora horse! , 

Cate. Withdraw, my lord; I'll help you to 
a horse. 

XK. Rich. Slave, I have set my life upon 


acast, 
And I will stand the hazard of the die: 10 
I think there be six Richmonds in the field ; 
Vive have I slain to-day instead of him. 
A horse! a horse! my kingdom for a horse! 
[Zxeunt. 


ScENE V. Another part of the field. 


Alarum. Enter Ricuard and Ricumonp: 
they fight. Ricuarn ts slain. Retreat and 
SJlowrish, Re-enter RicHMOND, Derby bear- 
ing the crown, with divers other Lords. 


Richm.. God and your arms be praised, 
victorious frien«s ; 
The day is ours, the bloody dog is dead. 
Der. Courageous Richmond, well hast thou 
acquit thee, 
Lo, here, this long-usurped royalty 
rom the dead temples of this bloody wretch 





Have I pluck’d off, to grace thy brows withal : 
Wear it, enjoy it, and make much of it. 
a Great God of heaven, say Amen 
oa 
But, tell me, is young George Stanley living? 
Der. He is, my lord, and safe in Leicester 


town 3, 10 
Whither, if it please you, we may now with- 
draw us. 
Richm. What men of name are slain on 
either side? 
Der. John Duke of Norfolk, Walter Lord 
_ Ferrers, 4 
Sir Rover’ Brakenbury, and Sir William Bran- 
lon. 
Fins Inter their bodies as becomes their 
irths : 
Proclaim a pardon to the soldiers fled 
That in submission will return to us: 
And then, as we have ta’en the sacrainent, 
We will unite the white rose and the red: 
Smile heayen upon this fair con junction, 20 
That long have frown’d upon their enmity! 
What traitor hears me, and says not amen? 
Hoagland hath long been mad, and scarr'd her- 
self ; 


Thue Big Beulsyed shgbenther’s blood, 
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The father rashly slaughter'd his own son, Abate the edge of traitors, gracious Lord, 

The son, compell'd, been butcher to the sire: That would reduce these bloody days again, 
All this divided York and Lancaster, And make poor England weep in streams of 
Divided in their dire division, blood! 

(0, now, Jet Richmond and Elizabeth, Let them not live to taste this land’s increase 





The true succeeders of cach royal house, 30 | That would with treason wound this fair land's 

By God's fair ordinance conjoin together! peace! 

‘And let their heirs, God, if thy will be so, Now civil wounds are stopp’d, peace lives 

Enrich the time to come with smooth-faced again: 40 
; peace, 2 ‘That she may long live here, God say amen! 

With smuling plenty and fair prosperous days! [Breunt. 
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Secretaries to Wolsey. 

CROMWELL, Servant to Wolsey. 















THE PROLOGUE. 


I come no more to make you laugh: things 
now, 

That bear a weighty and a serious brow, 
Sad, high, and working, full of state and woe, 
Such noble scenes as draw the eye to flow, 

We now present. Those that can pity, here 
May, if they think it well, let fall 2, tear; 

The subject will deserve it. Such as give 
Their money out of hope they may believe, 
May here find truth too. Those that come to 

see 

Only a show or two, and so agree 10 
The play may pass, if they be still and willing, 
I'll undertake may see away their shilling 
Richly in two short hours. “Only they 
That come to hear a merry baw y play, 
A noise of targets, or to sce a fellow 

na long motley coat guarded with yellow, 
Will be deceived ; for, gentle hearers, know 
To rank our chosen truth with such a show 
As fool and fight is, beside forfeiting 
Our own brains, and the opinion that we bring, 
To make that only true we now intend, 21 
‘Will leave us never an understanding friend. 
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Grirriru, Gentleman-usher to Queen Ka- 
tharine. 

Three Gentlemen. = 

Docror Burrs, Physician to the Ki 

Garter King-at-Arms, 

Surveyor to the Duke of Buckingham. 

BRrANpon, and a Sergeant-at-Arms. 

Door-keeper of the Council-cha:nber. Por- 
ter, and his Man. : 

Page to Gardiner. <A Crier. 

QUEEN KATHARINE, Wife to King Henry, 
afterwards divorced. 

ANNE BULLEN, her Maid of Honour, after- 
wards Queen. 

An old Lady, friend to Anne Bullen, 

PATIENCE, Woman to Queen Katharine. 





Sy 





Several Lords and Ladies in the Dumb Shows; 
Women attending upon the Queen ; Scribes, 
Officers, Guards, and other Attendants. 

Spirits. 
ScenE: London; Westininster ; Kimbolton. 


Therefore, for goodness’ sake, and as you are 
known 

The first and happiest hearers of the town, 

Be sad, as we would make ye. think ye sce 

The very persons of our noble story 

As they were living; think you see them great, 

And follow’d with the general throng and sweat 

Of thousand friends; then ira moment, see 

How soon this mightiness meets misery: 30 

And, if you can be merry then, I'll say 

Aman may weep upon his wedding-day, 


ACT I. 


SceneI. London. An ante-chamber ir. the 
palace. 


Enter the DUKE or NorvOLK at one door ; at 
the other, the DUKE OF BUCKINGHAM aad 
the LORD ABERGAVENNY 


Buck. Good morrow, and well met. How 
__ have ye done 
Since last we saw in France? 
Nov, I thank your grace, 
Healthful; and ever since a fresh admirer 
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Buck. r An untimely ague 
Stay’d me a prisoner in my chamber when 
Those suns of glory, those two lights of men, 
Met in the vale of Andren. 
Nor. *Twixt Guynes and Arde: 
I ma hen present, saw them salute on hhorse- 
acl 5 
Beheld them, when they lighted, how they 
clung 
In their embracement, as they grew together ; 
“hich had they, what four throned ones could 


Take up the rays 0’ the beneficial sun 
And keep it from the earth, Z 
Nor. Surely, sir, 

There’s in him stuff that puts him to these ends; 

For, being not propp'd by ancestry, whose 
grace yi 

Chalks successors their way, nor call’d upon, 60 

Tor high feats done to the crown; neither 
allied 

To eminent assistants} but, spider-like, 

Out of his self-drawing web, he gives us note, 


















have weigh. ir | The force of his own merit makes his way; 
Such 2 compounded one? A giit that heavea gives for him, which buys 
Buck. Batters ‘All the whole time A place next to-the king. 
Twas my chambers prisoner. Aber. T cannot tell 
or", Then you lost What heaven hath given him,—let some graver 


The view of earthly glory: men might say, 
‘Till this time pomp was single, but now married 
To one above itself. Each following day 
Became the next day’s master, till the last 
Made former wonders its. To-day the French, 
‘All clinquant, all in gold, like heathen gods, 
Shone down the Eng ish; and, to-morrow, they 
Made Britain India: every man that stood ar 
Show’d like a mine, Their dwarfish pages were 
‘As cherubins, all gilt : the madams too, 

Not used to toil, dud almost sweat to bear 

The pride upon them, that their very labour 
Was to them as a painting: now this masque 
Was cried incomparable; and the ensuing 


eye ; 
Pierce into that; but I can see his pride 
Peep through each part of him: whence has he 


that, 
Té not from hell? the devil is a niggard, 7° 
Or has given all before, and he begins 
Anew hellin himself. 
uck, Why the devil, 
Upon. this French going out, took he upon 


him, 

Without the privity 0’ the king, to appoint 

Who should attend on him? He makes up 
the file 

Of all the gentry ; for the most part such 

‘To whom as arent a charge as little honour 

He meant to lay upon: and his own letter, 

The honourable board of council out, 

Must fetch him in the papers. 

Aber. 7 Idoknow 8 
Kinsmen of mine, three at the least, that have 
By this so sicken’d their estates, that never 
They shall abound as formerly. 


night 
Made it a fool and beggar... The two kings, 
Equal in lustre, were now best, now worst, 
As presence did present them; himineye, 30 
Still him in praise; and, being present both, 
"Twas said Asey suv but one; and no discerner 
Durst wag his tongue in censure. When these 
suns— 


For so they phrase ’em—by their heralds chal-| Buck. * __ O, many 
lenged . Have broke their backs with laying manors 
The noble spirits to arms, they did perform on ’em 


For this great journey. What did this vanity 


But minister communication of 
A. most poor issue 


Beyond thought’s compass ; that former fabu- 
_ lous story, > ; 
Being now seen possible enough, got credit, 
That Bevis was believed. 
Buck. O, you go far. 
Wor. As I belong to worship and affect 
In honour honesty, the tract of every thing 4° 
Would by a good discourser lose some life, 
Which action self was tongue to. All was 
royal ; 1 
To the disposing of it nought rebell'd, 
Order gave each thing view ; the office did 


t 
01". Grievingly I think, 
The peace between the French and us not 


values 
The cost that did conclude it. 
Buck. Every man, 
After the hideous storm that follow’d, was, 99 
‘A thing inspired; and, not consulting, broke 
Into a general prophecy ; ‘That this tempest, 
Dashing the garment of this peace, aboded 


Distinctly his full function. " ‘fhe sudden breach on’t. | 

Buck. Who did guide, Now. , Which is budded out; 
I mean, who set the body and the limbs Yor France hath flaw’d the league, and hath 
OF this great sport together, as you guess? attach’d 


Our merchants’ goods at Bourdeaux. 


‘Nor. One, certes, that promises no clement - 
Is it therefore 


In such a business. Aber. 
Buc Re The ambassador is silenced? 


Buck. _ Ipray you, who, my lord? ws 
Wor. All this was order'd by the good dis-| Vor. = Marry, is’t. 
eretion so| Aber. A proper title of a peace; and pur- 


chased 
At a superfluous rate! 5 3 
Buck. Why, all this business 
Our reverend cardinal carried., 
Nor. ___ Like it your grace, 100 
The state takes notice of the private ditierence 


Of the right reverend Cardinal of York. 
Buck. The devil speed him! no man’s pie 
isfreed 
From his ambitious finger. What had he 
To do in these fierce vanities? I wonder 
That such a keech can with his very bulk 
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Betwixt you and the cardinal. I advise you— 
And take it from a heart that wishes towards 


you 

Honour and plenteous safety—that you read 

The cardinal’s malice and his potency 

Together ; to consider further that - 

What his high hatred would effect wants not 

A minister in his power. You know his nature, 

That he’s revengeful, and I know his sword 

Hath a sharp edge: it’s long and, *t may be 
said, 110 

Tt reaches far, and where ‘twill not extend, 

Thither he darts it. Bosom up my counsel, 

You'll find it wholesome. Lo, where comes 
that rock z 

That I advise your shunning. 


Enter CARDINAL Wotsey, the purse borne 
before him, certain of the Guard, and two 
Secretaries with papers. The CARDINAL tn 
his passage siceth his eye on BUCKINGHAM, 
ond. BuckincHaM on him, beth full v 

disdain. 


Wol. The Duke of Buckingham’s surveyor, 


ha 
Where’s his examination? 
Livst Seer. Here, so please you. 
Wol. Is hein person ready? 
First Seer. Ay, please your grace. 
Wol. Well, we shall then know more ; and 
Buckingham, 
Shall lessen this big look. 5 
_ (Exeunt Wolsey and his Train. 
Buck. _This butcher's cur is vyenom-mouth’d, 
and I 3 120 
Have not the power to muzzle him; therefore 





Not wake him in his slumber. <A beggar’s 


ook 
Outworths a noble’s blood. 
Nor. What, are you chafed? 
Ask God for temperance ; that’s the appliance 


only 
Which your disease requires. 
Buck. Tread in’s looks 
Matter against me; and his eye reviled 
Me, as his abject object: at this instant 
He bores me with some trick: he’s gone to the 


king; 
I'll follow and outstare him. 

Nor. z Stay, my lord, 
And let your reason with your choler question 
What ’tis you go about: to climb steep hills 13: 
Requires slow pace at first: anger is like 
A full-hot horse, who being allow'd his way, 
Self-mettle tires him. Not aman in England 
Can advise me like you: be to yourself 
As you would to your friend. 

Buck. I'll to the king; 
And from_a mouth of honour quite cry down. 
This Ipswich fellow’s insolence ; or proclaim 
There's difference in no persons. 

Nor. Be advised ; 
Heat not a furnace for your foe so hot 


t = x40) 
‘That it do singe yourself: we may outrun, 
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And lose by over-running. Know you not, 

The fire that mounts the liquor till ’t rin oer, 

In seeming to augment it wastes it? Be ad. 
vised. : S : 

T say again, there is no English soul 

More stronger to direct you than yourself, 

lf with the sap of reason you would quench, 

Or but allay, the fire of passion. 


uch. sir, 
Tam thankful to you} and I'll go along x50 
By your prescription : but this top-proud fellow, 
Whom from the flow of gall I name not but 
From sincere motions, by intelligence, 
And proofs as clear as founts in July when 
We see each grain of gravel, I do know 
To be corrupt and treasonous. 

vor. Say not ‘treasonous, 

Buck. To the king I'll say’t; and make my 

youch as strong 
As shore of rock. Attend. This holy fox, 
Or wolf, or both,—for he is equal ravenous 
As he is subtle, and as prone to mischief 
As able to perform’t; his mind and pie 
Infecting one another, yea, reciprocally— 
Only to show his pomp as well in France 
As here at home, suggests the king our master 
To this last costly treaty, the interview, 
That swallow’d so much treasure, and like a 


160 


glass 
Did break i’ the rinsing. | 
Nor. Faith, and so it did. | 
Buck. Pray, give me favour, sir. This 

cunning cardinal 

The articles o’ the combination drew 

As himself pleased ; and they were ratified 170 

As he cried ‘Thus let be’: to as much end 

As give a crutch to the dead: but our count- 
cardinal 

Has donc this, and ’tis well ; for worthy Wolsey, 

Who cannot err, he did it. Now this follows,— 

Which, as I take it, is a kind of puppy 

To the old dam, treason,—Charles the emperor, 

Under pretence to sve the queen his aunt,— 

or "twas indeed his colour, but he came 

‘'o whisper Wolsey,—here makes visitation : 

His fears were, that the interview betwixt | 180 

ae en and France might, through their 
amity, 

Breed him some prejudice ; for from this league 

Peep'd harms that menaced him :_ he privily 

Deals with our cardinal ; and, as I trow,— 

Which I do well; for I am sure the emperor 

Paid ere he promised; whereby his suit was 


granted 
Ere it was ask’d; but when the way was made, 
And paved with gold, the emperor thus desired, 
That he would please to alter the king’s course, 
And break the foresaid peace. Let the king 

know, 199 
As soon he aly me, that thus the cardinal 
Does buy and sell his honour as he pleases, 
And for his own advantage. 

Vora Iamsorry 
To hear this of him; and could wish he were 
Something mistaken in’t. 

Buck. No, not a syllable: 

Ido penance him in that very shape 
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Enter, BRANDON, @ Sergeant-at-arms before 
him, and two or three of the Guard. 


Bran. Your office, sergeant; execute it. 


Serg. Sir, 
My lord the Duke of Buckingham, and Earl : 
Of Hereford, Statford, and Northampton, I 2co 
Arrest thee of high treason, in the name 
Of our most sovereign king. 

Buck. Lo, you 
The net has fall’n upon me! 
Under device and practice. * 

Bran. _ Lam sorry 
To see you ti from liberty, to look on 
The business present: ‘tis his highness? pleasure 
You shall to the Lower. 

Buck. It will help me nothing 
To plead mine innocence ; for that dyeis on me 
Which makes my whitest part black. The will 

of heaven 
Be done in this and all things! I obey. 
O my Lord Abergavenny, fare you well! 
Bran. Nay, he must bear you company. 
The king [Z'o Abergavenny. 
Ts pleased you shall to the Tower, tillyou know 
How he determines further. 


y my lord, 
Ushall perish 












210 


Abei', As the duke said, 
The will of heaven be done, and the king’s 
pleasure 
By me obey’d! 


UN. Here is a warrant from 
The king to attach Lord Montacute; and the 
bodies 
Of the duke’s confessor, John de Ja Car, 
One Gilbert Peck, his chancellor,— 
Buck, 30, 80} 219 
These are the limbs o’ the plot : no more, I hope. 
Bran. A. monk o’ the Chartreux. 
Buck. O, Nicholas Hopkins? 
Bran. He. 
Buck, My surveyor is false; the o’er-great 
cardinal A - 
ath show'd him gold; my life is spann’d 
already : : 
Tam the shadow of poe Buckingham, | 
Whose figure even this instant cloud puts on, 
By darkening my clear sun. My lord, farewell. 
[Bxeunt. 


Scene II. Zhe same. Lhe council-chamber. 

Cornets. Enter the Kine, leaning on the 
CarDINAL’s shoulder, the Nobles, and Sir 
Tuomas LoveLL; the CARDINAL | places 
emaeli under the KING’s fect on his right 
side. 


King. My life itself, and the best heart of it, 
Thanks you for this great care: I stood i’ the 


level 
Of a full-charged confederacy, and give thanks 
To you that choked it. Let be cail’d before us 
That gentleman of Buckingham’s ; in person 
L’l hear him his confessions justify ;_ 
And point by point the treasons o! his master 
He shall again relate. 
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A noise within, crying ‘Room for the Queen!’ 
Enter QUEEN KATHARINE, ushered by the 
DUKE OF pavers and the DUKE OF 
Surronk: she kneels. The Kinc riseth 
Jrom his state, takes her up, kisses und 
placeth her by him. 





Q. Kath. Nay, we must longer kneel: Tam 
a suitor. 
King. Arise, and take place by us: half 
your suit 19 
Never name to us; you have half our power: 
The other moiety, ere you ask, 1s given; 
Repeat your will and take it. 

Q. Kath. Thank your majesty. 
That you would love yourself, and in that love 
Not unconsiderd leave your honour, nor 
The dignity of your office, is the point 
Of my petition. 

King. Lady mine, proceed. 

Q. Kath. Tam solicited, not by a few, 

And those of true conditian, that your subjects 
Are in great grievance: there have been com- 


missions ? 20 
pend down among ’em, which hath flaw’d the 
heart 


Of all their loyalties: wherein, although, 
My good lord cardinal, they vent reproaches 
Most bitterly on you, as putter on 
Of these exactions, yet the king our master— 
Whose honour heaven shield from soil !—even 
he escapes not 2 

Language unmannerly, yea, such which breaks 
‘The sides of loyalty, and almost appears 
In loud rebellion. 

Nor. Not almost appears, 
It doth appear ; for, upon these taxations, 
The clothiers all, not able to maintain 
The many to them “longing, have put off. 
‘The spinsters, carders, fullers, weavers, who, 
Unfit for other life, compell’d by hunger 
And lack of other means, in desperate manner 
Daring the event to the teeth, are all in uproar, 
And danger serves among them. 


3u 


King. Taxation | 
Wherein? and what taxation? My lord cardinal, 
You that are blamed for it alike with us, 
Know you of this taxation ? 

Vol. Please you, sir, 
I know but of a single part, in aught 
Pertains to the state; and front but in that file 
Where others tell steps with me.__ 

Q. Kath. No, 

You know no more than others; 
frame ; - 

Things that are known alike; which are not 
wholesome 

To those which would not know them, and yet 


40 


my lord, 
ut you 


must : 

Perforce be their acquaintance. These exac- 
tions, 

Whereof my sovereign would have note, they 


are 

Most pestilent to the hearing and, to bear ’em, 

The back is sacrifice to the load. They say 50 

They are devised by you; or else you sufler 

Too hard an exclamation. * 
King. Still exaction! 
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The nature of it? in what kind, let’s know, 
Is this exaction ? 

Q. Kath. Tam much too venturous 
In tempting of your patience ; but am bolden’ d 
Under your promised pardon. The subjects’ 


ie! 

Comes through commissions, which compel 
from each : 

The sixth part of his substance, to be levied 

Without delay ; and the pretence for this 

Is named, your wars in France: this makes 
bold mouths: ; 60 

Tonzues spit their duties out, and cold hearts 
freeze 

Allegiance in them; their curses no 

‘Live where their prayers did: and it’s come to 


Pass: . 5 
This tractable obedience is a slave 
To each incensed will. I would your highness 
Would give it quick consideration, for 
There is no primer business, 


King. By my life, 
This is against our pleasure. 
Wol. And for me, 


Lhave no further gone in this than by 
A single voice; and that not pass'd me but 70 
By learned approbation of the judges. If lam 
Praduced by ignorant tongues, which neither 
know 
My faculties nor person, yet will be 
The chronicles of my doing, Ict me say 
"Tis but the fate of place, and the rough brake 
That virtue must go through. We must not stint 
Our necessary actions, in the fear 
To cope malicious censurers; which ever, 
As ravenous fishes, do a vessel follow 
That is new-trimm'd, but benefit no further 80 
Than yainly longing. What we oft do best, 
By sick interpreters, once weak oncs, is 
Not ours, or not allow’d; what worst, as oft, 
Hitting a grosser quality, is cried up | 
For our best act. If we shall stand still, 
Tn fear our motion will be mock’d or carp’d at, 
We should take root here where we sit, or sit 
State-statues only. 
King. Things done well, 
And with a care, exempt themselves from fear ; 
Things done without example, in their issue go 
Are to be fear'd. Have you a precedent 
Of this commission? I believe, not any. 
We must not rend our subjects from our laws, 
And stick them in our will. Sixth part of 
each? 2 
A trembling contribution! Why, we take 
From every tree lop, bark, and part o’ the 
timber ; . 
and thoush we leave it with a root, thus 
Nack 
The air will drink the sap. To every county 
Where this is question’d send our letters, with 
Free pardon to cach man that has denied — 100 
The force of this commission : pray, look tot; 
I put it to your care, 
Wol. A word re yous 
'o the Secretary. 
Let there be letters writ to every shire, i 
Of the king’s grace and pardon. The grieved 
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Hardly conceive of me; let it be noised 

That through our intercession this kement 

And pardon comes: I shall anon advise you 

Further in the proceeding. [rit Secretary, 
Enter Surveyor. 

Tam sorry that the Duke of Bueck- 








Q. Kath. 
ingham 
Is run in your displeasure. 
King. It grieves many: r10 
The gentleman is learn’d, and a most rare 
speaker 5 
To nature none more bound; his training 


such, : 
That he may furnish and instruct great teachers, 
And never seek for aid out of himself. Yet 


see, 

When these so noble benefits shall prove 

Not well disposed, the mind growing once 
corrupt, 

They turn to vicious forms, ten times more 


ug - 
Than ever they were fair. This man s0 
complete, 


Who was enroll’d ’mongst wonders, and when 


we, 
Almost with ravish’d listening, could not find 
His hour of speech a minute; he, my Jady, 122 
Math into monstrous habits put the graces 
That once were his, and is become as black 
As af besmear’d in hell. Sit by us; you shall 
ear— 

This was his gentleman in trust—of him 
Things to strike honour sad. _ Bid him recount 
The fore-recited practices ; whereof 
We cannot feel too little, hear too much. 

Wol. Stand forth, and with bold spirit relate 

what you, 





Most like a careful subject, have collected 
Out of the Duke of Buckingham. 
King. é Speak freely. 
Surv. First, it was usual with him, every 


ay 

it would infect his speech, that if the king 

Should without issue die, he'll carry it so 

Lo make the sceptre his: these yery words 

I’ve heard him utter to his son-in-law, 

Lord Abergavenny; to whom by oath he 
menace 

Revenge upon the cardinal. 

Wol. Please your highness, note 
This dangerous conception in this point. 139 
Not friended by his wish, to your high person 
lLis will is most malignant; and ié stretches 

eyond you, to your friends. 


140 


Si Kath, My learn’d lord cardinal, 
Deliver all with charity. 
King. Speak on: 


How grounded he his title to the crown, 
Upon our fail? to this point hast thou heard 


im 

At any time speak aught? $ 
Surv. He was brought to this 

By.a vain prophecy of Nicholas Hopkins. 
King. What was that Hopkins? ; 
Surv. Sir, a Chartreux friar, 

His confessor ; who fed him every minute 
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King. How know’'st thou this? 50 
Surv. Noi long before your highness sped to 


france, 
The duke being at the Rose, within the parish 
Saint Lawrence Poultney, did of me demand 
What was the speech among the Londoners 
Concerning the french journey : I replied, 
Men fear'd the I'rench would prove pertidious, 
To the king’s danger. Presently the duke 
Said, ‘twas the fear, indeed; and that he 
loubted : 
*T ould prove the verity of certain words 
Spoke by a holy monk; ‘that oft,’ says he, 160 
‘Hath sent to me, wishing me to permit 
John de la Car, my chaplain, a choice hour 
No hear from him a matter of some moment : 
Whom after under the confession’s seal 
He solemnly had sworn, that what he spoke 
My chaplain to no creature living, but 
To me, should utter, with demure confidence 
This pausingly ensued: Neither the king nor’s 


heirs, 
Tell you the duke, shall prosper: bid him strive 
To gain the love o’ the commonalty:; the duke 
Shall govern Kngland.’ 
Q. Kath. IéI know you well, 171 
You were the duke’s surveyor, and lost your 


oflice 
On HS ose o’ the tenants: take good 
hee 
You charge not in your spleen a noble person 
And spoil your nobler soul: I say, take heed; 
Yes, heartily beseech you, 


King. Let him on. 
Go forward. 
ure. — On my soul, I'll speak but truth, 


I told my lord the duke, by the devil’s illusions 

The monk might be deceived; and that ‘twas 
dangerous for him . 

To ruminate on this so far, until, _ 180 

It dorged shim some design, which, being be- 
ieved, 

It was much like to do: he answer'd, ‘Tush, 

t can do me no damage;’ adding further, 
That, had the king in his last sickness fail’d 
The eardinal’s and Sir Thomas Lovell’s heads 
Should haye gone off. 

Icing, Ha! what, so rank? Ah ha! 
There’s mischief in this man: canst thou say 


further? 
urv. Ican, my liege. 
King. Proceed. 


Surv. Being at Greenwich, 
After your highness had reproved the duke 
About Sir William Blomer,— 

Ixing. I remember 
Of such a time: being my sworn servant, 
The duke retain’d him his. But on; what 

hence? 

Surv, ‘If? quoth he, ‘I for this had been 

committed, 
As, to the Tower, I thought, I would have 


190 


The part my father meant to act upon 
‘The usurper Richard ; who, being at Salisbury, 
Made suit to come in’s presence; which if 
granted, ¥ 
As he made sembanee of his duty, would 
Ss -O Kashmir 
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Haye put his knife into him.’ 
mg. A giant traitor! 
Wol.. Now, madam, may his highness live 
in freedom, 200 
And this man out of prison? 
Q, Kath. God mend all! 
King, There’s something more would out 
of thee; what say’st? 
Surv. After ‘the duke his father,’ with ‘the 
knife,’ 
He stretch’d him, and, with one hand on his 
dagger, 
Another spread on’s breast, mounting his eyes, 
He did discharge a horrible oath; whose tenour 
Was,—were he evil used, he would outgo 
His tather by as much as a performance 
Does an irresolute purpose, 3 
ing. : There’s his period, 
To sheathe his knife in us. He is attach’d ; 
Call him to present trial: if he may 
Find mercy in the lay, ‘tis his; if none, 
Let him not seek’t of us: by day and night, 
He’s traitor to the height. [Axeunt. 


2Ir 


Sorne TI. An ante-chamber in the palace. 
Enter the Lord CHAMBERLAIN and Lorp 
SANDS. 

Cham. 


Ist possible the spells of France 
should juggle eae 
Men into such strange mysteries? _ 

Sands, _,, . New customs, 
Though they be never so ridiculous, . 
Nay, let em be unmanly, yet are follow’d. 

Cham. As far as I see, all the good our 

English 5 
Have got by the late voyage is but merely 
A fit or two o’ the face; Dut they are shrewd 


ones ; 
Tor when they hold ’em, you would swear 
directly 
Their very noses had been counsellors 
To Pepin or Clotharius, they keep state s0, x0 
Sands. They haye all new legs, and lame 
ones: one would take it, ; 
That neve ane em pace before, the spayin 
Or springhalt reign’d among ‘em. 
Cham: e Death! my Jord, 
Their clothes are after such a pagan cut too, 
That, sure, they ve worn out Christendom. 


Enter Sim THOMAS LOVELL, 


How now! 
What news, Sir Thomas Lovell? 
Ov. Faith, my lord, 
T hear of none, but the new proclamation 
‘That’s clapp’d upon the court-gate. ‘ 
Cham. What is’t for? 
Lov. The reformation of our trayell’d 
gallants, 
That fill the court with quarrels, talk, and 


tailors. 20 
Cham. I’m glad ’tis there: now I would 
ray Our monsieurs 5 
To think an English courtier may be wise, 
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ver see the Louvre. 4 
Anda They musi either, 
For so run the conditions, leave those remnants 
Of fool and feather that. they got in France, 
With all their honourable points of ignorance 
Pertaining thereunto, as fights and fireworks, 
‘Abusing better men than they can be, 

Out of a foreign wisdom, renouncing clean. 

The faith they have in tennis, and tall stockings, 

Short blister’d breeches, and those types of 
travel, ow 31 

And understand again like honest men ; 

Or pack to their old playfellows: there, I take 


1 
They may, ‘cum privilegio,’ wear away 
The lag end of their lewdness and be laugh’d at. 
Sands. *Tis time to give ‘em physic, their 
i diseases at 
re grown so catching. . 
» _ Cham. _ What a loss our ladies 
Will have of these trim vanities! 
vy. Ay, marry, 
There will be woe indeed, lords: the sly whore- 
sons 
Have got a speeding trick to lay down ladies; 
nch song and a fiddle has no fellow. 41 
Sands. The devil fiddle’em! Iam glad they 
are going, 4 
For, sure, there’s no converting of °em: now 
An honest country lord, asIam, beaten  _ 
A long time out of play, may bring his plain- 


songs 
And have an hour of hearing; and, by’r lady, 
Held current music too. 
Cham. ¥ Well said, Lord Sands; 
Your colt’s tooth is not cast yet. 
‘ands. No, my lord; 
Nor shall not, while I have a stump. 
Chain. Sir Thomas, 
Whither were you a-going? 5, 
‘To the cardinal’s : 


v. 
Your lordship is a guest too. 

Cham. O, ’tis true: 
This night he makes a supper, and a ereal one, 
‘To many lords and ladies; there will be 

he beauty of this kingdom, I'll assure you. 

Lov, That churchman bears a bounteous 

ynind indeed, 
A hand as fruitful as the land that feeds us; 
fis dews fall every where. 

Cham. No doubt he’s noble ; 
He nae a black mouth that said other of 

him. 

Sands, He may, my lord; has wherewithal : 

in him 
Sparing would show a worse sin than ill doc- 


5° 


trine: 
Men of his way should be most liberal; 
They are set here for examples. 
Cham. True, they are so; 
But few now give so great ones. My barge 


stays; 
Your lordship shall along. Come, good Sir 
Thomas, 
We shall be late else; which I would not be, 
For I was spoke to, with Sir Henry Guildford 
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SceneEIV. A Hall in York Place, 


Hautboys. A small table under a state for the 
CARDINAL, @ longer table for the quests, 
Then enter ANNE BULLEN and divers other 
Ladies and Gentlemen as guests, at one 
door; at another door, enter Sr NRY 
GUILDFORD. 


Guild. Ladies, a general welcome from his 


grace e i 

Salutes ye all; this night he dedicates 

To fair content and you: none here, he hopes, 

In all this noble bevy, has brought with her 

One care abroad ; he would have all as merry 

As, first, good company, good wine, good wel- 
come, 

Can make good people. O, my lord, you’re 
tardy: 


Enter Lorp 


CHAMBERLAIN, LorD Sanps, 
and 


Sm THomas Love. 


The very thought of this fair company 
Clapp’d wings to me. 3 =. 
Cham. Youare young, Sir Harry Guildford. 
Sands. Sir Thomas Loyell, had the cardinal 
But half my lay thoughts in him, some of these 
Should find a running banquet ere they rested, 
I think would better please ’em: by my life, 
They are a sweet society of fair ones. 
Lov. O, that your lordship were but now 
confessor 
To onc or two of these! 





Sands. I would I were; 
They should find easy penance. 

Ov. Faith, how easy? 
Sands. As easy as a down-bed would 
afford it. = 

Cham. Sweet ladies, will it please you sit? 
Sir Har : 


ITY, 
Place you that side; I'll take the charge of 


this: | ; = 20 
His grace is entering. Nay, you must not 
freeze ; 
Two women placed together makes cold 
weather : 
My Lord Sands, you are one will keep ’em 
waking ; 
Pray, sit between these ladies. 
Sands, By my faith, 


And thank your lordship. By your leave, sweet 


ladies : 

IfI chance to talk a little wild, forgive me; 
Thad it from my father. Le a 
Anne. Was hermad, sir? . 

Sands. O, very mad, exceeding mad, in 


love too: 

But he would bite none; just as I do now, 

He would kiss you twenty with a breath. 

[Kisses her. 

Cham. Well said, my lord. 30 

So, now you're fairly seated. Gentlemen, 

The penance lies on you, if these fair ladies 

Pass away frowning. 


is night to be comptrollers. 5 ‘Sands. Titel : 
Sands. ChaGdasbrbibRes¢atchinstiiuenidigined by eGangoin 
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ScENE IV] 


Hautboys. Enter CARDINAL WOLSEY, and 
takes his state. 


Wol. You’re welcome, my fair guesis: that 
noble lady, I 
Or gentleman, that is not freely merry, 
Tsnot my friend ; this, to confirm my welcome ; 
‘And to you all, good health. Drinks. 

Sands. Your grace is noble : 
Let me have such a bowl may hold my thanks, 
‘And save me so much talking. 

Wol. My Lord Sands, 40 
Lam beholding to you: cheer your neighbours. 
Ladies, you are not merry: gentlemen, 

Whose fault is this? 3 

Sands. ‘The red wine first must rise 

In their fair cheeks, my lord; then we shall 
have ‘em 
Talk us to silence. 

Anne. You are a merry gamester, 

My Lord Sands. 


Sands. Yes, if I make my play. 
Here’s to your ladyship: and pledge it, madam, 
For ‘tis to such a thing,— 

Anne. You cannot show me. 

Sands, I told your grace they would tall 

anon. 

Drum and trumpet, chambers discharged 

ol. What's that? 
Cham. Look out there, some of ye. 

Exit Servant. 
Wol. What warlike voice, 50 
And to what end, is this? Nay, ladies, fear 


not; ‘ 
By all the laws of war you’re privileged. 


Re-enter Servant. 


How now! what is’t? 
A noble troop of strangers ; 
heir barge and 


Cham. 
Serv. 
For so they seem: they've left t 

landed ; 
And hither make, as great ambassadors 
From foreign princes. i 
Wol. Good lord chamberlain, 
Co, rive em welcome; you can speak the 
"rench tongue; 
And, pray, receive em nobly, and conduct ’em 
Into our presence, where this heaven of beauty 
shat ‘shine at full upon them. Some attend 
nim. 
[cit Chamberlain, attended. All rise, 
and tables removed. 
You have now a broken banquet; but we 
mend it. 
A good digestion to you all: and once more 
Ishower a welcome on ye; welcome all. 


Huutboys. Enter the Kixe and_ others, as 
masquers, habited like shepherds, ushercd 
by the Lory CHamBertain. They pass 
directly before the CARDINAL, and grace- 
Sully salute him. 

A noble company ! what are their pleasures? 
Cham. Because they speak no English, thus 

they pray’d F 

To tell your grace, that, having heard by fame 

Of this so noble and so fair assembly 

This night to mech here, they could do no Jess, 
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635 
Out of the great respect they bear to beauty, | 
But leave their flocks; and, under your fair 
conduct, fo) 
Crave leave to view these ladies and entreat 
An hour of revels with em. E 
‘ol. Say, lord chamberlain, 
They have done my poor house grace; for 
which I pay ’em 
A thousand thanks, and pray ’em take their 
leasures, 
[they choose Ladies for the dance. The 
b _ King chooses Anne Bullen. 
Ki ing. ate fairest hand I ever touch’d! O 
eauty, 
Till now J never knew thee! [dfusic. Dance. 

Wol. My lord! 

Cham. Your grace? 

Wol. Pray, tell’em thus much from me: 
There should be one amongst em, by his person, 
More worthy this place than myself; to whom, 
If I but knew him, with my love and duty 80 
I would surrender it. 

Cham. I will, my lord. 
[Whispers the Masquers. 

Wol. What say they? 

Cham... Such a one, they all confess, 
There is indeed; which they would have your 


; cae zs 
Find out, and he will take it. 
Wol. ‘Let me see, then. 
By all your good leaves, gentlemen ; here I'll 
make 
My royal choice. . 5 
King. Ye have found him, cardinal : 
rs [Unmasking. 
You hold a fair assembly; you do well, lord: 
You area churchman, or, I'll tell you, cardinal, 
I should judge now unhappily. 
Wol. Tam glad 
Your grace is grown so pleasant. : 
King. a My lord chamberlain, —9¢ 
Prithee, come hither: what fair lady’s that? 
Cham. An’t please your grace, Sir Thomas 
Bullen’s daughter,— 5 
The Viscount Rochford,—one of her highness’ 
women. e 
King. By heaven, she is a dainty one. 
Sweetheart, 
I were unmannerly, to take you out, 
A health, gentlemen! 
Let it go round. q 
Wol. Sir Thomas Lovell, isthe banquet ready 


ll | P the privy chamber? 


‘Yes, my lord, 
Wol. ; t Your grace, 
I fear, with dancing is a little heated. 100 
King. I fear, too much. 
Wol. ‘There’s fresher air, my lord, 
In the next chamber. © 
King. Lead in your ladies, every one: sweet 
partner, 
I must not yet forsake you: let’s be merry: 
Good my lord cardinal: I have half a dozen 
healths 
To drink to these fair ladies, and a measure 
To lead ’em once again ; and then let’s dream 
Who’s best in favour. Let the music knock it. 
[Exeunt with trumpets. 


Lov. 
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ACT II. 
SceneI. Westminster. A strect. 
Enter two Gentlemen, meeting. 


First Gent. Whither away so fast? 
Sec. Gent. O, God save ye! 
Even to the hall, to hear what shall become 
Of the great Duke of Buckingham. | 
First Gent. Il save you 
That labour, sir. All’s now done, but the cere- 
mony 
Of ya back the prisoner. 
Sec. Gent. 
First Gent. Yes, indeed, was I. ih 
Sec. Gent. Pray, speak what has happen’d. 
First Gent. You may guess quickly what. 
Sec. Gent. _ Ishe found raul 
First Gent. Yes, truly is he, and condemn’d 
upon’t. z 
Sec. Gent. Iam sorry for’t. 
First Gent. So area number more. 
Sec. Gent. But, pray, how pass’d it? zo 
First Gent. VN tell you in a little, The 
great dule * A 
Came to the bar; where to his accusations 
He pleaded still not guilty and alleged 
Many sharp reasons to defeat the law. 
The king's attorney on the contrary 3 
Urged on the examinations, proois, confessions 
Of divers witnesses; which the duke desired 
To have brought viva voce to his face : 
At which appear'd against him his surveyor; 
Sir Gilbert Peck his chancellor; and John Car, 
Confessor to him; with that devil-zmonk, — 2r 
Hopkins, that made this mischief. 

Sec. Gent. _ That was he 
That fed him with his prophecies? 
Lrirst Gent. he same. _ 
All these accused him strongly; which he fain 
Would have flung from him, but, indeed, he 

could not: ale 
And so his peers, upon this evidence, 
Have found him guilty of high treason. Much 
He spoke, and learnedly, for life; but all 
Was cither pitied in him or forgotten. 
Sec. Gent. After all this, how did he bear 
himself? . 30 
First Gent. When he was brought again to 
the bar,tohear | 
His knell rung out, his judgement, he was 
stirr'd 
With such an agony, he sweat extremely, 
And something spoke in choler, ill, and hasty : 
But he fell to himself again, and sweetly 
In all the rest show’d a most nuble patience, 
See. Gent. I do not think he fears death. 
First Gent. __ sure, he does not; 
He never was so womanish; the cause 
He may a little grieve at. 


Were you there? 


Sec. Gent. Certainly 
The cardinal is the end of this. © . 
First Gent. "Tis likely, 40 


By all conjectures : first, Kildare’s attainder, 
penitent, of peat ; ato removed) 
Surrey was sent thither, and in haste too, 
Lest he should help his father. 
Sec. Gent. 
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Was a deep envious one. 

First Gent. ,, At his return 
No doubt he will requite it. This is noted, 
And generally, whoever the king favours, 

The cardinat instantly will find employment, 
And far enough from court toc. 

Sec. Gent. All the commons 
Hate him perniciously, and, o’ my conscience, 
Wish him ten fathom deep * this duke as much 
They loye and dote on; call him bounteous 

uckingham, 
The mirror of all courtesy ;— 

First Gent, Stay there, sir, 
And see the noble ruin’d man you speak of, 


Enter Bucktncuam from his arraignment ; 
tipstaves before him; the axe with the edge 
towards him; halberds on each side: ae- 
companied with Str Thomas Loveun, Sm 
NicHoLas VAuX, Sin WILLIAM SANDS, and 
common people. 


Sec. Gent. Lei’s stand close, and behold him, 
Buck. All good people, 
You that thus far have come to pity me, 
Hear what I say, and then go home and lose 
me. 
Thave this day received a traitor's ngpements 
And by that name must die: yet, heayen bear 
witness, 
And if I have a conscience, let it sink me, 
Ieyen as the axe falls, if I be not faithful | 
The law I bear no malice for my death; 
*T has done, upon the premises, but justice : 
But those that sought it I could wish more 
Christians : 5 
Be what they will, I heartily forgive ’em: 
Yet let ’em look they glory not in mischief, 
Nor build their evils on’ the graves of great 
men; 
For then my guiltless blood must cry against 


60 


‘em. 

For further life in this world I ne’er hope, 

Nor will I sue, although the king have mercies 

More than I dare make faults. “You few that 
loved me, 71 

And dare be bold to weep for Buckingham, 

His noble friends and fellows, whom to leave 

Is only bitter to him, only dying, 

Go with me, like good angels, to my end; 

And, as the long divoree of steel falls on me, 

Make of your prayers one sweet sacrifice, ‘ 

And lift my soul to heaven. Lead on, 0’ God’s 
name, 

Lov. I do beseech your grace, for charity, 
Tf ever any malice in your heart 80 
Were hid against me, now to forgive me frankly. 

Buck. Thomas Loyell, I as free forgive 


you 

As Pyould be forgiven : I forgive all; 

There cannot be those numberless offences 

Gainst me, that I cannot take peace with: no 
black envy Fi 

Shall mark my grave. Commend me to his 


grace ; 5 
And, if he speak of Buckingham, pray, tell him 
You met him half in heaven: my vows an 
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Shall cry for blessings on him: may he live go 
Longer than I have time to tell his years! 
Ever beloved and loving may his rule be! 
And when old time shall lead him to his end, 
Goodness and he fill up one monument! 

Lov. To the water side I must conduct your 

grace ; 

Then give my charge up to Sir Nicholas Vaux, 
Who undertakes you to your end. 

Vauc. a, Prepare there, 
The duke is coming : see the barge he ready ; 
And fit it with such furniture as suits 
The greatness of his person. 

Buck. Nay, Sir Nicholas, 100 
Let it alone; my state now will but mock me. 
When I came hither, I was lord high constable 
And Duke of Buckingham; now, poor Edward 

Bohun : 
Yet I am richer than my base accusers, 
That never knew what truth meant: I now 


seal it; 
And with that blood will make ’em one day 
groan for’t. 
My noble father, Henry of Buckingham, 
Who first raised head against usurping Richard, 
Flying for succour to his servant Banister, 
Being distress'd, was by that wretch betray’d, 
And without trial fell; God’s peace be with 
him! eae 72x 
Henry the Seventh succeeding, truly pitying 
My father’s loss, like a most royal prince, | 
Restored me to my honours, and, out of ruins, 
Made my name once more noble. Now his son, 
Henry the Highth, life, honour, name and all 
That made me happy at one stroke. has taken 
For ever from the world. I had my trial, 
And, must needs say, a noble one; which makes 


me 

A little happier than my wretched father: 120 

Yet thus far we are one in fortunes: both 

Fell by our servants, by those men we loved 
most ; 2 

A. most unnatural and faithless service! 

Heaven has an end in all: yet, you that hear 


me, 

This from a dying man receive as certain : 

Where you are liberal of your loves and counsels 

Be sure you be not loose; for those you make 

iends 

And give your hearts to, when they once per- 
ceive 

The least rub in your fortunes, fall away 

Like water from ye, never found again 130 

ut where they mean to sink ye. All good 

people, 

Pray forme! I must now forsake ye: the last 
hour 

OF my long weary life is come upon-me. 

Narewell : § 

And when you would say something that is sad, 

Speak how I fell. I have done; and God for- 
give me! Peco Duke and Train. 

sat Gent. O, this is full of pity! Sir, it 

calls, : 

I fear, too many curses on their heads 

That were the authors, pes 

svee Gent. If the duke be guiltless, 

Tis full of woe: ae I can give you inkling 140 
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Of an ensuing evil, if it fall, 
Greater than this. 

Frivst Gent. _ Good angels keep it from us! 
What may it be? You do not doubt my faith, 


sir? 
Sec. Gent. This secret is so weighty, ‘twill 
require 
A strong faith to conceal it. ; 

First Gent. Let me have it; 
I do not talk much. 

Sec. Gent, Tam confident; 

You shall, sir: did you not of Jate days hear 
A buzzing of a separation 
Between the king and Katharine? | 

Hirst Gent. Yes, but it held not: 
For when the king once heard it, out of anger 
He sent command to the lord mayor straight 
To stop the rumour, and allay those tongues 
That durst disperse it. 4 

See. Gent. But that slander, sir, 

Is found a truth now: forit grows again | 
Fresher than e’er it was; and held for certain 
The king will venture atit. Wither the cardinal, 
Or some about him near, have, out of malice 
To the good queen, possess'd him with a scruple 
That will undo her: to confirm this too, 
Cardinal Campeius is arrived, and lately ; 
As all think, for this business. 

Lirst Gent. "Tis the cardinal; 
And merely to revenge him on the emperor 
Yor not bestowing on him, at his asking, 

The archbishopric of Toledo, this is purposed. 

Sec. Gent. I think you have hit the mark: 

but is’t not cruel 

That she should fecl the smart of this? The 
cardinal 

Will have his will, and she must fall, 

Hirst Gent. "Tis woful. 
We are too open here to argue this; 
Let’s think in private more, 


160 


[Eccunt. 


Scenxe IL. An ante-chamber in the palace. 


Enter the Lord oe BERLAIN, reading @ 
etter. 


Chan. ‘My lord, the horses your lordshi 
sent for, with all the care I had, I saw well 
chosen, ridden, and furnished. They were 
young and handsome, and of the best breed 
inthe north.- When they were ready to set out 
for London, a man of my lord cardinal’s, by 
commission and main power, took ’em from 
me; with this reason: His master would be 
served before a subject, if not before the king; 
which stopped our mouths, sir,’ | Io 
J fear he will indeed: well, let him have them : 
He will have all, I think. 


Enter, to the LonD CHAMBERLAIN, the DUKES. 
or NorFoLk and SUFFOLK. 


Nor. Well met, my lord chamberlain. 

Cham._ Good day to both your graces. 

Sw. How is the king employ’d? | 

Cham. Tleft him private, 
Full of sad thoughts and troubles, 
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‘Or. What’s the cause? 

Cham. It seems the marriage with his 
brother's wife _ : 

Has crept too near his vonscience. | 5 

a No, his conscience 
Has crepi too near another lady. 

Yor. x Tisso: 19 
This is the cardinal’s doing, the king-cardinal : 
That blind priest, like the eldest son of fortune, 
Turns what he list. The king will know him 

one day. 

Sul. Pray God he do! he’ll never know 
himself else. : : = 
Nor. How holily he works in all his business! 
And with what zeal! for, now he has crack’d 
the league 
Between us and the emperor, the queen’s great 


nephew, 
He ae into the king's soul, and there scatters 
Dangers, doubts, wringing of the conscience, ; 
Fears, and despairs; and all these for his 
marriage: - 
And out of all these to restore the king, 
He counsels a divorce ; a loss of her 
That, like a jewel, has hung twenty years 
About his neck, yet never lost her lustre ; 
Of her that loves him with that excellence 
That angels love good men with; even of her 
That, when the greatest stroke of fortune falls, 
Will de the king: and is not this course 
ious 
Cham. Heaven keep me from such counsel! 
*Tis most true 
These news are every where; every tongue 
speaks ’em, 
And every true heart weeps for’t: all that dare 
Look into these affairs see this mainend, _4r 
The French king’s sister. Heayen will one day 
open 
‘The eat 
d 


This bol 3 3 
uf And free us from his slavery. 

Nor. We had need pray, 
And heartily, for our deliverance ; 
Or this imperious man will work us all 
From princes into iy es; all men’s honours 
Lie like one lufap before him, to be fashion’d 
Into what piteh he please. 

Suf. _For me, my lords, 50 
TL love him not, nor fear him; there’s my creed : 
As Tam made without him, so [ll stand, _ 
If the king please; his curses and-his blessings 
Touch me alike, theyre breath I not believe in. 
Iknew him, and I know him; so I leave him 
‘To him that made him proud, the pope. 

Nor. 3 Let’s in; 
And with some other business put the king 
From these sad thoughts, that work too much 


30 


's eyes, that so long have slept upon 
bad man. 


upon him: 
My lord, yow ll bear us company ? 
hun. Excuse me; 
The king has sent me otherwhere: besides, 60 
Youll find a most unfit time to disturb him: 
Health to your lordships. 
Nor. Thanks, m; igood Jord chamberlain. 
[Exit Lord Chamberlain ; and the 
King draws the curtain, and sits 
rege: 


77) 
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Suf. How sad he looks! sure, he is much 
afflicted. 
King. Who’s there, ha? 
Nor. Pray God he be not angry, 
King. Who’s there, I say? How dare you 
thrust yourselves ve 
Into my private meditations? 
Who am I? ha? " 
Wor, A gracious king that pardons ail 


offences 
Malice ne’er meant: our breach of duty this 
way rs A 
Ts business of estate; in which we come 70 
‘To know your royal pleasure. 
ng. Ye are too bold: 
Goto; I’ll make ye know your times of 
business : i 
Is this an hour for temporal affairs, ha? 
Enter Wotsey and CAMPELUS, with @ 
COMMISSION. 
Who’s there? my good lord cardinal? O my 


Wolsey, 
The quiet of my wounded conscience ; 
Thou art a cure fit for a king. [Z'o Camp] 
You’re welcome, > 
Most learned reverend sir, into our kingdom : 
Use us and it. [Zo Wol.] My good lord, have 


great care 
Tbe not found a talker. — 
Wol. Sir, you cannot. 79 
I would your grace would give us but an hour 
Of private conference. 
King. [ZoNor. and Suf.] We are busy ; go. 
Nor. [Aside to Suf.] This priest has no pride 


in him? 
Suf. [Aside to AR Not to speak of : 
I would not be so sick though for his place: 
But this cannot continue. 
Nor. [Aside to Suf.] If it do, 
Til venture one have-at-him. 
Suf. [Aside to Nor.] I another. 
[Exceunt Nor. and Suf, 
Wol. Your grace has given a precedent of 
wisdom | 
Above all princes, in committing freely 
Your seruple to the voice of Christendom: 
W ho can be angry now? what envy reach you? 
The Spaniard, tied by blood and favour to her, 
Must now coniess, if they have any goodness, 
The trial just and noble. All the clerks, 
I mean the learned ones, in Christian kingdoms 
Have their free voices: Rome, the nurse of 
judgement, 
Invited by your noble self, hath sent 
One general tongue unto us, this good men, 
This just and learned priest, Cardinal Campelug 
Whom once more I present unto your highness. 
King. And once more in mine arms I bid 
him welcome, 
And thank the holy conclave for their loves: 109 
They have sent me such a man I would have 
wish'd for. 
Cam. Your grace must needs deserve all 
, Strangers’ loves, 
You are so noble. ‘To your highness’ hand 


I tender m: ission ; by whose virtue, 
eastely. Research Ins ithe cbigitaee bucaeanuting. you, my lord 








ScENE It] 
Cardinal of York, are join’d with me their 
servant 
In the unpartial judging of this business. 
King. ‘Iwo equal men. The queen shall be 
acquainted 
Torthwith for what you come. Whiere’s Gar- 
diner? 
Hote [ know your majesty has always loved 
ner 110 
So dear in heart, not to deny her that 
A woman of less place might ask by law: 
Scholars allow’d freely to argue for her. 
‘King.. Ay, and the best she shall have ; and 
my favour 
To him that does best: God forbid else. 
Cardinal, 
Prithee, call Gardiner to me, my new secretary : 
I find him a fit fellow. [£ait Wolsey. 


Re-cnter WOLSEY, with GARDINER. 


Wol. [Asie to Gard.] Give me your hand: 
much joy and favour to you; 
You are the king's now. 

Gard. [Aside to Wol.] But to be com- 
mandec¢ 
For ever by your grace, whose hand has raised 

me. 120 
King. Come hither, Gardiner. : 

Walks and whispers. 

Cam, My Lord of York, was not one Doctor 


ace 
In this man’s place before him?, 
Wol. Yes, he was. 
Cam. Was he not held a learned man? 
Wol. Yes, surely. 
Cam. Believe me, there’s an ill opinion 
spread then 
Even of yourself, lord cardinal. 
ol. ‘ow! of me? 
Cam. They will not stick to say you envied 


im, 
And fearing he would rise, he was so virtuous, 
Kept him a foreign man still; which so grieved 


him, 

That he ran mad and died. rea 

Heayen’s peace be with him! 

care enough: for living mur- 
murers 131 

There's places of rebuke. He was a fool; 

eo would needs be virtuous: that good 
ellow, : 

If I command him, follows my appointment : 

I will have none so near else. Learn this, 

_ brother, 
We live not to be griped by meaner persons. 


ol, 
That’s Christian 


King. Deliver this with modesty to, the 
queen. [Exit Gardiner. 


The most convenient place that I can think of 
For such receipt of learning is Black-Friars ; 
There ye shall meet about this weighty business. 
ly Wolsey, sec it furnish’d. O, my lord, 141 
Would it not grieve an able man to leave 
So sweet a bedfellow? But, conscience, con- 
science | 
, tis a tender place; and I must leave her. 
[Exeunt. 
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Scene IIL. An ante-chamber of the Queen's 
apartments. 


Enter ANNE BULLEN and an Old Lady. 


Anne. Not for that neither: here's the pang 
_ that pinches: 
His highness having lived so long with her, and 


sne 
So good a lady that no tongue could ever 
Pronounce dishonour of her; by my life, 
She never knew harm-doing: O, now, after 
So many courses of the sun enthroned, 
Still growing in a majesty and pomp, the which 
To leave a thousand-fold more bitter than 
“Tis sweet at first to acquire,—after this process, 
To give her the avaunt! it is a pity 10 
Would move a monster. 

Old L. Hearts of most hard temper 
Melt and lament for her. 

Anne. O, God’s will! much better 
She ne'er had known pomp: though ’t he 
temporal, J 
Yet, if that quarrel, fortune, do divorce 
It from the bearer, ‘tis a sutterance panging 
As soul and body’s severing. 

Old L. _ Alas, poor lady! 
She’s a stranger now again. 

Anne. So much the more 
Must pity drop upon her. Verily, 
Iswear, ’tis better to be lowly born, 

And range with humble livers in content, 
Than to be perk’d up in a glistering grief, 
And near a golden sorrow. 


20 


Old L. = Our content 
Is our best having. F 

Anne. By my troth and maidenhead, 
I would not be a queen. 

Old L. Beshrew me, I would, 
And venture maidenhead for’t; and so would 


you, : 
For all this spice of your hypocrisy : 
You, that have so fair parts of woman on you, 
Have too a woman’s heart ; which ever yet 
‘Affected eminence, wealth, sovereignty; 
Which, to say sooth, are blessings ; and which 
gifts, iy € A 30 
Saving your mincing, the capacity 7 
Of your soft cheveril conscience would receive, 


If you might please to stretch it. 


Anne. Nay, good troth. 
Old L. Yes, troth, and troth; you would not 
be a queen? ; 

Anne. No, not for all the riches under 
heaven. : 
Old L. “Tis strange: a three-pence bow'd 

would hire me, ‘ 


Old as I am, to queen it: but, I pray you, 
What think you of a duchess? have you limbs 
To bear that load of title? 

Anne. No, in truth. 

Old L. Then’ you are weakly made: pluck 

off'a little ; 40 

I would not be a young count in your way, 
For more than Blusliing comes to: if your back 
Cannot vouchsafe this burthen, ‘tis too weak 
Ever to get a boy. 

Anne. How you do talk! 
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For all the mud in Egypt: have you heard it? 
Anne, 


T swear again, I would not be a queen 
For all the world. 3 z 
Old L. In faith, for little England 

You Id venture an emballing: I myself 

Would for Carnarvonshire, although there’long’d 

No more to the crown but that. Lo, who 
comes here ? 


Enter the Lond CHAMBERLAIN. 


Cham. Good morrow, ladies. What were’t 
worth to know 50 
The secret of your conference? 

Anne. My good lord, 
Not your demand ; it values not your asking : 
Our mistress’ sorrows we were pitying. 

Cham, It was a gentle business, and be- 

coming 
The action of food women: there is hope 
All will be well. 
Anne. Now, I pray God, amen! 
Cham. You beara gentle mind, and heavenly 


essings 
mola such creatures. That you may, fair 
ady, 
Perceive I speak sincerely, and high note’s 
‘Ta’en of your many virtues, the king's majesty 
Commends his good opinion of you and 6r 
Does purpose honour to you no less flowing 
Than Marchioness of Pembroke ; to which title 
A thousand pound a year, annual support, 
Out of his grace he adds. 
Anne, Ido not know 
What kind of my obedience I should tender ; 
More than my all is nothing: nor my prayers 
Are not words duly hallow d, nor my wishes 
More worth than empty vanities; yet prayers 
and wishes 
Are all I can return. Beseech your lordship, 70 
‘Vouchsafe to speak my thanks and my Obed. 


ence, 
As from a blushing handmaid, to his highness ; 
Whose health and royalty I pray for. 
Cham. Lady, 
I shall not fail to approve the fair conceit 
The king hath of you. [Aside] I have perused 
her well; * 4 
Beauty and honour in her are so mingled 
That they have caught the king: and who 
knows yet 
But from this lady may proceed a gem 
To lighten all this isle? I’ll to the king, 
And say I spoke with you. 
[Exit Lord Chamberlain. 
Anne. . ., _ My honour'd lord. 8 
Old L. Why, this it is; sce, see! 
Lhave been begging sixteen years in court, 
Am yet a courtier beggarly, nor could 
Come pat betwixt too early and too late 
For any suit of pounds; and you, O fate! 
A very fresh fish here—fie, fie, fie upon 
‘Lhis compell’d fortune !—have your mouth fill’'d 


up 
a ore you open Way 
Anne, is is strange to me. 
Old L. How tastes it? is it bitter? forty 
There was a lady once, ‘tis an old sto 
as a once, ’tis an old story, 
That would not bye. quecens Khair Rassbeineh dy 














[Act 1 


Come, you are pleasant, 


Old L. With your theme, I could 


O’ermount the lark. The Marchioness of 


Pembroke! 


A thousand pounds a year for pure respect! 
No other obligation! Ly my life, 

That promises moe thousands : honours train 
Ts longer than his foreskirt. i 
I know your back will bear a duches 
Are you not stronger than you were? 


By this time 
S Say, 


Good lady, 100 








Anne. 


Make yourself mirth with your particular fancy, 
And leave me outon’t. Would Lhad no being, 
If this salute my blood a jot: it faints me, 

To think what follows. 
‘The queen is comfort 
In our long absence: pray, do not deliver 
What here you’ve heard to her. 





, and we forgetful 


Old L. What do you think me? 
[Lacunt. 


Scene lV. A hall in Blach-Friars. 


Trumpets, sennet, and cornets. Enter two 


Vergers, with short silver wands; next 
them, two Scribes, in the habit of doc 
after them, the ARCHBISHOP OF Cad 
Bury alone; ajler him, the Bisuors or 
Lrxcoutn, Exy, RocHesrer, end SAnt 
ASAPH; next them, with some small dis- 
tance, follows a@ Genileman bearing the 
purse, with the great seal, and a cardinal’s 
hat ; then two Priests, bearing each « silver 
cross ; then a Gentleman-usher bare-headed, 
accompanied with @ Sergeant-at-arms bear 
ing @ silver mace; then two Gentlemen 
bearing two great silver pillars ; after them, 
side by side, the two CARDINALS ; two Noble- 
men with the sword and mace. The King 
takes place under the cloth of state ; the tico 
CARDINALS sit under him as judges. The 
QUEEN takes place some distance srom the 
Kine. The ishops place themselves on 
each side the court, tr manner of a con- 
sistory ; below them, the Scribes. Zhe Lords 
sit nect the Bishops. The vest of the At- 
tendants stand in convenient order about 
the stage. 


Whetss Whilst our commission from Rome is 
read, 








Let silence be commanded. 


King. What’s the need? 


It hath already publicly been read, 
And on all sides the authority allow’d ; 
Sou may, then, spare that time. 


Be’tso. Proceed. 


‘ol, 
_ Scribe. Say, Henry King of England, come 
into the court. 


Crier. Henry King of England, &c. 
King. Here. 


Scribe. Say, Katharine Queen of England, 
come into the court. Ss 


Crier, Katharine Queen of England, &¢. 
[Lhe Queen makes no answer, rises out 
of her chair, goes about the court, 

comes to the King, and kneels 


titute. Digitzedchly; efangotis. 
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Q. Kath. 
justi ; 
And to bestow your pity on me: for 
Tam a most poor woman, and a stranger, 
Born out of ene dominions ; having here 
No judge ind ifferent, nor no more assurance 
O£ equal friendship and proceeding. Alas, sir, 
In what have L offended you? what cause 
Hath my behaviour given to your displeasure, 
That thus you should proceed to put me off, 21 
And take your good grace from me? Heaven 
witness, 
Thaye been to you a true and humble wife, 
‘At all times to your will conformable ; 
ever in fear to kindle your dislike, 
Yea, subject to your countenance, glad or sorry 
‘As [ saw it inclined: when was the hour 
Lever contradicted your desire, 
Or made it not mine too? Or which of your 
friends 
Have | not strove to love, although I knew 30 
He were mine enemy? what friend of mine 
‘That had to him derived your anger, did 
Continue in my liking? nay, gave notice 
He was ro thence discharged? Sir, call to 
min¢ 
That I have been your wife, in this obedience, 
Uprran of twenty years, and have been blest 
With many children by you : if, in the course 
And process of this time, you can report, 
‘And prove it too, against mine honour aught, 
My bond to wedlock, or my love and duty, 40 
Against your sacred person, in God’s name, 
Turn me away; and Ict the foul’st contempt 
Shut door upon me, and so give me up é 
‘To the sharp'st kind of justice. Please you, sir, 
The king, your father, was reputed for 
A prince most prudent, of an excellent 
Andunmatch’d wit and judgement: Ferdinand, 
My father, king of Spain, was reckon’d one 
The wisest prince that there had reign’d by 
many 
A year before: it is not to be question’d 50 
That they had gather'd a wise council to them 
Of every realm, that did debate this business, 
Who deem’d our marriage lawful: wherefore I 
humbly 3 
Beseech you, sir, to spare me, till I may 
e by my friends in Spain advised; whose 
.counsel 
I will implore ; if not, ? the name of God, 
Your pleasure be fulfill’d! 
Wol. You have here, lady, 
And of yourchoice, thesereverend fathers ; men 
f singular integrity aud learning, 
Yea, the elect o° the land, who are assembled 60 
To plead your cause: it shall be therefore boot- 





Sir, I desire you do me right and 





ess 
‘That longer you desire the court; as well 
For your own quict, as to rectify 
‘What is unsettled in the king. 
Jam. His grace 
Hath spoken well and justly : therefore, madam, 
It’s fit this royal session do proceed ; 
fad that, without delay, thers arguments 
e now produced and hea: ; 
Q. Kath. Lord cardinal, 
'o you I speak. 
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Wol. Your pleasure, madam? 
Q. Kath. i Sir, 
Tam about to weep; but, thinking that 70 


We are a queen, or long have dream’d. 
certain 

The daughter of a king, my drops of tears 

oy Bie to sparks of fire. 


O. Kath 
. Kath. 
before, 
Or God will punish me. I do believe, 
Induced by potent circumstances, that 
You are mine enemy, and make my challenge 
You shall not be my judge: for itis you 
Have blown this coal betwixt my lord and me; 
Which God’s dew quench! ‘lherefore I say 
again, 80 
L utterly abhor, yea, from my soul 
Refuse you for my judge; whom, yet once 
more, 
Thold ay most malicious foe, and think not 
At all a friend to truth. 
ol. Ido profess 
You speak not like yourself ; who ever yet 
Have stood to charity, and displa ’d the effects 
Of disposition gentle, and of wisdom 
O’ertopping woman's power. Madam, you do 
me wrong: - ¥ ‘ 
Lhave no spleen against you; nor injustice 
Yor you or any: how far I have proceeded, 90 
Or how far further shall, is warranted 
By a commission from the consistory, 
Yea, the whole consistory of Rome, You charge 


SO, 


; Be patient yet. 
T will, when you are humble; nay, 





me 

That I have blown this coal; I do Cae 
‘The king is present : if it be known to him 
That I gainsay my deed, how may he wound, 
And worthily, my falsehood! yea, as much 
As you have done my truth. If he know 

That I am free of your report, he knows 

Tam not of your wrong. Therefore in him 100 
It lies to cure me: and the cure is, to ¥ 
Remove these thoughts from you: the which 


before 3 
His highness shall speak in, Ido beseech 
You, gracious madam, to unthink yourspeaking 
And to say so no more. 
Q. Kath. My lord, my lord, 
Tam a simple woman, much too weak 
‘Po oppose your cunning. You’re meek and 
humble-mouth d; ea : 
You sign your place and calling, in full seeming, 
With meekness and humility ; but your heart 
Is cramm’d with arrogancy, spleen, and pride. 
You have, by fortune and his highness’ favours, 
Gone slightly o'er low steps and now are 
mounted 
Where peers are your retainers, and your 
words, z 
Domestics to you, serve your will as’t please 
Yourself pronounce theiroffice. [must tell you, 
You tender more your person's honour than 
Your high profession spiritual : that again 
[ do refuse you for my judge; and here, 
Before you all, appeal unto the pope, 
To peng ry whole cause "fore his holiness, 120 
And to be judged by him. 
[She curtstes to the King, and offers to depart. 
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Cam. The queen is obstinate, 
Stubborn to justice, apt to accuse it, and 
Disdainiul to be tried by’t: "tis not well. 

She’s goingaway. 

King. Call her again. ; 

Cricr. Katharine Queen of England, come 

into the court. 

Grif. Madam, you are call’d back. 

Q. Kath. What need you note it? pray you, 

keep your way : 
When you are call’d, return. Now, the Lord 
help, 

They Ife. me past my patience! Pray you, 

ISS ON: 130 
I will Noé tarry ; no, nor ever more 
Upon this business my appearance make 
In any of their courts. 

[Zuxeunt Queen, and her Attendants. 
King. Go thy ways, Kate: 

That man 7 the world who shall report he has 
A better wife, Ict him in nought be trusted, 
Yor speaking false in that: thou art, alone, 
If thy rare qualities, sweet gentleness, 
Thy meelmess saint-like, wife-like government, 
Obeying in commanding, and thy parts 139 
Sovereign and pious else, could speak thee out, 
The queen of earthly queens: she’s noble born ; 
And, like her true nobility, she has 
Carried herself towards me. s 5 

Wol. Most gracious sir, 
In humblest manner I require your highness, 
‘That it shall please you to declare, in hearing 
Of aul thee ears,—for where Tam robb’d and 

ound, 

There must I be unloosed, although not there 
At once and fully satisfied,—whether ever L 
Did broach this business to your highness ; or 
Laid any scruple in your way, which might 150 
Induce you to the question on’t? or ever 
Have to you, bué with thanks to God for such 
A mya lady, spake one the least word that 

might 
Be to the prejudice of her present state, 


Our daughter Mary : i’ the progress of this busi- 
ness, 

Ere a determinate resolution, he, 

i mean the bishop, did require a respite; 

Wherein he might the king his lord advertise 

Whether our daughter were legitimate, 

Respecting this our marriage with the dowager, 

Sometimes our brother's wife. his respite 
shook 4 

The bosom of my conscience, enter’d me, 

Yea, with a splitting power, and made to 
tremble 

The region of my breast; which forced such 
way, 

That many mazed considerings did throng 

a\nd press’d in with this caution. First, me- 
thought 

L stood not in the smile of heaven; who had 

Commanded nature, that my lady's womb, 

If it conceived 2 male child by me, should 




















181 





Do no more offices of life to’t than 199 

The grave does to the dead ; for her male issue 

Or died where they were made, or shortly after 

This world had air’d them: hence I took a 
_ thought, 

This was a judgement on me; that my king- 


om, 
Well SORELY, the best heir 0’ the world, should 


no 
Be gladded in’t by me: then follows, that 

I weigh’d the danger which my realms stood in 
By this my issue’s fail; and that gave to me 
Many a groaning throe. Thus hulling in 

The wild sea of my conscience, I did steer 200 
Toward this remedy, whereupon we are 

Now present here together; that’s to say, 

I meant to rectify my conscience,—which 

I then did feel full sick, and yet not well,— 

By all the reverend fathers of the land 

And doctors learn’d : first I began in private 
With you, my Lord of Lincoln; you remember 
How under my oppression I did teek, 

When I first moved you. 


Or touch of her good person? 4 Lin. Very well, my liege. 
King. My lord cardinal, King. Ihave spoke long: be pleased your- 
T do excuse you; yea, upon mine honour, self to say 210 


I free you from’t. You are not to be taught 

‘That you have many enemies, that know not 

Why they are so, but, like to village-curs, 159 

Bark when their fellows do: by some of these 

The queen is putin anger. You're excused : 

But will you be more justified? you ever 

HB wislrd the sleeping of this business; never 
esirec 

It to be stirr’d ; but oft have hinder’d, oft, 

The passages made toward it: on my honour, 

Ispeak my good lord cardinal to this point, 

And thus far clear him. Now, what moved me 


How far you satisfied me. i stat 
Us eee 0 please your highness, 
The question did at first so ataaner me, 
Bearing a state of mighty moment in’t 
And consequence of dread, that I committed 
The daring’st counsel which I had to doubt; 
And did entreat your highness to this course 
Which you are running here. 
ing. I then moved you, 
My Lord of Canterbury ; and got your leave 
To make this present summons: unsolicited 
Tleft no reverend person in this court; 220 
But by particular consent proceeded 
Under your hands and seals: therefore, go 00; 
For no dislike ? the world against the person 
Of the good queen, but the s harp thorny points 
Of my alleged reasons, drive this forward : 
Prove but our marriage lawful, by my life 
And kingly dignity, we are contente 
To wear our mortal state to come with her, 
Katharine our queen, before the primest 
ituteBgitzed by eGangotri 


to’t, 
I will be bold with time and your attention: 
Then mark the inducement. ‘Thus it came ; 
give heed to’t: 
My conscience first received a tenderness, 170 
Scruple, and prick, on certain speeches utter’d 
By the Bishop of Bayonne, then French am- 
bassador ; 
Who had been hither sent on the debating 


A marriage twist che Ruke of Oneausand, in 


SoENE IV] 


That’s paragon’d o’ the world. 

Cam. F 0 please your highness, 230 
The queen being absent, ’tis a needful fitness 
hat we adjourn this court till further day ; 
Meanwhile must be an earnest motion 
Made to the queen, to call back her appeal 
She intends unto his holiness. 

King. _ [Aside] I may perceive 
These cardinals trifle with me: I abhor 
This dilatory sloth and tricks of Rome. 

My learn’d and well-beloved servant, Cranmer, 
Prithee, return: with thy approach, I know, 
My comfort comes along. reak up the court: 
I say, set on. é 241 
[Exeunt in manner as they entered. 


ACT IIL. 
Scene L. London. The QUEEN'S apartinents. 
The. QUEEN and her Women, as at work. 


Q. Kath. Take thy lute, wench: my soul 
grows sad with troubles; 
Sing, and disperse ‘em, if thou canst: leave 
working. 
Sona, 
Orpheus with his Iute made trees, 
And the mountain tops that freeze, 
Bow themselves when he did sing: 
To his music plants and flowers 
Ever sprung; as sun and showers 
There had made a lasting spring. 


Every thing that heard him play, 
Even the billows of the sea, 

Hung their heads, and then lay by. 
Tn sweet music is such art, 
Killing care and grief of heart 

Fall asleep, or hearing, die. 


Enter a Gentleman. 
Q. Kath. How now! 
Gent. Ant please your grace, the two great 
cardinals 
Wait in the presence. 
. Kath. Would they speak with me? 
‘ent. They will’d me say so, madam. 
Q. Kath. Pray their graces 
To come near. [Exit Gent.] What can be 
i their business 
With me,'a poor weak woman, fall’n from 
favour? 5 20 
Ido not like their coming. Now I think on't, 
They should be good men; their ailairs as 
righteous : 
But all hoods make not monks. 


Enter the two Cardinals, Wousry and 
CAMPEIUS. 
Wol. Peace to your highness ! 
Q. Kath. Your graces find me here part of a 
housewife, 
T would be all, against the worst may happeri. 
bee are your pleasures with me, reveren 


01 
Wol. May it please you, noble madam, to 
withdraw i 
nto your private ¢ chamber, we shall give you 
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I know my life so even. 
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The full cause of our coming, 


Q. Kath. Speak it here; 


There’s nothing I have done yet, o’ my con- 


science, 3° 


Deserves a corner: would all other women 
Could spec this with as free a soul as 
My lords, 


Ido! 

I care not, so much I am happy 
Above a number, if my actions 

Were tried by every tongue, every eye saw ’em, 
Envy and base opinion set against ’em, 

If your business 
Seek me out, and that way am wife in, 

Out with it boldly : truth loves open dealing. 

Wol. Yanta est erga te mentis integritas, 
regina serenissima,— 40 

Q. Kath. O, good my lord, no Latin; 

Lam not such a truant since my coming, | 

‘As not to know the language I have lived in :, 

A strange tongue makes my cause more strange, 
suspicious ; 

Pray, speak in English: 
thank you, 

Tf you speak truth, for their poor mistress’ sake ; 

Believe me, she has had much wrong: lo 
cardinal, 3 

The willing’st sin I ever yet committed. 

May be absolved in English. 

Wol. : ; Noble lady, 

Iam sorry my integrity should breed, 

‘And service to his majesty and you, 

So deep suspicion, where all faith was meant. 

We come not by the way of accusation, 

To taint that honour every good tongue blesses, 

Nor to betray you any way to sorrow, 

You have too much, good lady; but to know. 

How you stand minded in the weighty dif- 
ference a 

Between the king and you; and to deliver, 

Like free and honest men, our just opinions 69 

And comforts to your cause. 

Cam. Most honour'd madam, 
My Lord of York, out of his noble nature, 

Zeal and obedience he still bore your grace, 
Forgetting, like agood man, NGuE late censure 
Both of his truth and him, which was too far, 
Offers, as I do, ina sign of peace, 

His service and his counsel. 

Q. Kuth. [Aside] To betray me.— 
My lords, I thank you both for your good wills; 
Ye speak like honest men; pray God, ye 

Toye so! 
But how to make ye suddenly an answer, | 70 
Jn such a point of weight, so near mine 
honour,— ; : 
More near my life, I fear,—with my weak wit, 
‘And to such men of gravity and learning, 
In truth, I know not. I was set at_ work 
Among my maids: full little, God knows, 
looking x 
ither for such men or such business. 
Yor her sake that I have been,—for I feel 
The last fit of my greatness,—good your graces, 
Let me have time and counsel for my cause : 
‘Alas, [ama woman, friendless, hopeless! — 8 
Wol. Madam, you wrong the king’s love 
with these fears: 3 
Your hopes and friends are infinite. 
Q. Kath. 


here are some will 


59 


In England 
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Bring me a constant woman to her husband 
One that ne'er dream’d a joy beyond his 
pleasure ; 
And to that woman, when she has done most, 
Yet will Ladd an honour, a great patience, 
Wol. Madam, you wander from the good 
we aim at. 
Q. Kath. My lord, I dare not make myself 


But little for my profit: can you think, lords, 
That any Englishman dare give me counsel? | 
Or be a known friend, ’gainst his highness’ 
pleasure, 

Though he be grown so desperaie to be honest, 
And liye a subject? Nay, forsooth, my friends, 
They that must weigh out my afflictions, 

They that my trust must grow to, live not here: 

















They are, as all my other comforts, far hence so guilty, “a 
In mine own country, lords. To give up willingly that noble title 140 
Cum. Iwould your grace | Your master wed me to: nothing but death 
Would leave your griefs, and take my counsel. | Shall e’er divorce my dignities. 
. Kath. How, sir?| Wol. Pray, hear me. 
Jam. Put your main cause into the king’s| Q. Kath. Would I had never trod this 


English earth, r 
Or felt the flatteries that grow upon it! 
Ye Maxe angels’ faces, but heaven knows your 
hearts. 
What will become of me now, wretched lady ! 
Tam the most unhappy woman living. 
Alas, poor wenches, where are now your 
fortunes! ‘ 
Shipwreck’d upon a kingdom, where no pity, 
No friends, no hope; no kindred weep for me; 
Almost no grave allow'd me: like the lily, 151 
‘That once was mistress of the field and flourish’d, 
1 iu hang my head and perish. 


protection ; - 
He’s loving and most gracious: “twill be much 
Both for your honour better and your cause ; 
For if the trial of the law o’ertake ye, 
You'll part away disgraced. " 
‘ol. He tells you rightly. 
Q. Kath. Ye tell me what ye wish for 
both,—my ruin: 
Zs this your Christian counsel? out upon ye! 
Heaven is above all yet; there sits a judge 100 
That no king can commun 
Cam. Your rage mistakes us. 
Q. Kath. The more shame for ye: holy 
men I thought ye, 2 : 
pon my soul, two reverend cardinal virtues ; 
But cardinal sins and hollow hearts I fear ye : 
Mend ’em, for shame, my lords. Is this your 
comfort ? 5 
The cordial that ye bring a wretched lady, 
A woman lost among ye, laugh’d at, scom’d? 
J will not wish ye half my miseries; 
Ihave more charity: but say, I warn'd ye; 
Take heed, for heaven’s sake, take heed, lest at 
r10 


ol. If your grace 

Could but be brought to know our ends are 
honest, 

You'ld feel more comfort: why should we, 
good Jady, 

Upon what cause, wrong you? alas, our places, 

‘The way of our profession is against it: 

We are to cure such sorrows, not to sow "em. 

For goodness’ sake, consider what you do; 

How you may hurt yourself, ay, utterly 160 

Grow from the king’s acquaintance, by this 
carriage. é i 

The hearts of princes kiss obedience, 

So much they love it; but to stubborn spirits 

‘They swell, and grow as terrible as storms. 

I know you have a gentle, noble temper, 

A soul as even as a calm: pray, think us 

Those we profess, peace-makers, friends, and 





once 
The burthen of my sorrows fall upon ye. 
Wol. Madam, this is a mere distraction ; 
You tum the good we offer into envy, 
Q. Kath. Ye turn me into nothing: woe 
upon ye 
And all such false professors! would you have 
me— 


If you have any justice, any pity ; : servants. 
If ye be any thing but churchmen’s habits— Cam. Madam, you'll find it so. You wrong 
Put my sick cause into his hands that hates our virtues 


With these weak women’s fears : a noble spirit, 
yours was put into you, ever casts 170 
Such doubts, as false coin, from it, The king 
loves you; i 
Beware you lose it not: for us, if you please 
‘Lo trust us in your business, we are ready 
Lo use our utmost studies in your service. 
Q. Kath. Do what ye will, my lords: and, 
prays forgive me, 
Tf I have used myself unmannerly ; 
You know I ama woman, lacking wit 
To make a seemly answer to such persons. 
Tay, do my service to his majesty: 
He has my heart yet; and shall have my prayers 
While I shall haye ‘my life. Come, reverend 
fathers, 181 
estow your counsels on me: she now begs, 
That little thought, when she set footing here, 
She should have bought her dignities so dear. 
titute. Digitzed by eGangotni (Exeunt. 


me 
Alas, has banish’d me his bed already, 119 
His love, too long ago! Iam old, my lords, 
And all the fellowship I hold now with him 
Is only my obedience. What can happen 
To me above this wretchedness? all your studies 
Make me a curse like this. 
Cam. ._ Your fears are worse, 
Q. Kath. Haye I lived thus long—let me 
.. Speak myself, . : 
Since yirtie finds no friends—a wife, a true 
one 
A woman, I dare say without yain-glory, 
Never yet branded with suspicion? 
Have I with all my full affections 
Still met the king? loved him next heaven? 
obey’d him? er 130 
Been, out of fondness, superstitious to him? 
Almost forgot iny prayers to content him? 


And ami thus rwanda tenet peelel nas: In 


ScENE IL] 


Scene IL. Ante-chamber to the Kine’s apart- 
ment. 


Enter the Duke or Norvoik, the DuKE oF 
Surroik, the WaRL OF SURREY, and the 
Lorp CHAMBERLAIN. 

Nor. If you will now unite in your com- 

plaints, 4 

And force them witha constancy, the cardinal 

Cannot stand under them : if you omit 

‘The offer of this time, I cannot promise 

But that you shall sustain moe new disgraces, 

With these you bear already. 

Sur. _ Lam joyful 
To meet the least occasion that may give me 

Remembrance of my father-in-law, the duke, 

To be revenged onhim, 

Suf. Which of the peers 
Have uncontemn’d gone by him, or at least 10 
Strangely neglected? when did he regard 
The stamp of nobleness in any person 
Out of himself? 

Chan. My lords, you speak your pleasures : 
What he deserves of you and me I know; 
What we can do to him, though now the time 
Gives way to us, L much fear. If you cannot 
Bar his access to the king, never attempt 
Any thing on him; for he hath a witchcraft 
Over the king in’s tongue. 

Nor. O, fear him not; 
His spell in that is out: the king hath found 
Matter against him that for ever mars 21 
The honey of his language. No, he’s settled, 
Not to come off, in his displeasure. 





i ir, 
Tshould be glad to hear such news as this 
Once every hour. 3 

Nor. Believe it, this is true ; 
In the divorce his contrary proceedings 
Are all unfolded; wherein he appears +« 
As I would wish mine enemy. 


Sur How came 
His practices to light? 
Suh Most strangely. 
Sur, O, how, how? 
Sus. The cardinal’s letiers to the pope mis- 
carried, 


reese 
d came to the eye o’ the king: wherein was 


read, 
How that the cardinal did entreat his holiness 
To stay the judgement 0’ the divorce; for if 
It did take place, ‘I do,’ quoth he, ‘perceive 
ly king is tangled in affection to 
creature of the queen's, Lady Anne Bullen.’ 
Su. Hastheking this? 
Suf, Believo it. 
Sur, Will this work? 
Cham, The king in this perceives him, how 
he coasts 3 S 
d hedges his own way. But in this point , 
All his tricks founder, and he brings his physic 
fter his patient’s death: the king already 4x 
ath married the fair lady. 
tt, Would he had! 
Sur May you be happy in your wish, my 
ord! 


For, I profess, you have it. 
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Trace the conjunction! 

Sw. My amen to’t! 

Nor. All men’st 


Suf. There’s order given for her coronation: 
Marry, this is yet but young, and may be left 
lo some ears unrecounted. But, my lords, 
She is a gallant creature, and complete 49 
In mind and feature: I persuade me, from her 
Will fall some blessing to this land, which shall 
In it be memorized. 

Si: But, will the king 
Digest this letter of the cardinal’s? 
The Lord forbid ! 

Nor. Marry, amen! 

Suf. No, no; 
There be moe wasps that buzz about his nose 
Will make this sting the sooner. Cardinal 

Campeius 

Ts stol’n away to Rome; hath ta’en no leave; 
Jas left the cause o’ the king unhandled; and 
Ts posted, as the agent of our cardinal, 
‘Lo second all his plot. I do assure you 60 
The king cried Ha! at this. 

Cham, | Now, God incense him, 
And let him cry Ha! louder! 

Vor. But, my lord, 
When returns Cranmer? ARs 

Suf. He is return’d in his opinions; which | 
Have satisfied the king for his divorce, ~ 
Together with all famous colleges e 
Almost in Christendom: shortly, I believe, 
His second marriage shall be publish'd, and 
Her coronation. Katharine no more 
Shall be call'd queen, but princess dowager 70 
And widow to Prince Arthur. 

Nor. This same Cranmer’s 
A worthy fellow, and hath ta’en much pain 
In the king’s business. p 

Suf. _ He has; and we shall see him 
For it an archbishop. 

Nor. So I hear. 


uf 
The alia ! 


Enter WotsEy and CROMWELL. 
Nor. Observe, observe, he’s moody. 
Wol. The packet, Cromwell, 
Gave't you the king? 7 
Crom. _ ‘To his own hand, in’s bedchamber, 
Wol. Look’d he o' the inside of the paper? 
Crom. Presently 
He did unseal them: and the first he view’d, 
He did it with a serious mind; a heed 
‘Was in his countenance. You he bade 
Attend him here this morning. 
I: he ready 






Tis 80. 


Wol. 

To come abroad? 

Crom. I think, by this he is. 

Wol. Leavemeawhile,  [E.cit Cromavell. 
[Aside] It shall be to the Duchess of Alengon, 
The French king’s sister: he shall marry her. 
Anne Bullen! No; (ll no Anne Bullens for 

him: 
There's more in’t than fair visage. Bullen! 
No, we'll no Bullens. Speedily £ wish 
To hear from Rome. ‘The Marchioness of 
Pembroke! 99 
Nor, He’s discontented. 
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Suf. May be, he hears the king 
Doe whet his anger to him, 
SUN. 
Lord, for thy justice! 
Wol. [Aside] The late queen’s gentlewoman, 
a knight’s daughter, 
To be her mistress’ mistress! the queen’s queen ! 
This candle burns not clear : tis 1 must snuif it; 
Then out it goes. What though L know her 
virtuous | 
And well deserving? yet I know her for 
A spleeny Lutheran ; and not wholesome to 99 
Our cause, that she should lie 7 the bosom of 
Our hard-ruled king. Again, there is sprung up 
An heretic, an arch one, Cranmer; one 
Hath craw!'d into the favour of the king, 
Andis hisoracle. | . 
Nor. He is vex’d at something. 
Sur. I would ’twere something that would 
fret the string, 
The master-cord on’s heart! 


Sharp enough, 


Enter the Kina, reading of a schedule, and 
‘LovELL. 


Suf. The king, the king! 

King. What piles of wealth hath he ac- 
cumulated _ 

To his own portion! and what expense by the 


hour 
Reon io flow from him! How, i’ the name of 
thrift, 
Does he rake this wossther! Now, my lords, 
Saw you the cardinal? 
Nor. My lord, we have 11 
Stood here observing him: some strange com- 
motion | 7 eav 
Ts in his brain: he bites his lip, and starts; 
Stops on a sudden, looks upon the ground, 
Then lays his finger on his temple; straight 
Springs out into fast fait; then stops again, 
Strikes his breast hard, and anon he casts 
His eye against the moon: in most strange 


stures 
We have seen him set himself. 
King. It may well be; 


There 1s a mutiny in’s mind. This morning 
Papers of state he sent me to peruse, y2r 
As I required: and wot you what I found 
There,—on my conscience, put unwittingly ? 
Forsooth, an anVEDLOr: thus importing ; 

The several parcels of his plate, his treasure, 
Rich stufls, and ornaments of household; which 
I find at such proud rate, that it out-speaks 
Possession of a subject. 

Vor. _ __ It’s heaven's will: 
Some spirit put this paper in the packet, 

To bless your eye with: 

King. 1 If we did think 
His contemplation were above the earth, 
And fix’d on spiritual object, he should still 
Dyell in his musings: but Iam afraid 
His thinkings are below the moon, not worth 

serious considering. 
[King takes his seat; whispers Lovell, who 
wee to the Cardinal. 

Wol, eaven forgive me! 
Ever God bless @@x=highskanir Research Ins! 
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titer Diglizen byve! 


[Acr mr 
King. Good my lord, 
You are full of heavenly stuff, and bear the 


inventory * 
Of your best graces in your mind ; the which 
You were now running o’er; you have scarce 
time 
To steal from spiritual leisure a brief span 140 
To keep your earthly audit: sure, in that 
Ldeem you an ill husband, and am glad 
‘Lo have you therein my companion. _ 
Wol. a _ Sir, 
For holy offices I have a time; a time | 
‘To think upon the part of business which 
1 bear i’ the state ; and nature does require 
Her times of preservation, which perforce 
{, her frail son, amongst my brethren mortal, 
Must give my tendance to. 


King. You have said well. 
Wol. And ever may your highness yoke 


together, i 150 
As I will lend you cause, my doing well 
With my well saying! ‘ 3 
cing. | Tis well said again ; 
And ’tis a kind of good deed to say well: 
And yet words are no deeds. My father loved 


you: ea act J 
He said he did; and with his deed did crown 
His word upon you. Since I had my office, 
Ihave kept you next my heart; have not alone 
Euplosd you where high profits might come 
H 


e. 
But pared my present havings, to bestow 
ay bounties upon you. i 
Vol. [Aside] What should this mean? 160 
Sur. [Aside} Thi 
ness! 
King. Have I not made you 
The prime man of the state? I pray you, tell 


ie Lord increase this busi- 


me, 

If what I now pronounce you have found true: 

And, if you may confess it, say withal, 

If you are bound to us orno. What say you? 
Vol. My sovereign, I confess your royal 


graces, 5 
Bhowends on me daily, have been more than 
could 

My studied purposes requite; which went 

Beyond all man’s endeavours: my endeayours 

Have ever come too short of my desires, _ 370 

Yet filed with my abilities: mine own ends 

Have been mine so that evermore they pointed 

To the good of your most sacred person and 

The profit of the state. For your great graces 

Heap’d upon me, poor undeserver, I 

Can nothing render but allegiant thanks, 

My prayers to heaven for you, my loyalty, 

Which ever has and ever shall be growing, 

Till death, that winter, kill it. a 
King. Fairly answer'd; 

A loyal and obedient subject is i€0 

‘Therein illustrated : the honour of it 

Does pay the act of it; as, i’ the contrary, 

‘The foulness is the punishment. JI presume 

‘That, as my hand has open’d bounty to you, 

My heart dropp’d love, my power rain’d honow!, 

more 
On you than any; so. your hand and heart, 
eundeton of your poweb 
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Should, notwithstanding that your bond of 
duty, : 

‘As ‘twere in love’s particular, be more 

To me, your friend, than any. 

Wol. : Ido profess __1g0 
That for your highness’ good I ever labour'd 
More tine mine own; jthat am, have, and 

will be— 
Though all the world should crack their duty 
to you, | 3 = 
And throw it from their soul; though perils did 
eAhound, as thick as thought could make ’em, 
an 
Appear in forms more horrid,—yet my duty, 
As doth a rock against the chiding flood, 
Should the approach of this wild river break, 
And stand unshaken yours, 

King. Tis nobly spoken : 
Take notice, lords, he has a loyal breast, _ 200 
For you have seen him open’t. Read o'er 

this; [Giving him papers. 
And after, this: and then to breakfast with 
What appetite you haye. 
[Exit King, Srowning upon Cardinal 
Wolsey: the Nobles throng aster 
him, smiling and whispering. 
Wol. ‘What should this mean ? 
What sudden anger’s this? how have I reap’d it? 
He parted frowning from me, asifruin 
Leap’d from his eyes: so looks the chafed lion 
Upon the daring huntsman that has gall’d him ; 
Then makes him nothing. I must read this 
paper; . z 

T fear, the story of his anger. "Tis so; 

This paper has undone me: ’tis the account 210 

Of all that world of wealth I have drawn to- 
gether 7 4 

For mine own ends; indeed, to gain the 

opedom, _ . i" 

And fee my friends in Rome. O negligence! 

Fit for a fool to fall by: what cross devil 

Made me put this main secret in the packet 

Isent the king? Is there no way to cure this? 

No new device to beat this from his brains? 

1 know ’twill stir him strongly; yet I know 

A way if it take right, in spite of fortune 

Will bring me off again. What’s this? ‘To 
the Pope!’ 3 ; 220 

The letter, as L live, with all the business 

I writ to’s holiness. Nay then, farewell! 

I have touch’d the highest point of all my 


sfireatness 3 beg 

And, from that full meridian of my glory, 
Lhaste now to my setting: I shall fall 
Like a bright exhalation in the evening, 
And no man see me more. 


Re-enter to WouseEy, the DukES OF NORFOLK 
and SUFFOLK, the Hart or SURREY, and 
the LonD CHAMBERLAIN. 


Nor. Hear the king’s pleasure, cardinal: 
who commands you 
To render up the great seal presently 
Into our hands; and to confine yourself 230 
To Asher House, my Lord of Winchester's, 
Till you hear further from his highness. 
Wol. Stay: 
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Where’s your commission, lords? words cannot 


carry 
Authority so weighty. 
Suf. Who dare cross ’em, 
Bearing yes king's will from his mouth ex- 
ressly ? 
J Abe Till I find more than will or words to 
0 it, 
I mean your malice, know, officious lords, 
T dare and must deny it. Now 1 feel 
Of what coarse metal ye are moulded, envy : 
How eagerly ye follow my disgraces, 240 
As if it fed ye! and how sleek and wanton, 
Ye appear in every thing may bring my ruin! 
Follow your envious courses, men of malice ; 
You have Christian warrant for ’em, and, no 
doubt, 
In time will find their fit rewards. That seal, 
You ask with such a violence, the king, 
Mine and your master, with his own hand gave 
me; 
Bade me enio it, with the place and honours, 
During my life; and, to confirm his goodness, 
Tied it by letters-patents; now, who'll take it? 
Sur. ‘The king, that gave it. 
Wol. Tt must be himself, then. 251 
Sur. Thou art a proud traitor, priest. 
IWol. Proud lord, thou liest: 
Within these forty hours Surrey durst better 
Have burnt that tongue than said so, : 
Sur. . Thy ambition, 
Thou scarlet sin, robb’d this bewailing land 
Of noble Buckingham, my father-in-law : 
The heads of all thy brother cardinals, 
With thee and all thy best parts bound to- 





gether, i } 
Weigh'd not a hair of his. Plague of your 
policy ! 3 
You sent me deputy for Ireland 5. 260 
Far from his succour, from the king, from all 
That might have mercy on the fault thou 
gavest him; 2 
Whilst your great goodness, out of holy pity, 
Absolvyed him with an axe, | 
Wol. This, and all else 
This talking lord can lay upon my credit, 
LT answer is most false. ‘The duke by law 
Found his deserts : how innocent I was 
Irom any private malice in his end,_ 
His noble jury and foul cause can witness. 
If I loved many words, lord, I should tell you 
You have as little honesty as honour, 271 
That in the way of loyalty and truth 
Toward the king, my ever royal master, 
Dare mate a sounder man than Surrey can be, 
And all that love his follies. 
Sur. : By my soul, 
Your long coat, priest, protects you; thon 
shouldst feel 
My avon 7’ the life-bluod of thee else. My 
01 
Can ye endure to hear this arrogance? 
And from this fellow? If we live thus tamely. 
To be thus jaded by a piece of scarlet, 2bo 
Farewell aiobility 3. let his grace go forward, 
‘And dare us with his cap like larks. 
Wol. All goodness 
Is poison to thy stomach. 
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Sur. ail estas goodness 
Of gleaning all the land’s wealth into one, 
Tnto your isa hands, cardinal, by extortion ; 
The goodness of your intercepted packets 
You Aik to the pope against the king: your 
oodness, t 
Since you provoke me, shall be most notorious. 
My Lord of Norfolk, as you are truly noble, 
‘As you respect the common good, the state 290 
Of our despised nobility, our issues, 
Who, if he live, will scarce he gentlemen, _ 
Produce the grand sum of his sins, the articles 
Collected from his life. I'll startle you 
Worse than the sacring bell, when the brown 
wench if 
Lay kissing in your arms, lord cardinal. 
Wol. How much, methinks, I could despise 
this man, f ; St os 
But that I. am bound in charity against it! 
Vor, Those articles, my lord, are in the 
king’s hand: 
But, thus much, they are fonl ones. 
Vol. _ _, so much fairer 300 
And spotless shall mine innocence arise, 
When the king knows my truth, 
Sw, This cannot save you: 
I thank my memory, I yet remember 
Some of these articles; and out they shall. 
Now, if you ean blush and ery ‘guilty,’ cardinal, 
You ll show a little honesty. : 
Wol. _., Speak on, sir; 
I dare your worst objections: if 1 blush, 
It is to see a nobleman want manners. 
Sw. Uhad rather want those than my head. 
Haye at you! iF ae 
First, that, Without the king’s}assent or know- 
ledge, hy Blo 
You wrought to be a legate; by which power 
You maim’d the jurisdiction of all bishops. 
Di Then, that in all you writ to Rome, or 
else 
To foreign princes, ‘Ego et Rex meus’ 
Weer l inseribed ; in which you brought the 
king 
To be your servant. z 
Suf. Then that, without the knowledge 
Fither of king or council, when you went 
Ambassador to the emperor, you made bold 
To carry into Flanders the great seal. 
iw. Item, you sent a large commission 320 
‘To Gregory de Cassado, to conclude, 
Without the king's will or the state's allowance, 
A league between his highness and Ferrara. 
Suf. That, out of mere ambition, you have 
caused 
Your holy hat to be stamp’d on the king’s 


coin. 
Sux. Then that you have sent innumerable 

substance— 

By what means got, I leave to your own con- 
science— 

To furnish Rome, and to prepare the ways 

You have for dignities ; to the mere undoing 

Of all the kingdom. Many more there are; 330 

Which, since they are of you, and odious, 
I will not taint my mouth with. 


Cham. O my lord, 
Press not a fall@@afakash tfair! Resemeh: Insi 
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His faults lie open to the laws; let them, 
Not you, correct him. My heart weeps to seg 


um 
So little of his great self. 
Sur. forgive him. 
Swf. Lord cardinal, the king’s further-plea- 
sure is, 
Because all those things you have done of late, 
By your power legatine, within this kingdom, 
rl into the compass of a premunire, 340 
That therefore such a writ be sued against you; 
To forfeit all your goods, lands, tenements, 
Chattels, and whatsoever, and to be 
Out of the king's protection. ‘his is my charge, 
Nor. And so we'll leave you to your medi- 
tations 
How to live better. For your stubborn answer 
About the giving back the great seal to us, 
The king shall know it, and, no doubt, shall 
thank you. 
So fare you well, my little good lord cardinal. 
[Aveunt all but Wolsey, 
Wol. So farewell to the little good you bear 
me, 350 
Farewell! a long farewell, to all my greatness ! 
‘This is the state of man: to-lay he puts fo 
The tender leaves of hopes; to-morrow blos- 






soms, 
And bears his blushing honours thick upon him; 
The third day comes a frost, a killing frost, 
And, when he thinks, good easy man, full 
surely Ebi 
His greatness is a-ripening, nips his root, 
And then he falls, as I do. have ventured, 
Like little wanton boys that swim on bladders, 
This many sunmers ina sea of glory, 360 
But far beyond my depth : my high-blown pride 
At length broke under me and now has left me, 
Weary and old with service, to the merey 
Of a rude stream, that must for ever hide me. 
Vain pomp and glory of this world, I hate ye: 
I feel my heart new open’d. O, how wretcliell 
Ts that poor man that hangs on princes’ favours! 
There is, betwixt that smile we would aspire to, 
‘That sweet aspect of princes, and their ruin, 
aor pangs and fears than wars or women 
Nave + 370 
And when he falls, he falls like Lucifer, 
Never to hope again, 


Enter CROMWELL, and stands amazed. 


Why, how now, Cromwell! 
Ihave no power to speak, sir. 
k What, amazed 
At my misfortunes? can thy spirit wonder 
A great man should decline? Nay, an you 


Crom. 
Wol. 


How does your grace? 
_Wol. your EWhy, well; 
Never so truly happy, my good Cromwell. 
Lknow myself now; and Tiel within me 
A peace above all earthly dignities, : 
A still and quiet conscience. ‘The king bas 
cured me, 380 
I humbly thank his grace; and from. these 


tutes aaa 


Pine Gangotity, taken 


v- 
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A load would sink a navy, too much honour: 
0, tis a burden, Cromwell, *tis a burden 
Too heavy for a man that hopes for heaven ! 

Crem. Jam glad your grace has made that 

right use of 1b. 

Wol. I hope I have: I am able now, me- 

thinks, 
Out of a fortitude of soul I feel, 
o endure more miseries and greater far 
Than my weak-hearted enemies dare offer. 390 
What news abroad ? 
Crom. The heaviest and the worst 
Ts your displeasure with the king. 
Vol. 5 _ God bless him! 
Crom. The next is, that Sir Thomas More 
ischosen | 
Lord chancellor in your place. 

Wol. That’s somewhat sudden : 
But he’s a learned man. May he continue 
Long in his highness’ favour, and do justice 
For truth’s sake and his conscience; that his 

bones, 3 
When he has run his course and sleeps in 
blessings, 
May have a tomb of orphans’ tears wept on’em! 
What more? E 
Crom. That Cranmer is return’d with wel- 
come, 400 
Install’d lord archbishop of Canterbury. 

Wol. ‘That's news indeed. 

Crom. . Last, that the Lady Anne, 
Whom the king hath in secrecy long married, 
This day was view'd in open as his queen, 
Going to chapel; and the voice is now 
Only about her coronation. 

Wol. There was the weight that pull’d me 

down. O Cromwell, 

The king has gone beyond me: all my glories 
In that one woman I haye lost for ever: 
No sun shall ever usher forth mine honours, 
Or gild again the noble troops that waited 411 

pon my smiles. Go, get thee from me, 

- Cromwell ; 

Tam a poor fall’n man, unworthy now 
To be thy lord and master: seek the king ; 
That sun, I pray, may never set! I have told 


him. 
Rinse and how true thou art: he will advance 
hee ; 
Some little memory of me will stir him— 
I know his noble nature—not to let 
Thy hopeful service perish too: good Cromwell, 
Neglect him not ; make use now, and provide 
For thine own future safety. 
von. O my lord, 420 
Must J, then, leave you? must [needs forgo 
50 good, so noble and so true a master? | 
car Witness, all that have not hearts of iron 
With what a sorrow Cromwell leaves his lord. 
- The king shall have my service; but my prayers 
For ever and for ever shall be yours. 
er) Cromwell, I did not think to shed 
a. tear 
In all my miseries; but thou hast forced me, 
Out of thy honest truth, to play the woman. 430 
et’s dry our eyes: and thus far hear me, 
Cromwell ; 
And, when I am forgotten, as I shall be, 
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And sleep in dull cold marble, where no 
mention 

OF ie more must be heard of, say, I taught 

nee, 

Say, Wolsey, that once trod the ways of glory, 

And sounded all the depths and shoals of 
honour, 

Found thee a way, out of his wreck, to rise in; 

A sure and safe one, though thy master miss’d it. 

Mark but my fall, and that that ruin’d me, 439 

Cromwell, I charge thee, fling away ambition : 

By that sin fell the angels; how can man, then, 

The image of his Maker, hope to win by it? 

Love thyself Jast: cherish those hearts that 
hate thee; 

Corruption wins not more than honesty. 

Still in thy right hand carry gentle peace, 

To silence envious tongues. Be just, and fear 


not: 

Let all the ends thou aim’st at be thy country’s, 
Thy God's, and truth’s; then if thow fall’st, O 
Cromwell FP 
Thou fall’st a blessed martyr! Serve the king; 
And,—prithee, lead me in: 450 

‘There take an inventory of all Ihave, 
To the last penny ; ‘tis the king’s: my robe, 
And my integrity to heaven, is all 
I dare OW, call mine own. © Cromwell, Crom: 
well! 
Had I but served my God with half the zeal 
T served my king, he would not in mine age 
Have left me naked to mine enemies. 
Crom. Good sir, have patience. 


Wol. So Lhaye. Farewell 
The hopes of court! my hopes in heaven do 
dwell. Exeunt. 
ACT IV. 
SceneI. A strect in Westminster. 


Enter two Gentlemen, meeting one another. 


First Gent. You're well met once again. 
Sec. Gent. So are you. 
First Gent.. You come to take your stand 
here, and behold J 
The Lady Anne pass from her coronation? 
Sec. Gent. “Lis all my business. At our 
last. encounter, 
The Duke of Buckingham came 
Fivst Gent. “Tis very true: 
ofier’d sorrow ; 
This, general joy. 
See. Gent. 
I am, Sure, 
minds— i 
As, Tet em have their rights, they are ever 
forward— , = 
In celebration of this day with shows, 
Pageants and sights of honour. 
XN ura Oee 
‘or, assul 
Sec. Gent. 0 
enn ‘our hand? 
at paper in y a 4 r 
cae gent. o Yes; *tis the list. 
OF those that claim their offices this day 
By custom of the coronation. . 
The Duke of Suffolk is the first, and claims 


from his trial. 
but that time 


"Tis well: the citizens, 
have shown at full thew royal 


10 


Never greater, 
‘ou, better taken, sir. 
ay L be bold to ask what that 
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To be high-steward ; next, the Duke of Norfolk, 
He to be earl marshal: you may read the rest. 
Sec. Gent. I thank you, sir: had I not 
known those customs, 20 
T should have been beholding to your paper, 
But, I beseech you, what’s become of Katharine, 
The princess dowager ¢ how goes her business? 
First Gent. That I can tell you too. The 
Archbishop o> 
Of Canterbury, accompanied with other 
Learned and reverend fathers of his order, _ 
Held a late court at Dunstable, six miles off, 
From Ampthill where the princess lay ; to which 
She was often cited by them, but appear’d not: 
And, to be short, for not sppeaTancs and 30 
The king's late scruple, by the main assent 
Of all these Iearned men she was divoreed, 
And the late marriage made of none effect : 
Since which she was removed to Kimbolton, 
Where she remains now sick. 


Sec. Gent. Alas, good lady! 
[Zrumpets. 
The trumpets sound: stand close, the queen is 
coming. [Hautboys. 


THE ORDER OF THE CORONATION. 

. A lively flourish of Trumpets. 

. Then, two Judges. 

. Lord Chancellor, with the purse and mace 

before him. 

. Choristers, singing. [ALusic. 

. Mayor of London, bearing the mace. 

Then Garter, in his cout of arms, and 
on his head « gilt copper crown. 

Marquess Dorset, learing a sceptre of 

gold on his head a demi-coronal of gold. 
Vith him, the Earl of Surrey, bearing 
the vod of silver with the dove, crowned 

with an earl’s coronet. Collars of SS. 

7. Duke of Surrork, in his robe of estate, 
his coronet on his head, bearing a long 
white wand, as high-steward. | With 
him, the Duke of NorFouk, with the 
vod of marshalship, a coronet on his 
head. Collars of SS. 

8. A canopy borne by fow of the Cinque- 
ports; under it, the Queen in her robe ; 
in her hair richly adorned i 


1 
2. 
3. 
4 
5. 


S 


with 
pearl, crowned. On each side her, the 
ishops of London_and Winchester. 

9. Ihe old Duchess of NoRFOLK, zn a coro- 
nal of gold, wrought with flowers, 
bearing the Queen’s train. 

10. Certain Ladies or Countesses, with plain 
circlets of gold without flowers. 
They pass over the stage in order and state. 
Sec. Gent, A royal train, believe me. These 
Iknow: 
Who’s that that bears the sceptre ? 
First Gent. Marquess Dorset : 
And that the Earl of Surrey, with the rod. 
Sec. Gent. A bold brave gentleman. That 


should be 40 
The Duke of Suffolk? 
‘First Gent. Tis the same: high-steward. 


Sec. Gent. And that my Lord of Norfolk? 
First Gent. Sores 
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Sec. Gent. Heaven bless thee! 
[Looking on the Queen, 

Thou hast the sweetest face I ever look’d on, 

Sir, as I have a soul, she is an angel ; 

Our king has all the Indies in his arms, 

ANH woe and richer, when he strains that 

lady : : 

I cannot blame his conscience. 

First Gent. They that bear 
The cloth of honour over her, are four barons 
Of the Cinque-ports. 

Sec. Gent. Those men are happy; and so 

are all are near her. : 50 
T take it, she that carries up the train 
Ts that old noble lady, Duchess of Norfolk. 
First Gent, It is; and all the rest are count- 


esses. s 
Sec. Gent. Their coronets say so. Theselare 
stars indecd ; 
And sometimes falling ones. 
First Gent. No more of that. 
[Zit procession, and then w great slourish 
of trumpets, 


Enter « third Gentleman. 


First Gent. God save you, sir! where have 
you been broiling ? ; 
Third Gent. Among the crowd?’ the Abbey; 
where a finger __ " 
Could not be wedged in more: I am stifled 
With the mere rankness of their joy. 
Sec. Gent. You saw 
The ceremony? 
Third Gent, 
First Gent. 
Third Gent. 
Sec. Gent. 


That I did. 
How was it? 60 
Well worth the seeing. 


Good sir, speak it to us. 
Third Gent. As well as Iam able, The 
rich stream _ % 

Of lords and ladies, having brought the queen 
To a prepared place in the choir, fell off 
A distance from her; while her grace sat down 
To rest awhile, some half an hour or so, 
In a rich chair of state, opposing freely 
The beauty of her person to the people. 
Believe me, sir, she is the goodliest woman 
That ever lay by man: which when the people 
Had the full view of, such a noise arose 7 
As the shrouds make at sea in a stiff tempest, 
As loud, and to.as many tunes: hats, cloaks,— 
Doublets, I think,—fley up; and had their 


faces 
Been loose, this day they had been lost, Such 


Joy 
I never saw before. Great-bellied women, 
That had not half a week to go, like rams 
In the old time of war, would shake the press, 
And make ’em reel before’em. No man living 
Could say ‘This is my wife’ there; all were 
a oven if : 80 
10 strangely in one piece. B 
Sec. Gent. But, what follow’d? 
Third Gent. At length her grace rose, and 
with modest paces "I 
Came to the altar; where she kmecl’d, and saint- 


ike 
Cast her fair eyes to heaven and pray’d devoutly. 
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When by the Archbishop of Canterbury 
She had all the royal makings of a queen; 
‘As holy oil, Edward Confessor’s crown, 
The rod, and bird of peace, and all such em- 
blems a 

Laid nobly on her: which perform’d, the choir, 
With all the choicest music of the kingdom, 9x 
Together sung ‘‘e Deum.’ So she parted, 
And with the same full state paced back again 
To York-place, where the feast is held. 

First Gent. : Sir, 
You must no more call it York-place, that’s 


past; 
For, since the cardinal fell, that title’s lost : 
*Tis now the king’s, and call’d Whitehall 

Third Gent. I know it; 
But ’tis so lately alter‘d, that the old name 
Is fresh about ine. 

Sec. Gent. ‘What two reverend bishops 
Were those that went on each side of the 

queen? 100 
Third Gent. Stokesly and Gardiner; the 
one of Winchester, 
Newly preferr’d from the king's secretary, 
The other, London. : 

Sec. Gent. He of Winchester 
Ts held no great good lover of the archbishop’s, 
The virtuous Cranmer, 

Third Gent. __ All the land knows that: 
However, yet there is no great breach; when it 

comes, ; ‘ f 
anTEE will find a friend will not shrink from 
him. 

Sec. Gent. Who may that be, I pray you? 

Third Gent. _ Thomas Cromwell ; 
Aman in much esteem with the king, and truly 
‘A worthy friend. The king has made him 

, master 110 
O’ the jewel house, > - 

And one, already, of the privy council. 

Sec, Gent. He will deserve more. 

Third Gent. Yes, without all doubt. 
Come, gentlemen, ye shall go my way, which 
Is to the court, and there ye shall be my guests: 
Something Ican command. As I walk thither, 
I'll tell ye more. . 

Both. You may command us, sir. [Zicewnt. 


Scene Il. Kimbolton. 


Enter Karuarine, Dowager, sick; led be- 
tween GRIFFITH, her gentleman usher, and 
PATIENCE, her woman. 


Grif. How does your grace? 

Kath, 2 (6) Enitith, sick to death! 
My legs, like Joaden branches, bow to the earth, 
Willing to leave their burthen. Reach a chair: 
So; now, methinks, I feel a little ease. : 
Didst thou not tell me, Griffith, as thou led’st 


me, : 
That the great child of honour, Cardinal 
Wolsey, 
Was dead? : 
Grif, Yes, madam; but T think your grace, 
Out of'the pain you suffer'd, gave no ear to't. 
Kath. Prithee, good Griffith, tell me how he 


ied: E 
TE well, he stepp’d before me, happily 10 
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For my example. 

Grif. Well, the voice goes, madam: 
For aiter the stout Karl Ni orthumberland 
erate him at York, and brought him for- 

ward, 

As aman sorely tainted, to his answer, 
He fell sick suddenly, and grew so ill 
He could not sit his mule. 

Kath. Alas, poor man! 

Grif. At last, with easy roads, he came to 

Leicester, 

Lodged in the abbey ; where the reverend abbot, 
With all his covent, honourably received him ; 
To whom he gave these words, *O, father abbot, 
An old man, broken with the storms of state, 
Ts come to lay his weary bones among ye; 
Give him a little earth for charity !’ 
So went to bed; where eagerly his sickness 
Pursued him still: and, three nights after this, 
About the hour of eight, which he himself 
Foretold should be his last, full of repentance, 
Continual meditations, tears, and sorrows, 
He gave his honours to the world again, 
His blessed part to heaven, and Bent in peace. 

Kath. So may he rest; his faults lie gently 

onhim! S 3r 
Yet aes far, Griffith, give me leave to speak 
him. 
And yet with charity. He was aman 
Of an unbounded stomach, ever ranking 
Himself with princes; one that, by suggestion, 
Tied all the kingdom: simony was fair-play ; 
His own opinion was his law: i’ the presence 
He would say untruths ; and be ever double 
Both in his words and meaning : he was never, 
But where he meant to ruin, pitiful: 40 
His promises were, as he then was, mighty ; 
But his performance, as he is now, nothing: 
Of his own body he was ill, and gave 
The clergy ill example. 

Grif. _Noblemadam, 
Men’s evil manners live in brass; their virtues 
We write in water. May it please your high- 


‘To hear me speak his good nowt 
'o hear me speak his good now ait 
Kath. Yes, good Griffith; 
I were malicious else. = 
Grif. This cardinal, 
Though from an humble stock, undoubtedly 
‘Was fashion’d to much honour from his cradle. 
He was a scholar, and a ripe and good one; 5x 
Exceeding wise, fair-spoken, and persuading 
Lofty and sour to them that loved him not; 
But to those men that sought him sweet as 
summer. E 2 : 
‘And though he were unsatisfied in getting, 
Which was a sin, yet in bestowing, madam, 
He was most princely : ever witness for him 
Those twins of learning that he raised in you, 
Ipswich and Oxford! one of which fell with 


im, een 
Unwilling to outlive the good that didit; 60 
The other, though unfinish’d, yet so famous, 
So excellent in art, and stillso rising, , 

That Christendom shall ever speak his virtue. 
His overthrow heap’d happiness upon him ; 
For then, and not till then, he felt himself, 
‘And found the blessedness of heing little: 
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And, to add greater honours to hisage 

Than man could give him, he died fearing God. 
Kath. After my death I wish no other 

herald, a * 

No other speaker of my living actions, 7o 

To keep umine honour from corruption, 

But such an honest chronicler as Griffith. 

Whom I most hated living, thou hast made me, 

With thy religious truth and modesty, || 

Now in his ashes honour: peace be with him! 

Patience, be near me still; and set me lower: 

Lhave not long to trouble thee. Good Griflith, 

Cause the musicians play me that sad note 

Inamed my knell, whilst I sit meditating 

On that celestial harmony I go to. 80 

[Sad and solemn music. 
Grif. She is asleep: good wench, let’s sit 
down quict, 7 
For fear we wake her: softly, gentle Patience. 


The vision. Enter, solemnly tripping one 
after another, sie personages, clad in white 
robes, wearing on their heads garlands of 
bays, and golden vizards on their faces ; 
branches of bays or palm in their hands. 
They first congee unto her, then dance ; and, 
at certain changes, Ue rash two hold a spare 
garland over her head ; at which the other 
Jour make reverent curtsies; then the two 
that held the garland deliver the same to the 
other next two, who observe the same order 
in their changes, and holding the garland 
over her head: which done, they deliver the 
same garland to the last two, who likewise 
observe the same order: ut which, as it were 
by inspiration, she makes in her sleep signs 
of rejoicing, and holdeth up her hands to 
heaven: and so in their dancing vanish, 
carrying the garland with them. The music 
continues, 


Kath, Spirits of peace, where are ye? are ye 
all gone, 
And leave me here in wretchedness behind ye? 
Grif, Madam, we are here. 
Kath. __ It isnot you I call for: 
Saw ye none enter since I slept? 


Grif. None, madam. 
Kath. No? Saw you noi, even now, a 
blessed troop 


Invite me to a banquet; whose bright faces 
Cast thousand beams upon me, like the sun? 
They promised me eternal happiness ; _ go 
And brought me garlands, Griffith, which I feel 
Iam not worthy yet to wear: I shall, assuredly, 
Grif. Tam most joyful, madam, such good 


dreams 
Possess your fancy. 
Kath. Bid the music leave, 


They are harsh and heavy to me. [ALusie ceases. 
Pat. lo you note 

How much her grace is alter’d on the sudden? 
ow long her face is drawn? how pale she 


looks, 
And of an earthy cold? Mark her eyes! 
Cie Sho is going, wench: pray, pray. 
at, 
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Enter a Messenger. 
Mess. An’t like your grace,— 
Kath. ou are a saucy fellow: 
Deserve we no more reverence? 
Grif. You are to blame, 
Knowing she will not lose her wonted great. 
ness, Ss 
To use so rude behaviour; go to, kneel. 
IT humbly do entreat your highness’ 
pardon ; 
My haste made me wunmannerly. 
staying 
A gentleman, sent from the king, to see you. 
Kath. Admit him entrance, Griffith: but 
thisfellow | | 
Let me ne@er see again. 
[Excunt Grigith and Messenger, 


Re-enter GRwritH, with Caructus. 
If my sight fail not, 
You should be lord ambassador from the 
emperor, 109 
My royal nephew, and your name Capucius, 
Cap. Madam, the same; your servant. 
Kath. O, my lord, 
The times and titles now are alter’d strangely 
With me since first you knew me, But, [ pray 
you, 
What is your pleasure with me? 
Cap. : Noble lady, 
Tirst, mine own service to BOUTS; the next, 
The king’s request that I would visit you; 
Who grieves much for your weakness, and by 


Too 





There is 


me 

Sends you his princely commendations, 

And heartily entreats you take good comfort. 
Kath. O my good lord, that comfort comes 


__ too late; ‘ 120 
"Tis like a jpeala after execution : 
That gentle physic, given in time, had cured 
me; 
But now I am past all comforts here, but 
prayers, 
How does his highness? 
~ Cap. Madam, in good health. 


Kath. So may he ever do! and ever flourish, 
When I shall dwell with worms, and my poor 
name 
Banish'dthekingdom! Patience, is that letter, 
I caused you write, yet sent away 7 
Pat. No, madam. 
3 [Giving tt to Katharine. 
Kath. Sir, I most humbly pray you to 
deliver 





This to my lord the king. 
Cap. Most willing, madam. 130 
Kath. In which I have commended to his 
goodness 
The model of our chaste loves, his young 
laughter: J 
pee of heayen fall thick in blessings on 
her 
Beseeching him to give her virtuous breeding,— 
She is young, and of a noble modest nature, 
T hope she will deserve well,—and a little 
To love her for her mother’s sake, that loved 
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Heaven knows how dearly. My next poor peti- 
tion 

Ts, that his noble grace would have some pity 

Upon my wretched women, that solong — 140 

Have follow’d both my fortunes faithfully: 

Of which there is not one, I dare avow, 

And now I should not lie, but will deserve, 

For yirtue and true beauty of the soul, 

Yor honesty and decent carriage, 

‘A right good husband, let him be a noble: 

‘And, sure, those men are happy that shall have 
em. 

The last is, for my men; they are the poorest, 

But poverty could never draw ’em from me; 

That they may have their wages duly paid ’em, 

And something over to remember me by: 151 

If heayen had pleased to have given me longer 


life 
_ And able means, we had not parted thus. 


phere re the whole contents: and, good my 
ord 

By that you love the dearest in this world, 

‘As you Wish Christian peace to souls departed, 
Stand these poor people's friend, and urge the 


king 
To do me this last right. ; 
Up. _ By heaven, I will, 
Or let me lose the fashion of a man! 
Kath, J thank you, honest lord. Remember 
me... a 160 
In all humility unto his highness : 
Say his long trouble now is passing 
Out oe this world; tell him, in death I bless’d 
him, 
For so I will, Mine eyes grow. dim. Farewell, 
My lord. Griffith, farewell. Nay, Patience, 
You must not leave me yet: I must to bed; 
Callin more women. When I am dead, good 
wench, 
Let me be used with honour: strew me over 
ath maiden flowers, that all the world may 
now 
I was a chaste wife to my graye: embalm me, 
Then lay me forth: although unqueen'd, yet 
like at-24 | Wt 
A queen, and daughter to a king, inter me. | 
Teannomore. [éxeunt, leading Katharine. 


ACT V. 
Scene I. London. A gallery in the palace. 


Enter Garvwer, Bishop of, Winchester, « 
Page with a torch before him, met -by Sin 
THosas LOVELL. 


Gar. It’s one o'clock, boy, is*t not? 

‘Oy. It hath struck. 
Gav. These should be hours for necessities, 
Not for delights ; times to repair our nature 
With comforting repose, and not for us 3 
To waste these times. Good hour of night, Sir 

Thomas! 
Whither so late? ¥ 

Lov. Came you from the king, ay lordly 

Gar, I did, Sir Thomas; and left him at 
primero 
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With the Duke of Suffolk. 
Lov. I must to him too, 
Before he go to bed. Ill take my leave. 
Gar. Not yet, Sir Thomas Lovell. What's 
the matier? . 10 
It seems you are in haste: an if there be 
No great offence belongs to’t, give your friend 
Some Pouch of your late business: affairs, that 
walk,” 
As they say spins do, at midnight, have 
In them a wilder nature than the business 
‘That seeks dispatch by day. 
Lov. My lord, I love you; 
And durst commend a seeret to your ear 
Much weightier than this work. The queen's 
Th in labour, eee | fear'd 
hey say, in great extremity ; and fear'd 
She'll with the labour end. 
Gar. The fruit she goes with 20 
T pray for heartily, that it may find 
Good time, and live: but for the stock, Sir 
Thomas, 
I wish it grubb'd up now, r 
vw. Methinks I could 
Cry the amen; and yet ay conscience says 
She’s a good creature, and, sweet lady, does 
Deserve our better wishes, i 
Ganges But, sir, sir, 
Hear me, Sir Thomas: you're a gentleman 
Of mine own way ; I know you wise, religious; 
And, let me tell you, it will ne'er be well, 
pwill not, Sir ‘Thomas Lovell, take’t of me, 30 
Till Cranmer, Cromwell, her two hands, and 


she, 
Sleep in their graves. 
Vs Now, sir, you speak of two 
The most remark’d i’ the kingdom. As for 
Cromwell, . 
Beside that of the jewel house, is made master 
O’ the rolls, and the king's secretary ; further, 


sir, 
Stands in the fap and trade of moe preferments, 
With which the time will load him. The arch- 


ishop 
Is the king’s hand and tongue; and who dare 


speak ; 
One syllable against him? x 
ar. Yes, yes, Sir Thomas, 
There are that dare; and I myself have ventured. 
To speak my mind of him: and indeed this 
ay, rs AL 
Sir, I Sie tell it you, I think I have 2 
Incensed the lords 0’ the council, that he is, 
For so I know he is, they know he is, 
‘A most arch heretic, a pestilence 5 
That does infect the land: with which they 


move 
Have broken with the king; who hath so far 
Given ear to our complaint, of his great grace 
And princely care foresceing those fell mischiefs 
Our reasons laid before him, hath commanded 
To-morrow morning to the council-board sr 
He be convented. He’s a rank weed, Sir 

Thomas, ; C 
And we must root him out. From your affairs 
J hinder you too long: good night, Sir Thomas. 





Lov. Many good nights, my lord: Irest your 
servant. [Z£ceunt Gardiner and Page. 
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Enter the Kine and SUFFOLK. 


King. Charles, I will play no more to-night; 

My mind’s not on’t; you are too hard for me. 
Suf. Sir, I did never win of you before. 
King. But little, Charles; 

Nor shall not, when my fancy’s on my play. 60 
Now, Lovell, from the queen what is the news? 
Lov. could not personally deliver to her 
What you commanded me, but by her woman 

Tsent your message ; who return’d her thanks 
In the great’st humbleness, and desired your 
highness 
Most heartily to pray for her. 5 
King. _ What say’st thou, ha? 
To pray for her? what, is she crying out? 
v. So said her woman ; and that her suf- 
ferance made 
Almost each pang a death. 


King. __, Alas, good lady! 

Suf. God safely quit her of her burthen, and 
With penile travail, to the gladding of 7% 
Your highness with an heir! 


Kang. *Tis midnight, Charles; 
Prithee, to bed; and in thy prayers remember 
The estate of my poor queen. Leave me alone; 
For I must think of that which company 
Would not be friendly to, " 

Nihon I wish your highness 
A quiet night ; and my good mistress will 
Remember in my prayers. _ 
King. Charles, good night. [Exit Suffolk. 
Enter Sir ANTHONY DENNY. 
Well, sir, what follows? 
Den. Sir, Lhave brought my lord the arch- 
bishop, 80 
As you commanded me. 

King. Ha! Canterbury? 

Den. Ay, my good lord. £ 

King. ‘Tis true: where is he, Denny? 

Den. He attends your highness’ pleasure. 

King. Bring him to us. 

, ui Exit Denny. 
Lov. [Aside] This is about that which the 
bishop spake: 
Tam happily come hither. 


Re-enter DENNY, with CRANMER. 


King. Avoid the gallery. [Lovell seems to 
stay.] Ha! Ihavesaid. Be gone. 
What! [Exeunt Lovell and Denny. 


Cran. [Aside] I am fearful: wherefore | I 


_ frowns he thus? 

*Tis his aspect of terror. AlIl’s not well. 

King. ow now, my lord! you do desire to 

know 
Wherefore I sent for you. _ 

Cran. [Kneeling] It is my duty go 
To attend your highness’ pleasure. 

King. J Pray you, arise, 
My good and gracious Lord of Canterbury. 
Come, you and I must walk a turn together; 

haye news to tell you: come, come, give me 

your hand, 
Ah, my good lord, I grieve at what I speak, 
Andam weil sorry to repeat what follows : 
m 
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Heard many grievous, I do say, my lord, 
Grievous complaints of you; which, being con- 
sider’d, : 99 
Have moved us and our council, that you shal} 
This morning come before us; where, I know, 
You cannot with such freedom purge yourself, 
But that, till further trial in those charges — ” 
Which will require your answer, you must take 
Your patience to you, and be well contented 
To make your house our ‘ower: you a brother 


of us, F 
Tt fits we thus proceed, or else no witness 
Would come against you. 
Cran. [Kneeling] I humbly thank your 
highness ; i 
And am right glad to catch this good occasion 
Most Pianeta to be winnow’d, where my chaff 
‘And com shal fly asunder: for, Lknow, — rrr 
There’s none stands under more calumnious 
tongues 
Than I myself, poor man. 
King. Stand up, good Canterbury : 
Thy truth and thy integrity is rooted 
In us, thy friend: give me thy hand, stand up: 
Prithee, let’s walk. Now, by my holidam 
Wine raed of man are you? My lord, I 
ook'd 
You would have given me your petition, that 
Lshould have ta’en some pains to bring together 
Yourself and your accusers ; and to have heard 
peu 120 
Without indurance, further, q 
Cran, Most dread liege, 
The good I stand on is my truth and honesty : 
Té they shall fail, I, with mine enemies, at 
Will triumph o’er my person; which I weigh 


not, 
Being of those virtues vacant. I fear nothing 
What can be said against me. 

King. _. . Know you not 
How rout state stands i’ the world, with the 
whole world? 
Your enemies are many, and not small; their 

practices 
Must bear the same proportion ; and not ever 
The justice and the truth o' the question carries 
The due o’ the verdict with it ; at what ease 13t 
Might corrupt minds procure knaves as corrupt 
To pean against you? such things have been 

lone, 

You are potently opposed ; and with a malice 
Of as great size. Ween you of better luck, 
mean, in perjured witness, than your master, 
Whose minister you are, whiles here he lived 
Upon this naughty earth? Go to, go to; 
You take a precipice for no leap of danger, 
And woo your own destruction. 


Cran. God and your majesty 
Protect mine innocence, or I fall into 14t 
The trap is laid for me! 


King. Be of good cheer; 
They shall no more prevail than we give way to. 
Keep comfort to you; and this morning see 
You do appear before them: if they shall 

chance, re 
In charging you with matters, to commit you, 
The best persuasions to the contrary 
Utell Dog eceDyiaisangotint vehemency 


SoENE I] 


The occasion shall instruct you: if entreaties 

Will render you no remedy, this ring 150 

Deliver them, and your appeal to us 

There mae before them. Look, the good man 
weeps . 

He’s honest, on mine honour. God’s blest 
mother! 

I swear he is true-hearted; and a soul 

None better in my kingdom. Get you gone, 

‘And do as I have bid you. [Zxit Cranmer.] 
He has strangled 

His language in his tears. 


Enter Old Lady, Lovett following. 
Gent. [Within] Come back: what mean 


you 
Old L. Wlinot come back; the tidings that 
I bring 
Will make niy boldness manners. Now, good 
angels 159 
Fly o'er thy royal head, and shade thy person 
Under their blessed wings! 
ding. Now, by thy looks 
I guess thy message. Is the queen deliver'd? 
Say, ay; and of a boy. 
Old L. Ay, ay, my liege; 
And of a lovely boy : the God of heaven 
Both now and ever bless her! "tis a girl, 
Promises boys hereafter. Sir, your queen 
Desires your visitation, and to be. 2 
Acquainted with this stranger: "tis as like you 
As cherry is to cherry. 


King. Lovell! 
Lov. ir 
‘King. Give her an hundred marks. Ill to 
the queen. _ [Beit 
Old i, An hundred marks! By this light, 
I'll ha’ more. 17 


An ordinary groom is for such payment. 
I will have more, or scold it out of him. 
Said I for this, the girl was like to him? 
will have more, or else unsay’t; and now, 
While it is hot, I’ll put it to the issue. 
[Exeunt. 


SoENEII. Before the council-chamber. 
Pursuivants, Pages, cc. attending. 
Enter Cranmer, Archbishop of Canterbury. 
Cran. I hope I am not too late; and yet the 


,_ gentleman, , 
That was sent to me from the council, pray’d 


me 

To make great haste. All fast? what means 
this?) Ho! 

Who waits there? Sure, you know me? 


Enter Keeper. 
Keep. 
But yet I cannot help you. 
Cran. Why? 


Enter Doctor Burrs. 
Keep, Your grace must wait till you be 
call'd for. 
ran. 0. 3 r 
Butts. [Aside] This is a piece of malice. I 
am glad 


Yes, my lord; 
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I came this way so happily: the king 
Shall understand it ent [Lxit. 


Cran. = [Aside] ‘Tis Butts, 10 
The king's physician : as he pass’d along, 
How earnestly he cast his eyes upon me! 
Pray heayen, he sound not my disgrace! For 
; certain, 
This is of purpose laid by some that hate me— 
God turn their hearts!” I never sought their 
malice— 
To quench mine honour: they would shame to 
make me 
Wait else at door, a fellow-counsellor, bs 
‘Mong boys, grooms, and lackeys. But their 
pleasures 
Must be fulfill’d, and I attend with patience. 


Enter the Kine and Burrs at a window 
above. 


Butts. I'll show your grace the strangest 


sight— 
King. 3 What’s that, Butts? 20 
Ta I think your highness saw this many 
a day. ie 
King. Body o’ me, where is it? 
Butts. . _ There, my lords 
The high promotion of his grace of Canter- 


bury; 
Who Bolte his state at door, ’mongst pursui- 
yants, 
Pages, and footboys. F . 
ing. Ha! ’tis he, indeed : 
Ts this the honour they do one another ? 
“Tis well there’s one above ’em yct. I had 
thought 
They had parted so much honesty among.’em, 
At least, Bod manners, as not thus to suffer 
‘A man of his place, and so near our favour, 30 
9 dance attendance on their lordships’ plea- 


sures, 
And at the door too, like a post with packets. 
By holy Mary, Butts, there’s knayery : 
Tet ’em alone, and draw the curtain close: 
We shall hear more anon. [Zxeunt. 


ScenEII. Zhe Council-Chamber. 


Enter Lonp CHANCELLOR; places himself at 
the upper end of the table on the left hand ; 
aseat being left void_above him, as for 
CANTERBURY’S seat. DUKE OF SULFOLK, 
DuKE oF NORFOLK, SuRREY, LorD CHaAM- 
BERLAIN, GARDINER, seat themselves in 

order on each side, CROMWELL at lower 

end, as secretary. Keeper at the door. 


Ghan. Speak to the business, master secre- 





tary: 5 Z 
Why are we met in council? 
Crom. Please your honours, 


The chief cause concerns his grace of Canter- 
ury. 
Gar. Has he had knowledge of it Uy 


Crom. Yes, 
Nor. Who waits there? 
Keep. Without, my noble lords? 


Gar. es. 
Keep. My lord archbishop ; 
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And has done half an hour, to know your 
leasures, ‘ 
Chan. Let him come in. 
Keep. Your grace may enter now. 
[Cranmer enters and approaches 
the council-table. 
Chan. My good lord archbishop, I’m very 
SOrTy 
To sit here at this present, and behold 
That chair stand empty : but weall are men, 10 
Jn our own natures frail, and capable i 
Of our flesh; few are angels: out of which 
frailty < 
And want of wisdom, you, that best should 
teach us, A 
Have misdemean’d yourself, and not.a little, 
‘Toward the king first, then his laws, in filling 
The whole realm, by your teaching and your 
chaplains, i = 
For so we are inform’d, with new opinions, 
Divers and dangerous; which are heresies, 
And, not reform’d, may prove pernicious. — 19 
Gar. Which reformation must be sudden too, 
My noble lords; for those that tame wild horses 
Pace ’em not in their hands to make ’em gentle, 
But stop their mouths with stubborn bits, and 
spur ’em, 
Till they obey the manage. If we suffer, 
Out of our easiness and childish pity 
To one man’s honour, this contagious sickness, 
Farewell all physic: and what follows then ? 


_ Commotions, uproars, with a general taint 


Of the whole state; as, of late days, our neigh- 
ours, 
The upper Germany, can dearly witness, 30 
Yet freahly pitied in our memories, 
Cran. My good lords, hitherto, in all the 


progress | 

Both of my life and office, I have labour'd, 
And with no little study, that my teaching 
And the strong course of my authority 
Might go one way, and safely ; and the end 
‘Was ever, to do well: nor is there living, 
Ispeak it with a single heart, my lords, 
A man that more detests, more stirs against, 
Both in his private conscience and his place, 40 
Defacers of a public peace, than I do. 
Pray heaven, the king may never find a heart 
With less allegiance in it! Men that make 
Envy and crooked malice nourishment 
Dare bite the best. Ido beseech your lordships, 
That, in this case of justice, my accusers, 
Be what they will, may stand forth face to face, 
And freely urge against me. 

Su. Nay, my lord, 
That cannot be: you are a counsellor, 
And, by that virtue, no man dare accuse you. so 

Gar. My lord, because we have business of 

more moment, | 

We will be short with you. “Tis his highness’ 


pleasure) 

And our consent, for better trial of you, 
From hence you ‘De committed to the ‘Tower; 
Where, being but a private man again, 

You shail know many dare accuse you boldly, 
More than, I fear, you are provided for. 
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You are always my good friend; if your wil] 


pass, ee 
T shall both find your lordship judge and juror, 
You are so merciful: I see your end; 
*Tis my undoing : love and meekness, lord, 
Become a churchman better than ambition; 
Win straying souls with modesty again, 
Cast none away. That I shall clear myself, 
Lay all the weight ye can upon my patience, 
I make as little doubt, as you do conscience 
Tn doing daily wrongs. I could say more, 
But reverence to your calling makes me modest, 
Gar. My lord, my lord, you are a sectary, 70 
That’s the plain truth: your painted gloss 
discovers, 
To men that understand you, words and weak- 





ness, ; 
Cs My Lord of Winchester, you are a 
ittle, 
By your good favour, too sharp ; men so noble, 
However faulty, yet should find respect 
For what they have been: ‘tis a cruelty 
To load a falling man. 
Gar. Good master secretary, 
I ery your honour mercy ; you may, worst 
Of all this table, say so. 
Crom. Why, my lord? 
Gar. Do not I know you fora favourer 80 
Of this new sect? ye are not sound. 
Not sound? 


Would you were half so honest! 
Men's prayers then would seek you, not their 


ears. 
Gar. I shall remember this bold language. 


Crom. 5 Do. 
Remember your bold life too, 
Chan. This is too much; 


Forbear, for shame, my lords. 
Gar. Ihave done. 
Crom. And I. 
Chan. Then thus for you, my lord: it 

stands agreed, 

I take it, by all voices, that forthwith 

You be convey'd to the Tuwer a prisoner; 89 

There to remain till the king’s further pleasure 

Be known unto us: are you all agreed, lords? 
All. Weare. 

Cran. Is there no other way of mercy, 

But I must needs to the Tower, my lords? 
Gar. What other 

Would you expect? you are strangely trouble- 

some. 

Let some o’ the guard be ready there. 


Enter Guard. 


Cran. For me? 
Must I go like a traitor thither? " 
Gar. Receive him, 
And see him safe?’ the ‘Lower. 
Cran, Stay, good my lords, 
I navete little yet to say. Look there, iy 
lords ; 
By virtue of that ring, I take my cause , 
Out of the gripes of cruel men, and give it 109 
To a most noble judge, the king my master. 
NGOs no counterfeit. 


igitzed by e' 


Cran, Ah, my good Lord of Winchester 1 Gigs, This is the king’ s ring. 


Sonne 1] 


Suf. ae the right ring, by heaven: I told 
ye all, H 
When, we first put this dangerous stone a- 
olling, 
*Pyould fall upon ourselves. 2 

Nor. 2 Do you think, my lords, 
The king will suffer but the little finger 
Of this man to be vex'd? 

Chan. _ .__ _ {Tis now too certain : 
How much more is his life in value with him? 
Would I were fairly out on’t! 

Crom. q My mind gave me, 
In seeking tales and informations 110 
‘Against this man, whose honesty the devil 
‘And his disciples only envy at, 

Ye blew the fire that burns ye: now have at ye! 


Enter Kune, frowning on them ; takes his 
seat. 
Gar. Dread sovereign, how much are we 
bound to heaven 

Tn daily thanks, that gave us such a rince ; 
Not on!y good and wise, but most re igious : 
One that, in all obedience, makes the church 
The chief aim of his honour ; and, to strengthen 
That holy duty, out of dear respect, 
His royal self 





in judgement comes to hear 120 
The cause betwixt her and this great oflender. 
King. You were ever good at sudden com- 
3 mendations, 
Bishop of Winchester. But know, I come not 
To hear such flattery now, and in my presence ; 
They are too thin and hare to hide ofiences. 
To me you cannot reach, you play the spaniel, 
‘And think with wagging of your tongue to win 
me; 
But, whatsoe’er thou takest me for, I’m sure 
Thou hast a cruel nature and a bloody. _ 
[Zo Cranmer] Good man, sit down. Now let 
me see the proudest 5 130 
He, that dares most, but wag his finger at thee: 
By all that’s holy, he had better starve 
Than bus once think this place becomes thee 
not. 
Sur. May it please your grace,— 
King. No, sir, it does not please me. 
I had thought I had 


standing 

And wisdom of my council; but.I find none. 
Was it discretion, lords, to let this man, 
This good man,—few of you deserve that title — 
This honest man, wait like a lousy footboy 
At chamber-door? and one as great as you are? 
Why, what a shame was this! Did my com- 

_. mission 141 
Bid ye so far forget yourselves? I gave ye 
Power as he was a counsellor to try him, 
Not as a groom; there’s some of ye, I see, 
More out of malice than integrity, 
Would try him to the utmost, had y 
Which ye shall never have while I live. 

Chan. _ Thus far, 
My most dread sovereign, may it like your 
race 
To let my tongue excuse all. What was pur- 

posed 
Concerning his imprisonment, was rather, 5° 
Té there be faith in men, meant for his trial, 


ye mean; 
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And fair purgation to the world, than malice, 
I’m sure, in me. x 
King. Well, well, my lords, respect him; 
‘Take him, and use him well, he’s worthy of it. 
T will say thus much for him, if a prince 
May be beholding to a subject, I 
Am, for his love and service, so to him. 
Make me no more ado, but all embrace him : 
Be friends, for shame, my lords! My Lord of 
Canterbury, 160 
T have a suit which you must not deny me; 
That is, a fair young maid that yet wants 
baptism, 
You must be godfather, and answer for her. 
Cran. The greatest monarch now alive may 


glory 
In such an honour; how may I deserve it, 
That am a poor and humble subject to you? 
King. Come, come, my lord, you'ld spare 
your spoons: you shall have two noble partners 
with you; theold Duchess of Norfolk, and Lally 
Marquess Dorset: will these please yout 170 
Oncemore, my Lord of Winchester, [chargeyou, 
Embrace and love this man. 


Ga. 4 With a true heart 
And brother-love I do it. 
Cran. And let heaven 
Witness, how dear I hold this confirmation. 
King. Good man, those joyful tears show 
thy true heart: 
The common voice, I see, is verified 
Of thee, which says thus, ‘Do my Lord of 
Canterbury i 
A shrewd tum, and he is your friend for ever.’ 
Come, lords, we trifle time away ; I long 
To have this young one made a Christian. 
‘As L have made ye one, lords, one remain ; 
So I grow stronger, you more honour gain. 
[Exeunt. 


180 


ScEnNEIV. The palace yard. 


Noise and tumult within. Enter Porter and 
4 his Man. 


You'll leave your noise anon, ye 
rascals; do you take the court for Paris- 
arden? ye rude slaves, leave your gaping. 
rman Good master porter, I belong to the 
larder. 

Port. Belong to the gallows, and be hanged, 
ye rogue! is this a place to roar in? J'etch me 
a dozen crab-tree staves, and strong ones: these 
are but switches to’em. I'll scratch your heads: 
you must be seeing christenings? do you look 
for ale and cakes here, you rude rascals? Ir 

Man. Pray, sit, be patient: ’tis as much 

im) 


Port. 


sible— 
Unless we sweep “em 
cannons— 
To scatter ’em, as ‘tis to make ’em sleep 
On May-day morning; which will never be: 
We may as well push against Powle’s, as 
stir ‘em. 
Port. How got they in, and be hang’d? 
Man. Alas, I know not; how gets the tide 
in? 
As much as one sound cudgel of four foot— 
You sce the poor remainder—could distribute, 


from the door with 


‘C-0 Kashmir Research Institute. Digitzed by eGangotri 





658 
are, Sir, i 
: see Re You did nothing, sir. 2x 
Man. I am not Samson, nor Sir Guy, nor 
Colbrand, 


To mow ’em down before me: but if I spared 


any . 
That had a head to hit, either young or old, 
He or she, cuckold or cuckold-maker, 
Let me ne’er hope to see a chine again; 
And that I would not for a cow, God save her! 
alien) Do you hear, master porter? 
ort. I shall be with frou presently, good 
master puppy. Keep the door close, sirrah. 30 

Man. What would you have me do? 

Port. What should you do, but knock ’em 
down by the dozens? Is this Moorfields to 
muster in? or have we some strange Indian 
with the great tool come to court, the women 
so besiege us? Bless me, what a fry of fornica- 
tion is at door! On my Christian conscience, 
this one christening will beget a thousand; here 
will be father, godfather, and all together. 39 

Man, The spoons will be the bigger, sir. 
There is a fellow somewhat near the door, he 
should be a brazier by his face, for, o’ my con- 
science, twenty of the dog-days now elon in’s 
nose; all that stand about him are under the 
line, they need no other penance: that fire- 
drake did L hit three times on the head, and 
three times was his nose discharged against 
me; he stands there, like a mortar-piece, to 
blow us, There was a haberdasher'’s wife of 
small wit near him, that railed upon me till 
her pinked porringer fell off her head, for 
kindling such a combustion in the state. I 
missed the meteor once, and hit that woman; 
who cried out ‘Clubs!’ when I might sce from 
far some forty trunchconers draw to her suc- 
cour, which were the hope o’ the Strand, where 
she was quartered. ey fell on; Tt made 

ood my place: at length they came to the 

room-staff to me; I defied’em still: when 
suddenly a file of boys behind ’em, loose shot, 
delivered such a shower of pebbles, that I was 
fain to draw mine honour in, and let ’em win 
the work: the devil was amongst em, I think, 
surely. 

Port. These are the youths that thunder at 
a playhouse, and fight for bitten apples ; that 
no audience, but the tribulation of Tower-hill, 
or the limbs of Limehouse, their dear brothers, 
are able to endure. I have some of ’em in 
Limbo Patrum, and there they are like to 
dance these three days; besides the running 
banquet of two beadles that is to come. 7° 


Enter Lond CHAMBERLAIN. 
Cine Mercy o’ me, what a multitude are 
here! 
They grow still too; from all parts they are 
goming, 3 
As if we kept a fair here! Where are these 
Porters, 
‘hese Hazy, knaves? Ye have made a fine hand, 
ellows ; F 
There’s a trim rabble let in : are all these 
Your faithful friends o’ the suburbs? We shall 
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Great store of room, no doubi, left for the 


ladies, 
‘When they pass back from the christening, 
Port. An’t please your honour, 
We are but men; and what so many may do, ’ 
Not being torn a-pieces, we have done: Bo 
An army cannot rule ’em. : 
Cham. As Iliye, 
If the king blame me for’t, Ill Jay ye all 
By the heels, and suddenly ; and on your heads 
Clap round fines for neglect : ye are lazy knavyes; 
And here ye Jie baiting of bombards, when 
Ye should do service. Hark! the trumpets 
sound 3 WS 
They ‘re come already from the christening : 
Go, break among the press, and find a way out 
To let the troop pass fairly ; or I'll find 
A Marshalsea shall hold ye play these two 
months. go 
Port. Make way there for the princess. 
Man. You great fellow, 
Stand close up, or I'll make your head ache, 
Port. Your the camlet, get up o' the rail; 
I'll peck you o’er the pales else, [Eveunt. 


Scene VY. The palace. 


Enter trumpets, sounding 3 then two Alder- 
‘men, Lorp Mayor, GARTER, CRANMER 
DUKE OF NoRFOLK with his marshals staf, 
DUKE OF SurFOLK, two Noblemen bearing 
great standing-bowls for the christening- 
gifts ; then four Noblemen bearing « cunopy, 
under which the Ducurss or Norvrouk, 
godmother, bearing the child richly habited 
in a@ mantle, &e., train borne by «w Lady; 
then follows the MARCHIONESS Dorset, the 
other godmother, and Ladies. The troop 
puss once aboul the stage, and GARTER 
speaks, 


Gart. Heaven, from thy endless goodness 
send _ prosperous life long, and ever happy, to 
the high and mighty princess of Ingland, 
Elizabeth! 


Flourish. Enter Kine and Guard. 


Cran. [Kneeling] And to your royal grace, 
and the good queen, 
My noble partners, and myself, thus pray 
All comfort, joy, in this most gracious lady, 
Teaven ever laid up to make parents happy, 
Aayshourly fall upon ye! . 
ing. Thank you, good lord archbishop: 
What is her name? 
Cran. Elizabeth. 
King. Stand up, lord. 10 
= ier [The King kisses the child. 
With this kiss take my blessing: God protect 





thee! 
Into whose hand I give thy life. 
Tan. Amen. 


King. My noble gossips, ye have been too 
prodigal : 
I thank ye heartily ; so shall this lady, 
When she has so much English. E 
Cran. Let me speak, sir. 
For heaven now bids me; and the words I 
ituteXWigitzed by eGangotri 








Scunz V] 

Let mone think flattery, for they'll find ’em 
truth. , 

This royal jnfant—heaven still move about 
her !— 

Though in her cradle, yet now promises 

Upon this land a thousand thousand blessings, 

W ich time shall bring to ripeness: she shall 
pe— 5 ty. 2 

But few now living can behold that goodness 

‘A pattern to all princes living with her, 

‘And all that shall succeed: Saba was never 

More covetous of wisdom and fair virtue 

Than this pure soul shall be: all princely 
graces a P es 

That mould up such a mighty piece as this is, 

With all the virtues that attend the good, 

Shall still be doubled on her: truth shall nurse 


her, 

Holy and heayenly thoughts still counsel her: 

She shall be loved and fear’d; her own shall 
bless her; 3t 

Her foes shake like a field of beaten corn, 

‘And hang their heads with sorrow: good grows 
with her: F 

Tn her days every man shall eat in safety, | 

Under his own vine, what he plants; and sing 

The merry songs of peace to all his neighbours : 

God shall be truly known; and those about her 

From her shall read the pertecd ways of honour, 

‘And by those claim their greatness, not by 


ood. 

Nor shall this peace sleep with her: but as 

when é _ 40 
The bird of wonder dies, the maiden phoenix, 
Her ashes new create another heir, 
‘As great in admiration as herself; 
So shall she leave her blessedness to one, 
WHE heayen shall call her from this cloud of 

arkness, 
Who from the sacred ashes of her honour 
Shall star-like rise, as great in fame as she was, 
aad so stand fix’d : peace, plenty, love, truth, 
error, 

That were the servants to this chosen infant, 
Shall then be his, and like a vine grow to him: 
Wherever the bright sun of heayen shall shine, 
His honour and the greatness of his name 
Shall be, and make new nations: he shall 

flourish, $ 
And, like a mountain cedar, reach his branches 
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To all_the plains about him: our children’s 
children 
Shall see this, and bless heaven. 
King. Thou speakest wonders. 
Cran. She shall be, to the happiness of 
England, 
An aged princess; many days shall see her, 
‘And yet no day without a deed to crown it. 
Would I had known no more! but she must 
60 


ie, 
She must, the saints must have her; yet a 
virgin, ; 
A most unspoticd lily shall she pass 
To the ground, and all the world shall mourn 


er. 
King. O lord archbishop, 
Thou hast made me now a man! never, before 
This happy child, did I get any thing: 
This oracle of comfort has so pleased me, 
That when I amin heaven I shall desire 
To sce what this child does, and praise my 


Maker. 
I thank ye all. To you. my good lord mayor, 79 
And your good brethren, Tam much beholding ; 
J have received much honour by your presence, 
‘And ye shall find me thankful. ‘Lead the way, 


jords : 
Ye must all sce the queen, and she must thank 


ye, 
She will be sick else. This day, no man think 
Has business at his house; for all shall stay : 
This little one shall make it holiday. [Zxeunt. 


EPILOGUE. 


"Tis ten to one this play can never please 
‘Ali that are here : some come to take their ease, 
‘And sleep an act or two; but those, we fear, 
We have frighted with our trumpets; so, tis 


clear, ; 
They'll say “tis naught: others, to hear the city 
Abused extremely, and to cry “That’s witty ! 
Which we have not done neither: that, I fear, 
All the expected Rood we're like to hear 
For this play at this time, is only in 
The merciful construction of good women; 10 
For such a one we show’d ’em: if they/smles 
‘And say ‘twill do, I know, within a w! hile 
‘All the best men are ours; for "tis ill hap, 
If they hold when their ladies bid ’em clap. 
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TROILUS AND CRESSIDA 


DRAMATIS PERSON AD 


Pariay, king of Troy. 
HEcrTorR, 
TROILUS, 
Paris, = 
DEIPHOBUS, 
HELENS, : 
MARGARELON, a bastard son of Priam. 
ARNEAS SE } Trojan commanders. 
CaLcuas, a Trojan priest, taking part with 
the Greeks. : 
PAaNDARuS, uncle to Cressida. “ 
AGAMEMNON, the Grecian general. 
MENELAUS, his brother. ~~ 
ACHILLES, 
AJAX, 
ULYSSES, 
NEsTOR, 
DIoMEDES, 
PaTROCLUS, 


his sons. 


Grecian princes. 


PROLOGUE. 


In Hoy, there lies the scene. From isles of 
x1reece 

The princes orgulous, their high blood chafed, 

Have to the port of Athens sent their ships, 

Fraught with the ministers and instruments 

Of cruel war: sixty and nine, that wore 

Their crownets regal, from the Athenian bay _ 

Put pore toward Phrygia; and their yow is 
made 

To ransack Troy, within whose strong immures 

The ravish'd Helen, Menelaus’ queen 

With wanton Paris sleeps; and that’s the 
quarrel, 10 

enedos they come ; 

And the deep-drawing barks do there disgorge 

ae warlike fraughtage : now on Dardan 
plains 

The fresh and yet unbruised Greeks do pitch 

Their brave pe Cne Priam’s six-gated city, 

Dardan, and a onbus. Helias, Chetas, Troien, 

And Antenorides, with massy staples 

And corresponsive and fulfilling bolts, 

Sperr up the sons of Troy. 

Now expectation, tickling skittish spirits, 20 

n one and other side, rae and Greek, 
Sets all on hazard: and hither am I come 
A prologue arm’d, but not in confidence 
£ author's pen or actor's voice, but suited 
Tn like conditions as our SAHHP Ba 


To tell you, fair belisldersy| 





THERSITES, a deformed and scurrilous 
Grecian. 
EXANDER, servant to Cressida. 

t to Troilus. 

Servant to Paris. 

Servant to Diomedes. 





HELEN, wife to Menclaus. 

ANDROMACHE, wife to Hector. 

CASSANDRA, daughter to Priam, a pro- 
phetess. 

Cressiba, daughter to Calchas, 


Trojan and Greek Soldiers, and Attendants. 


ScENE: Zioy, and the Grecian camp 
before it. 


pets Oer the vaunt and firstlings of those 
roils, ’ : 

Beginning in the middle, starting thence away 
To what may be digested ina play. 

Like or find fault; do as your pleasures are : 30 
Now good or bad, ‘tis but the chance of war. 


ACT I. 
Scenel. Troy. Before Priam’s palace. 
Enter Trois armed, and PaNDARus. 
Tro. Call here my varlet ; 1’ll unarm again: 
Why should I war without the walls of Troy, 
That find such cruel battle here within? 
Each Trojan that is master of his heart, 
Let him to field ;, Troilus, alas! hath none. 
Pan. Will this gear ne’er be mended ? 
Tro. _ The Greeks are strong,and, skilful te 
._ their strength, | 
Fierce to their skill and to their ficrceness 
valiant ; 
But Lam weaker than a woman’s tear, 
‘Tamer than slecp, fonder than i morance, 19 
valiant than the virgin in the night 
And skilless as unpractised infancy. yen 
Pan. Well, I have told you enough of this: 
for my part, I'll not meddle nor make no 
further. He that will have a cake out of the 
wheat must needs tarry the grinding. 
Tro. Have I not tarricd ? 
Pan. Ay, the grinding ; but you must tarry 
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See 


.| 


Sorxz 1] 


Tro. Wave I not tarried? 
Pan._ Ay, the bolting, but you must tarry 
the leavening. 20 

Tro. Still have I tarried, 

Pan. Ay, to the leavening; but here’s yet 
in the word ‘hereafter’ the kneading, the 
making of the cake, the heating of the oven 
and the baking; nay, you must stay the 
coon too, or you may chance to burn your 
ips. 

Jro. Patience herself, what goddess eer 
she be, 

Doth lesser blench at sufferance than I do. 

‘At Priam’s royal table do I sit; 


‘And when fair Cressid comes into my 
thoughts,— 30 
So, traitor! ‘When she comes!’ When is she 


thence? 
Pan. Well, she looked yesternight fairer 
than ever I saw her look, or any woman else. 
aro I was about to tell thee:—when my 
heart, 
As wedged with a sigh, would rive in twain, 
Lest Hector or my father should perceive me, 
Ihave, as when the sun doth light a storm, 
Buried this sigh in wrinkle of a smile: 
But sorrow, that is couch’d in seeming gladness, 
Ts like that mirth fate turns to sudden sadness. 
Pan, An her hair were not somewhat darker 
than Helen’s—well, go to—there were no more 
comparison between the women: but, for my 
part, she is my kinswoman; I ‘would not, as 
they term it, praise her: but I would somebody 
had heard her talk yesterday, as I did. I will 
not dispraise your sister Cassandra's wit, but— 
Tro. O Pandarus! I tell thee, Pandarus,— 
When I do tell thee, there my hopes lie drown’d, 
Reply not in how reny fathoms deep 5° 
They lie indrench’d, I tell thee Iam mad 
In Cressid’s love: thou answer'st ‘she is fair ;” 
Pour'st in the open ulcer of my heart | 
Her eyes, her hair, her cheek, her gait, her 





voice, 

Handlest in thy discourse, O, that her hand, 

In whose comparison all whites are ink, 

Writing their own reproach, to whose soft 
seizure ay 

The cygnet’s down is harsh and spirit of sense 

Hard as the palm of ploughman: this thou 
tell’st me, 

As true thou tell’st me, when I say I love her; 

But, saying thus, instead of oil and balm, 61 

Thou lay'st in every gash that love hath given 


me 
The knife that made it. 

Pan. Ispeak no more than truth, 

Tro. Thou dost not speak so much. 

Pan. Faith, Pll not meddle in’t. Let her 
be as she is: if she be fair, "tis the better for 
her; an she be not, she has the mends in her 
own hands. 

To Good Pandarus, how now, Pandarus! 
Pan, I have had my labour for my travail; 
ill-thought on of her and ill-thought on of you; 

one between and between, but small thanks 
‘or my labour. 5 

Tro. What, art thou angry, Pandarus? what, 
with me? 
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Pan. Because she’s kin to me, therefore 
she’s not sd fair as Helen: an she were not 
kin to me, she would be as fair on Friday as 
Helen ison Sunday. But what care 1? I care 
not an she were a black-a-moor; ’tis all one 
to me. 80 

Tro. Say I she is not fair? f 

Pan. 1 do not care whether ou do or no. 
She’s a fool to stay behind her father; let her 
to the Greeks; and so I'll tell her the next time 
I sec her: for my part, 1’ll meddle nor make 
no more i’ the matter. 

Zro. Pandarus,— 

Pan. Not. 

Tro. Sweet Pandarus,— 

Pan. Pray you, speak no more to me: I 
will leave all as I found it, and there an end. 9: 

[Zxit Pandarus. An alarwn. 

Tyo. Peace, youungracious clamours! peace, 

rude sounds ! 2 f 
Fools on both sides! Helen must needs be fair, 
When with your blood you daily paint her thus. 
I cannot fight upon this argument ; 
Tt is too starved a subject for my sword. 
But Pandarus,—O gods, how do you plagueme! 
T cannot come to Cressid but by Pandar ; 
‘And he’s as tetchy to be woo'd to woo, | 
‘As she is stubborn-chaste against all suit. 100 
Tell me, Apollo, for thy Lanlings love, 
What Cressid is, what Pandar, and what we? 
Her bed is India; there she lies, a pearl ; 
Between our lium and where she resides, 
Let it be call’d the wild and wandering flood, 
Ourself the merchant, and this sailing Pandar 
Our doubtful hope, our convoy and our bark. 


Alarum. Enter ALNEAS. 
Aine. How now, Prince Troilus! wherefore 
not afield? . 
Tro. Because not there: this woman's answer 
sorts, 
For womanish it is to be from thence. 110 
What neve /Eneas, from. the field to-day ? 
Ane. That Paris is returned home and hurt. 
70. By whom, Asneas? 
Aine. is Troilus, by Menelaus. 
To. Let Paris bleed: ’tis but a scar to sco; 
Paris is gored with Menelaus' horn. [Alarum. 
ey Hark, what good sport is out of town 
to-day ! : 
Tyo. Better at home, if‘ would I might? 
were ‘may.’ 2 
But to the sport abroad : are you bound thither? 
“Ene. Inall swift haste. 
Tv. Come, go we then together. 
[Lxeunt. 


Scene II. Zhesame. A street. 
Enter CRESSIDA and ALEXANDER. 


Cres. Who were those went bya 
Alex. Queen Hecuba and Helen. 


Gres. And whither § ad A 
p to the eastern tower, 


Alex. 
Whose pels commands as subject all the vale, 
To see the battle. Hector, whose patience 

Is, as 2 virtue, fix'd, to-day was moved : 

He chid Andromache and struck his armorer, 
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And, like as there were husbandry in war, 
Before the sun rose he was harness’d light, 
‘And to the field goes he; where every flower 


Did, asa prophet, weep what it foresaw xo | | 


Hector's wrath. 
are What was his cause of anger? 
Alex. The noise goes, this: there is among 
the Greeks 
A lord of Trojan blood, nephew to Hector; 
They call him Ajax. 3 

Cres. Good ; and what of him? 

Alex. They say he is a very man per se, 
And stands alone, 

Cres. So do all men, unless they are drunk, 
sick, or have no legs. ; 

Alex. This man, lady, hath robbed many 
beasts of their particular additions; he is as 
valiant as the lion, churlish as the bear, slow as 
the elephant: a man into whom nature hath 
so crowded humours that his valour is crushed 
into folly, his folly sauced with discretion ; 
there is no man hath a virtue that he hath not 
a glimpse of, nor any man_an attaint but he 
carries some stain of it; he is melancholy with- 
out cause, and merry against the hair: he hath 
the joints of every thing, but every thing so 
out of joint that he is a gouty Briareus, many 
hands and no use, or purblind Argus, all eyes 
and no sight. qj _3t 

Cres. But how should this man, that makes 
me smile, make Hector angry? 

Alex, They say he yesterday coped Hector 
in the battle and struck him down, the disdain 
and shame whereof hath ever since kept Hector 
fasting and waking. 

Cres. Who comes here? 

Alex, Madam, your uncle Pandarus. 


Enter PANDARUS. 
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Pan, What, not between Troilusand Hector? 
Do you know aman if you see him? 
Cres. Ay, if I ever saw him before and knew 


him. 

Pan. Well, I say Troilus is Troilus, 70 

Cres, Then you say as I say; for, Lam sure 
he is not Hector. { Y 

Pan. No, nor Hector is not Troilus in some 
degrees a ae = 
Cres, “Tis just to each of them; he is 
himseli. e 

Pan. Himseli! Alas, poor Troilus! I would 
he were. - 

Cres. So he is. 

Pan. Condition, [had gone barefoot to India, 

Cres. He is not Hector, . 8r 

Pan. Himself! no, he’s not himself : would 
w were himself! Well, the gods are above; 
time must friend or end: well, Troilus, well: 
I would my heart were in her body. No, 
Hector is not a better man than Troilus. 

Cres. Excuse me. 

Pan. He is elder. 

Cres. Pardon me, pardon me. 89 

Pan. Th’ other’s not come to’t; you shall 
tell me another tale, when th’ other’s come to’t. 
Hector shall not have his wit this year, 

Cres. He shall not need it, if he have his 
own, 

Pan. Nor his qualities. 

Cres. No matter. | 

Pan. Nor his beauty. ; 2 

Cres. “Lwould not become him; his own’s 
better. 5 é 

Pan. You have no judgement, niece; Helen 
herself swore th’ other day, that Troilus, for a 
brown favour—for so 'tis, T must confess,—not 
brown neither,— 

Cres. No, but brown. 


Pan. ’Faith, to say truth, brown and not 
Cres. Hector’s a gallant man, ‘o | brown. 
Alex. As may be in the world, lady. Cres. To say the truth, true and not true, 
Pan. What’s that? what’s that? Pan. She praised his complexion above 
Cres. Good morrow, uncle Pandarus. Paris. 
Pan. Good morrow, cousin Cressid: what} Cres. Why, Paris hath colour enough. 
do you talk off Good morrow, Alexander.| Pan. So he has. 109 
How do you, cousin? When were you at} Cyes. Then Troilus should have too much: 


lium? : 

Cres. This morning, uncle. 

Pan. What were you talking of when I 
came? Was Hector armed and gone ere ye 
came to Ilium? Helen was not up, was she? 

Cres. Hector was gone, but Helen was 
not up. 

Pan. 

Cres. 
anger. 

Pan. 


E’en so: Hector was stirring early. 
That were we talking of, and of his 


Was he angry? 

Cres. So he says here. 

Pan. True, he was so: I know the cause 
too: he’ll lay about him to-day, I can tell 
them that: and there’s Troilus will not come 
far behind him; let them take heed of Troilus, 


Ican tell them that too. 6r 
Cres. What, is he angry too? 
Pan. Who, Troilus? ilus is the better 


man of Ge Bi : 
Te3, uniter tt 


if, she praised him above, his complexion is 
higher than his; he having colour enough, and 
the other higher, is too flaming a praise for a 





good complexion. I had as lief Helen's golden 
tongue had commended Troilus for a copper 
nose. 

Pan. I swear to you, I think Helen loves 
him better than Paris, 

Cres. Then she’s a merry Greek indeed. 

Pan. Nay, I am sure she does. She came 
to him th’ other day into the compassed window, 
—and, you know, he has not past three or four 
hairs on his chin,— 

Cres. Indeed, a tapster’s arithmetic may s00n 
bring his particulars therein to a total. 3 

Pan. Why, he is very young: and yet will 
he, within three pound, lift as much as his 
brother Hector. 
oe Is he so young a man and so old 


= ; ter 
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him: she came and puts me her white hand to 
his cloven chin— 

Gres. Junohave mercy! how came it cloven? 

Pan, Why, you know, "tis dimpled: I think 
his smiling becomes him better than any man 
inall Phrygia. 

Cres. O, he smiles valiantly. 

Pan. Does he not? 

Gres. O yes, an ‘twere a cloud in autumn. 

Pan. Why, go to, then: but to prove to you 
that Helen loves Troilus,— 141 

Cres. ‘Troilus will stand to the proof, if 
you'll prove it so. 

Pan. Troilus! why, he esteems her no more 
than I esteem an addle egg. 

Cres. Ji you love an addle egg ag well as you 
joe ae idle head, you would eat chickens i’ the 
shell. 

Pan. I.cannot choose but laugh, to think 
how she tickled his chin: indeed, she has a 
marvellous white hand, I must needs confess,— 

Cres. Without the rack. 

Pan. And she takes upon her to spy a white 
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hair on his chin, i 
Cres, Alas, poor chin! many a wart is 
richer. 

Pan. But there was such laughing! Queen 
Heeuba laughed that her eyes ran o’er. 

Cres. With mill-stones. 

Pan. And Cassandra laughed. 

Cres. But there was more temperate fire 
under the pot oi her eyes: did her eyes run 
oer toot 161 

Pan. And Hector laughed. 

Cres. At what was all this laughing? 

Pan. Marry, at the white hair that Helen 
spied on Troilus’ chin. 

Cres. An’t had been a green hair, I should 
have laughed too. “ 

Pan, They laughed not so much at the hair 
as at his Brett answer. 

Cres, What was his answer? 170 

Pan. Quoth she, ‘ Here’s but two and fifty 
hairs on your chin, and one of them is white.’ 

Cres, ‘This is her question. : 
plan. That's true; make no question of that. 

Two and fifty hairs, quoth he, ‘and one white: 
that white hair is my father, and all the rest are 
hissons.’ ‘Jupiter!’ quoth she, ‘which of these 
hairs is Paris my husband?’ ‘The forked one,’ 
quoth he, ‘pluck’ out, and give ithim,’ But 
there was such laughing! and Helen so blushed, 
and Paris so chafed, and all the rest so laughed, 
that it passed. x 

Cres. So let it now; for it has been a great 
while going by. 3 

Pan. Well, cousin, I told you a thing yester- 
day; think on’t. 

Cres. So I do. = 

Pan. T'll be sworn ’tis true; he will weep 
you, an *twere a man born in April. 

,, Cres. And Dll spring up in his tears, al» 
twere a nettle against May.: x19 
[A retreat sounded. 

Pan. Hark! they are coming from the field: 

shall we stand up viens and see them as they 


pus toward Ilium ? good niece, do, sweet niece 


ressida. 


663 


Cres. At your pleasure. 

Pan. Here, here, here’s an excellent places 
here we may see most bravely: I'll tell you 
them all by their names as they pass by; but 
mark Troilus above the rest. 200 

Cres. Speak not so loud. 


JENEAS passes. 
Pan. That's /Eneas: is not that_a brave 


man? he’s one of the flowers of ‘Troy, I can tell 
you: but mark ‘Troilus; you shall see anon. 


ANTENOR passes. 


Cres. Who’s that? 4 

Pan. That's Antenor : he has a shrewd wit, 
Tecan tell you; and he’s a man good enough: 
he’s one 0’ the soundest judgements in Troy, 
whosoever, anda proper man of person. When 
comes Troilus? L’ll show you Troilus anon: if 
he see me, you shall see him nod at me, 21 

Cres. Willhe give you the nod? 

Pan. Youshall see. 

Gres. If he do, the rich shall have more. 


HECTOR passes. 


Pan. That’s Hector, that, that, look you, 
that; there’s a fellow! Go thy way, Hector! 
There’s a brave man, niece. O brave Hector! 
Look how he looks! there’s a countenance! is’t 
not a braye man? 

Cres. O, abrave man! 2 220 

Pan. Isa’ not? it does a man’s heart good. 
Look you what hacks are on his helmet! look 
you yonder, do you see? look you there : there’s 
no jesting; there’s laying on, take’t off who 
will, as they say: there be hacks ! 

Cres. Be those with swords? 

Pan. Swords! any thing, he cares not; an 
the devil come to him, it’s all one; by God's 
lid, it does one’s heart good. Yonder comes 
Paris, yonder comes Paris. 230 


Pais passes. 
Look ye yonder, niece ; ist not a gallané man 
too, is’t not? Why, this is brave now. Who 
said he came hurt home to-day? he’s not hurt: 
why, this will do Helen’s heart ood now, ha! 


Would I could see Troilus now! You shall see 
Troilus anon. 
HELENUS passes. 
Cres. Who’s that? 
Pan. That’s Helenus. I_marvel where 


Troilus is. That’s Helenus. I think he went 
not forth to-day. That’s Helenus. 240 
Cres. Can Helenus fight, uncle? 5 

Pan. Heélenus? no. Yes, he'll fight in- 
different well. I marvel where Troilus is. 
Hark! do you mot hens the people cry ‘Troilus’? 
Helenus is 2 priest. 

Cres. What sneaking fellow comes yonder? 


TROILUS passes. 

Pan. Where? yonder? that’s Deiphobus. 
‘Tis Troilus! there’s a man, niece! Hem! 
Brave Troilus! the prince of chivalry | 

Gres. Peace, for shame, peace! 250 

Pan. Mark him; notehim. O brave Troilus! 
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Look well upon him, niece: look you how his 
sword is bloodied, and his helm more hacked 
than Hector's, and how he Jooks, and how he 
‘oes! O admirable youth! he ne'er saw three 
and twenty. Go thy way, Troilus, go thy way! 
Had I a sister were a grace, or a daughter a 
goddess, he should take his choice. O admir- 
able man! Paris? Paris is dirt to him; and, I 
warrant, Helen, to change, would give an eye to 
boot. 260 
Cres. Here come more. 


Forces pass. 

Pan. Asses, fools, dolts! chaff and bran, 
chaff and bran! porridge after meat! T could 
live and die i’ the eyes of Troilus. Ne’er look, 
ne'er look; the eagles are gone: crows and 
daws, crows and daws! I had rather be such a 
man as Troilus than Agamenmon and all 
Greece. , : 

Cres. There is among the Greeks Achilles, 
a better man than Troilus. 

Pan. Achilles! a drayman, a porter, a very 
camel. 271 

Cres. Well, well. 

Pan, ‘Well, well!’ Why, have you any 
discretion? haye you any eyes? do you know 
what a man is? Is not birth, beauty, good 
shape, discourse, manhood, earning entle- 
ness, virtue, youth, liberality, and such like, the 
spice and salt that season a man? 

Cres. Ay, a minced man: and then to be 
baked with no date in the pie, for then the 
man’s date’s out. 281 

Pan, You are such a woman! one knows 
not at what ward you lie. 

Cres. Upon my back, to defend my belly ; 
upon my wit, to defend my wiles; upon my 
secrecy, to detend mine honesty ; my mask, to 
defen my beauty ; and you, to defend all these: 
and at all these wards I lie, at a thousani 
watches, 

Pan. Say one of your watches. ago 

Cres. Nay, ll watch you for that; and 
that’s one of the chiefest of them too : if I can- 
not ward what I would not have hit, I can 
watch you for telling how I took the blow; 
unless it swell past hiding, and then it’s past 
watching. 

Pan. You are such another! 


Enter Troiwus’s Boy. 
Boy. Sir, my lord would instantly speak 
with you. 
Pan. Where? 299 
Boy. At your own house; there he unarms 


im. 

Pan. Good boy, tell him I come. [Zit Boy.] 
I doubt he be hurt. I’are ye well, good niece. 

ves. Adicu, uncle. 

Pan. I'll be with you, niece, by and by. 

Cres. To bring, uncle? 

Pan. Ay, a token from Troilus. 

Cres, By the same token, you are a bawd. 

4 Exit Pandarus. 

Wore, vows, gifts, tears, and love’s full sacri- 
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But more in Troilus thousand fold I see 
Than in the glass of Pandar’s praise may be: 
Yet hold I off! Women are angels, wooing: 
Things won are done; joy’s soul lies in’ the 


310 


ong. 
That she beloved knows nought that knows not 


Men prize the thing ungain’d more than it is: 
‘That she was never yet that ever knew 

Love got so sweet as when desire did sue. 
Therefore this maxim out of love I teach : 
Achievement is command; ungain’d, beseech; 
Then though my heart’s content firm love doth 


_ bear, : 320 
Nothing of that shall from mine eyes appear, 
Lévceunt, 
Scene lL. The Grecian camp. Before 


Agamemnon’s tent. 


Sennet. Enter AGAMEMNON, Nestor, 
ULYSSES, MENELAUS, and others. 


Agam. Princes, i 

What grief hath set the jaundice on your 
cheeks? ms 

The ample proposition that hope makes 

Tn all designs begun on earth below 

Fails in the promised largeness: checks and dis- 
asters 2 Y 

Grow in the veins of actions highest rear’d, 

As knots, by the conflux of meeting sap, 

Infect the sound pine and divert his grain 

Tortive and errant from his course of growth, 

Nor, princes, is it matter new to us 10 

That we come short of our suppose so far 

That after seven years’ siege yet Troy walls 








stand; 
Sith every action that hath gone before, 
Whereof we have record, trial did draw 
Bias and thwart, not answering the aim, 


d| And that unbodied figure of the thought 


That gave’t surmised shape. Why then, you 
Bune 

Do you with cheeks abash’d behold our works, 

And call them shames? which are indeed 
nought else | 

But the protractive trials of great Jove 20 

To find persistive constancy in men: 

The fineness of which metal is not found 

Tn fortune’s love ; for then, the bold and coward, 

‘The wise and fool, the artist and unread, _ 

The hard and soft, scem all affined and kin: 

Bat, in the wind and tempest of her frown, 

Distinction, with a broad and powerful fan, 

Puffing at all, winnows the light away; 

And what hath mass or matter, by itself 

Lies rich in virtue and unmingled. ike 

West. With due observance of thy godlike 

seat, is 

Great Agamemnon, Nestor shall apply 

Thy latest words. In the reproof of chance. 


«Lies the true proof of men: the sea being 


smooth, - 
How many shallow bauble boats dare sail 
Upon her patient breast, making their way 
With those of nobler bulk! 
But let the ruffian Boreas once enrage 


ae satesthe seen gat behold 





ScENE IIT] 
Thestrong-ribb'd bark through liquid mountains 


— (cut, 3 4 
Bounding between the two moist elements, 
Like Perseus’ horse: where’s then the saucy 


oat 
Whose weak untimber'd sides but even now. 
Co-rivall'd greatness? Either to harbour fled, 
Or made a toast for Neptune. Even so 
Doth yalour's show and valour’s worth divide 
In storms of fortune; forin her ray and bright- 


ness 

The herd hath more annoyance by the breese 

Than by the tiger; but when the splitting wind 

Makes flexible the knees of knotted oaks, __ 50 

And flies fled under shade, why, then the thing 
of courage : 

As roused with rage with rage doth sympathize, 

‘And with an accent tuned in selfsame key 

Retorts to chiding fortune. 


Ulyss. Agamemnon, 
Thou great commander, nerve and bone of 
Greece, 


Heart of our numbers, soul and only spirit, 

In whom the tempers and the minds of all 

Should be shut up, hear what Ulysses speaks. 

Besides the applause and approbation , 

The which, [Z’o Agamemnon] most mighty for 

thy place and sway, 

[Zo Nestor] And thou most reverend for thy 
_stretch’d-out life 4 

I give to both your speeches which were such 

As Agamemnon and the hand of Greece 

Should hold up high in brass, and such again 


As venerable Nestor, hatch'd in silver, 
Should with a bond of air, strong as the axle- 


ree 
On which heaven rides, Imit all the Greekish 
ears 
To Bes experienced tongue, yet Jet it please 
oth, 
Thou great, and wise, to hear Ulysses speak. 
Agam. Speak, Prince of Ithaca; and be’t of 
less expect 2 jo 
That matter needless, of importless burden, 
Divide thy lips, than we are confident, 
When rank Thersites opes his mastic Jaws, 
We shall hear music, wit and oracle, 
Ulyss. Troy, yet upon his basis, had been 


own, 

And the great Hector’s sword had lack’d a 
master, 

But for these instances. 

The specialty of rule hath been neglected : 

And, look, how many Grecian tents do stand 

Hollow upon this plain, so many hollow factions. 

When that the general is not like the hive $81 

To whom the foragers shall all repair, | 2 

What honey is expected? Degree being yiz- 


f arded, 
The unworthiest shows as fairly in the mask. | 
The heavens themselves, the planets and this 

centre 

Observe degree, priority and place, 
Insisture, course, proportion, season, form, 
Office and custom, in all line of order; 
And therefore is the glorious planet Sol 
In noble-eminence enthroned and sphered 90 
Amidst the other; whose medicinable eye 
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Corrects the ill aspects of planets evil. 


o | And posts, like the commandment ofa king, 


Sans check to good and bad: but when the 
planets 

In evil mixture to disorder wander, ‘ 

What plagues and what portents! what mutiny! 

What raging of the sea! shaking of earth! 

Commotion in the winds! irights, changes, 
__ horrors, ae 

Divert and crack, rend and deracinate 

The unity and married calm of states 100 

Quite from their fixure! O, when degree is 


shaked, R 
Which is the ladder to all high designs, 
The enterprise is sick! How could communities, 
Degrees in schools and brotherhoods in cities, 
Peaceful commerce from dividable shores, 
The primogenitive and due of birth, 
Prerogative of age, crowns, sceptres, laurels, 
But by degree, stand in authentic place? 
Take but degree away, untune that string, 
And, hark, what discord follows! each thing 
mects 110 
In mere oppugnancy : the bounded waters 
Should lift their bosoms higher than the shores 
And make a sop of all this solid globe: 
Strength should be lord of imbecility, 


60 | And the rude son should strike his father dead : 


Force should be right; or rather, right and 
wrong, vomit tt : 

Between whose endless jar justice resides, 

Should lose their names, and so should justice 


too. 
Then every thing includes itself in power, 
Power into will, will into appetite ; 
And appetite, an universal wolf, 
So doubly seconded with will and power, 
Must make perforce an universal prey, 
And last eat up himself. Great Avamemnon, 
‘This chaos, when degree is suffocate, 
Follows the choking. hv 
‘And this neglection of degree it is L 
That by a pace goes backward, witha purpose 
It hath to climb. The general ’s disdain’ 
By him one step below, he by the next, 
That next by him beneath ; so every step, 
Exampled by the first pace that is sick 
Of his superior, grows to an envious fever 
Of pale and bloodless emulation : 
And ’tis this fever that keeps Troy on foot, 
Not her own sinews. To end a tale of length, 
Troy in our w ess stands, not in her 
scent M S 

Nest. Most wisely hath Ulysses here dis- 
cover'd Poe 
The fever whereof all our power is sick. 

Agam. The nature of the sickness found, 
149 


120 


130 


lysses, 
What is the remedy? g 
Ulyss. The great Achilles, whom opinion 


crowns 
The sinew and the forehand of our host, 
Having his ear full of his airy fame, 
Grows dainty of his worth and in his tent 
Lies mocking our designs: with him Patroclus 
Upon a lazy bed the livelong day 
Breaks scurril jests, 
And with ridiculous and awkward action, 


UU_ CC-0 Kashmir Research Institute. Digitzed by eGangotri 





666 TROILUS AND CRESSIDA 


Which, slanderer, he imitation calls, 150 
Hepageantsus. Sometime, great Agamemnon, 
Thy topless deputation he puts on, Ee 
And, like a strutting player, whose conceit 
Lies in his TESEHInE: and doth think it rich 
To hear the wooden dialogue and sound 

*Tyixt his stretch’d footing and the scaffold- 


. agey— , 

Such to be-pitied and o’er-wrested seeming 

He acts thy greatness in: and when he speaks, 

*Tis like a chime a-mending; with terms un- 
squared, ; 

Which, from the tongue of roaring Typhon 
dropp’d, ; 160 

Would seem hyperboles, At this fusty stuff 

The large Achilles, on his press’d bed lolling, 

From his deep chest Jaughs out a loud applause; 

Cries ‘ Excellent! ’tis Agamemnon just. 

Now play me Nestor; hem, and stroke thy 

t 


ard, 
As he being drest to some oration: 
That’s done, as near as the extrem nds 
Of parallels, as like as Vulcan and his wife : 
Yet god Achilles still cries ‘ Excellent! 
*Tis Nestor right. Now play him me, Patroclus, 
Arning to answer in a night alarm. 17t 
And then, forsooth, the faint defects of age 
Must be the scene of mirth; to cough and spit, 
And, with a palsy-fumbling on his gorget, 
Shake in and out the rivet: and at this sport 
Sir Valour dies; cries *O, enough, Patroclus; 
Or give me ribs of steel! I shall split all _ 
In pleasure of my spleen And in this fashion, 
All our abilities, gifts, natures, shapes, 
Severals and generals of grace exact, 180 
Achievements, plots, orders, preventions, 
Excitements to the field, or speech for truce, 
Success or loss, what is or is not, serves 
As stuff for these two to make paradoxes. 
West. And in the imitation of these twain— 
Who, as Ulysses says, opinion crowns 
With an imperial voice—many are infect. 
Ajax is grown self-will'd, and bears his head 
In such a rein, in full as proud a place 
As broad Achilles; keeps his tent like him ; 190 
Makes factious feasts; rails on our state of war, 
Bold as an oracle, and sets Thersites, F 
A slave whose gall coins slanders like a mint, 
To match us in comparisons with dirt, 
To weaken and discredit our exposure, 
How rank soever rounded in with danger. 
Olyzs. They tax our policy, and call it cow- 
ardice, 
Count wisdom. as no member of the war, 
Forestall prescience and esteem no act 199 
But that of hand: the still and mental parts, 
That do contrive how many hands shall strike, 
When fitness calls them on, and know by 






measure 
Of their observant toil the enemies’ weight,— 
Why, this hath not a finger's dignity : 
They call this bed-work, mappery, closet-war; 
So that the ram that batters down the wall, 
For the great swing and rudeness of his poise, 
They place before his hand that made the 


engine, 
Or those that with the fineness of their souls 
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West. Let this be granted, and Achilley 
lorse 

Makes many Thetis’ sons, [A tucket, 


Agam. What trumpet? look, Menelaus, 
Men. From Troy. 


Enter ZENEAS. 


Agam. What would you ’fore our tent? 
“Ene. Is this great Agamemnon’s tent, I 
pray you? i 
Agam. Kyen this. | 
«line, May one, that is a herald and a prince, 
Do a fair message to his kingly ears? 
Agam. With surety stronger than Achilles 


arm ; $ 220 
’Fore all the Greekish heads, which with one 
voice 
Call Agamemnon head and general. _ 
“Ene. Fair leave and large security. How 
may i ; 
A stranger to those most imperial looks 
Know them from eyes of other mortals? 
Again. How! 
Aine. fyi ‘ 
Task, that I might waken reverence, 
And bid the cheek be ready with a blush 
Modest as morning when she coldly eyes 
The youthful Phoebus : aby: 230 
Which is that god in office, guiding men? 
Which is the high and mighty Agamemnon? 
Agam. This Trojan scorns us; or the men 
of ‘Troy | 2 
Are ceremonious courtiers. o 
“ine. Courtiers as free, as debonair, un- 
arm’‘d, 2 4 
As bending angels; that’s their fame in peace: 
But preety they would scem soldiers, they have 
galls, 
Good arms, strong joints, true swords; and, 
Jove's accord, 
Nothing so full of heart. But peace, /Eneas, 
Peace, Trojan; lay thy finger on thy lips! 240 
The worthiness of praise distains his worth, | 
lf Gee Ge praised himself bring the praise 
forth: 
But what the repining enemy commends, 
That breath fame blows; that praise, sole pure, 
transcends. 
Agam. Sir, you of Troy, call you yourself 
Amneas ¢ 
4ine. Ay, Greek, that is my name. 
Agam. What’s your affair, L pray you? , 
line. Sir, pardon; tis for Agamemmon’s 
cars. 
Agam. He hears nought privately that comes 
from Troy. - 
4ine. Nor I from Troy come not to whi 
+ 2: 


him 
IT bring a trumpet to awake his ear, 
‘To set his sense on the attentive bent, 


And then to speak. ace 
Agam, Speak frankly as the wind; 
It is not Agamemnon’s sleeping hour : 
That thou shalt know, Trojan, he is awake, 
He tells thee so himself. 
Aine. Trumpet, blow loud, 
Send thy brass voice through all these lay 
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And every Greek of mettle, let him know, 
‘What Troy means fairly shall be spoke aloud. 
[Zrumpet sounds. 
We have, great Agamemnon, here in Troy 260 
A prince cull’d Hector,—Priam is his father,— 
Who in this dull and long-continued truce 
Is rusty grown: he bade me take a trumpet, 
‘And to this purpose speak. Kings, princes, 
lords! : z 
If there be one among the fair'st of Greece 
That holds his honour higher than his ease, 
That seeks his praise more than he fears his 


eril, 

Phat lnows his valour, and knows not his fear, 
That loves his mistress more than in confession, 
With truant vows to her own lips he loves, 270 
And dare avow her beauty and Hee worth 

In other arms than hers,—to him this challenge. 
Hector, in view of ‘Trojans and of Greeks, 
Shall make it good, or do his best to do it, 

He hath a lady, wiser, fairer, truer, 

Than ever Greek did compass in his arms, 
And will to-morrow with his trumpet call 
Midway between your tents'and walls of Troy, 
To rouse a Grecian that is true in love: 

If any come, Hector shall honour him; — 280 
Tf none, he hl say in ‘Troy when he retires, 

The Grecian dames are sunburnt and not worth 
The splinter of a lance. Eyen so much. 


Agam. ‘This shall be told our lovers, Lord 
Aiineas ; 


Ténone of them have soul in such a kind, 

We left them all at home; but we are soldiers ; 

And may that soldier a mere recreant prove, 

That means not, hath not, or is not in love! 

Tf then one is, or hath, or means to be, 

That one meets Hector ;, if none else, Lam he. 
Nest. Tell him of Nestor, one that was 0 


man 4 3 201 
When Heetor's grandsire suck’d: he is old now; 
But if there be not in our Grecian host _ 

One noble man that hath one spark of fire, 
Lo answer for his love, tell him from me 
Tl hide my silver beard in a gold beaver 
And in my yantbrace put this wither'd brawn, 
And meeting him. will tell him that my lady 
Was fairer than his grandam and as chaste 
As may be in the world: his youth in flood, 300 
Tl prove this truth with my three drops of 
ood. 
pete Now heavens forbid such scarcity of 
outh! 
'yss. Amen. 
A a Fair Lord /Eneas, let me touch your 
hand ; 
‘0 our pavilion shall I lead you, sir. 
Achilles shall have word of this intent ; 
So shall each lord of Greece, from tent to tent: 
ourself shall feast with us before you go 
And find the welcome of a noble foe. 
[Zxeunt all but Ulysses and Nestor. 


Tlyss. Nestor! 310 

West. What says Ulysses? eat 

Ulyss. I have a young conception in my 
brain ; 


Be you my time to bring it to some shape. 
est. What is’t? 
Ulyss. This ’tis: 
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Blunt wedges rive hard knots : the seeded pride 
That hath to this maturity blown up mo 
In rank Achilles must or now be cropp’d, 

Or, shedding, breed a nursery of like evil, 

To overbulk us all. 


Nest. i Well, and how? 320 
iss This challenge that the gallant Hector 
sends 


However it is spread in general name, 
Relates in purpose only to Achilles. 
Nest. The purpose is perspicuous even as 
substance, 
Whose grossness little characters sum up: 
And, in the a uentiOn: make no strain, 
But that Achilles, were his brain as barren 
As banks of Libya,—though, Apollo knows, 
"Tis dry enough,—will, with great speed of 
jud pomcal i 
Ay, with celerity, find Hector’s purpose 330 
Pointing on him, e 
Utne And wake him to the answer, think 
you 2 
est. Yes, ’tis most meet: whom may you 
else oppose, i 
That can from Hector bring his honour off, 
Jé not Achilles? Though’t be a sportful 
combat, | Eas 
Yet in the trial much opinion dwells; 
For here the Trojans taste our dear'st repute 
With their finest palate: and trust to me, 
* Ulysses, R 
Our imputation shall be oddly poised 
In this wild action; for the success, 340 
Although particular, shall give a scantling 


| OF good or bad unto the general; 


And in such indexes, although small pricks 

To their subsequent volumes, there is seen 
The baby figure of the giant mass 

Of things to come at large, ‘It is supposed 

He that meets Heetor issues from our choice ; 
‘And choice, being mutual act of all our souls, 
Makes merit her election, and doth boil, 

As ’tiwere from forth us all, a man distill’d 350 
Out of our virtues ; who miscarrying, N 
What heart receives from hence the conquering 


art, 
To Real a strong opinion to themselves? 
Which entertain’d, limbs are his instruments, 
In no less working than are swords and bows 
Directive by the limbs. 

Ulyss. Give pardon to my speech : 
Therefore tis meet Achilles meet not Hector. 
Let us, like merchants, show our foulest wares, 
‘And think, perchance, they ‘ll sell; if not, 360 
The lustre of the better yet to show, 

Shall show the better. Do not consent 
That ever Hector and Achilles meet; 

For both our honour and our shame in this 
Are dogg’d with two strange followers. 

West. I see them not with my old eyes: 

what are they? 


Ulyss. What glory our Achilles shares from. 
‘ector, 
Wieteshe not proud, we all should share with 
him : 
But he already is too insolent; 
And we were better parch in Afric sun 370 


Than in the pride and salt scorn of his eyes, 
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Should he ’scape Hector fair: if he were foil'd, 
‘Why then, we did our main opinion crush 

In taint of our best man. No, make a lottery ; 
‘And, by device, let blockish Ajax draw 

The sort to fight with Hector: among ourselves 
Give him allowance for the better man ; 

For that will physic the great Myrmidon 
Who broils in Joud applause, and make him 


fall 
His crest that prouder than blue Iris bends. 380 
If the dull brainless Ajax come safe off, 
We'll dress him up in voices: if he fail, 
Yet go we under our opinion still _ - 
That we have better men. But, hit or miss, 
Our project’s life this shape of sense assumes : 
Ajax employ’d plucks down Achilles’ plumes. 

West. Ulysses, : 

Now I begin to relish thy advice; . 
‘And I will give a taste of it forthwith 
To Agamemnon: go we to himstraight. 390 
Two curs shall tame each other: pride alone 





Must tarre the mastiffs on, as 'twere their bone. 
[Exeunt. 


ACT If. 
SoENEL. A part of the Grecian camp. 
Enter AtAx and THERSITES. 


jax. Thersites! ss : 

Ther. Agamemnon, how if he had boils? 
full, all over, generally ? 

Ajac, Thersites! 2 
Ther. And those boils did run? say so: did 
not the general run then? were not that a 
botchy core? 

Ajax. Dog! 

_Ther. Then would come some matter from 
him ; I see none now. 10 

Ajax, Thou bitch-wolf’s son, canst thou not 
hear? [Beating him] Teel, then. 

Ther. The plague of Greece upon thee, thou 
mongrel beef-witted lord! 

Ajax. Speak then, thou yvinewedst leayen, 
speak: I will beat thee into handsomeness, 

Lher. I shall sooner rail thee into wit and 
holiness: but, I think, thy horse will sooner 
con an oration than thou learn a prayer without 
book. Thou canst strike, canst thou? a red 
murrain o’ thy jade’s tricks! 21 

pea Toadstool, learn me the proclamation. 

Ther. Dost thou think I have no sense, thou 
strikest me thus? 

Hac. ‘The proclamation ! 

‘er, Thou art proclaimed a fool, I think. 

Ajax, Do not, porpentine, do not: my 
fingers itch. 

Lher. I would thou didst itch from head to 
foot and I had the scratching of thee ; I would 
make thee the loathsomest scab in Greece. 
When thou art forth in the incursions, thou 
strikest as slow as another. 

ee I say, the proclamation ! 

her, Thou grumblest and railest every hour 
on chiles, and Ratio art = full of envy at his 
greatness as Cerberus is at Proserpina’s beauty, 
ay, that thou barkest at him. ie zh 
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[Act 
Ther. Thou shouldst strike him. 40 
Ajax. Cobloaf! 
Ther. He would pun thee into shivers with 


his fist, as a sailor breaks a biscuit. 


Ajax. [Beating him] You whoreson cur} 

Ther. Do, do. 3 

Ajax. Thou stool for a witch! 

Ther, Ay, do, do; thou sodden-witted lord: 
thou hast no more brain than I have in mine 
elbows; an assinego may tutor thee: thou 
scurvy-valiant ass! thou art here but to thrash 
Trojans; and thou art bought and sold among 
those of any wit, like a barbarian slave, J 
thou use to beat me, I will begin at thy heel, 
and tell what thou art by inches, thou thing of 
no bowels, thou! 

Ajax. You dog! 

Ther, You scurvy lord! 

Ajax, [Beating him] You cur! 

Pier. Mars his idiot! do, rudeness; do, 
camel; do, do. 59 


Enter ACHILLES and Patrocuvs, 


Achil. Why, how now, Ajax! wherefore do 
you thus? How now, Thersites! what’s the 
matier, man? t 

Lher, You see him there, do you? 

Achil. Ay; what’s the matter? 

Pher, Nay, look upon him. 

Achit. Sol do: what's the matter? 

Ther. Nay, but regard him well. 

Achil. ‘Well!’ w Ny, I do so. 1 

Ther, But yet you look not well upon him; 
for, whosoever you take him to be, he is Ajax. 

Achil. I know that, fool. 7% 

Ther. Ay but that fool knows not himself, 

Ajax, Therefore I beat thee. : 

her. Lo, lo, lo, lo, what modicums of wit 

he utters! his evasions have ears thus long, 

Ihave bobbed his brain more than he has beat 

my bones: I will buy nine sparrows for a 

penny, and his pia mater is not worth the ninth 

part of a sparrow, This lord, Achilles, Ajax, 

who wears his wit in his belly and his guts 

in his head, I'll tell you what I say of him. 8: 

Achil. What? . 

Ther. Isay, this Ajux— a 

é [Ajax offers to beat him. 

Achil. Nay, good Ajax. 

Ther, Has not so much wit— 

Achil. Nay, I must hold you. 

Ther, As will stop the eye of Helen’s needle, 
for whom he comes to fight. 

Achil. Peace, fool! ; 

Ther. I would have peace and quietness, 
but the fool will not: he there: that he : look 
you there. 

Ajax. Q thou damned cur! Ishall— | 

Achil. Will you set your wit to a fool’s? 

Ther, No, I warrant you; for a fool's will 
shame it. 

Patr, Good words, Thersites. 

Ackil. What’s the quarrel ? hi 

Ajax. I bade the vile owl go learn me the 
tenour of the proclamation, and he rails upoD 
me. eee) 

Ther. I serve thee not. 
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ScnNx I] 


Ther. Iserve here voluntary. 

Achil. Your last service was sufferance, ‘twas 
not voluntary: no man is beaten yoluntary: 
Ajax was here the voluntary, and you as under 
an impress, 

Ther, Wen so; a great deal of your wit, too, 
Jies in your sinews, or else there be liars. 
Hector shall have a great catch, if he knock out 
either of your brains: a were as good crack 
afusty nut with no kernel. 

Achil, What, with me too, Thersites? 

Ther. There’s Ulysses and old Nestor, whose 
wit was mouldy ere your grandsires had nails 
on their toes, yoke you like draught-oxen and 
make you plough up the wars. 





Achil. What, what? 

Ther. Yes, good sooth: to, Achilles! to, 
Ajax! to! 120 

‘Ajaz. I shall cut out your tongue. 


her, >Tis no matter; I shall speak as much 
as thou afterwards. 

Paty, No more words, Thersites; peace! 

Ther. J will hold my peace when Achilles’ 
brach bids me, shall I? 

Achil, There's for you, Patroclus. 

Ther. Iwill see you hanged, like clornaless 
ere I come any more to your tents: I will keep 
where there is wit stirring and leave the faction 
of fools. i [Ezit. 

Paty, A good riddance. ae 

Ackil. Marry, this, sir, is proclaim’d through 

all our host : 
That Hector, by the fifth hour of the sun, 
Will with a trumpet ’twixt our tents and Troy 
To-morrow morning call some knight to arms 
That hath a stomach ; and such a one that dare 
ste TE know not what: ’tis trash. Fare- 
well. 

Aja, Farewell. Who shall answer him? 

Achil. I lmow not: ’tis put to lottery; 

otherwise 140 
He knew his man. : 

Ajac. O, meaning you. I will go leam 

more of it. [Excunt. 


SomngE II. Troy. A room in Priam’s palace. 


Enter Priam, Hector, TROILUS, Paris, and 
HELENUS. 


Pri. aie so many hours, lives, speeches 
spent, 
Thus once again says Nestor from the Greeks : 
Deliver Helen, and all damage else— 
As honour, loss of time, travail, expense, i 
‘Wounds, friends, and what else dear that is 
consumed 
In hot digestion of this cormorant war— 
Shall be struck off.’ Hector, what say you to’t? 
OG, Though noman lesser fears the Grecks 
han 
As far as toucheth my particular, 
Yet, dread Priam, 10 
There is no lady of more softer bowels, 
More spongy to suck in the sense of fear, 
More ready to cry out ‘Who knows what 
follows?’ : 
Than Hector is: the wound of peace is surety, 
Surety secure; but modest doubt is call’d 


TROILUS AND CRESSIDA 


669 


The beacon of the wise, the tent that searches 
To the bottom of the worst. Let Helen go: , 
Since the first sword was drawn about this 
question, 
rey tithe soul, ’mongst many thousand 
isme: 


‘S, 

Hath been as dear as Helen ; I mean, of ours: 
Tf we have lost so many tenthis of ours, - 21 
‘fo guard a thing not ours nor worth to us, 
Had it our name, the value of one ten, , 
What merit’s in that reason which denies 
The yielding of her up?__ 

Tyo. Fie, fie, my brother! 
Weigh you the worth and honour of a king 
So great as our dread father in a scale 
Of common ounces? will you with counters 


sum. , 

The past proportion of his infinite ? 

And buckle in a waist most fathomless go 

With spans and inches so diminutive 

As fears and reasons? fie, for godly. shame! 

Hel. No marvel, though you bite so sharp 

at reasons, i 

You are so empty of them. Should ‘not our 
father eae 

Bear the great sway of his aflairs with reasons, 

Because your speech hath none that tells him so? 

Tro. You are for dreams and slumbers, 

brother priest ; . 

You fur your gloves with reason. Here are 
your reasons: | 

You know an enemy intends you harm; 

You know a sword emjloy’d is perilous, 40 

And reason flies the object of all harm: 

Who marvels then, when Helenus beholds 

A Grecian and his sword, if he do set 

The very wings of reason to his heels 

And fly like chidden Mercury from Jove, 

Or like a star disorb'd? Nay, if we talk of 


reason, 
Let’s shut our gates and sleep: manhood and 
honour 
Should have hare-hearts, would they but fat 
their thoughts 
With this cramm’d reason : reason and respect 
Make livers pale and lustihood deject. & 
‘Hect. Brother, she is not worth what she 
doth cost 
The holding. 
Tro. What is aught, but as ’tis valued? 
Heck But value dwells not in particular 
wily 
Tt holds his estimate and dignity 
‘As well wherein ’tis precious of itself 
‘As in the prizer: ’tis mad idolatry 
To make the service greater than the god; 
And the will dotes that is attributive 
To what infectiously itself affects, a 
Without some image of the affected merit. 6a 
Tro. Ltake to- SF a wife, and my election 
Is led on in the conduct of my will; 
My will enkindled by mine ores and ears, 
‘Two traded pilots *twixt the dangerous shores 
Of will and Judgement; how may I avoid, 
‘Although niy will distaste what it elected, 
The wife I chose? there can be no evasion 
To blench from this and to stand firm by 
honour: 
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We turn not back the silks upon the merchant, 
When we have soil’d them, nor the remainder 
viands Bad's jo 
‘We do not throw in unrespective sieve, 
Because we now are full. It was thought meet 
Paris should do some vengeance on the Greeks; 
Your breath of full consent bellied his sails ; 
The seas and winds, old wranglers, took a truce 
andl did Fa service: he touch’d the ports 
esired, 
And for an old aunt whom the Greeks held 
captive 
He eae a Grecian queen, whose youth and 
reshness x 
Wrinkles Apollo's, and makesstale themorning. 
Why keep we her? the Grecians keep our aunt: 
Is she worth keeping? why, she isa pearl, 81 
Whose price hath launchd above a thousand 


ships, 5 
And turn’d crown’d kings to merchants. 
if you'll avonch ‘twas wisdom Paris went— 
As you must needs, for you all cried ‘G ”. 
If you'll confess he brought home noble 
As you pie needs, for you all clapp’d your 

hands, 

And cried ‘Inestimable !’"—why do you now 
The issue of your proper wisdoms rate, 
And do.a deed that fortune never did, 
Resear the estimation which you prized 
Richer than sea and land? O, theft most base, 
That we have stol’n what we do fear to keep! 
But, thieves, unworthy of a thing so stol’n, 
That in their country did them that disgrace, 
We fear to warrant in our native place ! 
Cas, [Within] Cry, Trojans, ery ! ; 
Pri. What noise? what shriek is this? 
Tro. *Tis our mad sister, I do know her 


voice. 
Cas. [Within] Cry, Trojans! 
Hect. It is Cassandra. 100 
Enter Cassanpra, raving. 
Cas. Cry, Trojans, cry ! lend me ten thousand 
eves, 
ond Twill fill them with prophetic tears. 


ect. Peace, sister, peace! 
Cae Virgins and boys, mid-age and wrinkled 








e 
Soft infancy, that nothing canst but cry, 
Add to my clamours! Iet us pay betimes 
A moiety of that mass of moan to come. 
Cry Trojans, cry! practise your eyes with 
ears ! 
Troy must not be, nor goodly Ilion stand ; 


Our firebrand brother, Paris, burns us all.” 310 | Th 


Cry, Trojans, ery! a Helen and a woe: 
Cry, ery! Troy burns, or else let Helen go. 
[Evit. 


Hect. Now, youthful Troilus, do not these | H: 


high strains 
Of divination in our sister work 
Some touches of remorse? or is your blood 
So madly hot that no discourse of reason, 
Nor fear of bad success in a bad cause, 
Can qualify the same? 

70. ; Why, brother Hector, 
We may not think the justness of each act 
Such and no o¢ber, 


[Act 


Nor once deject the courage of our minds, 
Because Cassandra’s mad: her brain-sick Tap. 


tures 
Cannot distaste the goodness of a quarrel 
Which hath our several honours all engaged 
To make it gracious. Tor my private part, 
Jam no more touch'd than all Priam’s song: 
And Jove forbid there should be done amongst 


us 
Such things as might offend the weakest spleen 
To fight for and maintain! 
Par. Else might the world convince of 
levity 3 130 
As well my undertakings as your counsels: 
But L attest the gods, your full consent 
Gaye wings to my propension and cut off 
All fears attending on so dire a project. 
For what, alas, can these my single arms? 
What propugnation is in one man’s valour, 
To stand the push and enmity of those 
This quarrel would excite? Yet, I protest, 
Were I alone to pass the difficulties 
And had as ample power as I have will, 149 
Paris should ne'er retract what he hath done, 
Nor faint in the pursuit. 

Pri. Paris, you apa 
Like one besotted on your sweet delights : 
You have the honey still, but these the gall; 
So to be valiant is no praise at all. 

Pur. Sir, | propose not merely to myself 
The pleasures such a beauty brings with it; 
But f would have the soil of her fair rape 
Wiped off, in honourable keeping her. 

What treason were it to the ransack’d queen, 
Disgrace to your great worths and shame’ to, 





mei as Z 151 
Now to deliver her possession up 
On terms of base compulsion! Can it be 
That so degenerate a strain as this 
Should once set footing in your generous 
bosoms? f 
There’s not the meanest spirit on our party 
Without a heart to dare or sword to draw 
When Helen is defended, nor none so noble 
Whose life were ill bestow'd or death unfamed 
Where Helen is the subject; then, I say, 160 
Well may we fight for her whom, wo know. well, 
The world’s large spaces cannot parallel, i 
Hect. Paris and ‘Troilus, you have both said 


And on the cause and question now in hand 
Have glozed, but superficially ; not much 
Unlike young men, whom Aristotle thought 
Unfit to hear moral philosophy : 

Che reasons you allege do more conduce 
To the hot passion of distemper’d blood, 

han to make up a free determination 170, 
“Lwixt right and wrong, for pleasure and revenge 
ave cars more deaf than adders to the yoice 
Of any true decision. Nature craves 

All dues be render'd to their owners : now, 
What nearer debt in all humanit 

Than wife is to the husband? Tf this law 

Of nature be corrupted through affection, 

And that great minds, of partial indulgence 
To their benumbed wills, resist the same, 
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Scexe 1] 


Most disobedient and refractory. 
{f Helen then be wife to Sparte’s king, 
‘Asit is known she is, these moral laws 
Of nature and of nations speak aloud 
Po have her back return’d: thus to persist 
In doing wrong extenuates not wrong, 
But makes it much more heavy. 
opinion 

Ts this in way of truth; yet ne’ertheless, 
My spritely brethren, I propend to you 190 
Tn resolution to keep Helen still, 
For ‘tis a cause that hath no mean dependance 
Upon our joint and several dignities, 

Tro, Why, there you touch’d the life of our 

design : 

Were it not glory that we more aflected 
Than the performance of our heaving spleens, 
{would not wish a drop of Trojan blood 
Spent more inherdefence. But, worthy Hector, 
She is a theme of honour and renown 
‘A spur to valiant and magnanimous deeds, 200 
Whose present courage may beat down our foes, 
And fame in time to come canonize us}; 
For, I presume, brave Hector would not lose 
So rich advantage of a promised glory 
As smiles upon the forehead of this action 
For the wide world’s revenue. 

Heet. 3 Tam yours, 
You valiant offspring of great Priamus. 
Thave a roisting challenge sent amongst 
‘The dull and factious nobles of the Greeks | 
Will strike amazement to their drowsy spirits > 
I was advertised their great general slept, 211 
Whilst emulation in the army crept: 
This, I presume, will wake him. [Exeunt. 


ScenE IIL. he Grecian camp. Before 
Achilles’ tent. 


Enter THERSITES, solus. 


Ther. How now, Thersites! what, lost in the 
labyrinth of thy fury! Shall the elephant Ajax 
carry it thus? he beats me, and I rail at him 
0, worthy satisfaction! would it were otherwise ; 
that I could beat him, whilst he railed at me. 
Sfoot, 1'll learn to conjure and raise devils, but 
I'll see some issue of my spiteful execrations. 
‘Then there’s Achilles, a rare enginer! If Troy 
be not taken till these two undermine it, the 
walls will stand till they fall of themselves. 
thou great thunder-darter of Olympus, forget 
that thou art Jove, the king of gods, anc, 
Mercury, lose all the serpentine craft of thy 
caduceus, if ye take not that little little less 
than little wit from them that they have! which 
short-armed ignorance itself knows 1s so abun- 
dant scarce, it, will not in circumvention deliver 
a fly from aspider, without drawing their massy 
irons and cutting the web. After this, the 
vengeance on the whole camp! or rather, the 
bone-ache! for that, methinks, is the curse 
dependant on those that war for a placket. 1 
have said my prayers and devil Envy say Amen. 
What ho! my Lord Achilles! 


Enter PATROCLUS. 


Hector’s 


Patr. Who's there? Thersites! Good Ther- 


sites, come in and rail. 
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Ther. Tf 1 could have remembered a gilt 
counterfeit, thou wouldst not have slipped out 
of my contemplation: but it is no matter; 
thyself upon thyself! The common curse of 
mankind, folly and ignorance, be thine in great 
revenue! heaven bless thee from a tutor, an! 
elie olin come notnear thee! Let thy blood be 
thy direction till thy death! then if she that 
lays thee out says thou art a fair corse, I "ll be 
sworn and sworn upon’t she never shrouded 
any but lazars. Amen. Where’s Achilles? 

atv, What, art thou devout? wast thou in 
prayer? 
Wher. Ay: the heavens hear me! 40 


Enter ACHILLES. 


Achil. Who's there? 

Patr, Thersites, my lor 

‘Achil. Where, where? Art thou come? 
why, my cheese, my, digestion, why hast thou 
not served thyself in to my table so many 
meals?) Come, what’s Agamemnon? 

Ther. Thy commander, Achilles. Then tell 
me, Patroclus, what’s Achilles? 

Paty. Thy lord, Thersites: then tell me, i 
pray thee, what’s thyselé? 50 

Ther. Thy knower, Patroclus: then tell me, 
Patroclus, what art thou? 

Pair. Thou mayst tell that knowest. 

Achil. _O, tell, tell. y 

Ther. Tl decline the whole question. Aga- 
memnon commands Achilles; Achilles is my 
lord; I am Patroclus’ knower, and Patroclus 
is a fool. 

Paty. You rascal! 

Ther. Peace, fool! I have not done. 60 

Achil. He is a privileged man. Proceed, 
Thersites. , a 

Ther, Agamemnon is a fool ; Achilles is a 
fool; Thersites is a fool, and, as aforesaid, 
Patroclus is a, fool. 

Achil. Derive this; come. 

Ther. Agamemnon. is a fool to offer to 
command Achilles; Achilles is a fool to be 
commanded of Agamemnon; Thersites is a 
fool to serve such a fool, and Patroclus is a fool 
positive. 7°. 

‘Patr. Why am Ta fool? 

Ther. Make that demand of the prover. Tt 
euler me thou art. Look you, who comes 
here ? 

“‘Achil. Patroclus, I'll speak with nobody. 
Come in with me, ‘Thersites. _ (Bait. 

Ther. Here is such patchery, such jugglin 
and such knavery! all theargument is a cuc! ol 
and a whore; 2 good quarrel to draw emulous 
factions and bleed to death upon. Now, the 
dry serpigo on the subject ! and war and lechery 
confound all! [ Exit. 


Enter AGAMEMNON, ULYSSES, NESTOR, 
DIOMEDES, and AJAX. 


Agam. Where is Achilles? 
Patr. Within his tent; bus ill disposed, my 


lord. fi 
Aqam. Let it be known to him that we are 


ere. 
He shent our messengers ; and we lay by 
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Our appertainments, visiting of him: 

Let hun be told so; lest perchance he think 

We dare not move the question of our place, 

Or know not what we are. at ae A 
ati. Ishall say soto him, [Zzit. 

Ulyss. We saw him at the opening of his 

tent: QI 


He is not sick. " 
Ajax. Yes, lion-sick, sick of proud heart: 
you may call 1¢ melancholy, if you will favour 
the man; but, by my head, ’tis pride: but why, 
why? let him show us the cause. A word, my 
Tonk [Lakes Agamemnon aside 
West. What moves Ajax thus to bay at him? 
_Ulyss. Achilles hath inveigled his fool irom 


le 100 
Nest. Who, Thersites? 


Ulyss. He. © 
Nest. Then will Ajax lack matter, if he have 
lost his argument. 


lyss. No, you see, he is his argument that 
has his argument, Achilles. 
West. All the better; 





com poste a fool could disunite. 


Olyss. The amity that wisdom knits not, 
folly may easily untic. Here comes Patroclus. 


Re-enter PaTROCLUS. 


Nest. No Achilles with him. 


Ulyss. The elephant hath joints, but none 
for courtesy : his legs are legs for necessity, not 


for flexure. 


Par, Achilles bids me say, he is much 


son TY, 


If any thing more than your sport and pleasure 


Did move your greatness and this nobie state 


To call upon him; he hopes it is no other 179 


But for your health and your digestion sake, 
Aun after-dinner’s breath: 

Agam. ___Hear you, Patroclus : 
We are too well acquainted with these answers: 
But his evasion, wing’d thus swift with scorn, 
Cannot outfly our apprehensions. 

Much attribute he hath, and much the reason 
Why we ascribe it to him; yet all his virtues, 
Not virtuously on his own part beheld, 

Do in our eyes begin to lose their gloss, 

Yea, like fair fruit in an unwholesome dish, 


Are like to rot untasted. Go and tell him, 130 


‘We come to speak with him; and you shall 
not sin, 

If you do say we think him over-proud 

And under-honest, in self-assumption greater 

Than in the note of judgement; and worthier 
than himself 

Here tend the savage strangeness he puts on, 

pegulse the holy strength of their command, 

And underwrite in an observing kind 

His humorous predominance; yea, watch 

His pettish lunes, his ebbs, his flows, as if 139 

The passage and whole carriage of this action 

Rode on his tide. Go tell him this, and add, 

‘That if he overhold his price so much, 

We'll none of him; but let him, like an engine 

Not portable, lie under this report: 


“Bring action hither, this cannot go to war: 
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lL '; their fraction is more 
our wish than their faction : but it was a strong 
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Before a sleeping giant.’ Tell him so. 
Pair. Ishall; and bring his answer Presently, 


A UE, 

Agam. Insecond voice we'll not be satisfied: 
We come to speak with him. U ysses, enter 

you. . [22it Ulysses, 

Ajac, What is he more than another? 151 

Agam. _No more than what he thinks he is, 

Ajax. Is he so much? Do you not think 
he thinks himself a better man than Iam? 

Agam. No question. _ ; 

Ajax. Will you subscribe his thought, and 
say he is? ; 

Agam. No, noble Ales, you are as strong, 
as valiant, as wise, no less noble, much more 
gentle, and altogether more tractable. 160 

Ajax, Why shoulda man be proud? How 
doth pride grow? I know not what pride is, 

Agam. Your mind is the clearer, Ajax, and 
your virtues the fairer. He that is proud eats 
up himself: pride is his own glass, his own 
trumpet, his own chronicle; and whatever 
praises itself but in the deed, devours the deed 
mm the praise. 

Ajax. I do hate a proud man, as I hate the 
engendering of toads. 2 4 170 

est. Yet he loves himself: is’t not strange? 
[Aside 
Re-enter ULYSSES, 


Ulyss. Achilles will not to the ficld to- 
morrow. z 
Agam. What's his excuse? 
Yss. He doth rely on none, 

But carries on the stream of his dispose 

Without observance or respect of any, 

Zn will peculiar and in sclf-admission. 
oe Why will he not upon our fair re- 
quest, ia es 

Untent his person and share the air with us? , 

Ulyss. Things small as nothing, for request’s 


sake only, as 
He makes important: possess’d he is with 
eatness, 180 


And speaks not to himself but with a pride 
That quarrels at self-breath: imagined worth 
Holds in his blood such swoln and hot discourse 
‘That ’twixt his mental and his active parts 
Kingdom’d Achilles in commotion rages 
And batters down himself: what should I say? 
He He plaguy proud that the death-tokens 
of i 


Cry ‘No recovery.’ 

Agan. Let Ajax go to him. 

Dear lord, go you and greet him in his tent: 
"Tis said he holds you well, and will be led 199 
At your request a little from himself. 

Ulyss. O Agamemnon, let it not be so! 
We’ll consecrate the steps that A jax makes 
Win they, go from ‘Achilles: shall the proud 

lord 


That bastes his arrogance with his own seam 
And neyer suffers matter of the world 

Enter his thoughts, saye such as do revolve | 
And ruminate himself, shall he be worshipp'd 
Of that we hold an idol more than he? 199 
No, this thrice worthy and right valiant lord 


st Ryiesathishéahgondbly acquired; 


Scene ur] 


Nor, by my. will, assubjugate his merit, 
‘As amply titled us Achilles is, 
By going to Achilles: | 
hat were to enlard his fat already pride 
‘And add more coals to Cancer when he burns 
With entertaining great Hyperion. 
This lord go to him! Jupiter forbid, 
And say in thunder * Achilles go to him.’ 
Nest. {Aside to Dio.] O, this is well; he 
rubs the vein of him, 210 
Dio. [Aside to Nest.| And how his silence 
drinks up this applause) 
Ajac. Ti I go to him, with my armed fist 
I'll pash him o'er the face. 
Agam. O, no, you shall not go. 
Ajax. Ana’ be proud with me, 1’ll pheeze 
his pride: 
Let me go to him. 
Ulyss. Not for the worth that hangs upon 
our quarrel, 
ie A. paltry, insolent fellow! 
Nest. How he describes himself ! 
Ajac, Can he not be sociable? 
Ulyss. ‘The raven chides blackness. 
Ajax. I'll let his humours blood, 
Agam. He will be the physician that should 
be the patient. 
Ajax. An all men were o’ my mind,— 
Ulysz. Wit would be out of fashion. 
Ajax, A? should not bear it so, a’ should 
eat swords first: shall pride carry itt 


220 


Nest. An twould, you’ld carry half. 
Ulyss. A’ would have ten shares. 230 
Ajax. I will knead him; I'll make him 


supple, 
‘West, He's not yet through warm: force 
him with praises :-pour in, pour in; his ambition 


ry, 

Ulyss. {To Agam.] My lord, you feed too 

much on this dislike. 

Nest. Our noble general, do not do so. 
Dio. You must prepare to fight without 

Achilles. 3 
Ulyss.. Why, ’tls this naming of him does 

him harm. 3 
ere isa man—but ’tis before his face; 

I will be silent. 

Nest. ‘Wherefore should you so? 

He is not emulous, as Achilles is. . 
Ulyss. Know the whole world, he is as 

valiant. 
Ajax. A whoreson dog, that shall palter 
thus with us! 

Wouldhewerea Trojan! || ‘ 
Nest. What a vice were it in Ajax now,— 
Tlyss. If he were proud,— 

Dio. Or covetous of praise,— 
Ulyss. Ay, or surly borne,— 
Dio. Or strange, or self-aflected! 250 
Ulyss. Thank the heavens, lord, thou art of 
‘sweet composure ; 
Praise him that got thee, she that gave thee 


240 


suck : 
Famed be thy tutor, and thy parts of nature 
Thrice renieda beyond all erudition : 

But he that disciplined thy arms to fight, 
Let Mars divide eternity in twain, | 

And give se and, for thy vigour, 
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Bull-bearing Milo his addition yield 
To sinewy Ajax. Iwill not praise thy wisdom, 
Which, like a bourn, a pale, a shore, confines 
Thy spacious and dilated parts: here’s Nestor; 
Instructed. by the antiquary times, 
He must, he is, he cannot but be wise: 
But pardon, father Nestor, were your days 
as green as Ajax’ and your brain so temper'd, 
You should not have the eminence of him, 
But be as Ajax. 
Ajax. Shall I call you father? 
Nest. Ay, my good son. 2 
Dio. Be ruled by him, Lord Ajax. 
Ulyss._ There is no tarrying here; the hart 
Achilles 
Keeps thicket. Please it our great general 270 
To call together all his state of war; 
Fresh kings are come to Troy: to-morrow 
We must with all our main of power stand fast: 
And here’s a lord,—come knights from east to 


west, 
And cull’ their flower, Ajax shall cope the best. 
Aga Go we to council. Let Achilles 
sleep: 
Light boats sail swift, though greater hulks 
draw deep. [Exewnt. 


ACT It. 
SceneEI. Troy. Priam’s palace. 
Enter a Servant and PANDARUS. 


Pan. Friend, you! pray you, a word: do 
not you follow the young Lord Paris? 

Serv. Ay, sir, when he goes before me, 

Pan, You depend upon him, I mean? 

Serv. Sir, I do depend upon the lord, 

Pan. You depend upon a noble gentleman ; 
I must needs praise him, 

Serv. The lord be praised! 

Pan. You know me, do you not? 

Serv. Faith, sir, superficially. 10 

Pan. Friend, know me better; I am the 
Lord Pandarus. 

Serv. L hope I shall know your honour 
better. opti 

Pan. do desire it. 

Serv. You are in the state of grace. 

Pan. Grace! not so, friend; honour and 
lordship are my titles. [ALusic within.] What 
music is this? Ruraetie 3 

Serv. Ldo but partly know, sir: it is music 
in parts. bee 20 

Pan. Know you the musicians? 

Serv. Wholly, sir. 

Pan. Who play they to? 

Serv. To the hearers, sir. | 

‘Pan. At whose pleasure, friend ? 

‘Serv. Atmine, sir, and theirs that love music, 

‘Pan. Command, I mean, friend. 

Serv. Who shall L command, sir? 

Pan. Friend, we understand not one an- 
other: I am too courtly and thou art too 
cunning. At whose request do these men play? 

Serv. That’s to’t indeed, sir: marry, sir, at 
the request of Paris my lord, who’s there in 

erson ; with him, the mortal Venus, the heart- 
Blood of beauty, love's invisible soul,— 
Pan. Who, my cousin Cressida? 
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Serv. No, sir, Helen: could you not find out 
that by her attributes? 

Pan. Itshould seem, fellow, that thou hast 
not seen the Lady Cressida. 1 come to speak 
with Paris from the Prince Troilus : I will make 
a complimental assault upon him, for my busi- 
ness seethes. c 

Serv. Sodden, business! there’s a stewed 
phrase indeed! 


Enter Parts and HELEN, attended. 


Pan. Fair be to you, my lord, and to all 
this fair company! ‘fair desires, in all fair 
measure, fairly guide them! especially to you, 
fair queen! fair thoughts be your fair pillow! 

Helen. Dear lord, you are full of fair words. 

Pan, You speak your fair pleasure, sweet 
queen. Fair prince, here is good broken music. 

Par. Youhave broke it, cousin: and, by m 
life, you shall make it whole again; you shall 
piece it out with a piece of your performance. 
NelL he is full of harmony. 

Pan. Truly, lady, no. 

Helen. O, sir,— % 

Pan. Rude, in sooth; in good sooth,very rude. 
2 Far. Well said, my lord! well, you say so 
in fits. 

Pan. have business to my lord, dear queen. 
My lord, will you vouchsafe me a word ? 

elen. Nay, this shall not hedge us out: 
we'll hear you sing, certainly, 

Pan. Well, sweet queen, you are pleasant 
with me. But, marry, thus, my lord : my dear 
lord and most esteemed friend, your brother 


Troilus,— 70 
CGE My Lord Pandarus; honey-sweet 
lord,— 


Pan. Goto, sweet queen, go to :—commends 
himself most affectionately to you,— 

Helen, You shall not bob us out of our 
melody: if you do, our melancholy upon your 

head ! 

Pan. Sweet queen, sweet queen! that’s a 
sweet queen, i’ faith. 2 

Helen. And to make a sweet lady sad is a 
sour offence. Bo 

Pan. Nay, that shall not serve your turn ; 
that shall it not, in truth, la. Nay, I care not 
for such words; no, no. And, my ford, he de- 
sires you, that if the king call for him at supper, 
you will make his excuse. 

Helen._My Lord Pandarus,— 

Pan. What says my sweet queen, my very 
very sweet queen? 

Par. ‘What exploit’s in hand? where sups 
he to-night? gc 

Helen. Nay, but, my lord,— 

Pan. What says my sweet queen? My 
cousin will fall out with you. You must not 
know where he sups. 

Par, Ill lay my life, with my disposer 
Cressida, 

Pan. No, no, no such matter ; you are wide: 
come, your. disposer is sick. 

Par. Well, I'll make excuse. 5 

Pan. Ay, good my lord. Why should you 
say cressldt no, your poor disposer’s sick. 

ar. 
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Pan. You spy! what do you spy? Com 
give me an instrument. Now, sweet queen. 

Helen. Why, this is analy done. 

Pan, My niece is horribly in loye with a 
thing you have, sweet queen, 

Helen. She shall have it, my lord, if it be 
not my lord Paris. 

Pan. He! no, she'll none of him; they two 
are $wain. Geek p 111 

Helen. Falling in, after falling out, may 
make them three. 

Pan. Come, come, I'll hear no more of 
this; I’ll sing youa song now. 

Helen. Ay, ay, prithee now. By my troth, 
sweet lord, thou hast a fine forehead. 

Pan. Ay you may, youmay, 

Helen. Let thy song be Jove: this love will 
undo us all. O Cupid, Cupid, Cupid! 120 

Pun. Love! ay, that it shall, i’ faith. 

A Par. Ay, good now, love, love, nothing but 
love. 

Pan. In good troth, it begins so. — [Sings. 

Love, love, nothing but love, still more! 
For, O, love's bow 
Shoots buck and doe: 
The shaft confounds, 
Not that it wounds, 
But tickles still the sore. : 130 
These lovers ery Oh! oh! they die! 
Yet that which seems the wound to kill, 
Doth turn oh! oh! to ha! ha! he! 
So dying love lives still : 
Oh! oh! a while, but ha! ha! hat! 
Oh! oh! groans out for ha! ha! ha! 
Heigh-ho! Aone 

Helen. In love, i’ faith, to the very tip of the 
nose. 7 139 

Par. He eats nothing but doves, love, and 
that breeds hot blood, and hot blood’ begets hot 
thoughts, and hot thoughts beget hot deeds, 
and hot deeds is love. . 

Pan. Is this the generation of love? hot 
blood, hot thoughts, and hot deeds? Why, 
they are vipers: is love a generation of vipers? 
Sweet lord, who’s a-field to-day ? 

Par. Hector, Deiphobus, Helenus Antenor, 
and all the gallantry of Troy: I would fain have 
armed to-day, but my Nell would not have it 
so._ How chance my brother Troilus went not? 

Helen. He hangs the lip at something : you 
know all, Lord Pandarus. 

Pan. Not I, honey-sweet queen, I long to 
hear how they sped to-day. You'll remember 
your brother’s excuse? 

Par. Toa hair. 

Pan. Farewell, sweet queen. 

Helen. Commend me to your niece. ; 

Pan. Iwill, sweet queen: [Exit. 

[4 retreat sounded. 

Par, They’re come from field: let us to 

Priam’s hall, 161 
To greet the warriors. Sweet Helen, I must 
woo you 
To help unarm our Hector: his stubborn buckles, 
With these your white enchanting fingers 
Shall more obey. th f steel 
‘ali more obey than to the edge of stee 
HoT @igitGeckkiyho@angotyou shall do more 
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Than all the island kings,—disarm great Hector. 

Helen. “Iwill make us proud to be his 
servant, Paris; 

Yea, what he shall receive of us in duty 

Gives us more palm in beauty than we have, 

Yea, overshines ourself, 171 
Par. Sweet, above thought I love thee. 

[Excunt. 


speak to her? Come, draw this curtain, and 
let’s see your picture. Alas the day, how loath 
you are to offend daylight! an ‘twere dark, 
yow’ld close sooner. So, so; rub on, and kiss 
the mistress. How now! a kiss in fee-farm! 
build there, carpenter; the air is sweet. Nay, 
you shall fight mOuE hearts out ere I part you. 
The falcon as the tercel, for all the ducks i’ the 
river: go to, go to. 

Tro. You have bereft me of all words, lady. 

Pan. Words pay no debts, give her ¢ leeds : 
but she’ll bereave you o’ the deeds too, if she 
call your activity in question. What, billing 
again? Here’s ‘In witness whereof the parties 


interchangeably ’—Come in, come in; 1’ go 
getafire. t Exit. 
Cres. Will you walk in, my lord? 


Tro. O Cressida, how often have I wished 

























ScenE LL Zhesame. Pandarus' orchard. 
Enter PANDARUS and TROILUS’ Boy, meeting. 


Pan., How now! where’s thy master? at 
my cousin Cressida’s? 

Boy. No, sir; he stays for you to conduct 
him thither. 

Pan. Q, here he comes. 





Enter TRoitus. me thus! 
How now, how now! Cres. Wished, my lord! The gods grant,— 
Zro. Sirrah, wall: off, [Zxit Boy. | O my lord 


rd! 

Tyo, What should they grant? what makes 
this pretty abruption? _ What too curious. 
esis my sweet lady in the fountain of our 
love? 7 
Cres. More dregs than water, if my fears 
have eyes. , 

Tro. Fears make devils of cherubins; they 
never see truly. i 

Cres. Blind fear, that seeing reason leads, 
finds safer footing than blind reason stumbling 
without fear: to fear the worst oft cures the 
worse. 


Pan. Haye you seen my cousin? 

Tro, No, Pandarus: I stalk about her door, 
Like a strange soul upon the Stygian banks 10 
Staying for waftage, O, be thou my Charon, 
And give me swift transportance to those fields 
Where I may wallow in the lily-beds 
Proposed for the deserver t O gentle Pandarus, 
From Cupid’s shoulder pluck his painted wings, 
And fly with me to Cressid! 

Pan. Walk here i’ the orchard, I'll bring 
her stale : eae 

Tro. I am giddy; expectation whirls me 


round, Tyo. ©, let my lady apprehend no fear: in 
The imaginary relish is so sweet 2o| all Cupid’s pageant there is presented no 


monster. ¢ 8x 

Cres. Nor nothing monstrous neither ? 

Tro. Nothing, but our undertakings; when 
we vow to weep seas, liye in fire, eat rocks, tame 
tigers; thinking it harder for our mistress to de- 
vise imposition enough than, for us to undergo 
any difliculty imposed. This isthe monstruosity 
in love, lady, that the will is infinite and the 
execution confined, that the desire is boundless 
and the act a slave to limit. 90 

Cres. They say all lovers swear more per- 
formance than they are able and yet reserve an 
ability that they never perform, vowing more 
than the perfection of ten and discharging less 
than the tenth part of one. ‘They that have the 
yoice of lions and the act of hares, are they not 
monsters ¢ 


That it enchants my sense: what will it be, 
When that the watery palate tastes indeed 
Love's thrice repured nectar? death, I fear me, 
Swooning destruction, or some joy too fine, 
Too subtle-potent, tuned too sharp in sweetness, 
For the capacity of my ruder powers : 

Ifear it much; and Ido fear besides, 

That I shall lose distinction in my joys; 

As doth a battle, when they charge on heaps 
The enemy flying. 30 


Re-enter PANDARUS. 
Pan. She’s making her ready, she*ll come 
piraight : Tou must be witty now. She does so 
blush, and fetches her wind-so short, as if she 
Were frayed with a antite gepulliteta fee a is 
he prettiest villain: she fetches her breath as 
short as a new-ta’en sparrow. Exit.| Tro. Are there such? such are not we: 
Tro, Even such a passion doth embrace my | praise us as we are tasted, allow us as we prove; 
SOM t ; our head shall go bare till merit crown 1b? no 
My heart beats thicker than a feverous pulse perfection in reversion shall have a praiso in 
And all my powers do their bestowing lose, present: we will not name desert before his 
‘Like vassalage at unawares encountering = 49 irth, and, being born, his addition shall be 
he eye of majesty. humble. Few words to fair faith: Troilus shall 
= * be such to Cressid as what envy can say worst 
Re-enter PANDARUS with CRESSIDA. shall be a mock for his truth, and what truth 
Pan. Come, come, what, need you blush? 


can speak truest not truer that Troilus, 
shame’s a baby. Here she is now: swear the| Cres. Will you walk in, my lord? 
oaths now to her that you have sworn to me, 

What, are you gone again? youmust be watched 


be Re-enter PANDARUS, 
ere you be made tame, must you? Come your x E e 
wat ms come your ways; an you draw backward, Pan. ‘What, blushing still? have you not 


we'll put you i’ the fills. Why do you not done talking yet? 
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Cres. Well, uncle, what folly I commit, I 
dedicate to you. ‘ III 
Pan. I thank you for that: if my lord get 
a. boy of you, you'll give him me. é 
my lord: if he flinch, chide me for it. 

Tro. You know now your hostages; your 
uncle’s word and my firm faith. 

Pan. Nay, I'll give my word for her too: 
our kindred, though they be long ere they are 
wooed, they are constant being won: they are 
burs, I can tell you; they'll stick where they 
are thrown. _ 120 
Cres. Boldness comes tome now, and brings 

._me heart. r 
Prince Troilus, I have loyed you night and day 
For many weary months. 

Tro. Why was my Cressid then so hard 

to win? 

Cres. Hard to seem won: but I was won, 

_ my lord, 

With the first glance that ever—pardon me— 

I confess much, you will play the tyrant. 

love you now; but not, till now, so much 
But I might master it: in faith, Lie; - 

My thoughts were like unbridled children, 
grown Ly 130 
moor Heaistrong for their mother. See, wWe 


‘cols 
Why have I blabb’d? who shall be true to us, 
Vhen we are so unsecret to ourselves ? 
But, though T loved you well, I woo'd you 
not: 


And yet, good faith, I wish’d myself a man, 
r that we women had men’s privilege 
Of speaking first. Sweet, bid me hold my 
tongue, 
For in this rapture I shall surely spealc 
The thing Tshall repent. See, sec, your silence, 
Cunning in dumbness, from my weakness 


e true to 


draws 140 | And 


My very soul of counsel! stop my mouth. 


v0, And shall, albeit sweet music issues | F 


thence. ma 
Pan. Pretty, i’ faith. 
Cres. My lord, I do beseech ou, pardon me; 
Was not my purpose, thus to beg'a kiss : 
Tam ashamed. 0 heavens! what have I done? 
Yor this time will I take my leave, my lord. 
v0. Your leave, sweet Cressid ! 
Pan Leave! an you take leave till to- 
Morrow morning,— 150 
res. Pray you, content you. 


40. What offends you, lady? | | 


Cres, Sir, mine own company, 
270. 


You cannot shun | by 


. Let me go and try: 
Thave a kind of self resides with you; 
But an unkind self, that itself will leave, 
Lo be another's fool. I would be gone: 
ere 1g my wit? I know not what I speak, 
Tro. Well know they what they speak that 
speak so wisely, 
Cres. Perchance, my lord, I show more craft 
than love; I 
And fell so roundly toa large confession, 
To angle for your thoughts: but you are wise, 
r else you love not, for to be wise and love 
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60] it to death: away 


[Act my 
Exceeds man’s might; that dwells with gods 


above. . 
Tro. O that I thought it could be ina 
woman— j 
As, if it can, I will presume in you— 
To feed for aye her lamp and flames of love; 
To keep her constancy in plight and youth, 
Outliving beauty’s outward, with a mind 
That doth renew swifter than blood decays! 170 
Or that persuasion could but thus convince 


me, 
That my integrity and truth to you : 
Might be affronted with the match and weight! 
Of such a winnow'd purity in love; 
How were I then uplifted! but, alas! 

am as true as truth’s simplicity 
And simpler than the infancy of truth, 

Cres. In that I'll war with you. 

Tro. : O virtuous fight, 
When Tight with right wars who shall be most 
right! 

True swains in love shall in the world to come 

Approve their truths by Troilus; when their 
rhymes, Cs 181 

Full of protest, of oath and big compare, 

Want similes, truth tired with iteration, 

As true as steel, as plantage to the moon, 

As sun to day, as turtle to her mate, 

As iron to adamant, as earth to the centre, 

Yet, after all comparisons of truth, | 

As truth’s authentic author to be cited, 

‘ As true as Troilus’ shall crown up the verse, 

Anil sanctify the numbers, 
Tes. Prophet may you he! 

If I be false, or swerve a hair from truth, — 191 

When time is old and hath forgot itself, 

When waterdrops haye worn the stones of 





roy, 
And blind oblivion swallow’d cities up, 
nd mighty states characterless are grated 
To dusty nothing, yet let memory, 
"rom false to false, among false maids in love, 
Upbraidl my falsehood! when they’ve said ‘a3 
alse 


As air, as water, wind, or sandy earth 
As fox to lamb, as wolf to heifer's calf, 200 
Pard to the hind, or stepdame to her son,’ 


§ Ment it them say, to stick the heart of’ false- 
hood, 

“As false as Cressid.” 

fan. Go to, a bargain made: seal it, seal it; 
I'll be the witness, - Here I hold your hand, 
iere my cousin’s, If ever you prove false one 
to another, since I have taken such pains to 
ring you together, let all pitiful goers-between 
be called to the world’s end after my name; 
call them all Pandars; let all constant men be 
Troiluses, all false women Cressids, and all 
brokers-between Pandars! say, amen, 

Tro, Amen. 

Cres. Amen. 

Pan. Amen. Whereupon I will show you 
a chamber with a bed; which bed, because it 
shall not speak of your pretty encounters, press 

! 
And Cupid grant all tongue-tied maidens here 
Bed, chamber, Pandar to provide this gear! 
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Scunx ut] 


Scene IU. Zhe Grecian camp. Before 


Achilles’ tent. 


Enter AGAMEMNON, ULYSSES, DIOMEDES, 
Nestor, AJAX, MENELAUuS, and CALCHAS. 


Cal. Now, princes, for the service I have 
done you, ; 
The advantage of the time prompts me aloud 
To call Hs recompense. Appear it to your 
mind 
¢That, through the sight I bear in things to 


love, 
T have abandon'd Troy, left my possession, 
Incurr'd a traitor’s name; exposed myself, 
From certain and possess'd conveniences, 
To doubtful fortunes ; sequestering from me all 
That time, acquaintance, custom and condition 
Made tame and most familiar to my nature, 10 
And here, to do you service, am become 
‘As new into the world, strange, unacquainted : 
I do beseech you, as in way of taste, 
To give me now a little benefit, 
Out of those many register’ in promise, 
Which, you say, live to. come in my behalf. 
Agam. What wouldst thou of us, Trojan? 
make demand. 
Cal. You have a Trojan prisoner, call’d 
Antenor, 
Yesterday took: Troy holds him very dear. 
Oithave you—often have you thankstherefore— 
Desired my Cressid in right great exchange, 21 
‘Whom Troy hath still denied: but this Antenor, 
I know, is such a wrest in their affairs 
That their negotiations all must slack, 
‘Wanting his manage; and they will almost 
Give us a prince of blood, a son of Priam, 
In change of him: let him be sent, great 
TINces, 
And he shall buy my daughter; and her 





resence | s 
Shall quite strike off all service I have done, 
In most accepted pain. | : 
Agam. Let Diomedes bear him, 30 
And bring us Cressid hither : Calchas shall have 
What he requests of us. Good Diomed, 
Yurnish you fairly for this interchange : 
Withal bring word if Hector will to-morrow 
Be answer’d in his challenge: Ajax is ready. 
Dio. This shall I undertake; and ‘tis a 
burden 
Which J am proud to bear. 
Vieceunt Diomedes and Calchas. 


Enter AcitiLiEs and Patrootus, before 
their tent. 


Ulyss. Achilles stands i’ the entrance of his 
tent: : 
Please it our gencral to pass strangely by him, 
‘As if he were forgot; and, princes all, | 4o 

Lay negligent and loose regard upon him: 
Twill come last. "is like he’ll question me 
Why such unplausive eyes are bent on him: 
TE so, I have derision medicinable, OE. 
To use between your strangeness and his pride, 
Which his own will shall have desire to drink: 
It may do good: pride hath no other glass 

To show itself but pride, for supple knees 
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Feed arrogance and are the proud man’s fees. 
Agam. We'll execute your purpose, and 
put on 50 
A form of strangeness as we pass along : 
So do each lord, and either preet him not, |. 
Or else disdainfully, which shall shake him 
more 
Than if not look’'d on. I will Jead the way. 
Achil. What, comes the general to speak 
with me? z 
You know my mind, I'll fight no more ’gainst 


Toy. 
Agan. What says Achilles? would he aught 
with us?, 


Nest. Would you, my lord, aught with the 
general? 

Achil. No. 

Nest. Nothing, my lord. 60 

Agam. The better. 


Z (Ereunt Agamemnon and Nestor. 
Achil, Good day, good day. 
Men, How do you? how do you? [£vié. 
Achil. What, does the cuckold scorn me? 
Ajax, How now, Patroclus! 

Achil. Good morrow, Ajax. 
Ajax, Wat 
Achil. Good morrow." F 
Ajax. A and good next day too. [zee 
Achil. What mean these fellows? Know 
they not Achilles? 70 
Patr.. They pass by strangely: they were 
used to, bend : 
To send their smiles before them to Achilles; 
To come as humbly as they used to creep 
To holy altars. 
Achil. . What, aim I poor of late? : 
Tis certain, greatness, once fall’n out with 
fortune, | = 
Must fall out with men too : what the declined is 
He shall as soon read in the eyes of others _. 
As feel in his own fall; for men, like butterflies, 
Show not their mealyavanes Dut to the summer, 
‘And not a man, for being simply man, 80 
Hath any honour, but honour for those honours 
That are without him, as place, riches, favour, 
Prizes of accident as oft as merit: 
Which when they fall, as being slippery standers, 
The love that Jean’d on them as slippery too, 
Do one plucs down another and topellien 
Die in the fall. But’tis not so with me: 
Fortune and I are friends: I do enjoy 
At me point all that I did possess, . 
Save these men’s looks; who do, methinks, 
find out ; : 9° 
Something not worth in me such rich beholding 
As they haye often given. Here is Ulysses: 
J'll interrupt his reading. 
How now, Ulysses! ? 
ss. Now, great Thetis’ son! 
Achil. What are you reading? 

Yss. A strange fellow here 
Writes me: ‘That man, how dearly eyer parted, 
How much in having, or without or in, 

Cannot make boast to have that which he hath, 
Nor feels not what he owes, but by reflection ; 
‘As when his virtues shining upon others —_ 100 
Heat them and they retort that heat again 

To the first giver.” 
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Achil, This is not strange, Ulysses. 
The beauty that is borne here in the face 
The bearer knows not, but commends itself 


[Acr Ir 


And eave you hindmost : s 
Or, like a gallant horse fall’n in first rank, 
Lie there for pavement to the abject rear, 





















To others’ eyes; nor doth the e ¢ itself, O’er-run and trampled on: then what they do 
That most pure spirit of sense, behold itself, in present, ~ 

Not going Rout itself; but eye to eye opposed Though less than yours in past, must Oertop 
Salutes each other with each other's form; yours; 


For speculation turns not to itself, 
Till it hath travell'd and is mirror'd there 110 
Wipers it may see itself. This is not strange at 


For time is like a fashionable host 

aut Ny shakes his parting guest by the 
hand, 

And with his arms outstretch’d, as he would fly, 

Grasps in the comer: weleome ever smiles, 

And farewell goes out sighing, O, let not 
virtue seek ° 

Remuneration for the thing it was; 170 

For beauty, wit, 

High birth, vigour of bone, desert in service, 

Love, friendship, charity, are subjects all 

To envious and calumniating time. 

One touch of nature makes the whole world kin, 

That all with one consent praise new-born 
gawds, 

Though! they are made and moulded of things 
past, 

And give to dust that is a little gilt 

More laud than gilt o’er-dlusted. 

The present eye praises the present object: 180 

‘Then marvel not, thou great and complete man, 

That all the Greeks begin to worship Ajax Ci 

Since things in motion sooner catch the eye 


i r Than what not stirs. The ery went once on thee, 
What things ayain most dear in the esteem And still it might, and yet it may agiin, 


And poor in worth! Now shall we see to-| If thou wouldst not entomb thyself alive 
morrow— 130 | And case thy reputation in thy tent; : 
An act that very chance doth throw upon him— | Whose glorious deeds, but in these fields of 


Ulyss._ I do not strain at the position, — 
Itis famnillan bet at the authors drift ; 

0, in his circumstance, expressly proves 
That no man is the lord of anything, 
Though in and of him there be much consisting, 
Till he communicate his parts to others ; 

Nor doth he of himself know them for aught 
Till he behold them form’d in the applause 
Where they’re extended ; who, like an arch, 
reverberates ‘ 120 
he voice again, or, like a gate of steel 
ronting the sun, receives and renders hack ‘ 
His figure and his heat. Iwas much wrapt in 
his ; 
And apprehended here immediately 
The unknown Ajax. 
eayens, what a man is there! a very horse, 
That has he knows not what. Nature, what 
things there are i 
Lost abject in regard and dear in use! 





Ajax renown’d: O Reavens what some men do, late, a}, 3 
While some men leave to do! Made einulous missions *mongst the gods them- 
How some men creep in skittish fortune’s hali, selves 5 
Whiles others play the idiots in her ¢ es! And drave great Mars to faction. 
ow one man eats into another's pride, Achil. Of this my privacy 190 
While pride is fasting in his wantonness! Ihave strong reasons. 
‘0 see these Grecian lords !—why, even already lyss. But ’gainst your privacy 


hey clup the lubber Ajax on the’ shoulder, 
As if his foot were on brave Hector’s breast 140 
And great Troy shrieking. 

Ackil. Ido believe it; for they pass'd by me 
AAs misers do by beggars, neither gave to me 
Good word nor look: what, are my deeds | T 


The reasons are more potent and heroical : 
‘Tis known, Achilles, that you are in love 
With one of Priam’s daughiters. 

Achil. Ha! known! 
Ulyss, Is that a wonder? 
he providence that’s in.a watchful state 


forgot? Knows almost every grain of Plutus’ gold 
ile Time hath, my lord, a wallet at his Finds bottom in the uncomprehensive deeps, 
back, 


Keeps place with thought and almost, like the 


Wherein’ he uts alms for oblivion, gods, 
Does thoughts unveil in their dumb cradles, 200 


A great-sized monster of ingratitudes: 


‘hose Scraps are good deeds past; which are There is a mystery—with whom relation 
devour'd Durst never meddle—in the soul of state ; 
As fast as they are made forgot as soon Which hath an operation more divine 


As done: perseverance, dear my lord, 1 
Keeps honour bright: to have done is to hang 
Quite out of fashion, like a rusty mail 
In monumental mockery. Take the instant 
way; $ A To throw down Hector than Polyxena: 
For honour travels ina strait so narrow, But it must grieve young Pyrrhus now at home, 
Where pone but goes abreast: keep then the When fame shall in our islands sound her 


path; — rump, | 210 
For emulation hath a thousand sons And all the Greekish girls shall tripping sing, 
£ one by one pursue : if you give way, 


r “Great Hector's sister did Achilles win, 
r hedge aside from the direct forthright, But our great Ajax bravely beat down him.’ 
toan enter’d tide, they all rush by 


Farewell ; G r speal: ; 
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Than breath or pen can give expressure to : 
All the cominerce that you have had with Troy 
As ipeueesly is ours as yours, my lord; 

And better would it fit Achilles much 


Scene mt] 


The fool slides o’er the ice that you should 

reak. é { Exit. 

Patr. To this effect, Achilles, have I moved 
you: 


A woman impudent and mannish grown 
Ts not more loathed than an effeminate man 
In time of action. I stand condemn’d for this; 
They think my little stornach to the war 220 
‘And your great love to me restrains you thus: 
Sweet, rons yourself; and the weak wanton 
Jupid 
Shall from your neck unloose his amorous fold, 
And, like a dew-drop from the lion’s mane, 
Be shook to air. g 
Achil. Shall Ajax fight with Hector? 
Ts AY, and perhaps receive much honour 
Vv him. 
Achil. Isee my reputation is at stake; 
My fame is shrewdly gored. 
Pati. : O, then, beware ; 
SrHoSe sounds heal ill that men do give them- 
selves : 
Omission to do what is necessary 230 
Seals a commission to a blank of danger; 


- And danger, like an ague, subtly taints 


Even then when we sit idly in the sun, 
Achil. Go call Thersites hither, sweet Patro- 


clus: 
Tl send the fool to Ajax and desire him 
To invite the Trojan lords after the combat 
To see us here unarm’d: I haye a woman's 
longing, : 
An appetite that I am sick withal, 
To see great Hector in his weeds of peace, 
To talk with him and to behold his visage, 240 
Even to my full of view. 
Enter THERSITES. 
A labour saved! 

Ther, A wonder! 

Achil, What? 

Ther. Ajax goes up and down the field, 
asking for himself. 

Achil. How so? t 

Ther. He must fight singly to-morrow with 
Hector, and is so prophetically proud of an 
heroical cudgelling that he raves in saying 
nothing. 

Achil. How can that be? | 250 

Ther. Why, he stalks up and down like a 
peacock,—a stride and a stand: ruminates like 
an hostess that hath no arithmetic but, her 
brain to set down her reckoning: bites his lip 
with a politic regard, as who should say ‘‘There 
were wit in this head, an “twould out;” and 
so there is, but it lies as coldly in him as fire 
ina flint, which will not show without lmock- 
ing. The man’s undone for ever; for if Hector 
break not his neck i’ the combat, he'll break “t 
himself in yuin-glory. He knows not me: 
said ‘Good morrow, Ajax;’ and he replies 
“Thanks, Agamemnon.” What think you of 
this man that takes me for the general? He's 
grown a very land-fish, languageless, a monster. 
A plague of opinion! 1 man may wear it on 
both sides, like a leather jerkin. 

Achil. Thou must be my ambassador to 
him, Thersites. 
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Ther, Who, 1? why, he'll answer nobody; 
he professes not answering: speaking is for 
beggars ; he wears his tongue in‘s arms. I will 
put on his presence: let Patroclus’ make de- 
mands to me, you shall see the pageant of 


Ajax. 

Achil. To him, Patroclus: tell him Ihumbly 
desire the valiant Ajax to invite the most 
valorous Hector to come unarmed to my tent, 
and to procure safe-conduct for his person of 
the magnanimous and most illustrious six-or- 
seven-times-honoured captain-general of the 
Grecian army, Agamemnon, et cetera. Do 
this. 280 

Pair. Tove bless great Ajax! 

Ther. Hum! 

T come from the worthy Achilles,— 


5 al 

_ Par, Who most humbly desires you to 
invite Hector to his tent,— 

Ther. Hum! 

Patr. And to procure safe-conduct from 
Agamemnon. 

Ther. Agamemnon! 290 

Paty. Ay, my lord. 

Ther. Ha! 

Pair. 

Ther. 


What say you to "t? 
God b’ wi’ you, with all my heart. 

Patr. Your answer, sir. 

Ther. Tf to-morrow be a fair day, by eleven 
o'clock it will go one way or other: howsoever, 
he shall pay for me ere he has me. 

Paty. Your answer, sir. 

Ther, Fare you well, with all my heart. 300 


4 sce Why, but he is not in this tune, 
is he 

Ther. No, but he’s out o' tune thus. What 
music will be in him when Hector has knocked 
out his brains, I know not; but, I am sure, 
none, unless the fiddler Apollo get his sinews 
to make catlings on. A 

Achil. Come, thou shalt bear a letter to him 
straight, : 

Ther. Let me bear another to his horse ; for 
that’s the more capable creature. 310 

Achil. . My mind is troubled, like a fountain 

stirr'd ; 
And I myself see not the bottom of it, 
[Excunt Achilles and Patroclus. 

Ther. Would the fountain of your mind 
were clear again, that I might water an ass at 
it! I had rather be a tick in a sheep than such. 
a valiant ignorance, [Exit. 


ACT IV. 
Scenel. Troy. A street. 


Enter, from one side, JENEAS, and Servant 
with w torch; from the other, Paris, Del- 
PHOBUS, ANTENOR, DIOMEDES, and others, 
ith torches. 


Par. See, ho! who is that there? 
Dei. “ It is the Lord AEneas. 
“dine. Is the prince there in person ? 
Had I so good oceasion to menos 
As you, Prince Paris, nothing but heavenly 
usiness 
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Should rob my bed-mate of my company. 
Dio, That’s my mind too. Good morrow, 
Lord AEneas. - 
ee fs valiant Greek, Atneas,—take his 
hand,— 5 
Witness the process of your speech, wherein 
You told how Diomed, a whole week by days, 
Did haunt you in the field. : : 
Mine. _ Health to you, valiant sir, 10 
During all question of the gentle truce; i 
But when I meet you arm’d, as black defiance 
As heart can think or courage execute. 
Dio. The one and other Diomed embraces. 
Our bloods are now in calm; and, so long, 
health! - = 
But when contention and occasion meet, 
By Jove, Ill play the hunter for thy life 
With all my force, pursuit and policy. 
ene at thou shalt hunt a lion, that 
will, fly 
With his face backward. In humane gentle- 






















With such a hell of pain and world of cha 
And you as well to keep her, that defend her, 
Not palating the taste of her dishonour, 
With such a costly loss of wealth and friends: 
He, like a puling cuckold, would drink Up 6: 
The lees and dregs of a flat tamed piece ; 
You, like a lecher, out of whorish loins 
Are pleased to breed out your inheritors : 
Both merits poised, each weighs nor less nor 
more ; 
But he as he, the heavier for a whore, 
ar, You are too bitter to your country- 
woman, 
Dio. She’s bitter to her country: hear me, 
‘aris : 
For every false drop in her bawd: 


y veins 
A Grecian’s life hath sunk ; for 


very scruple 

Of her contaminated carrion weight, t 

A trojan hath been slain: since she contd 

speak, 

She hath not giyen so many good words breath 

As for her Greeks and ‘Trojans suffer'd death. 
Par, Fair Diomed, you do as chapmen do, 

Dispraise the thing that you desire to buy : 

But we in silence hold this virtue well, 

We'll but commend what we intend to sell. 

Here lies our way. [Zxeunt. 


Scene Il, Zhe same. Court of Pandarus 
house. 


Enter Tromus and Cressipa, 


Tro. mee trouble not yourself: the morn 
is cold. 
Cres. Then, sweet my lord, I’ll call mine 
uncle down ; 
He shall unbolt the gates. 7 
Tro. .,, Lrouble him not ; 
To bed, to bed: sleep kill those pretty eyes, 


And give as soft attachment to thy senses 
nie 








ness, 
Welcome to Troy! now, by Anchises’ life, 
Welcome, indeed! By Venus’ hand I swear, 
No man alive can love in such a sort 
The thing he means to kill more cellent 
Dio. Ve sympathise : Jove, let AEncas live, 
If to my sword his fate be not the glory, 
A thousand complete courses of the sun’! 
But, in mine emulous honour, let him die, 
With every joint a wound, and that to-morrow! 
4ine. We know each other well. 30 
Dio. We do; and long to know each ‘other 


worse. 
Par, This is the most despiteful gentle 


greeting, 
The noblest hateful love, that e’er I heard of. 
‘What business, lord, so early? i 
ine, Iwas sent for to the king; but why, 
I know not. 


Par, His purpose meets you: "twas to bring | As infants’ empty of all thought ! 
this Greek Cres. E Good morrow, then, 
Lo Calchas’ house, and there to render him, Zvo. I prithee now, to bed. 
For the enfreed Antenor, the fair Cressid ; Cres. Are you a-weary of me? 


Let’s have your company, or, if you please, 
Haste there before us: I constantly lo think— 
Or rather, call my thought a certain know- 


Tro. O Cressida! but that the busy day, 
Waked by the lark, hath roused the ribald 


crows, 
ige— f And dreaming night will hide our joys no 
My brother Troilus lodges there to-night ; longer, 10 
ouse him and give him note of our approach, | I would not from thee. ‘ 
With the whole quality wherefore: I fear 1'C3. Night hath been too brief. 
We shall be much unwelcome. 


Tro, Beshrew the witch! with venomous 
wights she stays 
As tediously as hell, but flies the grasps of love 
With wings more momentary-swift than 
You will ertch cold, and 
T ¢ ou will catch cold, and curse me. 
Will have itso. On, lord; we’ll follow you. Tes. H Prithee, tarry: 
dine. Good morrow, all. so | You men will never tarry. 5 
[Zit with Servant. | O foolish Cressid! I might have still held off, 
Par, And tell me, noble Diomed, faith, tell} And then you would have tarried. Hark! 
me true, there's one up, 
Even in the soul of sound good-fellowship, Pan. [Within] What,’s all the doors open 
ho, in your thoughts, merits fair Helen best, here? 
‘self or Menelaus ? Tro. It is your uncle. 


20 
io. Both alike : Cres. A pestil i ill he be 
He merits well to have her, that doth seck her, an Pere Hint nM 


dine. That I assure you: 
Zroilus had rather Troy were borne to Greece 
Than Cressid borne from Troy. i 

Par, nes There is no help; 
The bitter disposition of the time 


: i mocking : 
ot making any scruple of her soilure, I shall ave such a lifes : 
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Scene 11] 


Enter PANDARUS. 


Pan. How now, how now! how go maiden- 
heads? Here, you maid! where’s my cousin 
Cressid ? 

Cres. Go hang yourself, you naughty mock- 

ing uncle! 
You bring me to do, and then you flout me too. 

Pan. ‘Todo what? to do what? let her say 
what: what have L brought vou to do? 

Gres. Come, come, beshrew your heart! 

you'll ne’er be good, 30 
Nor sutler others, 

Pan. Ha, ha! Alas, poor wretch! ah, poor 
capocchia! hast not slept to-night? would he 
not, a naughty man, let it sleep? a bugbear 
take him! — 

Cres. Did not I tell you?_ Would he were 

knock’d i? the head! — [Knocking within. 
Who’s that at door? good uncle, go and see. 
My lord, come you again into my chamber; 


You smile and mock me, as if I meant 
naughtily. 
Tro. Ha, hat i el 39 
Cres. Come, you are deceived, I think of no 
such thing. Knocking within. 
How earnestly they knock! Pray you, come in: 


L would not for half Troy have you seen here. 
2 [Exeunt Troilus and Cressida. 
Pan. Who’s there? what’s the matter? will 
you beat-down the door? How now! what’s 
the matter? 


Enter ASNEAS. 


“Ene. Good morrow, lord, good morrow. 
Pan. Who’s there?’my Lord Aineas! ‘By 
my troth, = 
Iknew you not: what news with you so early? 
“ine. Is not Prince Troilus here? 
Pan. Vere! what should he do here? 50 
ine. Come, he is here, my lord; do not 
deny him: E 
It doth import him much to speak with me. 
Pan. Is he here, say you? ’tis more than I 
know, I'll be sworn: for my own part, I came 
in late. What should he do here? - 
ine. Who!—nay, then: come, come, you 11 
do him wrong ere you’re ware: you I be so 
true to him, to be false to him: do not you 
know of him, but yet go fetch him hither; go. 


Re-enter TROILUS. 


Tro. How now! what’s the matter? 60 
ine. My lord, I scarce have leisure to 
salute you, 
My matter is so rash: there is at hand 
Paris your brother, and Deiphobus, 
The Grecian Diomed, and our Antenor 
Deliver'd to us; and for him forthwith, 
Ere the first sacrifice, within this hour, 
Ve must give up to Diomedes" hand 
he Lady Cressida. 
Tro. Is it so concluded? 
‘dine. By Priam and the general state of 


Toy : ; ‘ 
They are at hand and ready to effect it. 70 
Tro. How-my achievements mock me! 


i 5 . Tro. 
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We met by chance; you did not find me here. 
4ine. Good, good, my lord; the secrets of 
nature 
Have not more gift in taciturnity. 
Exewnt Troilus and Aineas. 
Pan. Is’t possible? no sooner got but lost? 
The devil take Antenor! the young prince will 
go mad: a plague upon Antenor! Twould they 
had broke’s neck ! 


Re-enter CRESSIDA. * 


Cres. How now! what’s the matter? who 
was here? 8r 

Pan, Ah, ah! 

Cres. Why sigh you so profoundly? where’s 
my lord? gone! ‘fell me, sweet uncle, what’s 
the matter? 

Pun. Would I were as deep under the earth 
as Iam above! 

Cres. O the gods! what’s the matter? 

Pan. Prithee, get thee in: would thou hadst 
ne'er been born! I knew thou wouldst be his 
death. O, poor gentleman! A plague upon 
Antenor! 

Cres. Good uncle, I beseech you, on my 
Imees I beseech you, what’s the matter? 

Pan. Thou niust be gone, wench, thou must 
be gone; thou art changed for Antenor: thou 
must to thy father, and ‘be gone from Troilus: 
twill be his death; ‘twill be his bane; he can- 
not bearit, | 2 

Cres. O you immortal gods! I will not go. 

Pan. Thou must. 

Cres, I will not, uncle: 

father ; ty 
T know no touch of consanguinity ; 
No kin, no love, no blood, no soul so near me 
‘As the sweet Troilus. O you gods divine! 
Make Cressid’s name the very crown of false- 


IoL 
I have forgot my 


ho 2 
Té ever she Jeave Troilus! Time, force, and 


leath, 
Do to this body what extremes you can ; 
But the strong base and building of my love 
Isas the very centre of the carth, 110 
Drawing all things to it. I'll goin and weep,— 
Pan. Do, do. ‘ 
Cres. ‘Lear my bright hair and scratch my 
raised cheeks, 
Crack my clear yoice with sobs and break my 


heart 
With sounding Troilus. I will not go from 
Troy. peeunt. 


Scene I. The same. Street before Pan- 
darus’ house. 


Enter Panis, TROILUS, AENEAS, DEIPHOBUS, 
ANTENOR, and DIOMEDES. 


Parsee is great morning, and the hour 


prefix . 
Of her delivery to this valiant Greek 
Comes fast upon. Good my brother Troilus, 
Tell you the lady what she is to do, 
And haste her to the purpose. | 
Walk into her house; 


Ne 
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I'll bring her to the Grecian presently : 
And to his hand when I deliver her, 
Think it an altar, and thy brother Troilus 
A priest there offering to it his own heart. 


He fumbles up into a loose adieu, 
nd scants us with a single famish’d kiss, 
Distasted with the salt of broken tears, 50 
Aine. [Within] My lord, is the lady ready? 



















[Evit. Tro. Hark! you are call’d: some say the 
Par, I know what’tis to love; 10 _ Genius so... i 
And would, as I shall pity, I could help! Cries ‘come’ to him that instantly must die, 
Please you walk in, my lords. Exewnt. | Bid them have patience ; she shall come anon, 


Pan. Where are my tears? rain, to lay this 
wind, or my heart will be blown up by the root, 


[Ecit, 


Sozne IV. The same. Pandarus’ house. 
Ente* Panparvus and Cressma. 


Pan. Be moderate, be moderate. 
Cres, Why tell you me of moderation? 
The grief is fine, full, perfect, that I taste, 
And violenteth in a sense as strong 
As that which causeth it: how can I moderate 


Cres. Iimust then to the Grecians? 


"0. ‘ No remedy, 
Cres. A woful Cressid ’mongst the merry 


recks ! ‘: 
When shall we see again? 
Zo, Hear me, my love: be thou but true 
of heart,— 60 
Cres, true! how now! what wicked deem 
is this? ao 
Tro. Nay, we must use expostulation kindly, 
For it is parting from us: 5 
I speak not ‘be thou true,’ as fearing thee, 
For I will throw my glove to Death himself, 
That there’s no maculation in thy heart ; 
But ‘be thou true,’ say I, to fashion in 
My sequent protestation ; be thou true, 
And I will see thee. 
Cres. O, you shall be exposed, my lord, to 
angers) 70 
As infinite as imminent! but I’ll be true. 
vo. And I'll grow friend with danger. 
Wear this sleeve. _ 
Cres. And you this glove. When shall I 
see you 


it? 
If I could temporise with my, affection, 
Or brew it to a weak and colder palate, 
The like allayment could I give my grief: 
My love admits no qualifying dross ; 
9 more my grief, in such a precious loss. 10 
Pan. Here, here, here he comes. 


Enter Troms. 


Ah, sweet ducks! 7 
ve3. O ‘Troilus! Troilus! [Embracing him. 

Pan. What a pair of spectacles is here! 
Let me embrace too. ‘O heart,’ as the goodly 
saying is, 

——O heart, heavy heart, 
Why sigh’st thou without breaking?” 
where he answers again, t : 5 
“Because thou canst not ease thy smart 20 Tro. J will corrupt the Grecian sentinels, 
By friendship nor by speaking.’ To give thee nightly visitation. 

There was never a truer rhyme. Let us cast | But yet be true. 
away nothing, for we may live to have need of| Ces. O heavens! ‘be true’ again! 
such a verse: we see it, we see it. How now, |’ Zro. Hear why I speak it, love: 
lambs? ; te : The Grecian youths are full of q uality; _ 

vo. Cressid, I love thee in'so strain’d a They're loving, well composed with’ gifts of 


purity, : nature, 
That the bless’d gods, as an; with my fancy, | Flowing and swelling o’er with arts and ex- 
More Pught in zeal than the devotion which Se: 


ercise : 80 
Cold lips blow to their deities, take theefrom me. | How novelty may move, and parts with person, 
res. Haye the gods envy? z 30 | Alas, a kind of godly jealousy— 
Pan, Ay, ay, ay, ay; ’tis too plain a case. 


y Which, I beseech you, call a virtuous sin— 
Ore aa is it true that I must go from | Makes me afeard. 
ro; 


Gres, O heavens! you love me not. 
Tro. YA hateful truth. heavens! you lov 


G What, and from ‘Troilus too? | In thss Te eae nen quest 
Tes. nat, and from Troilus too Nn this 0 not ca, our faith in question 

Tro. From Troy and Troilus, f ai 

C; Is it possible? 


So mainly as my merit: I cannot sing, 
wes. Zak Nor heel the high lavolt, nor sweeten talk, 
Zro. And suddenly; where injury of chance 
Puts back jenve taking, justles roughly by 
fe 


Nor play at subtle games; fair virtues all, 
3 | To which the Grecians are most prompt and 
All time of pause, ru I y beguiles our lips 
Of all rejoindure, forcibly prevents 


regnant : 
i Bat can tell that in each grace of these, 
Our lock’d embrasures, shangles our dear vows | ‘There lurks a still and dumb-discoursive devil 
Even in the birth of our own labouring breath : 


hat tempts most cunningly: but be not 
We two, that with so many thousand sighs 41 tempted. oY 
Did buy each other, must poorly sell ourselves Cres. Do you think I will? 
With the rude brevity and discharge of one. Tro. No. e 
Jurious time now with a robber’s haste But something may be done that we will not: 
his rich thievery up, he knows not how: | And sometimes we are devils to ourselves, 
; many farewells as be stars in heaven, When we will tempt the frailty of our powers, 
‘With distinct breath and consign’d kisses to Presuming on their changeful potency. 
them, CC-0 Kashmir Research In ituenBighisal r¥, ear my lord,— 





Scenz Iv] 


Tro. Come, kiss; and let us part. 100 

Par. [Within] Brother Troilus! ls 

Tro. . Good brother, come you hither; 
And bring Auneas and the Grecian with you. 

Cres. My lord, will you be true? 

Tro. Who, I? alas, it is my vice, my fault : 
Whiles others fish with craft for great opinion, 
L with great truth catch mere simplicity ; 
Whilst some with cunning gild their copper 

crowns, . 
With truth and plainness I do wear mine bare. 
Fear not my truth: the moral of my wit 
Is ‘plain and true ;” there’s all the reach of it. 


Enter ZENEAS, Panis, ANTENOR, DEIPHOBUS, 
and DIOMEDES. 


Welcome, Sir Diomed! here isthe lady x11 
Which for Antenor we deliver you: 
At the port, lord, I'll give her to thy hand ; 
‘And by the way possess thee what she is. 
Entreat her fair; and, by my soul, fair Greek, 
If e’er thou stand at mercy of my sword, 
Name Cressid, and thy life shall be as safe 
As Priam isin Ilion, | P 
Dio. Fair Lady Cressid, 
So please you, save the thanks this prince 
expects : 
The lustre in your eye, heaven in your cheek, 
Pleads your fair usage; and to Diomed 121 
You ana be mistress, and command him 
wholly. 
Tro. Grecian, thou dost not use me cour- 
teously, = 
To shame the zeal of my petition to thee 
In praising her: I tell thee, lord of Greece, 
She is as far high-soaring o'er thy praises 
As thou unworthy to be call’d her servant. 
T charge thee use her well, even for my charge; 
For, by the dreadful Pluto, if thou dost not, 
Though the reat, bulk Achilles be thy guard, 
I'll cut thy throat. 2 
Dio. O, be not moyed, Prince Troilus : 
Let me be privileged by my place and message, 
To be a speaker free ; when 1 am hence, 
T'll answer to my lust: and know you, lord, 
T'll nothing do on charge: to her own worth 
Rie shall be prized ; but that you say * ee $0, 
spealt it in my spirit and honour, | no. 
Tro, Come, to the port. I'll tell thee, 


Diomed, t 
anit We shall oft make thee to hide thy 
ead. 
Lady, give me your hand, and, as we walk, 140 
To our own selves bend we our needful tal 
[Exeunt Troilus, Cressida, and Diomedes. 
[Lrumpet within. 


Par. Hark! Heetor’s trumpet. * 
ine, Flow have we spent this morning! 


The prince must think me tardy and remiss, 
That swore to ride before him to the field. 
Par. "Tis Troilus’ fault: come, come, to 
field with him, > 
Dei. Let us make ready straight. i 
‘ine. Yea, witha bridegroom's fresh alacrity, 
Let us address to tend on Hector's heels: 
The glory of our Troy doth this day lie 149 
On his fair worth and single chivalry. [Zewnt. 
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Scene V. The Grecian camp. Lists set out. 


Enter AJAX, armed; AGAMEMNON, ACHIL- 
LES, ParrocLus, MENELAUS, ULYSSES, 
Nestor, and others. 


Agam. Here art thou in appointment fresh 
and fair, — 
Anticipating time with starting courage. 
Give with thy trampet a loud note to Troy, 
Thou dreadful Ajax ; that the appalled air 
May pierce the head of the great combatant 
And hale him hither. 

Ajax. Thou, trumpet, there’s my purse. 
Now crack thy lungs, and split thy brazen pipe: 
Blow, villain, till thy sphered bias cheek 
Outswell the colic of puff’d Aquilon: 

Come, stretch thy chest, and let thy eyes spout 
00d 5 10 
Thou blow’st for Hector.  [Zrumpet sounds. 

Ulyss. No trumpet answers. 

Achil. _ Tis but early days. 

Agam. Is not yond Diomed, with Calchas’ 

daughter ? : 

Ulyss. "Tis he, I ken the manner of his gait; 
He rises on the toe: that spirit of his 
In aspiration lifts him from the earth. 


Enter Diomeves, with CRESSIDA. 


Agam. Is this the Lady Cressid? 
210. Even she. 

‘Agqum. Most dearly welcome to the Greeks, 
sweet lady, i 

West. Our general doth salute you with a 


iss. 

Ulyss. Yet is the kindness but particular; 

*Twere better she were kiss’d in general. (at 
West. And very courtly counsel: I’ll begin. 

So much for Nestor. " 4 

‘Achil. Ill take that winter from your lips, 
fair lady : 

Achilles bids 
Men. Tha 
Patr. But that’s no argument for 

now; ; 

For thus popp'd Paris in his hardiment, 

‘And parted thus you and your argument. 
Ulyss. O deadly gall, and theme of all our 

scorns ! Bed, 30 

For which we lose our heads to gild his horns. 
Paty. The first was Menelaus’ kiss; this, 

mine: 

Patroclus kissesyou. = |, 

Men. . O, this is trim! 

Patr. Paris and I kiss evermore for him. 

Men. I'llhave my kiss, sir. Lady, by your 
leaves 5. 

Cres. In kissing, do you render or receive? 

Patr. Both take and give. mi 

Cres. I'll make my match to live, 

The kiss you take is better than you give; 

Therefore no kiss. : 

Men. I'll give you boot, I’ll give you three 
for one. A 49 
Cres. You're an odd man; give even, or 
ve none, 
Men, An odd man, lady! every man is odd. 


you welcome. eal 
‘ood argument for [desing once, 
cissing 


CC-0 Kashmir Research Institute. Digitzed by eGangotri 





684 TROILUS AND CRESSIDA [Act ty 


Achil. A maiden batile, then? O, I Perceive 
you. 


Cres. No, Paris is not; for you know ’tis 




















true, 
That you are odd, and he is even with you. 


Men. You fillip me o’ the head. Re-enter DiomEDEs, 





Cres, No, Dll besworn.| Agam. Here is Sir Diomed. Go, gentle 
Ulyss. It were no match, your nail against might, 
his horn. Stand by our Aj as you and Lord Eneas 


May I, sweet lady, beg a kiss of you? 


Consent upon the order of their fight, 90 
‘res. You may. 


So be it; either to the uttermost, 


lyss. I do desire it. Or else a breath : the combatants being kin 
Cres. Why, beg, then. | Half stints their strife before their strokes 
Ulyss. Why then for Venus’ sake, give me begin. [Ajav and Hector enter the lists, 
a kiss. Ulyss. They are opposed already. 
When Helen is a maid again, and his. so} Agam. What Trojan is that same that looks 
Cres. I am your debtor, claim it when ‘tis so heavy ? . 
due. Ulyss.. The youngest son of Priam, a true 


Ulyss. Never’s my day, and then a kiss __ knight, 
Not yet mature, yet matchless, firm of word, 
Speaking in deeds and deedless in his tongue ; 
Not eon provoked. nor being provoked soon 
calm’d; 
His heart and hand both open and both free; 
For what he has he gives, what thinks he 
shows; ee a ror 
Yet gives henottill judgement guide his bount: 6 
or dignifies an impair thought with breath ; 
Manly as Hector, but more dangerous ; 
Tor Hector in his blaze of wrath subscribes 
To tender objects, but he in heat of action 
Is more vindicative than jealous love : 
They call him Troilus, and on him erect 
A second hope, as fairly built as Hector. 
Thus says Auneas; one that knows the youth 
Even to his inches, and with private soul arr 
Did in great Ilion thus translate him to me, 
Alarum. Hector und Ajax fight. 
Agam._ They are in action. 
est. Now, Ajax, hold thine own! 
10. Hector, thou sleep'st; 
Awake thee! 


of you. zi 

Dio, Lady, a word: I'll bring you to your 

father. [Bxit with Cressida. 
West. A woman of quick sense. 

Yss. - Tie, fie upon her! 
There’s language in her eye, her cheek, her lip, 
Nay, her foot speaks ; her wanton spirits lool 

) 


ju 

At every joint and motive of her body. 

O, these encounterers, so glib of tongue, 

That give accosting welcome ere it comes, 

And wide unclasp the tables of their thoughts 

To every ticklish reader! set them down 6x 

For sluttish spoils of opportunity aay 

And daughters of the game. {Zrumpet within. 
All, The Trojans’ trumpet. 

Agam. Yonder comes the troop. 
Enter Hector, armed; /ENEAs, TRoILus, 
and other Trojans, with Attendants, 

4ine. Tail, all you state of Greece! what 
shall he done 
To him that victory commands? or do you 


purpose ; F Agam. His blows are well disposed ; there, 
A. victor shall be known? will you the knights Ajax! 
Shall to the edge of all extremit: 5 Dio. You must no more. [Trumpets cease. 
Pursue each other, or shall be divided Ene, Princes, enough, so please you. 
By any voice or order of the field? 7o| Ajax. I am not warm yet 3 let us fight 
ector bade ask, again. ; 
Agam. _ Which way would Hector haye it?} Dio. As Hector pleases, 
ine, He cares not; he'll obey conditions. | _Hect. Vhy, then will I no more: 
Achil. *Tis done like Hector; but securely | Thou art, great lord, my father’s sister's son, 
done, isis. A cousin-german to great Priam’s seed; x2 
A little proudly, and great deal misprizing The obligation of our blood forbids 
The knight opposed. 2 4 A gory emulation ’twixt us twain : 
Mine, If not Achilles, sir, Vere thy commixtion (treck and Trojan so 
What is your name? ~ : That thou couldst say ‘This hand is Grecian all, 
Achil. If not Achilles, nothing. 


And this is Hrojani, the sinews of thisleg 

All Geek and this all Troy; my mother's 
00! 

Runs on the dexter check, and this sinister 

ounds in my father's ;’ by Jove multipotent, 

Thou shouldst not bear rom me a Greekish 

Wi member aaa ae 

id that w e lerein my sword had not impressure ma 

qe ea is Haltaade oe estan plood ; Of our rank feud: but the justzods palsy, 

n love whereof, half Hector stays at home; hat any drop thou bi w'dst from thy mother, 
heart, half hand, half Hector comes to | My sacred sore ooo dst fron : 


dee z x aed june ehould by my mor | sword 
A rain’d! “ % Xt 
This blended knight, half Trojan and half cu me embrace thee, Aja 
Cres CC-0 Kashmir Research Insti 


By him that thunde thou hast lusty arms; 
Hadobigitia dann GMEhpon him thus: 


line, Therefore Achilles: but, whate'er, 
know this : rs 
In the extremity of great and little, 
Valour and pride excel themselves in Hector; 
The one almost as infinite as all 80 
The other blank as nothing. Weigh him well, 
And that which looks like pride is courtesy. 





Scrne V] 


Cousin, all honour to thee! 
Ajuc. I thank thee, Hector : 
Thou art too gentle and too free aman: 
J came to kill thee, cousin, and bear hence 140 
‘A great addition earned in thy death, 
Hect. Not Neoptolemus so mirable, 
On yenoee bright crest Fame with her loud’st 
yes 
Cries {his is he, could promise to himself 
A thought of added honour torn irom Hector. 
dine. "There is expectance here from both 
the sides, z 
What further you will do. 
Hect. We'll answer it; 
The issue is embracement: Ajax, farewell. 
Ajax. lf I might in entreaties find suceess— 
As seld I have the chance—I would desire 150 
My famous cousin to our Grecian tents. 
‘Dio. “Lis Agamemnon’s wish, and great 
Achilles 
Doth long to see unarm’d the valiant Hector. 
Hect. Aincas, cail my brother Troilus to me, 
And signify this loving interview 
To the expecters of our Trojan part ; 
Desire them home. Give me thy hand, my 
cousin; " 
I will go eat with thee and see your knights. 
Ajax. Great Agamemnon comes to inect us 


here. 
Hect. The worthiest of them tell me name 
by name; F 1 
But for Achilles, mine own searching eyes 
Shall find him by his large and portly size. 
Agam. Worthy of arms! as welcome as to 


one 
That would be rid of such an eneny 
But that’s no welcome: understand more clear. 
What’s past and what’s to come is strew'd 
with husks oe 
And formless ruin of oblivion ; 
But in this extant moment, faith and troth, 
Strain’d purely from all hollow bias-drawing, 
Bids thee, with most divine integrity, 170 
From heart of very heart, great Hector, welcome. 
Hect. I thank thee, most imperious Aga- 
memnon. 
Agam. [To Troilus] My well-famed lord of 
‘Troy, no less to you. 2 ‘ 
Men. "Let me confirm my princely brother’s 
greeting : . 
You brace of warlike brothers, welcome hither. 
Hect. Who must we answer? 
sine. The noble Menelaus. 
Heet. O, you, my lord? by Mars his gauntlet, 


thanks [ 
Mock not, that I affect the untraded oath; 
Your quondam wife swears still by Venus’ 


glove: 
She's well, but bade me not commend her to 


you. 1 
Men. Name her not now, sir; she’sa deadly 
theme. 
Hect. ©, pardon; I offend. “ 
Hee uf have, thou gallant Trojan, seen 
thee oft 
Labouring for destiny make cruel way 
Through ranks of Greekish youth, and I have 
seen thee, 
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As hot as Perseus, spur thy Phrygian steed, 
Despising many forfeits and subduements, 
iWinea thou hast hung thy advanced sword 7 
he air, 
Not letting it decline on the declined, 
That I have said to some my standers by 190 
Lo, Jupiter is yonder, dealing life!’ 
And I have seen thee pause and take thy 
breath, 
When that a ring of Greeks haye hemm’d 
_. thee in, 
Like an Olympian wrestling; this have I seen; 
But this thy countenance, still tock’d in steel, 
T never saw tillnow. I knew thy grandsire, 
And once fought with him: he was a soldier 
good ; 
But, by, Ea Mars, the captain of us all, 
Never like thee. Let an old man embrace thee; 
And, worthy warrior, welcome to our tents. 200 
dine, "Tis the old Nestor. 
Eee Let me embrace thee, good old chro- 
nicle, 
BEE so long walk’d hand in hand with 
time : 
Most reverend Nestor, I am glad to clasp thee. 
Nest. I would my arms could match thee in 
contention, | i 
As they contend with thee in courtesy. 
Hect. I would they could. 


West. Ha! 7 
60 | By this white beard, I’ld fight with thee to- 
morrow. 
Well, welcome, welcome!—I have seen the 


time, 210 
Ulyss. I wonder now how yonder city stands 
When we have here her base and. pills by us, 
Hed I kmow your favour, Lord Ulysses, 
well. 
Ah, sir, there's many a Greek and Trojan dead, 
Since first I saw yourself and Diomed 
In Ilion, on your Greekish embassy. 
Ulyss. Sir, I foretold you then what would 
ensue : 
My prophecy is but half his journey yet; 
Ror yonder walls, that pertly front your town, 
Yond towers, whose wanton tops do buss the 
clouds, 220 
Must kiss their own feet. . 

Hect. I must not believe pou : 
There they stand yet, and modestly T think, 
The fall of every Phrygian stone will cost 
‘A drop of Grecian blood : the end crowns all, 
‘And that old common arbitrator, Time, 

Will one day end it. B f 

Ulyss. So to him we leave it. 
Most gentle and most valiant Hector, welcome: 
‘After the general, I beseech: you next 
To feast with me and see me at my tent. 

‘Ackil. I shall forestall thee, Lord Ulysses, 

thou! ; 23¢ 
Now, Heetor, I have fed mine eyes on thee; 
T have with exact view perused thee, Hector, 
And quoted joint by joint. 3 . 
Heet. Is this Achilles? 
Achil. Tam Achilles. 


Hect.. Stand fair, I pray thee: let me look 
on thee. 
Achil. Behold thy fill 
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Hect. Nay, I have done already. | As gentle tell me, of what honour was 
‘Achil. Thou art too Diet : I will the second | This Cressida in Troy? Had she no lover there 


time, That wails her absence ?- ; 
As I would buy thee, view thee limb by limb. Tro. O, sir, to such as boasting show their 
Hect. 0, like a book of sport thou lt read scars 

























2 

me over; A mock is due. Will you walk on, my lord . 
But there’s more in me than thou under- | She was beloved, she loved ; she is, and doth: 

stand’st. 240 | But still sweet love is food for fortune's tooth. 
Why dost thou so oppress me with thine eye? [Exeunt, 

Achil. Tell me, you heavens, in which part 

of his body _ ; ; ACT V. 

alae staoy himt/ whether there, or there, or ScenelL. The Grecian camp Before Achilles 
ent. 


That I may give the local wound a name 

And make distinct the very breach whereout 

Hector’s great spirit flew : answer me, heavens! 
Hect. Sewonltl discredit the blest gods, 

proud man, : 2 

To answer such a question : stand again : 

Think’st thou to catch my life so pleasantly 

As to prenominate in nice conjecture 250 

Where thou wilt hit me dead? 

Achil. I tell thee, yea. 

Hect. Wert thou an oracle to tell me so, 
Td BoE believe thee. Henceforth guard thee 

well; 
For I'll not kill thee there, nor there, nor there; 
But, We the forge that stithied Mars his helm, 
DP kil thee every where, yea, o’er and o'er. 
You wisest Grecians, pardon me this brag ; 
His insolence draws folly from my lips; 
But I'll endeayour deeds to match these words, 
Or may I never— eee 

Ajax. Do not chafe thee, cousin: 260 

And you, Achilles, let these threats alone, 
‘Till accident or purpose bring you to’t: 
You may have Bier day enough of-Hector, 
If you have stomach; the general state, I fear, 
Can scarce entreat you to be odd with him, 

ect. I pray you, let us sce you in the field: 
We have had pelting wars, since you refused 
The Grecians’ cause. 

Achil. Dost thou entreat me, Hector? 
To-morrow do I meet thee, fell as death; 
To-night all friends. 

Heet. __ Thy hand upon that match. 270 

Agam. First, all you peers of Greece, go to 

my tent; ‘ 2 
There in the full convive we: afterwards, 
As Hector's leisure and your bounties shall 
Concur together, severally entreat him. 
Beat loud the tabourines, let the trumpets blow, 
That this great soldier may his welcome know. 
[Exeunt all except Troilus and Ulysses. 
Tro. My Lord Ulysses, tell me, I beseech 


you, 
In what place of the field doth Calchas keep? 
tee At Menelaus’ tent, most princely 
Toilus 


Enter AouILLes and Parrocwus. 


Achil, I'll heat his blood with Greekish 
Wine to-night, 
Which with my scimitar I’ll cool to-morrow, 
Patroclus, let us feast him to the height, 
Patr. ‘Here comes Thersites. 


Enter THERSITES. 


Achil, How now, thou core of envy! 
Thou crusty batch of nature, what’s the news? 

Ther. Why, thou ppiciare of what thou 
seemest, and idol of i iot-worshippers, here’s 
a letter for thee. 

Achil. From whence, fragment? 

Pher. Why, thou full dish of fool, from Troy, 

Pati. Who keeps the tent now? Ir 

Ther, The surgeon’s box, or the patient's 
wound, f y 

Patr., Well said, adversity! and what need 
these tricks? a 

Ther. Prithee, be silent, boy: I profit not by 
thy, ie : thou art thought to be Achilles’ male 
varlet. 

Paty. Male varlet, you rogue! what’s that? 

Ther. Why, his masculine whore. Now, 
the rotten diseases of the south, the guts. 
griping, Tuphates: courts, loads o’ gravel i 
the back, lethargies, cold’ palsies, raw eyes, 
dirt-rotten livers, wheezing lungs, bladders full 
of imposthume, sciaticas, limekilns i’ the palm, 
incurable bone-ache, and the rivelled fec-simple 
of the tetter, take and take again such pre- 
posterous discoveries ! 

Patr, Why, thou damnable box of envy, 
thou, what meanest thou to curse thus? 30 

Lher. Do I curse thee? 

Patr, Why, no, you ruinous butt, you whore- 
son indistinguishable cur, no, 

Ther, No! why art thou then exasperate, 
thou idle immaterial skein of sleaye-silk, thot 
green sarcenct flap for a sore eye, thou tassel of 
a prodigal’s purse, thou? Ah, how the poor 
world is pestered with such waterflies, diminu- 
tives of nature! 

Pair. Out, gall! 40 

Ther. Finch-egg! 


There Diomed doth feast with him to-night; 280 
Who neither looks upon the heaven nor earth, 
But gives all gaze and bent of amorous view Achil. My sweet Patroclus, I am thwarted 
On the fair Cressid. i 


quite 
Tro. Shall I, sweet lord, be bound to you | From my great urpose in to-morrow’s battle. 


so much, Here is a letter from Queen Hecub: 
After we part from Agamemnon’s tent, A token from her daughter, my Chieilove! 
To bring me thither? 


Both taxing me and gazing me to k i 
Ulyss. — CLenehalhadmmesdanchsinstittkenBidlizen ay oe Te al co real it: 





ScEN« I] 


Fall Greeks ; fail fame; honour or go or stay ; 
My major vow lies here, this L'Il obey. 
Come, come, Thersites, help to trim my tent: 
This night in banqueting must all be spent. 5x 
‘Away, Patroclus ! 
[Eaeunt Achilles and Patroclus. 

Ther. With too much blood and too little 
brain, these two may run mad; but, if with 
too much brain and too little blood they do, 
T'll be @ curer of madmen. Here’s Agamem- 
non, an honest fellow enough, and one. that 
loves quails; but he has not so much brain 
as ear-wax; and the goodly transformation of 
Jupiter there, his brother, the bull,—the primi- 
tive statue, and oblique memorial of cuckolds: 
a thrifty shoeing-horn in a chain, hanging at 
his brother's leg,—to what form but that he is, 
should wit larded with malice and malice 
forced with wit turn him to? To an ass, were 
nothing; he is both ass and ox: to.an ox, were 
nothing ; he is both ox and ass. To beadog, 
amule, 4 cat, a fitchew, a toad, a lizard, an owl 
a puttock, or a herrin; without a roe, L would 
not care; but to be WV enclaus! I would con- 
spire against destiny. Ask me not what I 
would be, jf I were not Thersites; for I care 
not to be the louse of a lazar, so I were not 
Menelaus. Hoy-day ! spirits and fires: 
Enter HECTOR, TROILUS, AJAX, AGAMEMNON, 

ULysses, NESTOR, MENELAUS, and Dio- 

MEDES, with lights. 


Agam. Wego wrong, we go wrong. 
jt 1 No, yonder ’tis; 





AJAX, 

There, where we see the lights.. 
Feet. : I trouble you. 
Ajax. No, nota whit. " 

1ys8. Here comes himself to guide you. 


Re-enter ACHILLES. 


Achil. Welcome, brave Hector; welcome, 
princes all. = abe i 
Agam, So now, fair Prince of Troy, I bid 
_ good night, 
Ajax commands the guard to tendonyou. | | 
‘Hect, Thanks and good night to the Greeks’ 
eneral, 8 
Men. Good night, my lord. 
Heet. Good night, sweet Lord Menclaus, 
Ther, Sweet draught: ‘sweet’ quoth ’a! 
sweet sink, sweet sewer. 
Achil. Good night and welcome, both at 
once, to. those 
That go or tarry. 
Agam. night. 
[Exeunt Agamemnon and Menelaus. 
Achil. Qld Nestor tarries; and you too, 
_ Diomed, 
Keep Hector company an hour or tivo. 3 
Dio. Icannot, lord; [have jmportant busi- 


ness, : 
The tide whereof is now. Good night, great 
Hector. » 
Hect. Give me your hand. 
Ulyss. [Aside to Troilus Follow his torch ; 
he goes to Calchas’ tent: 
I'll keep you: company: ¥ 
Tro. weet sir, you honour me. 














rogue, a 
trust him when he Jeers than I will a serpent 
when he hisses: he will spend his mouth, and 
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Hect. Andso, good night. 
[Exit Diomedes ; Ulysses and 
3 Troilus following. 
Achil. _. Come, come, enter my tent. 
[Zxeunt Achilles, Hector, Ajax, and Nestor. 
Ther, That same Diomed’s a false-hearted 
a most unjust knave; I will no more 


romise, like Brabbler the hound; but, when 
he performs, astronomers foretell it; it is pro- 


digious, there will come some change ; the sun 
borrows of the moon, when Diomed keeps his 
word. I will rather Jeave to see Hector, than 
not to dog him: they say he keeps a rojan 
drab, and uses the traitor Calchas’ tent: iL 
after. Nothing but lechery! all incontinent 
varlets! i 


[£xit. 


SoENEIL The same. Before Calchas’ tent. 


Enter DIOMEDES. 


Dio, What, are you up here, ho? speak. 

Cal. [Within] Who callst | 

Dio. Diomed. Calchas, I think. Where’s 
your daughter ? 

Cal. [Within] She comes to you. 


Enter TROILUS and ULYssEs, at a distance ; 


after them, THERSITES. 
Ulyss. Stand where the torch may not dis- 
cover us. 


Enter Orrssia. 


Tyo. Cressid comes forth to him. 
Dio. How now, my charget 
Cres. Now, my sweet guardian! Hark, 2 
word with you. [Whispers. 
Tro. Yea, so familiar! . 
Ulyss. She will sing any man at first sight. 
Ther. And any man may sing her, if he can. 
take her cliff; she’s noted. 11 
‘Dio. Will you remember? 
Cyes. Remember! yes. 
Dio. Nay, but do, then; P 
And let your mind be coupled with your words. 
‘Tyo. What should she remember? 
Ulyss. List. 
Cres. Sweet honey Greek, tempt me no 
more to folly. 
Ther. Roguery! 


Dio. Nav then,— or 

Gres. I'll tell you what,— : 

Dio. Foh, fol! come, tell a pin: you are 
forsworn. 

Gres. In faith, I cannot: what would you 
haye ine lo? 


Ther. A juggling trick,—to be secretly open. 
Dio. ‘What did you swear you would bestow 


on me? 
Crear I prithee, do not hold me to mine 
oath; 
Bid me do any thing but that, sweet Greek. 
Dio. Good night. 
Tyo. Hold, patience! , 
Ulyss. How now, ‘Trojan! 30 
Cres. Diomed,— 
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Dio. No, no, good night: I’ll be your fool Cres. What, this? 
no more. Dio. “Ay, that, 


Tro. Thy better must. 

Cres. Hark, one word in your ear. 

Tro. O plague and madness! 

Ulyss. You are moved, prince; let us depart, 

I pray fou 3 

Lest your displeasure should enlarge itself 
To wrathful terms : this place is dangerous; 
The time right deadly ; I beseech you, go. 

Ivo. Behold, I pray you! $ 

Olyss. Nay, good my lord, go off’: 
You flow to great distraction ; come, my lord. 41 

Tro. I pray thee, stay. 


Cres. O, all you gods! O pretty, pretty 
pledge! ESE pa 
Thy master now lies thinking in his bed 
Of thee and ine, and sighs, and takes ny glove 
And gives memorial dainty kisses to it, 80 
As I kiss thee. Nay, do not snatch it from me: 
He that takes that doth take my heart withal,” 
Dio. Thad your heart before, this follows it. 
Tro. I did swear patience. 
Cres. You shall not have it, Diomed; faith, 
you shall not; 
I'll give you something else. 


lyss. You have not patience; come.} Dio. I will have this: whose was it? 
Tro. I pray you, stay; by hell and all hell’s VES. _ It is no matter, 
torments, Dio. Come, tell me whose it was, 
I will not speak a word! fves. "Las one’s that loved me better than 


10. And so, good night. 
Cres. Nay, but you part in anger. = 
10. Doth that grieve thee? 
O wither'd truth! 


you will. a 
But, now you have it, tale it, 


dio. ., _,., Whose was it? 90 
Cres. By-all Diana’s waiting-women yond 


lyss. Why, how now, lord! And by herself, I will not tell you whose, : 
Tio. By Jove,} Dio. ‘ To-morrow will I wear it on my helm, 
I will be patient. R And grieve his spirit that dares not challenge it; 
Cres. Guardian !—why, Greek ! Tro. Wert thou the devil, and worest it on 


Dio, Foh, foh! adieu; you palter, 
Cres. In faith, Ido not: come hither once 
again, 
Ulyss. You shake, my lord, at something : 
will you go? 50 
You will break out. 
Tyo, She strokes his cheek! 
Ulyss. _,Come, come. 
Tro. Nw stay; by Jove, I will not speak a 
word: 
There is between my will and all offences 
A guard of patience: stay a little while. _ 
‘her. How the devil Luxury, with his fat 
rump and potato-finger, tickles these together! 
Fry, lechery, fry! 
io. But will you, then? 
Gres In faith, I will, la; never trust me 
else. 
Dio. Give me some token for the surety 


thy horn, 
It should be challenged. 
Cres, Well, well, “tis done, ‘tis past: and yet 
itis not; 
I will not keep my word. 
iO. Why, then, farewell h 
Thou never shalé mock Diomed aguin. 
Cres. You shall not go: one cannot speak a 
word, | 100 
But it straight starts you. 
Dio. I do not like this fooling, 
Ther. Nor I, by Pluto: but that that likes 
not you Rleases ime best. 
Dio. What, shall I come? the hour? 
Cres. Ay, come:—O Jove!—do come:—I 
shall be plagued. 
Dio. Farewell till then. 
Cres, Good night: I prithee, come. 
Excit Diomedes. 


of it. 60 | Troilus, farewell! one eye yet looks on thee; 
Cres. I'll fetch you one. [2xit. | But with my heart the other eye doth see. 
Ulyss. You have sworn patience. Ah, poor our sex! this fault in us I find, 


Tro. Fear me not, sweet lord ; 
I will not be myself, nor have cognition 
Of what I feel: Iam all patience. 


Re-enter CRESSIDA. 
Ther. Now the pledge; now, now, now! 
Cres. Here, Diomed, keep this sleeve. 
Tro. O beauty! where is thy faith? 
Ulyss. My lord,— 


The error of our eye directs our mind z 110 
What error leads must err; O, then conclude 
Minds sway’d by eyes are full of eae ° 

exit, 

Ther. A proof of strength she could not 

publish more, , 
Unless she said ‘ My mind is now turn’d whore. 

Ulyss. All’s done, my iord, 


2°O. It is. 
Tvo. Iwill be patient; outwardly I will. Ulyss. Why stay we, then? 
Cres, You look upon that sleeve; behold it 


Zo. To make a recordation to my soul 
Of every syllable that here was spoke. 
But if I tell how these two did co-act, 
Shall I not lie in publishing a truth? 
Sith yet there is a credence in my heart, 120 
An es; crance so obstinately strong, 
‘That doth invert the attest of eyes and ears, 
aa ie if pose organs had deceptious functions, 
stone sreated only to calumnia' 
Dio. Tshall have it, es 
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well, 

“He loved me—O false wench !—Give’t me again. 
Dio. Whose was’t? 7 
Cres. It is no matter, now I have’t again. 

“I will not meet with you to-morrow night : 

_Iprithee, Diomed, visit me no more. 

Ther. Now she sharpens: well said, whet- 





Souny U0] 

Ulyss- 

Tie. She was 

Ulyss. Most sure she was. 

Tyo. Why, my negation hath no taste of 

madness. 7 

Ulyss.. Nor mine, my lord: Cressid was 

here but now, 

Tyo. Let it not be believed for womanhood! 
Think, we had mothers; do not give advantage 
To stubborn critics, apt, withouta theme, 13: 
For deprayation, to equate the general sex 
By Cressid’s rule: rather think this not Cressid. 

Tlyss. What hath she done, prince, that can 

soil our mothers? 

Tro. Nothing at all, unless that this were 


I cannot conjure, Trojan. 
not, sure, 


she. 
Ther. A he swagger himself out on’s own 
eyes FT Aeseea 
Tra, This she? no, this is Diomed’s Cres- 

sida: 
If beauty have a soul, this is not she; 
If souls guide vows, if vows be sanctimonies, 
lfsanctimony be the gods’ delight. 140 
Tf there be rule in unity itself, 
This is not she. O madness of discours 
That cause scts up with and against itself! 
Bi-fold authority 1 where reason can revolt 
Without perdition, and loss assume all reason 
Without revolt: this is, and is not, Cressid. 
Within my soul there doth conduce a fight 
Of this strange nature that a thing inseparate 
Divides more wider than the ay and earth, 
And yet the spacious breadth of this division 
Admits no orifex for a point as subtle I5t 
As Ariachne’s broken woof to enter. 
Instance, O instance! strong as Pluto's gates; 
Cressid is mine, tied with the bonds of heaven: 
Instance, O instance! strong as heaven itself ; 
The bonds of heaven‘are slipp'd, dissolved, and 


loosed ; 
And with another knot, five-finger-tied, 
The fractions of her faith, orts of her love, 
The fragments, scraps, the bits and greasy 


relics i 159 
Of her o’er-eaten faith, are bound to Diomed. 
Ulyss. May worthy Troilus be half attach’d 
With that which here his passion doth express? 
ore Ay, Greek; and that shall be divulged 
we. 
In characters as red as Mars his heart 
Inflamed with Venus: never did young man 


_ fancy 
With so eternal and so fix'da soul. 
Hark, Greek: as much as I do Cressid love, 
So much by weight hate I her Diomed : 
That sleeve is mine that he’ll bear on his helm; 
ere it a casque composed by Vulcan's skill, 
My sword should bite it: not the dreadful 


Broue 5 17 
Which shipmen do the hurricano call, 
Constringed in mass by the almighty sun, 
hall dizzy with more clamour eptune’s ear 
In his descent than shall my prompted sword 
ear 
her, He'll tickle it for his concupy. 
Zr, O Cressidt false Cress false, false, 
‘alse! 
Let all untruthr stand by thy stained name, 


TROILUS AND CRESSIDA 








689 
And they'll seem glorious, ; 


_Ulyss. O, contain yourself; 180 
Your passion draws ears hither, 


Enter ZEXEAS. 


Aine. I have been seeking you this hour, 
my lord: 
Hector, by this, is arming him in Troy ; 
Ajax, your guard, stays to conduct pou home. 
Z'ro. Have with you, prince. My courteous 
lord, adieu. 
Farewell, revolted fair! and, Diomed, 
Stand fast, and wear a castle on thy head! 
Ulyss. I'll bring you to the pales 
Tro. Accept distracted thanks, 
[Exeunt Troilus, <ineus, and Ulysses. 
Ther, .Would I could meet that rogue Dio- 
med! I would croak like a raven; 1 would 
bode, I would bode. Patroclus will give me 
any thing tor the intelligence of this whore: 
the parrot will not do more for an almond than 
he for a commodious drab. Lechery, lechery ; 
still, wars and lechery; nothing else holds 
fashion: a burning devil take them!  [#vit. 


ScENE IIL voy. Before Priam’s palace. 
Enter Heotor and ANDROMACHE. 


And. When was my lord so much ungently 
temper'd, 
To stop his ears against admonishment? 
Unarm, unarm, and do not tight to-day. 
Hect. You train me to offend you; get 


you in: 
By all the everlasting gods, I’ll go! : 
‘And. My dreams will, sure, prove ominous 
to the day. 
Hect. No more, I say. 


Enter CASSANDRA. 
Cas. Where is my brother Hector? 
Ane, BE sister; arm’d, and bloody in 
intent. 

Consort with me in loud and dear petition, 
Pursue we him on knees; for I have dream’d 
Of bloody turbulence, and this whole night x1 
Hath nothing been but shapes and forms of 


slaughter. 
Cas. O, ‘tis true. . 
Hect. Ho! bid trumpet sound. 


Cas. No notes of sally, for the heavens, 
sweet brother. 

Hect. Begone, Isay: the gods have heard 
me swear. 

Cas. The gods are deaf to hot and peevish 


VOWS: 
They are polluted offerings, more abhorr'd 
Than spotted livers in the sacrifice. 

And, O, be persuaded! do not count it holy 
To hurt by being just: it is as lawful, 20 
For we would give much, to use violent thefts, 
‘And rob in the behalf of charity. 

Cas. It is the purpose that makes strong the 

yow; 
But vows to every purpose must not hold: 
Unarm, sweet Hector. 3 

Heet. Hold you still, I say ; 

Mine honour keeps the weather of my fate: 
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Life every man holds ccar; but the brave man 
Holds honour far more precious-dear than life. 


Enter TRoILus. 
How now, young man! mean’st thou to fight 


to-day ? 
And, taeandrae call my father to persuade. 
Exit Cassandra. 
Hect. No, faith, young Troilus; dotf thy 
harness, youth ;_ 3I 
Tam to-day i’ the vein of chivalry : 
Let grow thy sinews till their knots be strong, 
And tempi not yet the brushes of the war. 
Unarm thee, go, and doubt thou not, brave boy, 
I'll stand to-day for thee and me and Troy. — 
Tro. Brother, you have a vice of mercy in 


you, 
which better fits a lion than a man, . 
Hect. What vice is that, good Troilus? chide 


me for it. E 3 $ 
Tro. When many times the captive Grecian 
falls, 4o 


yen in the fan and wind of your fair sword, 
You bid them tise, and live. 
Hect. O,’tis fair play. 
Tro. Fool's play, by heaven, Hector. 
Hect. How now! how now! 

70. For the love of all the gods, 
Let’s leave the hermit pity with our mothers, 
And when we have our armours buckled on, 
The venom’d vengeance ride upon our swords, 
Spur (an to ruthful work, rein them from 

ruth. 

Hect. Fie, savage, fie! es 

7'0. ‘ Hector, then "tis wars. 
Hect. Troilus, I would not have you fight 


erate : 5° 

Tro. Who should withhold me? 

Not fate, obedience, nor the hand of Mars 

Beckoning with fiery truncheon my retire ; 

Not Priamus and Hecuba on knees, 

Their eyes o’ergalled with recourse of tears; 

N or au, my brother, with your true sword 
rawn, 

Opposed to hinder me, should stop my way, . 


But by my ruin. 


Re-enter CASSANDRA, with Priam. 
Cars Lay hold upon him, Priam, hold him 


‘ast: 
He is thy crutch; now if thou lose thy stay, 60 
Thou on him leaning, and all Troy on thee, 
Fall all together. 
Pri. Come, Hector, come, go back : 
Thy wife hath dream’d; thy mother hath had 
visions ; 
Cassandra doth foresee; and I myself 
Am like a prophet suddenly enrapt 
To tell thee that this day is ominous: 
Therefore, come back. 
ect. AEneas is a-field ; 
And I do stand engaged to many Greeks, 
Even in the faith of valour, to appear 
‘his morning to them. 
Pri. Ay, but thou shalt not go. 
Hect. T must not break my faith. 71 
ou know me dutiful; therefore, dear.sir, 
Let me not s 
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To take that course by your consent and yoj, 
Which you do here forbid me, royal Priam 
Cas. O Priam, yield not to him! 
And. Do not, dear father, 
Hect, Andromache, Iam oflended with you: 
Upon the love you bear me, get you in. : 
a 2 [Evit Andromache. 
Tro. This foolish, dreaming, superstitious 


fr 

Makes all these bodements. 

Cas. _ _ O, farewell, dear Hector! 
Look, now thou diest | look, how thy eye turns 

ue 81 

Teor how thy wounds do bleed at many vents! 
Hark, how Troy roars! how Hecuba cries out! 
How poor Andromache shrills her dolours forth! 
Behold, distraction, frenzy and amazement, 
Like witless antics, one another meet, 
Andallery, Hector! Hector’s dead! 0 Hector! 

Tro. Away! away! 

Cas. Farewell: yet, soft! Hector, I take my 


leave : 
Thou dost thyself and all our Troy pegs 90 
cit, 
Be, You are amazed, my liege, at her ex- 
claim: 
Goin and cheer the town: we’ll forth and fight, 
Do feeds worth praise and tell you them at 
night. 
Pri. Farewell: the gods with safety stand 
about thee ! 
[E«eunt severally Priam and Hector. 
S sllarums, 
Tro. They are at it, hark! Proud Diomed, 
believe, . 
I come to lose my arm, or win my sleeve. 


Enter PANDARUS. 
Pan. Do you hear, nfy lord? do you hear? 
Tro. What now? 
Pan. Here’s a letter come from yond poor 


girl. 

Tro. Letme read. _ 100 

_ Pan. Awhoreson tisick, a whoreson rascally 

tisick so troubles me, and the foolish fortune of 
this girl; and what one thing, what another, 
that I shall leave you one o’ these days: and 1 
have a rheum in mine eyes too, and such an 
ache in my bones that, unless a man_were 
cursed, I cannot tell what to think on’t. What 
says she there? 

Tro. Words, words, mere words, no matter 

from the heart ; 

The effect doth operate another way. 


2 es [Tearing the letter. 
Go, wind, to wind, there turn and change 
together. 110 


My love with words and errors still she feeds; 
But edifies another with her decds. 
[Bzeunt severally. 


Scene IV. Plains between Troy and the 
Grecian camp. 
Alarums: excursions. Enter TAERSITES- 


Ther. Now they are clapper-clawing one 
another; I'll go look on. That dissembling 


eCBingent has got that same 


ScENE IV] 


scurvy doting foolish young knave’s sleeve of 
Troy there in his helm: I would fain see them 
gnect; that that same young Trojan ass, that 
Joves the whore there, might send that Greelish 
whoremasterly villain, with the sleeve, back to 
the dissembling luxurious drab, of a sleeveless 
errand. O” the t’other side, the policy of those 
crafty swearing rascals, that stale old mouse- 
caten_dry cheese, Nestor, and that same dog- 
fox, Ulysses, is not proved worth a blackberry : 
they set me up, in policy, that. mongrel cur, 
Ajax, against that dog ofas badakind, Achilles: 
and now is the cur Ajax prouder than the cur 
‘Achilles, and will not arm to-day; whereupon 
the Grecians begin to proclaim barbarism, and 
policy grows into an ill opinion. Soft! here 
comes sieeve, and t'other. 


Enter Diomenes, Trontus following. 


Tro. Fly not; for shouldst thou take the 
river Styx, 20 
I would swim after. eee a 

Dio. Thou dost miscall retire : 
Ido not fly, but advantageous care 
Withdrew me from the odds of multitude: 
Haye at thee! 

Ther. Hold thy whore, Grecian !—now for 
thy whore, ‘Trojan !—now the sleeve, now the 
sleeve! 

[Exeunt Troilus and Diomedes, fighting. 


Enter HECTOR. 


Hect. What art thou, Greek? art thou for 
Hector’s match? 
Art thou of blood and honour? te 
Ther, No, no, Lama rascal; ascurvy railing 
knave; a very filthy rogue. _ 31 
Hect. Ido believe thee: live. rit. 
Ther, God-a-mercy, that thou wilt believe 
me; but a plague break thy neck for frighting 
me! What’s become of the wenching rogues? 
I think they have swallowed one another: 1 
would laugh at that miracle: yet, In a sort, 
lechery eats itself. I'll seek them. (Exit. 


Sorne V. Another part of the plains. 
Enter DiomEpeEs and a Servant 
Dio. Go, go, my servant, take thou Troilus’ 


horse ; i 
Present the fair steed to my lady Cressid : 
Fellow, commend my seryice to her beauty + 
ase i Have chastise the amorous Trojan, 
nd am her knight by proof. 
Serv. Slee Igo, my lord. [Zzit. 


Enter AGAMEMNON. 
Agam. Renew, renew! The fierce Poly- 


amas 

Hath beat down Menon: bastard Margarelon 
Hath Doreus prisoner, | Tei ass 

‘And stands colossus-wise, waving his beam, 
Upon the pashed corses of the kings, |. _ 7° 
Epistrophus and Cedius: Polyxenes is slain, 
Amphimachus and Thoas deadly hurt, 
Patroclus ta’en cr slain, and Pa lamedes 
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Troilus ! 
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To reinforcement, or we perish all. 


Enter NESTOR. 


Nest. Go, bear Patroclus’ body to Achilles; 
And bid the snail-paced Ajax arm for shame. 
There is a thousand Hectors in the field: 

Now here he fights on Galathe his horse, 20 
‘And there lacks work ; anon he’s there afoot, 
‘And there they fly or die, like scaled sculls 
Defore the belching whale; then is he yonder, 
And there the strawy Greeks, ripe for his edge, 
Fall down before him, like the mower’s swath : 
Here, there, and every where, he leaves and 


takes, 


Dexterity so obeying appetite 
‘Phat what he will he does, and does so much 
That proof is call’d impossibility. 


Enter ULYSSES. 


Tlyss.. O, courage, courage, princes! great 
chilles 30 


Tsarming, weeping, cursing, vowing vengeance: 
Patroclus’ wounds have roused his drowsy 


blood, 
Together with his mangled Myrmidons, | 
That noseless, handless, hack’d and chipp’d, 


come to him, 


tying on Hector. Ajax hath lostafriend | 
And fo: 

Roaring for Troilus, who hath done to-day 
Mad and fantastic execution, | 

Engaging and redeeming of himself 

With such a careless force and forceless care 40 
As if that luck, in very spite of cunning, 

Bade him win all. 


ams at mouth, and he is arnv’d and at it, 


JTinter AJAX. 
Ajax. Troilus! thou coward Troilus | [Zvit. 
Dio. Ay, there, there. 
West. So, so, we draw together. 
Enter ACHILLES. 


Achil. Where is this Hector? 


Come, come, thou boy-queller, show thy face; 
Know what it is to meet Achilles angry: 
Hector! where's Hector? I will none but Hector. 


[Lxeunt. 


Scene VI. Another part of the plains. 
Enter AJAX. 
Ajax. Troilus, thou coward Troilus, show 
thy head! 
Enter DioMEDES. 
E . i : 
Fi, Rote TOY Wat nn owt 


. Lwould correct him. 
Aja Were I the general, thou shouldst 


have my office 
Troilus, I say! what, 








Enter Trorivs. 


Tro. O traitor Diomed! turn thy false face, 
thou traitor, 


Sore hurt and bruised : the dreadful Bouton And pay thy life thou owest me for my horse! 


Appals our mes haste we, Diom 


Dio. Ha. art thou there? 
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Ajax. Vl fight with him alone: stand, 
jiomed. : 9 
Dio. Heismy prize 3 T will not look upon. 
Tro. Come, both you cogging Greeks; have 
at you both! Exeunt, fighting. 


Enter HeEortor. 


Hect. Yea, Troilus? O, well fought, my 
youngest ‘brother ! 


Enter ACHILLES. 


Achil. Now doI see thee, ha! have at thee, 
Hector! i : 
Hect, Pause, if thou wilt. 
Achil. I do disdain thy courtesy, proud 
Trojan : 
Be happy that my arms are out of use: 
My rest and negligence befriends thee now, 
But thou anon shalt hear of me again; : 
Till when, go seek thy fortune. [Zzit. 
ect. Fare thee well: 
I would have been much more a fresher man, 
Had I expected thee. How now, my brother! 


Re-enter Trottus. 


Tro. Ajax hath ta’en Alneas : shall it be? 
No, by the flame of yonder glorious heaven, 
He shall not carry him ; I'll be ta’en too, 

Or bring him off: fate, hear me what I say! A 
Lreck not though I end my life to-day. [Zzit. 


Enter one in sumptuous armour. 


Hect. 
goodly mark - 
No? wilt thou not? I like thy armour well; 
Zl frush it and unlock the rivets all, 
But ae master of it: wilt thou not, beast, 
abide 30 
Why, then fly on, I'll hunt thee for thy hide. 


eeunt, 
Scene VIL Another part of the plains. 
Enter ACHILLES, with Myrmidons, 
Achil. Come here about me, you my Myr- 


midons; 

Mark what I say. Attend me where I wheel: 

irike neh a stroke, but keep yourselves in 

reath ; 

And when I have the bloody Hector found, 
Pimpale him with your weapons round about; 
In fellest manner execute your aims. 

‘ollow me, sirs, and my proceedings eye: 
It is decreed Hector the great must dic. 

[Bxeunt. 


Enter MENELAvS and Panis, Sighting: then 
THERSITES, 


Ther, The cuckold and the cuckold-maker 
are at it. Now, bull! now, dog! *Loo, Paris, 
‘loo! now my_double-henned sparrow! ’loo, 
Paris, "loo! ‘The bull has the game: ware 
horns, ho! [Exeunt Paris and Menelaus, 


Enter MARGARELON. 


Mar. Turn, slave, and fight. 


Ther. What art thou? 
Mar. 


bastard son of Priam’s, 


A 
Ther. I ard tog: . 
oe EK Ft AS 


esea ni 
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Stand, stand, thou Greek; thou art a 


[Act y 


Tam abastard begot, bastard instructed, bastard 
in mind, bastard in valour, in every thing illegi. 
timate. One bear will not bite ‘another, and 
wherefore should one bastard? ‘Take heed 
the quarrel’s most ominous to us: if the son of 
a whore fight for a whore, he tempts judgement: 
farewell, bastard. Exit, 

Afar. The devil take thee, coward { Exit. 


Scene VUI. Another part of the plains, 
Enter Hector. 


Hect. Most puirefied core, so fair without, 
Thy goodly armour thus hath cost thy life, 
Now is my day’s work done; I'll take good 

breath : ; 
ee syord' thou hast thy fill of blood and 
death. 
[Puts of his helmet and hangs his shield 
behind him, 


Enter AcuILLES and Myrmidons, 
Achil. Look, Hector, how the sun begins to 


set; 
How ugly night comes breathing at his heels: 
Even with the vail and darking of the sun, 
To close the day up, Hector’s life is done. 
Hect. I am unarm'd; forego this vantage, 
Greck. F a 
Ackil. Strike, fellows, strike; this is the 
man I seek. Hector falls. 10 
So, Ilion, fall thou next! now, Troy, sink down! 
Here lies thy heart, thy sinews, and thy bone, 
On, Atyrmidons and cry you all amain, 
‘Achilles hath the mighty Hector slain.’ , 
i A vetrcat sounded. 
Hark! a retire upon our Grecian part. 
ee ate Trojan trumpets sound the like, 
my lord. 
Ackil. The dragon wing of night o’erspreads 
the earth, 
And, stickler-like, the armies se arates. 
My balt-supp'd sword, that frankly would have 


ed, 
Pleased with this dainty bait, thus goes to bed. 
rae [Sheathes his sword. 
Come, tie his body to my horse’s tail; ar 
Along the field I will the Trojan trail. [Zceunt. 


Scene IX. Another part of the plains. 


Enter AGAMEBINON, AgAx, MENELAUS, 
Nestor, Diomenes, and others, marching. 
Shouts within, 


Agam. Hark! hark! what shout is that? 
West. Peace, drums! re 
[Within] Achilles! Achilles! Hector’s slain! 

Achilles! 
ane bruit is, Hector’s slain, and by 


Ajax. Ifit beso, yet bragless let it be; 
Great Hector was a man as good as he. 
sea March patiently along: let one be 
n 





Sel 
Lo pray Achilles see us at our tent, 
If in his death the gods have us befriended, 
Great Troy is ours, and our sharp wars are 


tituté Aigitzed by eGAAgomeé, marching. 10 


Scene x] 
SoENE A. Another part of the plains. 


Enter ENEAS and Trojans, 
Aine. Stand, ho! yet are we masters of the 


eld: 
Never go home; here starve we out the night. 
Enter TROWUS. 


Yyo. Hector is slain. 
All Hector! the gods forbid! 
Tro. He's dead; and at the murderer's 
horse's tail, 
In beastly sort, dragg’d through the shameful 
eld, 
Frown on, you heavens, effect your rage with 
speed 
Sit, gods, upon your thrones, and smile at Troy! 
Tsay, at once let your brief plagues be mercy, 
‘And linger not our sure destructions on! 
line. My lord, you do discomfort all the 


ost. 10 

Tyo. You understand me not that tell meso: 
Ido not speak of flight, of fear, of death, 
But dare all imminence that gods and men 
‘Address their dangers in. Hector is gone: 
Who shall tell Priam so, or Heeuba? 
Let him that willa screech-owl aye be call’d, 
Go in to Troy, and say there, Hector’s dead : 
There is a word will Priam turn to stone; | 
Make wells and Niobes of the maids and wives, 
Cold statues of the youth, and, inaword, 20 
Scare Troy out of itself. But, march away: 
Hector is dead; there is no more to say. 
Stay yet. You vile abominable tents, ~ 
Thus proudly pight upon our Phrygian plains, 
Let Titan rise as early as he dare. 
Tl through and through you! and, thou great- 

sized coward, 

No space of earth shall sunder our two hates: 
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T’ll haunt thee like a wicked conscience still, 
That mouldeth goblins swift as frenzy's 
_ thoughts. 
Strike a free march to Troy! with comfort go: 
Hope of revenge shall hide our inward woe. 3: 
[Exeunt dineas and Trojans. 


As TROILUs és going out, enter, from the other 
side, PANDARUS. 


Pan. But hear you, hear you! 
Tro. Hence, broker-lackey! ignomy and 
shame 
Pursue thy life, and live aye with thy name! 
[Eait. 


Pan. A goodly medicine for my aching 
bones! O world! world! world! thus is the 
oor agent despised! O traitors and bawds, 
10w kearoeally are you set a-work, and how ill 
requited! why should our endeavour be so 
loved and the performance. so, loathed? what 
verse for it? what instance for it? Let me see: 


Full merrily the humble-bee doth sing, 
‘Till he hath lost his honey and his sting; 
‘And being once subdued in armed tail, 
Sweet honey and sweet notes together fail. 
Good traders in the flesh, set this in your 
painted cloths. 
‘As many as be here of pandar's hall, 
Your eyes, half out, weep out at Pandar's fall ; 
Or if you cannot weep, yet give some groans, 5° 
Though not for me, yet for your aching bones, 
Brethren and sisters of the hold-door trade, 
Some bie months hence my will shall here be 
mude: 
Tt should be now, but, that my fear is this, 
Some galled goose of Winchester would hiss : 
Till then I'll sweat and seek about for eases, 


‘And at that time bequeathe you my diseases. 
[Exit. 
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CORIOLANUS 


DRAMATIS PERSONAE 


Carus Marcivs, afterwards CA1us Mar- 
clus CoRIOLANUS. : 

Titus Lartius,\ generals against the Vol- 

ComINtus, scians. 

MENENIUS AcRrIPPA, friend to Coriolanus, 

SlcINtus VELUTUS, | tribunes of the 

Junius Brutus, people. 

Young Marctus, son to Coriolanus. 

A Roman Herald. ( 

TULLUS AUFIDIUS, general ofthe Volscians. 

Lieutenant to Aufidius, 

Conspirators with Aufidius, 

A Citizen of Antium. 


ACT I, 
Scene. Rome. A street. 


Enter a company of mutinous Citizens, with 
staves, clubs, and other weapons. 


First Cit. Before we proceed any further, 
hear me speak. 

All. Speak, speak. a 

First Cit, You are all resolved rather to dic 
than to famish? 

All. Resolved, resolved. i a 

First Cit. First, you know Caius Marcius is 
chief enemy to the people. 

All. Weknow’t, we know’t. 

First Cit. Let us kill him, and we'll have 
corn at our own price. Is’ta verdict? 11 

All. No more talking on’t; let it be done: 
away, away! er 

Sec. Cit. One word, good citizens, 

First Cit. We are accounted poor citizens, 
the patricians good. . Vhab authority surfeits 
on would relieve us: if they would yield us but 
the superfluity, while it were wholesome, we 
might guess they relieved us humanely; but 
they think we are too dear: the leanness that 
afflicts us, the object of our misery, is as an in- 


ventory to particularize their abundance; our |, 


sufferance is a gain to them. Let us revenge 
this with our Bt kes, ere we become rakes: for 
the gods know I speak this in hunger for bread, 
not in thirst for revenge. 

Sec. Cit, Would you proceed especially 
against Caius Marcius? 

All. Against. him first: he’s a very dog to 
the commonalty. 

ec. Cit, Consider you what services he has 

done for his country? 


Two Volscian Guards, 


Vo.tunnta, mother io, Coriolanus, 
VirainiA, wife to Coriolanus. 
VALERIA, friend to Virgilia. 3 
Gentlewoman, attending on Virgilia. 


Roman and Volscian Senators, Patricians, 
/Ediles, Lictors, Soldiers, Citizens, Messen: 
gers, Servants to Aufidius, and other At- 
tendants. 


Scene: Rome and thenei, hbourhood ; Corioli 
and the neighbourhood ; Antiuin, 


to give him good report for't, but that he pays 
himself with being proud. : 
See. Cit. Nay, but speak not maliciously. 
First Cit. Isa ‘unto you, what he hath done 
famously, he did it to that end: though soft- 
conscienced men can be content to say it was 
for his country, he did it to please his mother, 
and to be partly proud; which he is, even to 
the altitude of his virtue. 3 at 
Sec. Cit. What he cannot help in his nature, 
you account a vice in him. 
way say he is covetous. 
Hirst Cit. Té Lmust not, I need not be barren 
of accusations; he hath faults, with surplus, to 


You must in no 


tire in repetition. [Shoutswithin.] Whatshouts 
are these? The other side o' the city is risen: 
why stay we prating here? to the Capitol! 

All. Come, come. 50 
First Cit. Soft! who comes here? 


Enter MENENIOS AGRIPPA. 


Sec. Cit. Worthy Menenius Agrippa; one 
that hath always loved the people. 

First Cit. He’s one honest enough: would 

all the rest were so! 5 
en. What work’s, my countrymen, 11 
. hand? where go you 
With bats and clubs? The matter? speak, I 
pray you. 
First Cit. Our business is not unknown to 
the senate ; they have had inkling this fortnight 
what we intend to do, which now we'll show 
em in deeds. hey say poor suitors have 
strong breaths: they shall know we have strong 
arms too. fe 

Aen. Why, masters, my good friends, mine 

honest neighbours, 
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Ain 


Scenu 1] 


First Cit. 
already. £ 
Men. J tell you, friends, most charitable care 
Have the patricians of you. For your wants, 
Your suficring in this dearth, you may as well 
Strike at the heaven with your staves as lift 
them. jo 
Against the Roman state, whose course will on 
The way it takes, cracking ten thousand curbs 
Of more strong link asunder than can ever 
Appear in your impediment. For the dearth, 
The gods, not the patricians, make it, and 
Your knees to them, not arms, must help. 
Alack, : 
You are transported by calamity 
Thither where more attends you, and you 


We cannot, sir, we are undone 





slander 

The helms o’ the state, who care for you like 
fathers, 

When you curse them as enemies. Bo 


First Cit. Care forus! True, indeed! They 
ne'er cared for us yet; suffer us to famish, and 
their store-houses crammed with grain; make 
edicts for usury, to support usurers ; repeal daily 
any wholesome act established against the rich, 
and provide more piercing statutes daily, to 
chain up and testrain the poor. If the wars 
eat us not up, they will; and there’s all the 
love they bear us. 

Men, Kither you must ae 90 
Confess yourselves wondrous malicious, 

Or be accused of folly. Ishall tell you, | 

A pretty tale: it may be you have heard it ; 
But, since it serves my purpose, I will venture 
To stale ’t a little more, whe a 

First Cit. Well, I'll hear it, sir: yet you 
must not think to fob off our disgrace with a 
tale: but, an ’t please you, deliver. 

‘Men. ‘There was a time when all the body's 

members i 
Rebell’'d against the belly, thus accused it: 100 
That only like a gulf it did remain 2 
T the midst o” the body, idle and unactive, 
Still cupboarding the viand, never bearing 
Like labour with the rest, where the other 

, instruments Sette 
Did see and hear, devise, instruct, walk, feel, 
And, mutually participate, did minister 
Unto the appetite and affection common 
Of the whole body. The belly answer'd— 

First Cit. Well, sir, what answer made the 
belly ? E - 310 
aplllen. Sir, Ishall tell you. Witha kind of smile, 
giicty ne'er came from the lungs, but even 

hus— 
For, look you, I may make the belly smile 
‘As well as speak—it tauntingly replied 
To the discontented members, the mutinous 
parts 
That envied his receipt; cven so most fitly 
‘As you malign our senators for that 
They are not such as you. 

First Cit. Your belly’s answer? What! 
The kingly-crowned head, the vigilant eye, 

The counsellor heart, the arm our soldier, 120 
Our steed the leg, the tongue our trumpeter, 
With other muniments and petty helps 

In this our fabric if that they— 
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Men. What then? 
"Fore me, this fellow speaks! What then? what . 


then? 
Fiyst Cit. Should by the cormorant belly be 
restrain’d, 
Who is the sink o’ the body,— 
Men. Well, what then? 
First Cit. The former agents, if they did 
e complain 
What could the belly answer? 
Men. T will tell you; 
If you'll bestow a small—of what you have 
Jittle— 129 
Patience awhile, youll hear the belly’s answer, 
First Cit. Ye're long about it. é 
Men. Note me this, good friend ; 
Your most grave belly was deliberate, 
Not rash like his accusers, and thus answer'd : 
True is it, my incorporate friends,’ quoth he, 
‘That I receive the general food at first, 
Which you de live upon; and fit it is, 
Because I am the store-house and the sho} 
Of the whole body: but, if you do remember, 
I send it through the rivers of your blood, 
Even to the court, the heart, to the seat o° the 
brain ; 140 
And, through the cranks and offices of man, 
The strongest nerves and small inferior veins 
From me receive that natural competency 
Whereby they live > and though that all at once, 
You, my good friends,—this says the belly, 
mark me,— 
First Cit. Ay, sir; well, well. 
Den. _ ‘Though all at once cannot 
See what I do deliver out to each, 
Yet I can make my audit up, that all 
}¥rom me do back receive the flour of all, 
‘And leave me but the bran.’ What say you 
to’t? 150 
First Cit. It was an answer: how apply 
you this? F 
‘Men. The senators of Rome are this good 


belly, 3 
And you the mutinous members ; for examine 
Their ene and their cares, digest things 

rightly 
Touching the weal o’ the common, you shall 


fin 
No public benefit which you receive 
But it proceeds or comes from them to you 
And mo Ae from yourselves. What do you 
think, 
You, the t toe of this assembly? 

First Git I the great toe! why the great 

x 


toc? A ‘60 
‘Men. For that, being one o' the lowest, 
basest, poorest, 
Of this most wise rebellion, thou go’st foremost: 
Thou rascal, that art worst in blood to run, 
Lead’st first to win some vantage. 
But make you ready your stiff bats and clubs: 
Rome and her rats are at the point of battle 
The one side must have bale. 


Enter Carus Mancrvs. 


Hail, noble Marcius! 
Mar. Thanks. What’s the matter, you dis- 
sentious rogucs, 
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And a petition granted them, a strange one— 
To break the heart of generosity. 
And make bold power lock pale—they threw 


That, rubbing the poor itch of your opinion, 
Make yourselves scabs? 
First Cit, We haye ever your good word. 
Mar. He that will give good words to thee 
will flatter _ 1q7t 
Beneath abhorring. What would you have, 


you curs, j 
That like nor peace nor war? the one affrights 
you, 
The other makes you proud. He that trusts to 


you, 
Where he should find you lions, finds you hares; 
Where foxes, geese : you are no surer, no, 
Than is the coal of fire upon theice, | 
Or hailstone in the sun. Your virtue is 
Lo make him worthy whose offence subdues 


him 
And curse that justice did it. Who deserves 
greatness : 180 
Deserves your hate; and your affections are 
A sick man’s appetite, who desires most that. 
Which yen increase his evil. He that de- 
pends he sty 
Upon your favours swims with fins of lead 
And hews down oaks with rushes, Hang ye! 
Trust ye? 3 
With every minute you do change a mind, 
And call him noble that was now your hate, 
Him vile that was your garland. What’s the 
matter, = 
That in these several places of the city 
You cry against the noble senate, who, 190 
Under the gods, keep you in awe, which else _ 
Would feed on one another? What’s their 
seeking ? if 
Men. For corn at their own rates; whereof, 
they say, 
The city is well stored. 
Mar, | Hang’em! They say! 
They'll sit by the fire, and presume to know 
What’s done i’ the Capitol; who’s like to rise, 
Who thriyes and who declines; side factions 
and give out, fe 
Conjectural marriages; making parties strong 
And feebling such as stand not in their liking 
Below their cobbled shoes, They say there’s 
@rain enough! f _ 200 
Would the nobility lay aside their ruth, 
And let me use my sword, I’ld make a quarry 
Wath WCE of these quarter’d slaves, as 
igh. 
AsI eon Wolcls my lance. 
Me a, a ay, these are almost thoroughly per- 
suaded ; 
For though abundantly they lack discretion, 
Yet are they passing cowardly. But, I beseech 


you, 
What says the other troop? 
Mar. They are dissolved : hang ’em! 
They said they were an-hungry; sigh’d forth 


proverbs, 
That hunger broke stone walls, that dogs must 
eat, - 210 
That meat was made for mouths, that the gods 
sent not 
Corn for the rich men only: with these shreds 
They vented their complainings; which being 
answerd, CC-0 Kashmir Research Ins' 


Our musty superfluity. 
Enter Comintus, Trrus Lartivs, and other 













. YOu; 
Right worthy you priority. 
Com 


[Act y 


their caps 


As they would hang them on the horns 0’ the 


moon, 


Shouting their emulation. 


Men. What is granted ther 
Mar. Five tribunes to defend their ee 
wisdoms, 


Of their own choice : one’s Junius Brutus, 220 
Sicinius Velutus, and I know not—Ndeath! 
The rabble should have first unroof'd the city, 
Ere so prevail'd with me: 
Win upon power and throw forth greater 





: it will in time 


themes 


For insurrection’s arguing. 


Men. This is strange, 
Mar. Go, get you home, you fragments! 


Enter a Messenger, hastily. 


Mess. Where’s Caius Marcius? 

Mar, Here: what’s the matter? 

Mess. The news is, sir, the Volsces are in 
arms, 

May. I am glad on ’t: then we shall ha’ 
means to vent 

See, our best elders, 


Senators; Junius Brutus and SIorNn1us 

VELUTUS. 

First Sen. Marcius, ’tis true that you have 
lately told us; 231 


The Volsces are in arms. 


They have a leader, 


Mar. 
Tullus Aufidius, that will put you to ’t. 
I sin in envying his nobility, 
And were Tany thing but what I am, 
I would wish me only he. 


Com. ou haye fought together. 
Were half to half the world by the 
ears and he 


Upon my party, I’ld revolt, to make 
nly my wars with him: he is a lion 
That IL am proud to hunt. 


First Sen. _, Then, worthy Marcius, 
Attend upon Cominius to these wars. 244 
Com. It is your former promise. 


Mar. Sir, it is; 


And Iam constant. Titus Lartius, thou 
Shalt see me once more strike at Tullus’ face. 
Mh art thou stiff? stand'st out? 


No, Caius Marcius; 


it. 
Dll lean upon one crutch and fight with t’ other, 
Ere stay behind this business. 


Men. O, true-bred!, 


First Sen. Your company to the Capitol; 


where, I know, 


Gut grentest friends attend us. 


[Z'o Com.] Lead you on, 


at. 
[Yo Mar.] Follow Cominius; we must roll 


Noble Marcius! 


First Sen. [To the Citizens] Hence to yout 
LES 5 f 
tutardsigitzed UY SGaagati them follow: 








| 
| 
| 








ScENE I] 


The Volsces haye much com; take these rats 
thither | 
To gnaw their garners. Worshipful mutiners, 
Your valour puts well forth: pray, follow. 
[Citizens steal away. Excunt all but 
Sicinius and Brutus, 
Sic, Was ever man so proud as is this 
Marcius? 
Bru. He has no equal. 
Sic. When we were chosen tribunes for the 
people,— : 
Bru. Mark’d you his lip and eyes? 
Sic. : Nay, but his taunts. 
Bru. Being moved, he will not spare to gird 
the gods. Ct 
Sic, Be-mock the modest moon, 

Bru. The present wars devour him: he is 
grown 3 
Too proud to be so valiant, 

{Cn Such a nature, 
Tickled with good success, disdains the shadow 
Which he treads on at noon: but I do wonder 
His insolence can brook to be commanded 
Under Cominius. 2 

Bru. Tame, at the which he aims, 
In whom already he’s well graced, can not 
Better be held nor more attain’d than by 26 
A. place below the first: for what miscarries 
Shall be the general’s fault, though he perform 
‘To the utinost of a man, and giddy censure 
Will then cry out of Marcius ‘O, if he 
Had borne the business |” z 

Sic. __ Besides, if things go well, 
epinton that so sticks on Marcius shall 
Of his demerits rob Cominius. 

Bru, a Come: . 
Half all Cominius’ honours are to Marcius, |. 
Though Marcius earn’d them not, and all his 


‘aults 
To Marcius shall be honours, though indeed 
In aught he merit not. 

Sic. Let’s hence, and hear 
How the dispatch is made, and in what fashion, 
More than his singularity, he goes 
Upon this present action. 

Bru. Let’s along. [Zxeunt. 


ScENE II. Corioli. The Senate-house. 


Enter Tuttus Aurrpius and certain Senators. 


First Sen. So, your opinion is, Aufidius, 
That they of Rome are enter’d in our counsels 
And know how we proceed. 

Auf. Ts it not yours? 
What ever have been thought on in this state, 
That could be brought.to bodily act ere Rome 

[ad circumvention? “Lis not four days goue 
Since I heard thence; these are the words: 

think “ 

T have the letter here; yes, here it is. ie 
[Reads] ‘They have press‘d a power, but it is 
not known mE é 
Whether for east or west: thie dearth is great; 10 
The people mutinous; and it is rumour'd, 

Cominius, Marcius your old encmy, 
Who is of Rome worse hated than of you, 
And Titus Lartius, a most valiant Roman, 
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These three lead on this preparation 
Whither ’tis bent: most likely ’tis for you: 
Consider of it.’ 

First Sen. Our army’s in the field : 

We never yet made doubt but Rome was ready 
To answer us, 

Aw. Nor did you think it foll; 

Te keep your great prclenee veil'd till when 20 

They needs must show themselves; which in 
the hatching, 

Tt scem’d, appear'd to Rome. By the discovery 

We shall be shorten’d in our aim, which was 

Tc take in many towns ere almost Rome 

Should know we were afoot. 

Sec. Sen. Noble Aufidius, 
Take your commission ; hic you to your bands: 
Let us alone to guard Coriol1: 

If they set down before’s, for the remove 
Bring up your army ; but, I think, you'll find 
They ’ve not prepared for us. 

Auf. _ _O, doubé not that; 3 
I speak from certainties. Nay, inore, 

Some parcels of their power are forth already, 
And only hitherward. I leave your honours. 
If we and Caius Marcius chance to meet, 

"Tis sworn between us we shall ever strike 
Till one can do no more. ¥ 

All. The gods assist you! 
Aus. And keep your honours safe! 


LHivst Sen. Farewell. 
Sec, Sen. Farewell. 
All. Farewell. [Eceunt. 


Scene II. Rome. A room in Marcius’ 
house. 


Enter Vouusnt and Virainta: they seé 
them down oi two low stools, and sew. 


Vol. I pray you, daughter, sing; or express 
yourself in a more comfortable sort: if my son 
were my husband, I should freelier rejoice in 
that absence wherein he won honour than in 
the embracements of his bed where he would 
show most love. When yet he was but tender- 
bodied and the only son of my womb, when 
youth with comeliness plucked all gaze his 
way, when for a day of kings’ entreaties a 
mother should not, sell him an hour from her 
beholding, I, considering how honour would 
become such a person, that it was no better 
than picture-like to hang by the wall, if renown 
made it not stir, was pleased to let him seek 
danger where he was like to find fame. To a 
cruel war I sent him; from whence he re- 
turned, his brows bound with oak. I tell thee, 
daughter, I sprang not more in joy at first 
hearing he was a man-child than now in first 
secing he had proved himself a man. 

Vir. But had he died in the business, 
madam; how then? 2 

Vol. Then his good report should have been 
my son; I therein would have found issue. 
Hear me profess sincerely ; had I a dozen sons, 
each in my love alike and none less dear than 
thine and my good Marcius, I had rather had 
eleven die nobly for their country than one 
yoluptuously surfeit out of action. 
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Enter a Gentlewoman. 


Gent. Madam, the Lady Valeria is come to 
visit.you. < 
Vir. Beseech you, give me leave to retire 


mysell. 3° 
Vol, Indeed, you shall not. 
Methinks I hear hither your husband's drum, 
See him pluck Aufidius down by the hair, _ 
As children from a bear, the Volsces shunning 


him : 
Methinks I see him stamp thus, and call thus : 
‘Come on, you cowards! you were got in fear, 

Though you were born in Rome:” his bloody 


TOW 
With his mail’d hand then wiping, forth he 
goes, 
Like to a harvest-man that’s task’d to mow 
Or all or lose his hire. 40 
Vir. His bloody brow! O Jupiter, no blood! 
Vol. Away, you fool! it more becomes a 


man 
Than gilt his trophy : the breasts of Hecuba, 

When she did suckle Hector, look’d not lovelier 
Than Hector's forchead when it spit forth blood 


At Grecian sword, contemning. Tell Valeria, 
Weare fit to bid her welcome. — [Exit Gent. 
eee Heavens bless my lord from fell Au- 
us 
Viole He'll beat Aufidius’ head below his 
ee : 

And tread upon his neck. = 
Enter Varerta, with an Usher and Genile- 
woman, 

Val. My ladies both, good day to you. 
Vol. Sweet madam. 


Vir, Tam glad to see your ladyship. _ 

Val. How do you both? you are manifest 
house-keepers. What are you sewing here? A 
fine spot, in good faith. How does your little 


I thank your ladyship; well, good 
madam. 

Vol. He had rather see the swords, and hear 
a drum, than look upon his schoolmaster. _ 61 

Val. O’ my word, the father’s son: I 
swear, “tis a very bretty boy.. O’ my troth, I 
looked upon him o’ Wednesday half an hour 
together: has such a confirmed countenance. 
I saw him run after a gilded butterfly; and 
when he caught it, he let it go again ; and after 
itagain; and over and over he comes, and up 
again; catched it again; or whether his fall 
enraged him, or how "twas, he did so set his 
teeth and tear it; O, I warrant, how he mam- 
mocked it! 71 

Vol. One on’s father’s moods. 

Val. Indeed, la, ’tis a noble child. 

Vir, A crack, madam. 

Val. Come, lay aside your stitchery ; Imust 
have you play the idle huswife with me this 
afternoon. i 
i Vir. No, good madam; I will not out of 

loors. 

Val. Not out of doors! 

Vol. She shall, she shall. Bo 


Vir. Tndeedege. dK xesmnntigagtsaldh es 
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over the threshold till my lord return from the 
wars. 

Val. Fie, you confine yourself most un- 
reasonably ; come, you must go visit the good 
lady that lies in. _ ) 

ir. I will wish her speedy strength, and 
visit her with my prayers; but I cannot go 
thither. 
Vol. Why, I pray you? 
Vir. *Tis not to save labour, nor that I want 
Ds 





love. 9 
Val. You would be another Penelope: yet, 
they say, ‘all the yarn she spun in Diver 
absence did but fill Ithaca full of -moths, 
Come; I would your cambric were sensible as 
finger, that you RHE leave pricking it 

ity. Come, you shall go with us. 
tr. No, good madam, pardon me ; indeed, 

I will not forth, 4 

Val. In truth, la, go with me; and I’ll tell 
you excellent news of your husband. 10r 

Vir. O, good madam, there can be none yet. 

Val. Verily, I do not jest with you; there 
came news from him last night. 

Vir, Indeed, madam? 

Val. In earnest, it’s true; I heard a senator 
speak it. Thusitis: the Volsces haye an army 
-forth; against whom Cominius the general is 
fone, with one part of our Roman power: your 

ord and Titus Lartius are sct down before their 

city Corioli; they nothing doubt prevailing and 
to make it brief wars. This is true, on mine 
honour; and so, I pray, go with us, F 

Vir. Give me excuse, good madam; I will 
obey you in every thing hereafter. _ 

Vol. Let her alone, lady : as she is now, she 
will but disease our better mirth. 

Val. In troth, [think she would. Fare you 
well, then. Come, good sweet lady. Prithee, 
Virgilia, turn thy solemness out 0’ door, and go 
along with us. 12k 

Vir, No, ata word, madam; indeed, I must 
not. I wish you much mirth. 

Val. Well, then, farewell. [Excunt. 


ScENEIV. Before Corioli. 
Enter, with drum, and colours, Mancrvs, 
Trrus Larrius, Captains and Soldiers. Zo 
them «@ Messenger. 


Mar. Yonder comes news. A wager they 
have met. 

Lart. My horse to yours, no. 

Mar. *Tis done. 

Lart. Asreed. 

Mar. Say, has our general met the enemy? 

Mess. They lie in view ; but have not spoke 





as yet. 
Lart. So, the goodhorseis mine, 
Mar. Til buy him of ia 
Lart. No, Ill nor sell nor give him: lend 
you him I will 
For half a hundred years, Summon the town. 
Mar. How far olf lie these armies? If 
ess. Within this mile and hal i 
Afar, Then shall we hear their ‘larum, an 


they ours. 
eey. Dieats.ceinpheg anakesteis quick in work, 
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hat we with smoking swords may march from 

hence, 

To help cat fielded friends! Come, blow thy 
ast. 


They sound a parley. Enter two Senators 
with others on the walls. 
Tullus Aufidius, is he within your walls? 
First Sen. No,nor a man that fears you less 
than he, = 
That’s lesser than a little. [Drums afar off] 
Tark! our drums 
Are bringing forth our youth. We'll break our 


walls, 
Rather than they shall pound us up : our gates, 
Which yet scem shut, we have but pinn’d with 


rushes ; 
They’! open of themselves. [Alarum afar off] 
Jark you, far off! | 
There is Autidius; list, what work he makes 20 
Aiongst your cloven army. 
Mar. A: eis O, they are at it! 
Lart. Their noise be our instruction. Lad- 
ders, ho! 


Enter the army of the Volsces. 
Mav. They fear us not, but issue forth their 


city. 
Now put your shields before your hearts, and 


fight 
With hearts more proof than shields. Advance, 
brave Titus : 
They do disdain us much beyond our thoughts, 
Which makes me sweat with wrath. Come on, 
my fellows; 
He that retires, I’ll take him for a Volsce, 
And he shall feel mine edge. 


Alarwm. The Romans are beat back to their 
trenches. Re-enter MARCIUS, cursing. 


Mar. All the contagion of the south light 

on you, eaeESa 

You elaiies of Rome! you herd of—Boils and 
plagues 

Plaster you o’er, that you may be abhorr'd 

Further than seen atl one infect another 

Against the wind a mile! You souls of geese, 

That bear the shapes of men, how have you 


run 
From slaves that apes would beat! Pluto and 


hell! 
All hurt behind ; backs red, and faces pale 
uit flight and agued fear! Mend and charge 
nom 
Or, by the fires of heaven, I'll leave the foe 
And make my wars on you: look to’t: come 


on: 40 
If you'll stand fast, we'll beat them to their 
Wive: 
-As they ai to our trenches followed. 
Another alarwm. The Volsces fly, and 
Mancuus follows them to the gates. 


So, now the gates are ope: now prove good 


. Seconds: i: 
*Tis for the followers fortune widens them, 
Not for the fliers : mark me, and do the like. 
[Enters the gates. 
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First Sol. Fool-hardiness; not I. 
Sec. Sol. ort. 

5 [Marcius %3 shut in. 
First Sol. See, they have shut him in. , 
All. To the pot, I warrant him. 


[Alarum continues 


Re-enter Titus Lanrtivs. 
Lart. What is become of Marcius? 
All. lain, sir, doubtless. 
First Sol. Following the fliers at the very 


_ heels, 
With them he enters ; who, upen the sudden, 50 
Clapp’d to their gates: he 1s himself alone, 
To answer all the city. 

art, | O noble fellow! 
Who sensibly outdares his senseless sword, 
And, when it bows, stands up. Thou art lefé, 

farcius: ¢ 

A.carbuncele entire, as big as thou art, = 
Were not so rich a jewel. Thou wast a soldier 
Even to Cato’s wish, not fierce and terrible 
Only in strokes; but, with thy grim looks and 
The thunder-like percussion of thy sounds, 
Thou madest thine enemies shale, as if the 


world 
Were feverous and did tremble. 


Re-enter Manotus, bleeding, assaulted by the 
enemy. 
First Sol. Look, sir, |. 4 
ar't. O, ’tis Marcius! 
Let's fetch him off, or make remain alike. 
[Lhey fight, and all enter the city. 


Scene V. Corioli. A street. 
Enter certain Romans, with spoils. 


First Rom. This will I carry to Rome. 

Sec, Rom. And I this. 3 

Third Rom, A murain on't! I took this 
for silver. [Alarum continues still afar af. 


Enter Manctvs and Titus Larrius with 
a trumpet. 


Mar. Sce here these movers that do prize 
their hours 
Atiacrack'd drachma! Cushions, leaden spoons, 
Irons of a doit, doublets that hangmen would 
Bury with those that wore them, these base 


slaves, i 
Ere yet the fight be done, pack up: down with 
them! 
And hark, what noise the general makes! To 
him! 10 
There is the man of my soul's hate, Aufidius, 
Piercing our Romans: then, valiant Titus, take 
Convenient numbers to make good the city; 
awit ib with those that have the spirit, will 
as| 
To help Cominius. 
Lart. Worthy sir, thou bleed’st ; 
Thy exercise hath been too violent 
For a second course of fight.__ “4 
an. Sir, praise me not; 
My work hath yet not warm’d me: fare you 


well: 
The blood I drop is rather physical 
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Than dangerous tome: to Aufidius thus — 20 
I will appear, and fight. 


Lat. Now the fair goddess, Fortune, 
Fall deep in loye with thee; and her great 
charms 
Misguide thy opposers’ swords! Bold gentle- 
man, 
Prosperity be thy page! 
nie ts Ma Thy friend no less 


Than those she placeth highest! So, farewell. 
Lart. Thou worthiest Marcius ! - é 
(Lxit Marcius. 
Go sound thy trumpet in the market-place ; 
Call thither all the officers o' the town, 
Where they shall know our mind: away! 
[Exeunt. 


SoEnNE VI. Wear the camp of Cominius. 


Enter CoMINIUs, as it were in retire, with 
soldiers. 


Com. Breathe you, my friends: well fought; 
we are come off 
Like Romans, neither foolish in our stands, 
Nor cowardly in retire: believe me, sirs, 
We sn be charged again. Whiles we have 
struck, 
By interims and conyeying gusts we have heard 
The charges of our friends. Ye Roman gods! 
Lead their successes as we wish our own, 
That both our powers, with smiling fronts 
encountering, 
May give you thankful sacrifice. 


Enter a Messenger. 


bys _... Thy news? 

Aess. The citizens of Corioli have issued, 10 
And given to Lartius and to Marcius battle : 

I saw our party to their trenches driven, 
And then I came away. 

Con. Though thou Spee truth, 
Methinks thou speak’st not well. How long 

is’t since? 

Mess. Above an hour, my lord. 

Com. "Lis not a mile; briefly we heard their 

drums: 
How couldst thou in a mile confound an hour, 
And bring thy news so late? 

Mess. Spies of the Volsces 
Held me in chase, that I was force: to wheel 
Three or four miles about, else had I, sir, 20 
Half an hour since brought my report. 

oon. 10’s yonder, 
That does appear as he were flay’d?_ O gods! 
He has the stamp of Marcius; and I have 
efore-time seen him thus. 
Mar. [}¥ithin] Come T too late? 


Com. The shepherd knows not thunder from | 1 


a tabor 
More than I know the sound of Marcius’ tongue 
Lrom every meaner man. 


Enter Manors. 


Mar. 3 .  ComeT too late? 
Cais Ay, if you come not in the blood of 
others, 
But mantled in your own, 
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In arms as sound xs when I woo'd, in heart % 
As merry as when our nuptial day was done 
And tapers burn’d to bedward ! 2 

m. v . Flower of warriors, 
How is’t with Titus Lartius? 

Mar, As with a man busied about decrees: 
Condemning some to death, and some to exile: 
Ransoming him, or pitying, threatening thé 

other; 
Holding Corioli in the name of Rome, 
liven like a fawning greyhound in the leash, 
To let him slip at will, ‘i 

Coin. Where is that slave 
Which told me they had beat you to your 


trenches? . $ 40 
Where is he? call him hither. 4 
Mar, Let him alone; 


He did inform the truth: but for our gentle. 


men, . 

The common file—a plague! tribunes for 
them !— 

The mouse ne'er shunn'd the cat as they did 
budge 

Ff, rom. rascals worse than they. 





‘om, _ But how prevail’d you? 
ite Will the time serve to tell? I do not 
think. 


Where is the enemy? are you lords o’ the field? 
If not, why cease you till you are so? 





Com. Mareius, 
We have at disadvantage fought and did 
Retire to win our purpose. 50 

Afar. How lies their battle? know you on 

which side r 
They haye placed their men of trust? 4 
‘om. ; As U guess, Marcius, 
Their bands i the vaward are the Antiates, 
Of their best trust; o'er them Aufidius, 
Their very heart of hope. 
Mar. I do beseech you, 
By all the battles wherein we have fought, 
By the blood we have shed together, by the vows 
We paver made to endure friends, that you 
directly 
Set me against Aufidius and his Antiates ; 
And that you not delay the present, but, 60 
Filling the air with swords advanced and darts, 
We prove this very hour. . 

Com. Though I could wish 
You were conducted to a gentle bath 
And balms enplied to you, yet dare I never 
Deny your asking : take your choice of those 
That best can aid your action. 

Mar, Those are they 
That most are willing. If any such be here— 
as it were sin to doubt—that love this painting 
Wherein you see me smear'd; if any fear 
esser his person than an ill repo! 


rhs eae 
If any think brave death outweighs bad life 





And that his country’s dearer than himself 5 

Let him alone, or so many so minded, 

Wave thus, to express his disposition, 

And follow Marcins. : 

[Lhey all shout and wave their swords, take 

him up in their arms, and cast up their 
caps. 

O, me alone! make you a sword of me? 

UfehDigitedsby aGangettid, which of you 
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But is four Volsces? none of you but is 

‘Able to bear against the great Aufidius 

‘A shield as hard as his. A certain number, 80 

Though thanks to all, must I select from all: 
the rest ‘ 

Shall bear the business in some other fight, 

‘As cause will be Doe Please you to march; 

}And four shall quickly draw out my command, 

Which men are best inclined. 

Com. March on, my fellows: 
Make good this ostentation, and you shall 
Divide in all with us, [Exeunt. 

Scenu VIL Lhe gates of Corioli. 
Titus Lartius, having set @ guard upon 

Corioli, going with drum and_ trumpet 

tuward Comintus and Caius Marcius, 

enters with a@ Lieutenant, other Soldiers, 
and a Scout. 


Lart, So, let the ports be guarded: keep 
your duties, 

As I have set them down. If I do send, 

dispatch | 

Those centuries to our aid; the rest will serve 

For a short holding : if we lose the field, 

We cannot keep the town. = 
Lieu. Fear not our care, sir. 
Lart, Hence, and shut your gates upon’s. 

Our guider, come; to the Roman camp con- 

duct us. (Exeunt. 


Scene VILL. A field of battle. 


Alarum as in battle, Enter, from opposite 
sides, Marcius and AUPIDIUS, 


Mar. I'll fight with none but thee; for I do 
hate thee . 
Worse than a promise-breaker, ‘ 
‘i We hate alike: 
Not Afric owns a serpent I abhor 
More than thy fame and envy. Fix thy foot. | 
Mar. Let’ the first budger die the other's 


slave, : 
And the gods doom him after! . 

auf, If I fly, Marcius, 
Holloa me like a hare. : 

Mar, Within these three hours, Tullus, 
Alone I fought in your Corioli walls, , 
diane what work I pleased: “tis not my 

loo 
Wherein thou seest me mask’d; for thy revenge 
Wrench up thy power to the highest. 

Auf. Wert thou the Hector 1 
That was the whip of your bragg'd progeny, 
Thou shouldst not scape me here. . 

[Lhey sight, and. certain Volsces come in 
the aid of Aujidius. Marcius fights till 

_ they be driven in breathless. 
Officious, and not valiant, you have shamed me 
Tn your condemned seconds, [2xeunt. 


SoENE IX. The Roman camp. 


Flourish. Alarum. A retreat is sounded. 
Flourish, Enter, from one side, COMINIUS 
with the Romans; from the other side, 
Manotus, with his arm in @ scarf. 
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Com. ; If I should tell thee o'er this thy day’s 
work, 
Thow'ldst not believe thy deeds: but Ill 
report it 
Where senators shall mingle tears with smiles, 
Where great patricians shall attend and shrug, 
I the end admire, where ladies shall be frighted, 
And, gladly quaked, hear more; where the dull 


tribunes, 4 
That, with the fusty plebeians, hate thine 
honours, 
Shall aN against their hearts ‘We thank the 
gods 


Our Rome hath such a soldier,’ 
Yet camest thou to a morsel of this feast,  z0 
Having fully dined before. 


Enter Trrus Lartivs, with his power, from 
the pursuit, 


Lart. O general, 
Here is the steed, we the caparison : 
Hadst thou beheld— 

Mar. Pray now, no more: my mother, 
Who has a charter to extol her blood, 
Wien she dees praise me grieves me. Ihave 

lone 

As you have done; that’s what I can; induced 
‘As you have been ; that’s for my country : 
He that has but effected his good will 
Hath oyverta’en mine act, 

Com. You shall not be 
The grave of your deserving ; Rome must know 
The value of her own: ’twere a concealment 2t 
Worse than a theft, no less than a traducement, 
To hide your doings; and to silence that, | 
Which, to the spire and top of praises youch'd, 
Would’scem but modest: therefore, I beseech 


you— 
In Ae of what you are, not to reward 
What you have done—before our army hear 


me, 
Mar. I have some wounds upon me, and 
they smart 
To hear themselves remember'd. 

Con. _ Should they not, 
Well might they fester ’gainst ingratitude, te) 
And tent themselves with death. Of all the 

horses, “ 
Rigjheteot we have ia’en good and good store, 
of al 
The treasure in this field achieved and city, 
We render you the tenth, to be ta’en forth, 
Before the common distribution, at 
Your only choice. 
Mar. I thank you, general ; 
But cannot make my heart consent to take 
‘A bribe to pay my sword: I do retuse it; 
‘And stand upon my common part with those 
That have beheld the doing. ; _ 40 
[A long slourish. They all cry ‘Marcius! 
Mareius!? cast wp their caps and 
ae Cominius and Lartius stand 
VCs 
Mar. May these same instruments, which 
you profane, 
meyer sound more ! when drums and trumpets 
shai 
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T the field prove flatterers, let courts and 


cities be - 
Made all of false-faced soothing! |, 
When steel grows soft as the parasite’s silk, 
Let him be made a coverture for the wars! | 
No more, I say! For that [ have not wash’d 
Mynose that bled, or foil’d some debile wretch, — 
Which, without note, here’s many else have 


lone,— 

You shout me forth 5 5° 

In acclamations hyperbolical; 

As if Lloved my little should be dieted. 

In praises sauced with lies. 
Com, Too modest are you; 

More cruel to your good rebar than grateful 

To us that give you truly: by your aitience, 

If ’gainst yourself you be incensed, we'll put 


you, ; . 
Like one that means his proper harm, in 
manacles, ; 
Then reason safely with you. Therefore, be it 
own, 
As to us, to all the world, that Caius Marcius 
Wears this war's garland: in token of the 
which, 60 
My noble steed, known to the camp, I give 


him 
With all his trim belonging; and from this 


ime, 
For what he did before Corioli, call him, 
With all the applause and clamour of the host, 
Caius Marcivs CortoLanus! Bear 
The addition nobly ever! 
Cito ieeale Trumpets sound, and drwns. 
All. Caius Marcius Coriolanus! 
Cor. Iwill go wash;, 
And when my face is fair, you shall perceive 
‘Whether I blush or no: howbeit, I thank you. 
I mean to stride your steed, and at all times 71 
To undercrest your good addition 
To the fairness of my power. 
Com. So, to our tent; 
Where, ere we do repose us, we will write 
To Rome of our success. You, Titus Lartius, 
Must to Corioli back: send us to Rome 
The best, with whom we may articulate, 
For their own good and ours. 
art. “ Ishall, my lord. 
Cor. The gods begin to mock me. I, that now 
efused most princely gifts, am bound to beg 
Of my lord general. 
Com. ‘Take’t; tis yours. What is’t? 8: 
Cor. I sometime lay here in Corioli 
At a poor man’s house; he used me kindly : 
He cried to me; Isaw him prisoner; 
But then Aufidius was within my view, 
And wrath o'erwhelm'd my pity : Irequest you 
To give my poor host freedom. 
om. O, well begg'd! 
Were he the butcher of my son, he should 
Be free as is the wind. Deliver him, Titus. 


Lart. Marcius,-his name? 

Cor. By Jupiter! forgot. 
Lam weary; yea, my memory is tired. gr 
Have we no wine here? 


‘om. Go we to our tent: 
The blood upon your visage dries; ’tis time 
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Scene X. Zhe camp of the Volsces, 
A flourish. Cornets. Enter TULIUS AuFrpis, 


bloody, with two or thice Soldiers, 


Auf. Thetownista’en! | 
First Sol. Iwill be deliver’d back on good 
condition. | 
Auf. Condition! 
I would I were a Roman; for I cannot, 
Being a Volsce, be that Lam. Condition! 
What good condition can a treaty find 
T the part that is at mercy? I'ive times, Mar. 


cius, 
Lhave fought with thee; so often hast thou beat 


me, f 

And wouldst do so, I think, should we en- 
counter 

As often as we eat. By the elemenis, x0 

If e’er again I meet him beard to beard, 

He’s mine, or Lam his: mine emulation 

Hath not that honour in’t it had; for where 

I thought to crush him in an eae force, 

True sword to sword, I'll potch at him some 


way 
Or wrath or craft may get him. 
First Sol. He’s the devil. 


Auf. Bolder, though not so subtle. My 
_ valour’s poison'd | ; 
With only suflering stain by him; for him 
Shall fly out of itself: nor sleep nor sanctuary, 
Being naked, sick, nor fane nor Capitol, 20 
The prayers of priests nor times of Sacrifice, 
Embarquements all of fury, shall lift up 
Their rotten privilege and custom ’gainst 
My hate to Marcius: where I find him, were it 
At home, upon my brother's guard, even there, 
Against the hospitable canon, would I 
V ash my fierce hand in’s heart. Go you to 
he city ; 
Learn how ’tis held; and what they are that 


must 
Be hostages for Rome, 
First Sol. Will not you go? 


Auf. Lam attended at the cypress grove: I 
ye DTOy VOUS ee " #14. 00 
"Tis south the city mills—bring me word thither 
How the world goes, that to the pace of it 
I may spur on my journey. 
First Sol. I shall, sir. 
[Zveunt. 


ACT II. 
Scexe I. Rome. A public place. 


Enter MENENIUS with the two Tribunes of 
the people, Stcintus and Brutus. 


Men. The augurer tells me we shall have 
news to-night. 

Bru. Good or bad? 

Men. Not according to the prayer of the 
people, for they love not Marcius. p 

Ste. Nature teaches beasts to know their 
friends. 

Aen. Pray you, who does the wolf love? 

Ste. The lamb. 

Men. Ay, to devour him; as the hungry 


Tt should be logked tp Sahvhir ResebFaRunstitalebamesireud yheGahiecttnrcius. 
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; Bru. He’s a lamb indeed, that baes like a 
ear, 

Men. He’s a bear indeed, that lives like a 
lamb. You two are old men: tell me one thing 
that [shall ask you. 

Both. Well, sir. : 

Men. In what enormity is Marcius poor in, 
that you two have not in abundance? 

Bru, He's poor in no one fault, but stored 
with all. eee 21 

Sie. Especially in pride. 

B And topping all others in boasting. 
This is strange now: do you two know 
how you are censured here in the city, L mean 
of uso’ the right-hand file? do you? 

Both. Why, how are we censured? 

Men. Because you talk of pride now,—will 
you not be angry? 

Both. Well, well, sir, well. 30 

_ Men. Why, ‘tis no great matter; for a very 
little thief of occasion will rob you of a great 
deal of patience: give your dispositions the 
reins, and be angry at your pleasures; at the 
least, if you take it as a leasure to you in 
being so. You blame Mareius for being proud? 

Bru. We do it not alone, sir. 

Den. I know you can do very little alone; 
for your helps are many, or else your actions 
would grow wondrous single: your abilities are 
too infant-like for doing much alone. You talk 
of pride: O that you could turn your eyes to- 
ward the napes of your necks, and make but an 
an tetiOe survey of your good selves! O that you 
could! 

Bru. What then, sir? . 

Men. Why, then vou should discover a brace 
of unmeriting, proud, violent, testy magistrates, 
alias fools, as any in Rome. 

Sic. Menenius, you are known well enough 
00. 5° 
_Men. Iam known to be a humorous patri- 

cian, and one that loves a cup of hot wine with 
not a drop of allaying Tiber in’t; said to be 
something imperfect in fayouring the first com- 
plaint; hasty and tinder-like upon too, trivial 
motion; one that converses more with the 
buttock’ of the night than with the forehead of 
the morning: what I think I utter, and spend 
my malice in my breath. Meeting two such 
wealsmen as you are—I cannot call you Ly- 
curguses—if the drink you give me touch my 
palate adversely, I make a crooked face at it. 

can’t say your worships have delivered the mat- 
ter well, when I find the ass in compound with 
the major part of your syllables: and though I 
must be content to bear with those that say 
you are reverend grave men, yet they. lie deadly 
that tell you you have good faces. If you see 
this in the map of my microcosm, follows it 






that Lam known well enough too? what harm | for’t 


can your bisson conspectuities glean out of this 
character, if L be known well enough too? 

Bru. Come, sit, come, we know you well 
enough. z 

Men. You know neither me, yourselves, nor 
any thing. You are ambitious for poor knaves’ 
caps and legs: you wear out a good wholesome 
forenoon in hearing a cause between an orange- 
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wife and a fosset-seller; and then rejourn the 
controversy of three pence to a second day of 
audience. When you are hearing a matter be- 
tween patty, and ‘party, if you chance to be 
pinched with the colic, you make faces like 
mummers; set up the bloody flag against all 
patience; and, in roaring for a chamber-pot, 
dismiss the controversy bleeding, the more 
entangled by your enor all the peace you 
make in their cause is, calling both the parties 
knaves. You are a pair of strange ones. by 
Bru. Come, come, you are well understood 
to be a perfecter giber for the table than a 
necessary bencher in the Capitol. 
__ Men. Our very priests must hecomemockers, 
if they shall encounter such ridiculous subjects 
as you are. When you speak best unto the 
purpose, it is not worth the wagging of your 
peards ; and your beards deserve not so honour- 
able a grave as to stuff a botcher’s cushion, or 
to be entombed in an ass’s pack-saddle. Yet 
you must be saying, Marcius 1s proud; who, in 
a cheap estimation, is worth all your predeces- 
sors since Deucalion, though peradventure some 
of the best of ’em were hereditary hangmen. 
God-den to your worships: more of your con- 
yersation would infect my brain, being the 
herdsmen of the beastly plebeians: I will be 
bold to take my leave of you, |, ? 
Brutus and Sicinius go aside, 


Enter VoLUMNIA, VIRGILIA, and VALERIA, 


How now, my as fair as noble ladies,—and the 
moon, were she earthly, no nobler,—whither do 
you follow your eyes so fast? 109 

Vol. Honourable Menenius, my boy Marcius 
approaches; for the love of Juno, let’s go. 

Men. Hal Marcius coming home! 

Vol. Ay, worthy Menenius ; and with most 
prosperous approbation. : 

Men._ Take my. cap, Jupiter, and I thank 
thee. Hoo! Marcius coming home! 

Vol. Vir. Nay, ’tis true. 

Vol. Look, here’s a letter from him: the 
state hath another, his wife another; and, 
think, there’s one at home for you. 120 

Men. I will make my very house reel to- 
neh! : a letter for me! 

Vir, Yes, certain, there’s a letter for you; I 
saw’t. 

Men. A letter for me! it gives me an estate 
of seven years’ health; in which time I will 
make a lip atthe physician : the most sovereign 
prescription in Galen_is but empiricutic, and, 
to this preservative, of no better report than a 
horse-drench. Is he not wounded? he was 
wont to come home wounded. 137 

Vir. O, no, no, no. 

Vol. O, he is wounded; I thank the gods 


» 


‘Men. So do I too, if it be not too much: 
brings a’ victory in his pocket ? the wounds be- 
come him. a 

Vol.. On’s brows: Menenius, he comes the 
third time home with the oakeny eetiand. 

i 


Men. Has he disciplined Aufidius soundly? 
Vol. Titus Lartius writes, they fought toge- 
ther, but Aufidius got off. 141 
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Men, And twas time for him too, I’ll war- | Wouldst thou have laugh’d had I come coftin'd 


rant him that: an he had stayed by him, I 


home, 


not have been so fidiused for all the | That weep’st to see me triumph? Ah, my dear, 
yo Corioli, and the gold that’s in them. | Such eyes the widows in Corioli wear, 
t 


Is the senate possessed of this? 

Vol. Good ladies, let’s go. Yes, yes, yes; 
the senate has letters from the general, wherein 
he gives my son the whole name of the war: he 
hath in this action outdone his former deeds 
aonb ly i x5t 

ie . In troth, there ’s wondrous things spoke 
of him. 

Men. Wondrous! ay, I warrant you, and 
not without his true purchasing. 

Vir. The gods grant them truc! 

Vol, True! pow, wow. 

Men. True! Ul be sworn they are true. 
Where is he wounded ? [Zo the Liribunes] God 
save your good worships! Marcius is coming 
home: he has more cause to be proud. Where 
is he wounded ? ! 

Vol. V the shoulder and 7 the left arm: 
there will be large cicatrices to show the people. 
when he shall stand for his place. He received 
in the repulse of Tarquin seven hurts 7 the 


dy. 5 
Aen. Onei’ the neck, and two 7 the thigh, 
—there’s nine that I know, ‘ 
‘ol. He had, before this last expedition, 
twenty-five wounds upon him. 170 
Men. Now it’s twenty-seven: every gash 
was an enemy’sgrave. [A shout and slourish.) 
Hark! the trumpets. 
Vol. These are the ushers of Marcius: before 
him he carries noise, and behind him he leayes 


tears : 

Death, that dark spirit, in’s nervy arm doth lie ; 

ebb being advanced, declines, and then men 
ic. 


A sennet. Trumpets sound. Enter Commntus 
the general, and Trrus Lartius; between 
them, CORIOLANUS, crowned with an oaken 
garlana 3 with Captains and Soldiers, and a 

erald. 


Ga ano Rome, that all alone Marcius 
did figh 
Within Corioli gates: where he hath won, 189 
With fame, a name to Caius Marcius; these 
In honour follows Coriolanus. 
Welcome to Rome, renowned Coriolanus ! 
[ flourish. 
aie Ry elcone to Rome, renowned Corio- 
anus 
Cor. No more of this; it does offend my 
heart : 

Pray now, no more. . 

ae Look, sir, your mother! 

‘or. 

You have, I know, petition’d all the gods 
For my prosperity ! [Kneels. 

Vol. Nay, my good soldier, up ; 
My gentle Marcius, worthy Caius, and 
By deed-achieving honour newly named,— x90 
What is it?—Coriolanus must I call thee?— 
But, O, thy wife! 


Cor, 





Sie. 
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And mothers that lack sons. 
Men. ‘ Now, the gods crown thee! 
Cor. Andlive you yet? [Z’o Valeria] O my 
sweet lady, pardon. 
Vol. I know not where io turn: O, welcome 
home: 
And welcome, general and ye’re welcome all, 
Men, A hundred thousand welcomes. I 
could weep 
And I could 
Welcome. 
A curse begin at very root on’s heart, 
That is not glad to see thee! You are three 
That Rome should dote on; yet, by the faith of 


* 3 200 
laugh, I am light and heavy, 


men, 
We have some old crab-trees here at home that 
will not 
Be grafted to your relish. Yet welcome, war- 
riors : 
We call a nettle but a nettle and 
The faults of fools but folly. 
Om. x Ever right. 
Cor. _Menenius ever, ever. 
Herald. Give way there, and go on! 
Cor. — [Lo Volumnia and Virgilia] Your 
hand, and yours: 210 
Ere in our own house I do shade ay head, 
‘Lhe good patricians must he visited ; 
From whom I have received not only greetings, 
But with them change of honours, 
Dhiys ee . have lived 
To see inherited my very wishes 
And the buildings of my fancy ; only 
There ’s one thing wanting, which I doubt not 
uu 
Our Rome will cast upon thee. 
for". E Know, good mother, 
J had rather be their servant in my way 
‘Than sway with them in theirs. 
Com. On, to the Capitol! 
[Plourish. Cornets. Exewnt in state, as 
before. Brutus and Sicinius come sor- 
ward. 
Bru. All tongues speak of him, and the 
bleared sights 221 
Are spectacled to see him: your prattling nurse 
Into a rapture lets her baby cry é 
While she chats him: the kitchen malkin pins 
Her richest lockram.’bout her reechy neck, 
Clambering the walls to eye him: stalls, bulks, 
windows, 
Are smother’d up, leads fill’d, and ridges horsed 
With variable complexions, all agreeing 
In earnestness to see him: seld-shown flamens 
Do press among the popular throngs and putt 
“o win a vulgar station: our veil'd dames 231 
Commit the war of white and damask in A 
Busiwnicely eawded cheeks to the wanton spoil 
Of Pheebus’ burning kisses: such a pother 
As if that whatsoever god who leads him 
Were slily crept'into his human powers 
And gave him graceful posture. 
yi On the sudden, 


Scr 1] 


Bru, Then our office may, 
During his power, go sleep. 
Sic. He cannot temperately transport his 
honours 
From where he should begin and end, but will 
Lose those he hath won. 
Bru. In that there's comfort. 
Sic. Doubt not 
The commoners, for whom we stand, but they 
Upon their ancient malice will forget 
With the least cause these his new honours, 
which, 

That he will give them make I as little question 
As he is proud to do’t. 
dU Theard him swear, 
Were he to stand for consul, never would he 

Appear i’ the market-place nor on him put 
The napless vesture of humility ; 2 
Nor, showing, as the manner is, his wounds 
To the people, beg their stinking breaths, 
YOR ie Tis right. 
Bru. It was his word: O, he would miss it 
rather | 
Than carry it but by the suit of the gentry 
to him 
And the desire of the nobles. 
iC. I wish no better 
Than have him hold that purpose and to put it 
In execution. 


5° 


“Tis most like he will. 
i A shall be to him then as our good 
wills, 
A sure destruction. 
Bru. So it must fall out 
To him or our authorities. Foranend, | 260 
We must suggest the people in what hatred 
He still hath held them; that to’s power he 





would Xe K 
Have uote them mules, silenced their pleaders 
anc 


Disproperticd! their freedoms, holding them, 

In human action and capacity, 

Of no more soul nor fitness for the world 

Than Gia in the war, who have their pro- 
yan 

Only for bearing burdens, and sore blows 

For sinking under them. * 

Sic. This, as you say, suggested 

At some time when his soaring insolence 270 

Shall touch the people—which time shall not 
want, 

Tf he be put upon’t; and that’s as casy 

‘As to set dogs on sheep—will be his fire 

To kindle their dry stubble; and their blaze 

Shall darken him for ever. 


Enter «w Messenger. 
Bru. What's the matter? 
‘Mess. Youare sent for to the Capitol. “Tis 
thought 
That Marcius shall be consul: é 
Lhaye seen the dumb men throng to sce him 


and 3 
The blind to hear him speak: matrons flung 
gloves f 279 
Ladies and maids their scarfs and handkerchers, 
Upon him as he pass‘d: the nobles bended, 
As to Jove’s statue, and the commons made 
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A shower and thunder with their caps and 
_ shouts: 
LT never saw the like. 

Bru. Let’s to the Capitol ;, 
And carry with us ears and eyes for the time, 
But hearts for the event. 

Sie. Have with you. [Zxeunt. 


Scenn Il, Lhe same. The Capitol. 
Enter two Officers, lo lay cushions. 


First Of. Come, come, they are almost here. 
How many stand for consulships? 

Sec, Of. Vhree, they ae but.*tis thought 
of every one Coriolanus will carry it. 

First OF. That's a brave fellow; but he’s 
vengeance proud, and loves not the common 
people. i 

Sec. Of. Faith, there have been many great 
men that have flattered the people, who ne’er 
loved them; and there be many that they have 
loved, they know not wherefore: so that, it 
they love they know not why, they hate upon 
no better a ground: therefore, for Coriolanus 
neither to care whether they love or hate him 
manifests the true knowledge he has in their 
disposition; and out of his noble carelessness 
lets them plainly see’t. 

First Of. Li he did not care whether he had 
their love or no, he waved indifferently ’twixt 
doing them neither goed nor harm: but he 
seeks their hate with greater devotion than 
they can render it him; and Jeaves nothing 
undone that may fully discover him their oppo- 
site. Now, to seem to aftect the malice and 
displeasure of the people is as bad. as that which. 
he dislikes, to flatter them for their love. 

Sec. Of. He hath deserved worthily of his 
country: and his ascent is not by such easy 
degrees as those who, having been supple and 
courteous to the people, bonneted, without any 
further deed to have them at all into their 
estimation and report: but he hath so planted 
his honours in their eyes, and his actions in 
their hearts, that for their tongues to be silent, 
and not confess so much, were a kind of in- 
grateful injury; to report otherwise, were a 
malice, that, giving itself the lie, would pluck 
reproot and rebuke from every ear that heard it. 

First Of. No more of him; he’s a worthy 
man: make way, they are coming. 40 


A sennet. Enter, with Lictors before them, 
Cominius the consul, MENENIUS, CoRIo- 
LANUS, Senators, SicrNIUS and Brutus. 
The Senators take their places ; the Tribunes 
take their places by themselves. CoRio- 
LANUS stands. 


Men. Having determined of the Volsces 











and 

To send for Titus Lartius, it remains, 

As the main point of this our after-meeting, 

‘To gratify his noble service that 

Hath thus stood for his country: therefore 
please you 

Most reverend and grave elders, to desire 

The present consul, and last general 

In our well-found successes, to report 
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A little of that worthy work perform’d 

By Caius Marcius Coriolanus, whom 50 

We met here both to thank and to remember 

With honours like himself. se 
First Sen. Speak, good Cominius : 

Leave nothing out ‘for length, and make us 


thin 2 
Rather our state’s defective for requital _ 
Than we to stretch it out. [Z'o the Zribunes] 
Masters o’ the people, 
We do request your kindest ears, and after, 
Your loving motion toward the common body, 
To yield what passes here. 
Ste. We are convented 
Upona pleasing treaty, and haye hearts 
Inclinable to honour and advance 
The theme of ourassembly, 
7b. Which the rather 
We shall be blest to do, if he remember 
A kinder value of the people than 
He hath hereto prized them at. : 
Men. That’s off, that’s off 
I would you rather had been silent. Please 


you 
To hear Cominius speak? aa 
Bru, Most willingly ; 
But yet my caution was more pertinent 
Than the rebuke you give it. 
Men. He loves your people; 
But tie him not to be their bedfellow. 
Worthy Cominius, speak. [Coriclanus offers 
to go away.| Nay, keep your place, 7° 
First Sen. ‘Sit, Coriolanus ; never shame to 


hear 
What you have nobly done. 

‘on. Your honours’ pardon : 
Thad rather have my wounds to heal again 
Than hear say how J got them. _ 

Bru. Sir, I hope 
My words disbench’d you not. 

‘or. No, sir: yet oft, 
When DoW have made me stay, I fled from 

words. 

You soothed not, therefore hurt not: but your 

people, . 

Tlove them as they weigh. 
Pray now, sit down. 


en. 
Cor. I had rather have one scratch my 
head ? the sun 
When the alarum were struck than idly sit 80 
‘To hear my nothings monster'd. [Zzit. 
Men. Masters of the people, 
Your multiplying spawn how can he flatter— 
That’s thousand to one good one—when you 
now see 
He had rather venture all his limbs for honour 
Than one on’s ears to hear it? Proceed, Comi- 


nius, 

Cam: I shall Jack voice: the deeds of Corio- 

anus 
Should not be utter'd feebly. It is held 
That valour is the chiefest virtue, and 
Most dignifies the haver: if it be, 
The man I speak of cannot in the world 
Be singly counterpoised. At sixteen years, 
When Tarquin made a head for Rome, he 
fought 
t 
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Whom with all praise I point at, saw him fight, 

When with his Amazonian chin he drove : 

The bristled lips before him: he bestrid 

An o’er-pressd Roman and i’ the consul’s 
view 

Slew three opposers: Tarquin’s self he met, 

And struck him on his knee: in that day’s 


eats, 

When he might act the woman in the scene, 
He proved best man i’ the field, and for his 

meed , 101 
Was brow-bound with the oak. His pupil age 
Man-enter'd thus, he waxed like a sea, 
And in the brunt of seventeen battles since 
He lureh’d all swords of the garland. or this 


ast, 
Before and in Corioli, let me say, 
I cannot speak him home : he stopp’d the fliers; 
And by his rare example made the coward 
Turn terror into sport: as weeds before 
A vessel under sail, so men obey"d 110 
And fell below his stem: his sword, death’s 


stamp, 2 
Where it did mark, it took; from face to foot 
He was a thing of blood, whose every motion 
Was timed with dying cries: alone he enter'd 
The mortal gate of the city, which he painted 
With shunless destiny ; aidless came off, 
And with a sudden re-inforcement struck 
Corioli like a planet: now all’s his: | 
When, by and by, the din of war gan pierce 
His ready sense; then straight his doubled 


spirit 
Re-quicken’d what in flesh was fatigate, 
And to the battle came he; where he did 
Run reeking o'er the lives of men, as if 
“Tere a perpetual spoil: and till we call’d 
Both field and city ours, he never stood 
To ease his breast with panting. 
Aen. Worthy man! 
First Sen. He cannot but with measure, tit 
the honours | 
Which we devise him. i k 
‘om. _ Our spoils he kick’d at, 
And look’d upon things precious as they were 
The common muck of the world: he covets 
CSS | 130 
Than misery itself would give; rewards 
His deeds with doing them, and is content 
To epenel the time to end it. 
7. 


Aer He’s right noble: 
Let him be call’d for. 

First Sen. Call Coriolanus. 

Of. He doth appear. 


Re-enter CoRIOLANUS. 
Men. The senate, Coriolanus, are well pleased 
To make thee consul. F 
07. _ _ Ido owe them still 
My life and services. 
Aen. It then remains 
That you do speak to the people. 
Cor. I do beseech you, 
Let me o’erleap that custom, for I cannot 140 
Put on the gown, stand naked and entreat them, 
For my wounds’ sake, to give their suflrage: 
please you 


is Gaingotri 
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Sic. ae ha Sir, the people 
Must have their voices; neither will they bate 
One jot of ceremony. 

Men. Put them not to’t: 

Pray you, go fit you to the custom and 
Take to you, as your predecessors have, 
Your honour with your form. 
i i _ Itisapart 
That I shall blush in acting, and might well 
Be taken from the people. 
Mark you that? 150 
To brag unto them, thus I did, and 
thus; 
Show, des the unaching scars which I should 
iide, “ 
As if I had received them for the hire 
Of their breath only ! 

Men. Do not stand upon’t. 
We recommend to you, tribunes of the people. 
Our purpose to them: and to our noble consul 
‘Wish we all joy and honour. 

Senators. ‘to Coriolanus come all joy and 

honour! L/lowrish of cornets. Exeunt all 
but Sicinius and Bruius. 

Bru. You sce how he intends to use the 

people. . S 
Sic. May they perceive’s intent! He will 
require them, 160 
As if he did contemn what he requested 
Should be in them to give. 

Bru. F Come, we'll inform them. 

Of our proceedings here: on the market-place, 


T know, they do attend us. [BLxeunt, 
Scene IIL. Zhesame. The Forwn. 


Enter seven or eight Citizens. 


First Cit. Once, if he do require our voices, 
we ought not to deny him, 4 

Sec. Cit. We may, sir, if we will. 

Third Cit, We have power in ourselves to 
do it, but it is a power that we have no power 
to do: for if he show us his wounds and tell us 
his deeds, we are to put our tongues into those 
wounds and speak for them; so, if he tell us 
his noble deeds, we must_also tell him our 
noble acceptance of them. Ingratitude is mon- 
strous, and for the multitude to be ingrateful 
were to make a monster of the multitude; o 
the which we being members, should bring 
ourselves to be monstrous members. 

‘First Cit, And to make us no better thought 
of, a little help will serve; for once we stood 
up about the corn, he himself stuck not to call 
us the many-headed multitude. 

Third Cit.. We have been called so of many ; 
not that our heads are some brown, some black, 
some auburn, some bald, but that our wits are 
so diversely coloured: and truly I think if all 
our wits were to issue out of one skull, they 
would fly east, west, north, south, and their 
consent of one direct way should be at once to 
all the points o' the compass. 

_ See. Cit. Think you so? Which way do you 
judge my wit would fly? 

Third Cit. Nay, your wit will not so soon 
out as another man’s will; ’tis strongly wedged 
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up in a block-head, but if it were at liberty, 
*twould, sure, southward. 

Sec. Cit. Why that way? 

Third Cit. To lose itself in a fog, where 
being three parts melted away with rotten dews, 
the fourth would return for conscience sake, to 
help to get thee a wife. 

‘Sec. Cit. You are never without your tricks: 
you may, you may. 39 

Third Cit. Are you all resolved to give your 
voices? But that’s no matter, the greater part 
carries it. I say, if he would incline to the 
people, there was never a worthier man. 


Enter ContoLanus in a gown of humility, 
with MENENIUS. 


Here he comes, and in the gown of humility: 
mark his behaviour. We are not to stay all 
together, but to come by him where he stands, 
by ones, by twos, and by threes. He's to 
make his requests by par euler iy ere every 
one of us has a single honour, in giving him: 
our own voices with our own tongues; there- 
fore follov me, and I'll direct you how you 
shall go by him. 3 

All. Content, content.  [Mxeunt citizens. 

Men. O sir, you are not right: have you 

not known 

The worthiest men have done ’t? 

What must I say? 
*t! L cannot bring 
‘Look, sir, my 





Cor. | 
‘T pray, sir, —Plague upon 
My tongue to such a pace:— 
wounds! if 
I got them in my country’s service, when 
Some certain of your brethren roar'd and ran, 
From the noise of our own drums.’ 
Men. O me, the gods! 
You must not speak of that: you must desire 
them 6r 
To think upon you. — 
Cor. Think upon me! hang ’em! 
L would they would forget me, like the virtues 
Which our divines lose by em. 
Men. You'll mar all: 
T’ll leave you: pray you, speak to ’em, I pray 


you, b 
In wholesome manner. _LBxit. 

Cor. Bid them wash their faces. 
And keep their tecth clean. [Ze-enter tro of 

the Citizens.| So, here comes a brace. 
[Re-enter a third Citizen. 

You know the cause, sir, of my standing here. 

Third Cit. We do, sir; tell us what hath 
brought you to’t. 3 70 

Cor. Mine own desert. 

Sec. Cit. Your own desert! 

Cor. Ay, but not mine own desire., 

Third. Cit. _How not your own desire? 

Cor. No, sir, "twas never my desire yet to 
trouble the poor with begging. i 

Third Cit. You must think, if we give you 
any, thing we hope to gain by you. | 

Cor. Well then, I pray, your price o’ the 
consulship? ae 80 

First Cit. The price is to ask it kindly. 

Cor. Kindly! Sir, I pray, let me ha’t: [have 
wounds to show you, which, shall be yours in 
private. Your good voice, sir; what say you? 
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Sec. Cit. You shall ha’t, worthy sir. 

Cor. Amatch, sir. There’s inall two worthy 
voices begged, I haye your alms: adieu. 

Third Cit. But this is something odd. 


Sec. Cit. An ‘twere to give again,—but “tis 
no maiter. [Bxeunt the three Citizens. 90 


Re-enter two other Citizens. 


Cor. Pray you now, if it may stand with 
the tune of your yoices that I may be, consul, 
Ihave here the customary gown. # 

Fourth Cit. You have deserved nobly of 
your country, and you haye not deserved 
nobly. 5 

Cor. Your enigma? 

Fourth Cit. You have been a scourge to her 
enemics, you have been a rod to her friends; 
you have not indced loved the common people. 

Cor, You should account me the more vir- 
tuous that I have not been common in my 
Jove. I will, sir, flatter my sworn brother, the 

eople, tofearn a dearer estimation of them; 
tis a condition they account gentle: and since 
the wisdom of their choice is rather to have 
my, hat than my heart, I will practise the 
insinuating nod and be_off to them most 
counterfeitly ; that is, sir, I will counterfeit the 
bewitchment of some popular man and give it 
bountiful to the desirers. Therefore, beseech 
you, I may be consul. 

Fifth Cit. We hope to find you our friend; 
and therefore give you our voices heartily. 

Fourth Cit, You have received many wounds 
for your country. 

Cor. I will not seal your knowledge with 
showing them. I will make much of your 
yoices, and so trouble you no further, 

Both Cit. The gods give you joy, sir, 
heartily | t meeunt, 

Cor. Most sweet voices! 

Better it is to die, better to starve, 3120 
Than crave the hire which first we do deserve. 
Why in this woolvish toge should I stand here, 
To beg of Hob and Dick, that do appear, 
Their needless vouches? Custom calls me to’t: 
vie custom wills, in all things should we 
do’t, 
The dust on antique time would lic unswept, 
And mountainous error be too highly heapt 
For truth to o’er-peer. Rather than fool it so, 
Let the high office and the honour go 
To one that would do thus. [am half through; 
The one part suffer’d, the other will I do. 13 


Re-enter three Citizens more. 

Here come moe voices. 
Your voices: for your voices I haye fought ; 
Watch’d for your voices; for your yoices bear 
Of wounds tio dozen odd; battles thrice six 
T have seen and heard of ; for your voices have 
Done many things, some less, some more: 

your voices : 
Indeed, I would be consul. 

Sixth Cit. He has done nobly, and cannot 
go without any honest man’s voice. 140 
Ae eae cuicrUheretore a hin) He consul : 

ive him joy, and make hii 
friend to th ae Sa 
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[Act 


sod save thee, noble 


All Cit. Amen, amen. 
[£vceunt, 


consul! ; 
Cor. Worthy voices! 


Re-enter MENENIS, with Brutus ang 
SIcriNIus. 


Men. You have stood your limitation; aad 
the tribunes : 
Endue you with the people's voice: remains 
That, in the official marks invested, you 
Anon do meet the senate. 
Cor. Is this done? 
Sic. The custom of request you have dis- 
charged : 150 
The people do admit you, and are summon’d 
To meet anon, upon your approbation. 
Cor. Where? at the senate-house ? 
Sic. There, Coriolanus. 
Cor. May I change these garments ? 





Sie. é You may, sir. 
Cor. That ll straight do; and, knowing 


myself again, 
Repair to the senate-house. 
Men. I'll keep you company. 
along? 
Bru. We stay here for the people, 
Sie. Fare you well. 
_ [Bxeunt Coriolanus and Menenius, 
He has it now, and by his looks methinks 
‘Tis warm at’s heart. 160 
Bru. With a proud heart he wore his 
humble weeils. 
Will you dismiss the people? 
TRe-enter Citizens. 
Sie. How now, my masters! 
chose this man? 
First Cit. He has our voices, sir. 
Bru. We pray the- gods he may deserve 
your. loves. 
Sec. Cit. Amen, sir; to my poor unworthy 
notice, 
He moelk’d us when he begg’d our voices. 
Third Cit. Certainly 
He flouted us downright, 
First Cit. No, ’tis his kind of speech: he 
did not mock us. 
Sec. Cit. Not one amongst us, saye your- 
self, but says 170 
He used us scornfully : he should have show'd 


Will you 


have you 


us 
His marks of merit, wounds received for’s 
country. 
Sic. Why, so he did, I am sure. 
Citizens. Yo, no; no man saw ‘em. 
Lhird Cit, He said he had wounds, which 
he could show in private ; 
And with his hat, thus waving it in scorn, 

I would be consul,’ says he: ‘aged custom, 
But by your voices, will not so permit me; 
Your voices therefore.” When we granted that, 
Here was ‘I thank you for your voices : thank 

you: 
Your most sweet voices: now you have left 
your voices, 289 
I have no further with you.’ Was nob this 
mockery? 


he peapig!0 Kashmir Research Instituéée.Di¥itzed thyreGangotriignorant to s¢o’ts 


Scene m1] 


Or, seeing it, of such childish friendliness 
To yield your voices? 

Bru. Could you not have told him 
As you were lesson’d, when he had no power, 
But was a petty servant to the state, 

He was your enemy, ever spake against 
Your liberties and the charters that you bear 
L the body of the weal; and now, arriving 
A place of potency and sway o’ the state, 
1f he should still malignantly remain 
Fast foe to the plebeii, your voices might 
Be curses to yourselves? You should have 
said 
That as his worthy deeds did claim no less 
Than, what he stood for, so his gracious nature 
Would think upon you for your voices and 
Translate his malice towards you into love, 
Standing your friendly lord. 

Sic. _ Thus to have said, 

As you, were fore-advised, had touch'd his 
spirit | |. 199 

And tried his inclination ; from him pluck’d 

Kither his gracious promise, which you might, 

As cause had call’'d you up, have held him to; 

Or else it would have gall'd his surly nature, 

Which easily endures not article 

Tying him to aught; so putting him to rage. 

You should have ta’en the advantage of his 
choler 

And pass'd him unelected. . r 

Bru, id you perceive 
He did solicit you in free contempt 
When he did need your loves, and do you think 
That his contempt shall not be bruising to you, 
When he hath power to crush? ‘Why, ha 

your bodies arr 
No heart among you? or had you tongues to 


190 


cTy : G 
Against the rectorship of judgement? 
Sic. Have you 
Ere now denied the asker? and now again 
Of him that did not ask, but mock, bestow 
Your sued-for tongues? i 
Third Cit. He’s not confirm’d; we may 
deny him yet. | , 
Sec. Cit. And will deny him: 
L'll have five hundred voices of that sound. 
First Cit. 1 twice five hundred and their 
friends to piece ‘em. 220 
Bru. Get you hence instantly, and tell those 
friends, . 
They pave chose 2 consul that will from them 
take x 
Their liberties: make them of no more voice 
Than dogs that are as often beat for barking 
‘As therefore kept to do so. 
Sic. Let them assemble, 
And on a safer judgement all revoke | 
Your ignorant election ; enforce his pride, 
And his old hate unto you; besides, forget not 
With what contempt he wore the humble weed, 
How in his suit he scorn’d you; but your loves, 
Thinking upon his services, took from you 231 
The apprehension of his present portance, | | 
Which most gibingly, ungrayely, he did fashion 
ee the inveterate hate he bears you. 
7. ay 
A fault on ns, your tribunes; that we Inbour'd, 


CORIOLANUS 
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No impediment between, but that you must 
Cast your election on him. ‘ 
ic. Say, you chose him 
More after our commandment than as guided 
By your own true affections, and that your 
minds, 
Pre-oceupied with what you rather must do 
Than what you should, made you against the 
» grain 24t 
To voice him consul: lay the fault on us. 
Bru. Ay, spare us not. Say we read lectures 
to you, 
Tlow younsly he began to serve his country, 
How long continued, and what stock he springs 


ol, 
The noble house o’ the Marcians, from whence 
came 
That Ancus Marcius, Numa’s daughter's son, 
Who, after great Hostilius, here was king: 
Of the same house Publius and Quintus were, 
That our best water brought by conduits hither; 
And [Censorinus,] nobly named so, 25% 
‘Twice being [by the people chosen] censor, 
Was his great ancestor. 
sic. ij One thus descended, 
That hath beside well in his person wrought 
To be set high in place, we did commend 
To your remembrances ; but you have found, 
Sealing his present bearing with his past, 
That he’s your fixed enemy, and revoke 
Your sudden approbation. 

Bru. _. Say, you ne'er had done’t— 
Harp on that still—but by our putting on: 260 
‘And presently, when you have drawn your 

number, : 
Repair to the Capitol. “ 
Pag F _We will so: almost all 

Repent in their election. Eeeunt Citizens. 

Bru. Let them go on; 
This mutiny were better put in hazard, 
Than stay, past doubt, for greater: 
If, as his nature is, he fallin rage . 
With their refusal, both observe and answer 
The vantage of his anger. 

Sic. To the Capitol, come: 
We will be there before the stream o’ the people ; 
And this shall seem, as partly ‘tis, their own, 
Which we have goaded onward. [Zeeunt. 


ACT III. 
Scene lI. Rome. A street. 


Cornets. Enter CORIOLANUS, MENENIUS, all 
the Gentry, Cominius, Titus Lartivs, and 
other Senators. 


Cr: au Aufidius then had made new 
head 
Lart. We had, my lord; and that it was 
which caused 
Our swifter composition. 
oe So then the Volsces stand but as at 
first, 
Ready, when time shall prompt them, to make 
road 
Upon’s again. 
Con. They are worn, lord consul, s0, 
That we shall hardly in our ages see 
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Their banners wave again. ‘ 
Cor. Saw you Aufidius? 
Lart. On safe-guard he came to me; and 
did curse ; 
ainst the Volsces, for they had so vilely 10 
Vielded the town: he is retired to Antium. 
Cor. Spoke he of me? 


Lart. He did, my lord. 
‘07. ow? what? 
Lart. How oiten he had met you, sword to 


sword; 
That of all things upon the earth he hated | 
Your person most, that he would pawn his 
fortunes : 
To picpeless restitution, so he might 
Be call’d your vanquisher. p ; 
‘Or. At Antium lives he? 
Lart. At Antium. 


Cor. I wish I had a cause to seek him there, 
To oppose his hatred fully. Welcome home. 20 


Enter Stoin1us and Brutus. 


Behold, these are the tribunes of the people, 
The tongues o’ the common mouth: I do 
despise them; . : 
For they do prank them in authority, 
Against all noble sufferance, 
Site. r Pass no further. 
Cor. Ha! what is that? 
Bru. It will be dangerous to go on: no 
further, 
Cor. What makes this change? 
Men. The matter? 
Com. Hath he not pass’d the noble and the 
common? | 
Bru. Cominius, no. = 
Cor. Have I had children’s yoices? 30 
First Sen. Tribunes, give way; he shall to 
the market-place. 
Bru. The people are incensed against him. 


Sic. x 5 Stop, 
Or all will fall in broil. 
or". _ Are these your herd? 
Must these have voices, that can yield them 


now 
And straight disclaim their tongues? What 
are your offices ? 
You being their mouths, why rule you not 
their teeth? 
Have you not set them on? 
Men. Be calm, be calm. 
Cor. It is a purposed thing, and grows by 


plot, 
To curb the will of the nobility : 
Suffer’t, and live with such as cannot rule 40 
Nor ever will be ruled. 
ri. Call’t not a plot: 
The people ery you mock’d them, and of late, 
When corn was given them gratis, you repined ; 
geadald the suppliants for the people, call'd 
hem 
‘Time-pleasers, flatterers, foes to nobleness. 
Cor. Why, this was known before. 
Bru. Not to them all. 
Cor. Haye you inform’d them sithence? 
rth. How! Linform them! 
Com, You aGke tea’hsnithResizasch Ins 
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[Act ur 


Bru. j Not unlike, 
Each way, to beiter yours. 
Cor. Why then should I be consul? Ly 
yond clouds, | 
Let me deserve so ill as you, and make me 
Your fellow tribune. 
Sic. You show too much of that 
For which the people stir: if you will pass 
To where you are bound, you must inquire 
your way, r oe 
Which you are out of, with a gentler spirit, 
Or never be so noble as a consul, 
Nor yoke with him for tribune. 
Men. Let’s be ealm. 
Com. The people are abused; set on. This 
paltering 5 
Becomes not Rome, nor has Coriolanus 
Deserved this so dishonour'd rub, laid falsely 60 
L the plain way of his merit. 
Cor. Tell me of corn! 
This was my specch, and T will speak ’t again~ 
Men, Not now, not now. . i 
First Sen. Not in this heat, sir, now. 
Cor, Now, as I live, I will, My nobler 
friends, 
T crave their pardons: ; 
For the mutable, rank-scented many, let them 
Regard me as I do not flatter, and | 
Therein behold themselves : t say again, 
In soothing them, we nourish ’gainst our senate 
The cockle of rebellion, insolence, sedition, 70 
Which we ourselves have plough’d for, sow’d, 
and scatter'd, ; 
By mingling them with us, the honour'd 
number, 
Who lack not virtue, no, nor power, but that 
Which they have given to beggars, 





Men. Well, no more. 
First Sen. No more words, we beseech you. 
Cor. How! no more! 


As for my country I have shed my blood, 
Not fearing outward force, so shall my lungs 
Coin words till their decay against those 
measles, ; 
Which we disdain should tetter us, yet sought 
The very way to catch them. 
Bru. You speak o’ the people, £0 
As if you were a god to punish, not 
A man of their infirmity. 
sic. *T were well 
We let the people know’t. 
Men. What, what? his choler? 
Cor. Choler! 
Were [ as patient as the midnight sleep, 
By Jove, ’twould be my mind! c 
ic. 5 It is a mind 
That shall remain a poison where it is, 
Not poison any further. 
Cor. Shall remain ! 
Hear you this Triton of the minnows? mark 


you 
His absolute ‘shall’? 
*Twas from the canon. 
Cor. ‘Shall’! so 
O good but most unwise patricians! why, 
You graye but reckless senators, have you thus 
| Given Hydra here to choose an officer, 
{bat Digithéedpbyea@tangothll,’ being but 





| 
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Scene 1] 


The horn and noise o’ the monster's, wants not 
spirit 

To say hell turn pews current in a ditch, 

And make your channel his? If he have power, 

Then vail your ignorance; if none, awake 

Your dangerous lenity. If you are learn’d, 

Be not as common fools; if you are not, — 100 

Let them have cushions by you. You are ple- 
beians, 

Tf they be senators: and they are no less, 

When, both your voices blended, the great'st 


aste 

Most palates theirs, They choose their magis- 
trate, 

And such a one as he, who puts his ‘shall,’ 

His popular ‘shall,’ against a graver bench 


. Than ever frown'din Greece. By Jove himself! 


Tt makes the consuls base: and my soul aches 
To know, when two authorities are up, 
Neither supreme, how soon confusion 110 
May enter ‘twixt the gap of both and take 
The one by the other. 
Coir. Well, on to the market-place. 
hie Fees gave that counsel, to give 
orth 
The corn o’ the storehouse gratis, as 
Sometime in Greece, — 
Men. ‘Well, well, no more of that. 
Cor. Though there the people had more 
absolute power, 
L say, they nourish’d disobedience, fed 
The ruin of the state. 7 
ile Why, shall the people give 
One that speaks thus their voice ? 
0m I'll give my reasons, 
More worthier than their voices. They know 
the corn “ 120 
‘Was not our recompense, resting well assured 
hey Bee did service for’t: being press’d to 
the war, 
Even when the navel of the state was touch’d, 
They would not thread the gates. This kind of 
service 
Did not deserve corn gratis. Being 7’ the war, 
Their mutinies and revolts, wherein they show’d 
Most valour, spoke not for them : the accusation 
Which they have often made against the senate, 
All cause unborn, could never be the motive 
Of our so frank donation. Well, what then? 
How shall this bisson multitude digest 131 
The scnate’s courtesy? Let deeds expres 
What’s like to be their words: ‘ We did request 


it; 
We are the greater poll, and in true fear 
They gave us our demands.’ Thus we debase 
The nature of our seats and make the rabble 
Call our cares fears; which willin time __ 
Break ope the locks o’ the senate and bring in 
The crows to peck the eagles. 

Men. . Come, enough. 

Bru. Enough, with over-measure. 

Cor. No, take more: 140 
What may besworn by, both divine and human, 
Seal what I end withal! This double worship, 
‘Where one part does disdain with cause, the 


*twas used 


other 
Insulié without all reason, where gentry, title, 


wisdom, 
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Cannot conclude but by the yea and no 

Of general ignorance,—it must omit, 

Real necessities, and give way the while 2 

To unstable slightness: purpose so barr’d, it 
follows, 

Nothing isdoneto purpose. Therefore, beseech 


you,— 
You that will be less fearful than discreet, x50 
‘That love the fundamental part of state 
More than you doubt the change on't, that 


prefer 

A noble life before a long, and wish 3 

iTo jump a body with a dangerous physic 
That’s sure of death without it, at once pluck 


out 
The multitudinous tongue ; let them not lick, 
The sweet which is their poison: your dis- 
honour | 
Mangles true judgement and bereaves the state 
Of that integrity which should become’t, 
Not having the power to do the good it would, 
For the ill which doth control’t. 


Bru. __ Has said enough. 16x 
Sic. Has spoken like a traitor, and shall 
answer 


As traitors do, 
Cor. Thou wretch, despite o’erwhelm thee! 
What should the people do with these bald 
tribunes? : 
On whom depending, their obedience fails 
To the greater bench: in a rebellion, 
When what's not meet, but what must be, 
was law, 
Then were they chosen : in a better hour, 
Let what is meet be said it must bo meet, 170 
And throw their power i’ the dust. 
Bru. Manifest treason! 


Sic. This a consul? no. 
Bru. The zdiles, hot 


Enter an Aidile. 


= Let him be apprehended. 
Sic. Go, call the people: [cit ddile] in 
whose name myself __ 
Attach thee as a traitorous innovator, 
A foe to the public weal: obey, I charge thee, 
And follow to thine answer. 


Cor. Hence, old goat! 
Senators, &e. We'll surety him. 
Com. _ Aged sir, hands off. 
Cor. Hence, rotten thing! or I shall shake 
thy bones 
Out of thy garments. 
Sic. Help, ye citizens! 180 
Enter a rabble of Citizens (Plebeians), with the 
4Ediles. 
Men. On both sides more respect. 


Sic. Here’s he that would take from you all 
your power. ; 
Bru. Seize him, ediles! 4 
Citizens. Down with him! down with him! 
Senators, &c. Weapons, weapons, weapons! 
They all bustle about Corrolanus, crying 
‘Trl unes !” *Patricians!’ ‘Citizens!’ ‘ What, 
ho! 
‘Sicinius !’ ‘Brutus!’ ‘Coriolanus!’ Citizens)” 
“Peace, peace, peace!’ ‘Stay, hold, peace!’ 
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Men. What is about to be? I am out of Sec. Sen. Get you gone. 
breath; eee ee friends ae Stand fast; 
ion * B if I. You, tri- | We have as many friends as enemies, 
Conta By Beat jp 1 CAUnDY Pee 190 | fen. Shall it be put to that ¢ 


To the people! Coriolanus, patience! 
Speak, good Sicinius. 
Ss Hear me, people; peace! 
Citizens. Let’s hear our tribune: peace! 
Speak, speak, speak. Ryd 2 
Sic. You are at point to lose your liberties: 
Marcius would have all from you; Marcius, 
Whom late you have named for consul. 
Men. Nie, fie, fie! 
This is the way to kindle, not to quench. 
oN ee To unbuild the city and to lay 
all flat. 

Sic. What is the city but the people? 
Citizens. rue, 
The people are the city. 200 

Bru. By the consent of all, we were es- 
tabjishd 
The people’s magistrates. i: 
Citizens. . You so remain. 
Men. Aud so are like to do. . 
Com. That is the way to lay the city flat; 
To bring the roof to the foundation, 
And bury all, which yet distinetly ranges, 
In heaps and piles of ruin. | 
sic. This deserves death. 
Bru. Or let us stand to our authority, 
Or let us lose it. We do here pronounce, 
Upon the pate 0’ the people, in whose power 
We were elected theirs, Marcius is worthy 2x1 
Of present death. > 
Sic. Therefore lay hold of him ; 
Bear him to the rock Tarpeian, and from thence 
Into destruction casthim. ae 
Bru. f fEdiles, seize him! 
Citizens. Yield, Marcius, yield | 
en. Hear me one word ; 
Beseech you, tribunes, hear me but a word. 
Ad. Peace, peace! 
Men. [To Brutus] Be that you seem, truly 
yous country’s friend, 
And temperately aproceed to what you would 
Thus violently redress. _ 
Bru. ‘: Sir, those cold ways, 220 
That seem like prudent helps, are very poisonous 
‘Where the disease is violent. Lay hands upon 


him, 
And bear him to the rock, 
Cor. No, I'll die here. 
[Drawing his sword. 
There’s some among you have beheld me 
fighting: 
Come, try upon yourselves what you have 
seen me. 
Men. Down with that sword! 
withdraw awhile. 
Bru. Lay hands upon him. 
_Men. Help Marcius, help, 
You that be noble; a him, young and old! 
Citizens, Down with him, down with him! 
Lin this mutiny, the Tribunes, the idiles, 
and the People, are beat in. 
Men. Go, get you to your house; be gone, 


away! 2 
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Tribunes, 


First Sen. The gods forbid! 
I prithee, noble friend, home to thy house ; 
Leave us to cure this cause. _ 

Men. For ’tis a sore upon us, 
You cannot tent yourself: be gone, beseech 

you, 
Com. Come, sir, along with us, 
Cor. I would they were barbarians—as they 


are, 
Though in Rome litter’d—not Romans—as they 
are not, 
Though calved ? the porch o’ the Capitol— 
Men. Be gone; 240 
Put not your worthy rage into your tongue ; 
One time will owe another. 


‘on. - On fair ground 
I could beat forty of them. 
Men, I could myself 
Take up a, brace o’ the best of them; yea, the 
two tribunes. Z : 
Com. But now ’tis odds beyond arithmetic; 
And manhood is call’'d foolery, when it stands 
‘Against a falling fabric? Will you hence, 
Before the tag return? whose rage doth rend 
Like interrupted waters and o’erbear 
What they are used to bear. 
Men. Pray you, be gone: 250 
T’ll try whether my old wit be in request 
With those that have but little: this must be 


_ patch’d 
With cloth of any colour. _ 
Com. Nay, come away. 


[Leeunt Coriolanus, Cominius, and others. 

A_ Patrician. This man has marr'd his 

fortune, 

Men. His nature is too noble for the world: 
He would not flatter Neptune for his trident, 
Or Jove for’s power to thunder, His heart’s 

his mouth: 
What his breast forges, that his tongue must 


yent; 
And, being angry, docs forget that ever 259 
He heard the name of death. [A noise within. 
Here’s goodly work! 
Sec. Pat, T would they were a-bed | 
Den. I would they were in Tiber! What 
the vengeance ! 
Could he not speak ’em fair? 


Re-enter Brutus and Siorntus, with the 
rabble. 
Sic. Where is this viper 
That would depopulate the city and 
Be every man himself? 
fen. You worthy tribunes,— 
Sic. He shall be thrown down the Tarpeian 


rock 

With rigorous hands: he hath resisted Jaw, , 
And therefore law shall scorn him further trial 
Than the severity of the public power 
Which he so sets at nought. 

virst Cit. | He shall well know 279 
The noble tribunes are the people’s ynouths, 
thitel WidliziedbyleGangotri 














Scenu 1] CORIOLANUS 713: 
Citizens: He shall, sure ont. " Tn bolted language ; meal and bran together 
fen. P A Sir, sir,— He throws without distinction. Give me leaye, 
Sic. He" u T'll go to him, and undertake to bring him. 
Men. : o not ery havoc, where you should | Where he shall answer, by a lawful form, 

2 but hunt : In peace, to his utmost peril. 

W ith modest warrant, rst. Sen. Noble tribunes, 
Sic. Sir, how comes ‘t that you | Tt is the humane way : the other course 

Have holp to make this rescue? Will prove too bloody, and the end of it 


Men. _ __- Hear me speak : 
As 1 do know the consul’s worthiness, 


A ¢ ic. 

So can I name his faults,— Be you then as the people's officer. 

Mere lay down your weapons. 
Pus 


Consul! whaé consul? 
Men, ‘The consul Coriolanus, 
Bru. He consul! 280] & 
Citizeus.. No, no, no, no, no. 
Men, Uf, by the tribunes’ leave, and yours, 
good peoples In 
Imay be 
The which shall turn you to no further harm 
aren so much loss of time. 
ic. 
For we are peremptory to dispatch 
This viperous traitor: to eject him hence 
Were but, one danger, and to keep. him here 
Our certain death: therefore it is decreed 
He dies to-night. 3 
Men. Now the good gods forbid 290 


Ste. 





* That our renowned Rome, whose gratitude 


Towards her deserved children is enroll’d 
In Jove’s owh book, like an unnatural dam 
Should now eat.up her own! 
Sic. He’s a disease that must be cut away. 
Men. 0, he’s a limb that has but a disease ; 
Mortal, to cut it off; to cure it, easy, 
What has he done to Rome that’s worthy 
death ? 2 5 
Killing our enemies, the blood he hath lost— 
Which, I dare vouch, is more than that he hath, 
By many an ounce—he dropp'd it for his coun- 
try; i gor 
‘And what is left, to lose it by his country, 
Were to us all, that do’t and suffer it, 
‘A brand to the end o’ the world, | 
sie, This is clean kam. 
Bru. Merely awry: when he did love his 


countr; 
It Tonouet him. F 

Men. he service of the foot 
Being once-gangrened, is not then respected 
For what before it was. 

Bru. We'll hear no, more. 
Pursue him to his house, and pluck him thence; 
‘Lest his infection, being of catching nature, 310 
Spread further, 

Men. One word more, one word. 

This tiger-footed rage, when it shall find 
The harm of unseann d swiftness, will too late 
Tie Jeaden pounds to’s heels. Proceed by pro- 


CSS 5 E 
Lest parties, as he is beloved, break out, 
And sack great Rome with Romans. . 


Bi. Jé it were so,— 
Sec. What doyetalk? * 

Have we not hada taste of his obedience? 

Our sediles smote? ourselves resisted? Come. 
Men. Consider this: he has been bred i’ the 





wars 20 
Since he could draw a sword, and is ill school'd Uv 


Unknown to the beginning. 


heard, I would crave a word or two; A 
[Zo the Senators] Let me desire your company: 


Noble Menenius, 
330 


7 Go not home. 
Sic. Mect on the market-place. We'll at- 


tend you there : 


Where, if you bring not Marcius, we'll proceed 


our first way. i! 
Len. I'll bring him to you. 


he must come, 


Speak briefly then; | Or what 1s worst will follow. 
Tivst Sen. 


Pray you, let’s to him. 
: [Eceunt. 


Scene IL A room in Coriolanus's house. 


Enter Cortonanus with Patricians, 


Cor. Let them pull all about mine cars, 
present me 


Death on the wheel or at wild horses’ heels, 

Or pile ten hills on the Tarpeian rock, 

That the precipitation might down stretch 

Below the beam of sight, yet will I still 

Be thus to them. 
A Patrician. 


You do the nobler. 
Cor. Imuse my mother 


Does not approve me further; who was wont 
To call them woollen vassals, things created 9 
‘To buy and sell with groats, to show bare heads 
In congregations, to yawn, be still and wonder, 
When one but of 

‘To speak of peace or war. 


my ordinance stood up 


Enter VoLusnts. 
1 talk of you: 


Why did you wish me milder? would you 


have me 


False to my nature? Rather say I play 
The man 


aT ak <a 
sir, sir, sir, 


Vol. 0, 
I would haye had. you put your power well on, 
Before you had worn it out. 


‘or. PB 6 gO. 
Vol. You might have been enough the man 
you are, 


with striving less to be so: lesser had been 20. 
The thwartings of your dispositions, if | 
You had not show'd them how ye were disposed 


re they lack’d power to cross you. 
Cor. a ‘Let them hang, 
A Patrician. Ay, and burn too. 


Enter MENENIUS and Senators. 


Men. Come, come, you have been too rough, 
something too rough; 


You must ret and mend it. 


First Sen. There’s no remedy 5 
nless, by not so doing, our good city 
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More learned than the ears—waving thy head 
Which often, thus, correcting thy stout heart, 
Now humble as the ripest mulberry 
That will not hold the handling: or say to 



















Cleave in the midst, and perish. E 
01 Pray, be counsell’d: 
+I have a heart as little apt as yours, 
But yet'a brain that leads my use of anger 30 
To better vantage. “ 
Men. Well said, noble woman ! 
Before he should thus stoop to the herd, but 


a . 
The violent fit o° the time craves it as physic 
For the whole state, | would putmine armouron, 
Which I can scarcely bear. 


them, = 4 8 
Thou art their soldier, and being bred in broil 
Hast not the soft way which, thou dost confess, 
Were fit for thee to use as they to claim, 3 
In asking their good loves, but thou wilt frame 
Thyself, forsooth, hereafter theirs, so far 
As thou hast power and person, 


Cor. ‘What must I do? Men. "| This but done, 
Men. Return to the tribunes. Even as she speaks, why, their hearts were 
Cor. Well, what then? what then? 


yours ; 
For they have pardons, being ask’d, as free 
As words to little purpose. 

. Prithee now, 

Go, and be ruled: although I know thou hadst 

rather go 
Follow thine enemy in a fiery gulf 
Than flatter him ina bower.’ Here is Cominius, 


Enter Comins. 


Com. Ihave been?’ the market-place; and, 
sir, “tis fit 
You make strong party, or defend yourself 
By calmness or by absence: all’s in anger, 
Men. Only fair speech. | 
Jom. ._ [think ’twill serve, if he 
Can thereto frame his spirit. 
Vol. ., He must, and will. 
Prithee now, ay, you will, and go about it. 
Cor. Must I go show them my unbarbed 
sconce ? : 
Must I with base tongue give my noble heart 
A lie that it must bear? Well, I will do’t: ror 
Yet, were there but this single plot to lose, 
This eon of Marcius, they to dust should 
grind i 
And throw’t against the wind. To the market 


Men. Repent what you have spoke. 
Cor, For them! I cannot do it to the gods; 
Must I then do’t to them? 
Vol. You are too absolute ; 
Though therein you can never be too noble, 40 
But when extremities speak. I have heard 
yousay, er 
Honour and policy, like unsever'd friends, 
Yr whet wine do grow together: grant that, and 
tell me, 
Tn peace what cach of them by the other lose, 
That they combine not there. 
Cor. Tush, tush! 
CN ee 2 A good demand. 
Vol. I£it be honour in your wars to seem 
The See you are not, which, for your best 
ends, 
You adopt your policy, how is it less or worse, 
That it shall hol 1 companionship in peace 
With honour, as in war, since that to both 50 
It stands in like request ? 
Cor, Why force you this? 
Vol. feet that now it lies you on to 
speak 
To the people; not by your own instruction, 
Nor by the matter which your heart prompts 


you. F place! 
But with such words that are but roted in You have put me now to such a part which 
Your tongue, though but bastards and syllables never 
Of no allowance to your bosom’s truth. I shall discharge to the life. 
Now, this no more dishonours you at all Con. Come, come, we’ll prompt you. 
Than to take in a town with gentle words, Vol.. I prithee now, sweet son, as thou nee 
Which else would put you to your fortune and said 
The hazard of much blood. 6x | My praises made thee first a soldier, so, 
I would dissemble with my nature where 3 'o have my praise for this, perform a part 
My fortunes and my friends at stake required | Thou hast not done before. 
I should do so in honour: I am in this, Con. Well, I must do’t: 
Your wife, your son, these senators, the nobles; | Away, my disposition, and possess me bees 


And you will rather show our general louts 
How you can frown than spend a fawn upon’em, 
For the inheritance of their lovesand safeguard 
Of what that want might ruin. 

Men. _ Noble lady! 
Come, go with us; speak fair : you may salve SO, 
Not what is dangerous present, but the loss 7t 
Of what is past. 

Vol. _I prithee now, my son, 

Go to them, with this bonnet in thy hand ; 

And as far having stretch’d it—here be with 
them— 

Thy knee bussing the stones—for in such 
business 

Action is eloquence, and the eyes of the 
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Some harlot’s spirit! my throat of war be 
turn’d, 

Which quired with my drum, into a pipe 

Small as an eunuch, or the virgin yoice 

Chat babies lulls asleep! the smiles of knaves 
entin my cheeks, anc schoolboys’ tears take up 

The glasses of my sight! a beggar’s tongue fs 

ae motion through my lips, and my arm’d 


cn 
Who bow'd but in my stirrup, bend like his 
That hath received an alms! {will not do’t, 120 
Lest I surcease to honour mine own truth 
And by my body’s action teach my mind 
A most inherent baseness, 
Vol. At thy choice, then: 


thee S Gidea Bhis@angera dishonour 





scons 


———= 





Scene wu] 


Than thou of them. Come all to ruin; let 
Thy mother rather feel thy pride than fear 
Thy dangerous stoutness, for I mock at death 
With as big heart as thou. Do as thou list. 
Thy yaliantness was mine, thou suck’dst it 


rom me, 
But owe thy pride thyself. 

Cor. ‘ Pray, be content: 130 
Mother, I am going to the market-place ; 
Guide me no more. I’Il mountebank their 

loves, 
Cog their hearts from them, and come home 
beloved 
Of all the trades in Rome. Look, Iam going: 
Commend me to my wife. I'll return consul; 
Or never trust to what my tongue can do 
T’ the way of flattery further. 
Vol. ., Do your will. [2vit. 
Com. Away! the tribunes do attend you: 
arm yourself 
To answer mildly ; for they are prepared 
With accusations, as I hear, more strong x40 
Than are upon you yet. 
Cor. The word is ‘mildly.’ Pray you, let 
Us gO: 
Let them accuse me by invention, I 
Will answer in mine honour. 
Men. : Ay, but mildly. 
Cor. Well, mildly be it then. Mildly! 
[Lxeunt. 


The Forwiun. 


Enter Stow1us and Brutus. 


Bru. In this point charge him home, that 
he affects 
Tyrannical power : if he evade us there, 
Enforce him with his envy to the people, 
And that the spoil got on the Antiates 
Was ne'er distributed. 


Enter an Zdile. 
What, will he come? 2 
‘e’s coming. 


dd. . 
Bru. How accompanied ? 
iid. With old Menenius, and those senators 
That always favour'd him, 
ic. Have you a catalogue 
Of all the voices that we have procured 
Set down by the poll? 
_ ad. Ihave; ’tis ready. 10 
Sic. Have you collected them by tribes? 
Aad. Ihave. 
Sic. Assemble presently the people hither ; 
And when they hear me say ‘It shall be so 
T the tight and strength o’ the commons,’ be it 
either 
For death, for fine, or banishment, then let 
them, F 
If I say fine, ery ‘T'ine;’ if death, ery ‘Death. 
Tnsisting on the old prerogative 
And power ?’ the truth o’ the cause. 
Ad, Ishall inform them. 
Bru. And when such time they have begun 
to cry, f ‘ 
Let them not cease, but with a din confused 20 
Enforce the present execution 


Scene I. Zhe same. 
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Of what we chance to sentence. 
iid. Very well. 
Sic, Make them be strong and ready for this 


hint, 

When we shall hap to give ’t them. : 

Bru. Go about it. [Hicit didile. 
Put him to choler straight: he hath been used 
tEver to conquer, and to have his worth 
Of contradiction : being once chafed, he cannot 
Be rein’d again to temperance ; then he speaks 
Whait’s in his heart; and that is there which 


looks 
With us to break his neck. 
Sic. Well, here he comes. so 


Enter Contiovanus, Menentus, and Comt- 
NIUS, with Senators and Patricians, 


Men. Calmly, I do beseech you. 
Cor, Ay, as an ostler, that for the poorest 


iece 
will bear the knave by the volume. The 
honour'’d gods 
Keep Rome in safety, and the chairs of justice 
Supplied with worthy men! plant love among’s! 
Throng our large temples with the shows of 
jeace, 
And not our streets with war! 
First Sen. Amen, amen. 
Men. A. noble wish. 
Re-enter Ailile, with Citizens, 
Sic. Draw near, ye people. 
id. List toyourtribunes. Audience! peace, 
say | 40 
Cor. First, hear me speak. 
Both Lr. Vell, say. Peace, ho! 
Cor. Shall I be charged no further than this 


present? 
Must all determine here? 
Sic. I do demand, 


If you submit you to the people’s voices, 
Allow their officers and are content 

To suffer lawful censure for such faults 
As shall be proved upon you? 

Cor. ie Iam content. 
Men. Lo, citizens, he says he is content : 
ete marta service he has done, consider; 

hink 8 49 
Upon the wounds his body bears, which show 
Like graves i’ the holy churchyard. 

Cor. Scratches with briers, 
Scars to move laughter only. 

Aen. _, Consider further, 
That when he speaks not like a citizen, 
You find him like a soldier: do not take 
His rougher accents for malicious sounds, 
But, as I say, such as begome a soldier, 
Rather than envy you. 

Com. . Well, well, no more, 
Cor. Whatisthe matter _ 
That being pass'd for consul with full voice, 
Tam so dishonour'd that the very hour 6a 
You take it off again? 

sic. Answer to us. 
Cor. Say, then: ’tis true, I ought so. 
Sic. We charge you, that you have contrived 
to take 

From Rome all season’d office and to wind 
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Bru. _There’s no more to be said, but he fs 
banish’d, 
As enemy to the people and his country ; 
li shall be so. ‘ 
Citizens. It shall be so, it shall be go, 
Cor, Youcommon cry of curs! whose breath 


Yourself into a power tyrannical ; 

For which you are a traitor to the people. 
Cor. How! traitor! 5 
Men. Nay, temperately; your promise. 
Cor. The fires i? the lowest hell fold-in the 

people! 3 ne 2 

Call me their traitor! Thou injurious tribune! 

Within thine eyes sat twenty thousand deaths, 

In thy hands clutch’d as many millions, in 71 

Thy lying tongue both numbers, I would say 

anc liest” unto Whe with a voice as free 

As Ido pray the gods, ; 
Sic. y e Mark you this, people? 
Citizens. ‘Lo the rock, to the rock with him! 
Sic. c Peace! 

We need not put new matter to his charge: _ 

What you have seen him do and heard him 

speak, * 

Beating your officers, cursing yourselves, _ 

Opposing laws with strokes and here defying 

those Whose great power must try him; even 

his, 80 
80 criminal and in such capital kind, 
aes the extremest death. 






















hate 120 
As reek 0’ the rotten fens, whose loves I prize 
As the dead carcasses of unburied men 
That do corrupt my air, I banish you; 
And here remain with your uncertainty} 
Let every feeble rumour shake your hearts} 
Your enemies, with nodding of their pluines, 
Jan you into despair! Have the power still 
‘To banish your defenders ; till at length 
Your ignorance, which finds not till 16 feels, 
Making not reservation of yourselves, 130 
Still your own foes, deliver you as most 
Abated captives to some nation 
That won you without blows! Despising, 
For you, the city, thus L turn ny back + 
There is a world elsewhere. 
[Bxeunt Coriolanus, Cominius, Mene- 
uss Senators, and Patricians, 























1b. But sinee he hath | 2d. The people's enemy is gone, is fone! 
Served well for Rome,— Citizens, Our enemy is banish'd ! he is gone! 
Cor. What do you prate of service? Hoo! hoo! [Shouting, and throwing up 


Bru. talk of that, that know it. 
‘or. You? | 

Men. Is this the promise that you made 

your mother? 

Com. Know, I pray you.— 

Cor. Ill know no further : 
Let them pronounce the steep Tarpeian death, 
Vagabond exile, flaying, pent to linger 

wt with a grain a day, I would not buy 9° 
Their merey at the price of one fair word ; : 
Nor cheek my courage for what they can give, 
To have’t with saying * Good morrow,’ 

sic, feiss Yor that he has, 
As mueh as in him lies, from time to time 
Envied against the people, seeking means 
To pluck away their power, as now at last 
Given hostile strokes, and that not in the 
presence | me 
Of dreaded justice, but on the ministers 
That do distribute it; in the name o’ the people 
And in the power of us the tribunes, We, 100 
Even from this instant, banish him our city, 
In peril of precipitation 
From offthe rock Tarpeian never more 
To enter our Rome gates: i’ the people’s name, 
I say it shall be so. 
Citizens. It shall be so, it shall be so; let 
hin away > 
He’s banish‘d, and it shall be so. 
Com. Hear me, my masters, and my common 


; E their cups. 
Sic. Go, see him ont at gates, and follow 


him, 
Ashe hath follow'd you, with all despite ; 
Give him deserved vexation. Leta guard 140 
Attend us through the city. 
Citizens. Come, come; let’s see hirn out at 
nm, Bates ; come, F 
The gods preserve our noble tribunes! Come. 


[Exeunt. 
ACT Ivy. 
Scenel. Rome. Before a gute of the city. 


Enter Contouanus, Votumnta, Vircinta, 
MENENIUS, COMINIUS, with the young No- 
bility of Rome. 


Cor. Come, leave your tears: a brief fare- 
_ well: the beast 
With many heads butts me away, Nay, mother, 
Where 13 your ancient courage? you were used 
‘Lo say extremity was the trier of spirits; 
That common chancescommon men could bear; 
That when the sea was calm all boats alike 
Show'd mastership in floating ; fortune’s blows, 
When most struck home, being gentle wounded, 
crayes 
A noble cunning: you were used to load me 
With eee) that would make invincible — x0 
The heart that conn’d them. 


friends,— Mi Vir. O heavens! O heavens! 
Sic. He’s sentenced ; no more hearing. Cor. Nay, I prithee, woman,— 
Com. Let ine speak : Vol._ Now the red pestilence strike all trades 
Thave been consul, and can show for Rome 1:0 in Rome, 


Her enemies’ marks upon me. Ido love 

My country’s good with a respect more tender, 
More holy and profound, than mine own life, 
My dear wife’s estimate, her wombs increase, 
And treasure of my loins; then if I would 
Speak that,— 


Sie We kpory rauutrift Rawal chat 


And occupations perish ! 
Cor. What, what, what! 
Tshall be loved when Tam lack'd. Nay, mother, 
Jtesume that spirit, when you were wont to say; 
If you had heen the wife of Hercules, d 

Six of his labours you’ld have done, and save 





XE hyghecep radasigett Cominius, 


Soune 1] 


Droop not; adieu. Tarewell, my wife, my 
mother: 20 

Tl do well y Thou old and true Menenius, 

Thy tears are salter than a younger man’s, 

And yenomous to thine eyes, My sometime 
general, 

Thaye seen thee stern, and thou hast oft beheld 

Heart-hardening spectacles; tell these sud wo- 
men 

Tis fond to wail inevitable strokes, 

As ‘tis te laugh at um, My mother, you wot 









ards still have been your solace: and 

Believe ’t not lightly—though J go alone, 

Like to a lonely drazon, that his fen 30 
Makes fear'd and talk’d of more than seen—your 





son 
Will or exceed the common or be caught 
With cautelous baits and practice, 

Vol. ; My first son, 
Whither wilt thou go? Take good Cominius 
With thee awhile ; determine on some course, 
More than aw sposture to each chance 
That starts i? the way before thee, 

‘Or. O the gods! 

Com. I'll follow thee a month, devise with 





thee 
Where thou shalt rest, that thou mayst hear 


of us 
And we of thee: so if the time thrust forth 40 
A. cause for thy repeal we shall not send 
O’er the yast world to seek a single man, 
And lose advantage, which doth ever cool 


I’ the absence of the needer. 


Cor, Fare ye well: 
ahou Hast years upon thee; and thou art too 
u 


Of the wars’ surfeits, to go rove with one 
‘That’s yet unbruiscd: bring me but out at gate. 
Come, my sweet wife, my dearest mother, and 
My friends of noble touch, when [ am forth, 
Bid me farewell, and smile. I pray you, come. 
‘While I remain above the ground, you shall 
Hear from me still, and never of me aught 
But what is like me formerly, ; 

Men. That’s worthily 
As any ear can hear, Come, let’s not weep. 
1é I could shake off but one seven years 
From these old arms and legs, by the good gods, 
I'ld with thee every foot. 

Cor. Give me thy hand: 
Come. Exeunt. 


Scene IL. Zhe same. A street near the gate, 
Enter Stcin1us, Brurus, and an ALdile. 


Sie. Bid them all home; he’s gone, and 
we'll no further. 3 
The nobility are vex'd, whom we see have sided 

In his behalf. 

Bru. Now we haye shown our power, 
Let us seem umbler after it is done 
Than when it was a-doing. _ 

Ste. _ Bid them home: 
Say their great enemy is gone, and they 
Stand in their ancient strength. 

Bru, Dismiss them home, [Zit d?dile. 

* Here comes his mother. 
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Sic. * Let’s not meet her. 

Bru. Whyt 
Sie, They say she’s mad, 

They haye ta’en note of us: keep on 
your way. 10 





Enter YouumNta, Virainra, and MENENIUS. 


Vol. O, ye’re well met: the hoarded plague 
o the gods 
Requite your love! 
Men. Peace, peace; be not so loud. 
Vie If that I could for weeping, you should 
near, — 
Nay, and you shall hear some, [Zo Brutus] 
Will you be gone? 
Vir, [Zo Sicinius] You shall stay too: I 
would I had the power 
To say so to my husband, 4 
Nic, 3 Are you mankind? 
Vol. Ay, fool; is that a shame? Note but 
this fool. . 
Was nota man my father? Hadst thou foxship 
To banish him that struck more blows for 
Rome 
Than thou hast spoken words? 
Sic. O blessed heavens! 
Vol. More noble blows than ever thou wise 
words ; 20 
And for Rome’s good. I'll tell thee what; 


yet go: 
Nay, but thou shalt stay too; I would my son 
Were in Arabia, and thy tribe before him, 
Ilis good sword in his hand. 
Sic. What then? 
Vir. What then! 
He’ld make an end of thy posterity. 
Vol. Bastards and all. 
Goed man, the wounds that he does bear for 
Rome! 
Men._ Come, come, peace. i 
Sic. ‘Iwould he had continued to his country 
As he began, and not unknit himself 3r 
‘The noble knot he made. 
Bru. I would he had. 
Vol, ‘Lwould he had’! “I'was you incensed 
the rabble: i 
Cats, that can judge as fitly of his worth 
As I can of those mysteries which heayen 
Will not have earth to know. 
Bru. 4 Pray, let us go. 
Vol. Now, pray, sir, get you gone: 
You have done a brave eed. Ere you go, hear 


this — 
As far as doth the Capitol exceed 3 
‘The meanest house in Rome, so far my son— 
This lady's husband here, this, do you see ?— 
Whom you have banis! d, does exceed you all. 
Bru.” Well, well, we'll leave you. : 
ic. Why stay we to be baited 
With one that wants her wits? = 
Vol. Take my prayers with you. 
; eee) Lribvunes. 
L would the gods had nothing else to do 
But to confirm my curses! Could J meet ’em 
But once a-day, it would unclog my heart 
Of what lies heayy to’t. 
Men. You have told them homes 
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Vols. You take my part from me, sir; ] 
have the most cause to be glad of yours, 
Rom. Well, let us go together. [Exeunt, 


And, by my troth, you have cause. You'll sup 
with me? 7 
Vol. Anger’s my meat; I sup upon myself, 
And so shall starve with feeding. Come, 
let’s go: E : 5t 
Leave this faint puling and lament as I do, 
























SoENEIV. Anxtium. Before Aufidius’s house, 


Enter Contocanus in mcan apparel, 
disguised and mugled. 


Cor. A goodly city is this Antium. City, 
‘Tis [ that made thy widows: many an heir 
Of these fair edifices fore my wars 
Have I heard groan and drop: then know 
me not, - d 
Lest that thy wives with spits and boys with 
stones 
In puny batile slay me. 


Enter w Citizen. 
Save you, sir. 


Men. Fie, fie, fie! [Bzeunt. 


SornEIIL. A highway between Rome 
and Antium. 


Enter a Roman and a Volsce, meeting. 


Rom. I know you well, sir, and you know 
me: your name, I think, is Adrian. 

Vols. Itisso, sir: truly, I have forgot you. 

Rom. Lama Roman; and my services are, 
as you are, against ‘em: know you me yet? 

ols. Nicanor? no. 

Rom. ‘The same, sir. 

Vols. You had more beard when I last saw 
you; but your favour is well approved by your 
tongue. What’s the news in Rome? I havea 
note from the Volscian state, to find you out 
there: you have well saved me a day’s journey. 

Rom. There hath been in Rome strange in- 
surrections; the people against the senators, 
patricians, and nobles. : 

Vols, Hath been! is it ended,’ then? Our 
state thinks not so: they are in a most warlike 
preparation, and hope to come upon them in 
the heat of their division. ne 19 

Rom. The main blaze of it is past, but a 
small thing would make it flame again: for the 
nobles receive so to heart the banishment of 
that worthy Coriolanus, that they are in a ripe 
aptness to take all power from the people and 
to pluck from them their tribunes for ever. 
This lies glowing, I can tell you, and is almost 
mature for the violent breaking out. 

Vols. Coriolanus banished | 

Rom. Banished, sir. 

_ Vols. You will be welcome with this intel- 
ligence, Nicanor. 31 

Rom. The day serves well for them now. 
I have heard it said, the fittest time to corrupt 
a man’s wife is when she’s fallen out with her 
husband. Your noble Tullus Aufidius will 
appear well in these wars, his great opposer, 
Coriolanus, being now in no request of his 
country. 

Vols, He cannot choose. I am most fortu- 
nate, thus accidentally to encounter you: you 
have ended my business, and I will merrily 
accompany you home. 

Rom. I shall, between this and supper, tell. 
you moststrange things from Rome ; alltending 
to the good of their adversaries. Have you an 
army ready, say you? y 

Vols, A most royal one; the centurions and 
their charges, cistinr yn cte already in the 
entertainment, and to be on foot at an hour's 
warning. 50 z i 

om. Lam joyful to hear of their readiness, Re-enter the first Servingman.' — ; 
and am the man, J think, that shall set them | irst Serv. What would you have, friend? 
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Cit. And you. 
Cor. Direct me, if it be your will, 
Where great Aufidius lies: is he in Antium? 
Cit, He is, and feasts the nobles of the state 
At his house this night. 
Cor. Which is his house, beseech you? 10 
Cit. This, here before you. ; 
Cor, Thank you, sir: farewell. 
Exit Citizen. 
O world, thy slippery turns! Friends now fast 
sworn, 
‘Whose double bosoms seem to wear one heart, 
Whose hours, whose bed, whose meal, and 
exercise, * ‘ . 
Are still together, who twin, as "twere, in love 
Unseparable, shall within this hour, 
On a dissension of a doit, break out 
‘To bitterest enmity : so, fellest foes 
Whose passions and whose plots have broke 
their sleep 
To take the one the other, by some chance, 20 
Some trick not worth an egg, shall grow dear 
friends | od 
And interjoin their issues. So with me: 
My birth-place hate I, and my love’s upon 
This enemy town. I'll enter: if he slay me, 
He does fair justice ; if he give me way, __ - 
Ill do his country service. [ Exit. 


Scene VY. The same. A hall in Awidius's 
house. 
Music within. Enter w Servingman. 


. First Serv. Wine, wine, wine! Whatservice 
ishere! I think our fellows are asleep. [Zvit. 


Enter a second Servingman. 


Sec. Serv, Where’s Cotus? my master calls 
for him. Cotus! [xu 


Enter Cortouanus. 
Cait, é goodly house: the feast smells well; 
Nu 


Appear not like a guest. 





| 
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Cor. Thave deserved nobetterentertainment, 
Tn being Coriolanus. II 


Re-enter second Servingman. 


Sec. Serv. Whence are you, sir? Has the 
porter his eyes in his head, that he gives entrance 
to such companions? Pray, get you out. 

Cor. Away! 

Sec. Serv. Away! get you away. 

Now thou ’rt troublesome, 
Serv. Are youso brave? I'll have you 
talked with anon. 









Eater a third Sea The first mects 
UM. 

Third Serv. What fellow’s this? 20 

First Serv. A strange one as ever I looked 
on: [cannot get him out o’ the house: prithee, 
call my master to him. Retires. 

Third Serv. What have you to do here, 
fellow? Pray you, avoid the house. 

Cor. Let me but stand; I will not hurt your 
hearth. 

Third Serv. What are you? 

Cor, A gentleman. 

Third Serv. A. marvellous poor one. 30 

Cor, True, sol am. 

Third Serv. Pray you, poor gentleman, take 
up some other station ; here’sno place for you ; 
pray you, avoid; come. 

Cor. Follow your function, go, and batten 
on cold bits. [Pushes him away. 

Third Serv. What, you will not? Prithee, 
tell my master what a strange guest he has here. 

See. Serv. And I shall. [£xit. 

Third Serv. Where dwellest thou? 40 

Cor. Under the canopy. 

Third Serv. Under the canopy! 

Cor. Ay. A 

Third Serv. Where's that? 

Cor. TL’ the city of kites and crows. 

Third Serv. I’ the city of kites and crows! 
‘What an ass it is! Then thou dwellest with 
daws too? 

Cor. No, I serve not thy master. ? 

Third Serv. How, sir) do you meddle with 
my master? | F 5I 

Cor. Ay; ’tis an honester service than to 
meddle with thy mistress. c 
Thou pratest, and pratest; serve with thy 

trencher, hence! : ‘ 

[Beats him away. Exit third Servingman. 


Enter AUFwwiws with the second Servingman. 


Auf. Where is this fellow? 5 
Sec. Serv. Here, sir: I'ld have beaten him 
like a dog, but for disturbing the lords within. 
[ Retires. 
‘Auf. Whence comest thou? what wouldst 
thou? thy name? 
Why speak’st not? speak, man: what’s thy 
name : 
Cor, If, Tullus, [Unmufiling. 60 
Not yet thou knowest me, and, secing me, 
_ dost not py 
Think ie for the man I am, necessity 
Commands me name myself. 
Auf, What is thy name? 
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Cor. A name unmusical to the Volscians’ 


ears, 
And harsh in sound to thine. 

Auf, Say, what’s thy name? 
Thou hast a grim appearance, and thy face 
Bears a command in’t; though thy tackle’s 

orn, : 
Thou show’st a noble vessel: what’s thy name? 

Cor. Prepare thy brow to frown: know’st 

thou me yet? e 
Auf. Ikmow thee not: thyname? | ._ 70 
Cor. My name is Caius Marcius, who hath 


done 
To thee particularly and to all the Volsces 
Great hurt and mischief; thereto witness may 
My surname, Coriolanus : the painful service, 
The extreme dangers and the drops of blood 
Shed for my thankless country are requited 
But with that surname; a good memory, 
And witness of the malice and displeasure 
Which thou shouldst bear me: only that name 
remains; 
The cruelty and envy of the people, 80 
Permitted by our dastard nobles, who 
Have all forsook me, hath devour'd the rest; 
‘And suffer’d me by the voice of slaves to be 
Whoop'd out of Rome. Now this extremity 
een rought me to thy hearth; not out of 
hope— 
Mistake me not—to save my life, for if 
Thad fear'd death, of all the men i’ the world 
T would have 'yoided thee, but in mere spite, 
To be full quit of those my banishers, 
Stand I before thee here. ‘Then if thou hast go 
A heart of wreak in thee, that wilt revenge 
Thine own particular wrongs and stop those 
maims 
Of piammete through thy country, speed thee 
straight, 
And make my misery serve thy turn: so use it 
That my revengeful services may, prove 
As benefits to thee, for I will fight 
Appin my canker'd country with the spleen: 
Of all the under fiends. But if so be 
Thou darest not this and that to prove more 
fortunes 4 
Thou’rt tired, then, ina word, Talsoam 100 
Longer to live most weary, and present 
My throat to thee and to thy ancient malice; 
Whtich not to cut would show thee but a fool, 
Since I have ever follow’d thee with hate, 
Drawn tuns of blood out of thy country’s breast, 
‘And cannot live but to thy shame, unless 
It be to do thee service. " if 
Auf. O Marcius, Marcius! 
Fach word thou hast spoke hath weeded from 
my heart. r 
‘A root of ancient envy. If Jupiter 109 
Should from yond cloud speak divine things, 
And say ‘’Tis true,’ I’ld not believe them more 
Than thee, all noble Marcius, Let me twine 
Mine arms about that body, where against 
My Ferainedl ash an hundred times hath broke, 
An pened the moon with splinters: here I 
clip 
The anvil of my sword, and do contest 
‘As hotly and as nobly with thy love 
As ever in ambitious strength I did 


CC-0 Kashmir Research Institute. Digitzed by eGangotri 





720 


Contend against thy valour. Know thou first, 
I loved the maid I married; never man 120 
Sigh’d truer breath; but that I see thee here, 
Thou noble thing} more dances my rapt heart 
Than when I first my wedded mistress saw 
Berit rey threshold. Why, thou Mars! I 
tell thee, 
We have a power on foot; and I had purpose 
Once more to hew thy target from thy brawn, 
Or lose mine arm for’t: thou hast beat me out 
‘Twelve several times, and I have nightly since 
Dreamt of encounters ’twixt thyself and me ; 
We have been down together in my sleep, 130 
Unbuckling helms, fisting each other’s throat, 
And waked half dead with nothing. Worthy 
Marcius, 
Had we no quarrel else to Rome, but that 
Thou art thence banish’d, we would muster all 
From twelve to seventy, and pouring war 
Into the bowels of ungrateful Rome, 2 
Like a bold flood o’er-bear. ©, come, go in, 
And take our friendly senators by the hands ; 
Who now are here, taking their leayes of me, 
Who am prepared against your territories, 140 
Though not for Rome itself, 
‘or. _ You bless me, gods! 
Aw. Therefore, mosé absolute sir, if thou 
wilt have 
The peat of thine own revenges, talce 
The one half of my commission ; and set down— 
As best thou art experienced, since thou know’st 
‘Thy country’s strength and weakness,—thine 
own wa 
Whether to knock against the gates of Rome, 
Or rudely visit them in parts remote, 
To fright them, ere destroy. But come in: 149 
~ me commend thee first to those that shal 
Say yea to thy desires, A thousand welcomes! 
And more a friend than e’er an enemy; 
Yet, Marcius, that was much. Your hand: 
most welcome! 
[Lxeunt Coriolanus and Aufidius. The 
y two Servingmen come forward. 
First Serv. Here’s a strange alteration ! 
Sec. Serv. By my hand, I had thought to 
have strucken him with a cudgel; and yet my 
mind gaye nue his clothes made a false report of 





im. 

First Serv. What an arm he has! he turned 
me about with his finger and his thumb, as one 
would set up a top. 161 

Sec. Serv. Nay, I knew by his face that 
there was something in him: he had, sir, a 
pnd of face, methought,—I cannot tell how to 

erm it. 

First Serv. He had so; looking as it were— 
would I were hanged, but I thought there was 
more in him than I could think. 

Sec. Serv. So did I, I'll be sworn: he is 
simply the rarest man i’ the world. 

First Serv. I think he is: but a greater 
soldier than he, you wot one. 171 

Sec. Serv. Who, my master? 

First Serv. Nay, it’s no matter for that. 

Sec. Serv. Worth six on him. 

Lfirst Serv, Nay, not so neither: but I take 
him to be the greater soldier. i 
Sec. Serv. Fe, dadkstumiroReseanoh tcidti 
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[Act ry 
how to say that: for the defence of a town, our 


general is excellent. 
Iirst Serv. Ay, and for an assault too, ,2 


Ico 
Re-enter third Servingman. 

Third Serv. O slaves, I can tell you news,— 
news, you rascals! 

First and Sec. Serv. What, what, what? 
let’s partake. 

Third Serv. T would not be a Roman, of all 
nations ; [had ieve be a condemned man, 

First and Sec, Serv. Wherefore? wherefore? 

Lhird Serv. Why, here’s he that was wont 
to thwack our general, Cai Larcius. 

First Serv. Why do you say ‘thwack our 
general’ ? 191 

Lhird Serv. I do not say ‘thwack our gene- 
ral;” but he was always good enough for him, 

See. Serv. Come, we are fellows and friends: 
he was ever too hard for him; Lhaye heard him 
say so himself. : 

Hirst Serv. Hewas too hard forhim directly, 
to say the troth on't: before Corioli he scotched 
him and notched him like a carbonado, 

See, Serv. An he had been cannibally given, 
he might have broiled and eaten him too, 201 

First Serv. But, more of thy news? 

TLhird Serv. Why, he is so made _on here 
within, as if he were son and heir to Mars; set 
at upper end_o’ the table; no question asked 
him by any of the senators, but they stand bald 
before him: our general himself makes a mis- 
tress of him; sanctifies himself with’s hand 
and turns up the white o’ the eye to his dis- 
course. But the bottom of the news is, our 
general is cut i’ the middle and but one half of 
what he was yesterday; for the other has half, 
by the entreaty and grant of the whole table. 
Ife'll go, he says, and sowl the porter of Rome 
gates by the ears: he will mow all down before 
him, and leave his passage polled. 

See, Serv. And he’s as like to do’t as any 
man I can imagine. 

Third Serv. Do't! he will do’t; for, look 
you, sir, he has as many friends as enemies; 
which friends, sir, as it were, durst not, look 
you, sir, show themselyes, as we term it, his 
friends whilst he’s in directitude, 

First Serv. Directitude! what's that? . 

Third Serv. But when they shall see, sir, 
his crest up again, and the man in blood, they 
will out of their burrows, like conies after rain, 
and revel all with him, # 

First Serv. But when goes this forward? 

Lhird Serv. To-morrow ; to-day; presently; 
you shall have the drum struck up this after- 
noon: “tis, as it were, a parcel of their feast, 
and to be executed ere they wipe their lips. __ 
Sec. Serv. Why, then we shall haye a stir- 
ring world again. This peace is nothing, but 
to rust iron, increase tailors, and breed ballad- 
makers. - a 

First Serv. Let me have war, say I; it ex 
ceeds peace as far as day doesnight; it’sspritcly, 
waking, audible, and full of vent, Peace is a 
yery apoplexy, lethargy; mulled, deaf, sleepy, 
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See. Serv. "Tis so: and as war, in some sort, 
may be said to be a ravisher, so it cannot be 
denicd but peace is a great maker of cuckolds. 

First Serv. Ay, and it makes men hate one 
anothe 

Third Serv. Reason; because they then less 
need one another. The wars for my money. [ 
hope to see Romans as cheap as Volscians. 
They are rising, they are rising. 250 

All, In, in, in, in! [Breunt. 


Scene VI, Rome. <A public place. 
Enter Stcixius and Brutus. 


Sic. We hear not of him, neither need we 
fear him; i 
His remedies are tame i’ the present peace 
And quictness of the people, which before 
Werein wildhurry. Here do we make his friends 
Blush that the world goes well, who rather had, 
Though they themselves did suffer by ’t, behold 
Dissentious numbers pestering streets than see 
Our tradesmen singing in their shops and going 
About their functions friendly. 
Bru, We stood to’t in good time. [Enter 
AMenenius.] Is this Menenius? 10 

Sic. “Lis he, ’tis he: O, he is grown most 

kind of late. 

Both vi. Hail, sir) 

Men. Hail to you both! 

Sic, . Your Coriolanus 
Ts not much miss‘d, but with his friends : 
Thecommonwealth doth stand, and sowould do, 
Were he more angry at it. | 

Men. All’s well; and might have been much 

better, if 
He could have temporized, . 
Sic. ‘here is he, hear you? 
Men. Nay, Lhear nothing: his mother and 
his wife 
Hear nothing from him. 


Enter three or four Citizens. 
Citizens. The gods preserve you both! 
Sic. God-den, our neighbours. 20 
Bru, God-den to you all, god-den to you all. 
First Cit. Ourselves, our wives, and children, 
on our knees, 
Are bound to pray for you both, 
Sic. : _ _ Live, and thrive! 
Bru, Farewell, kind neighbours: we wish’d 
Coriolanus * 
Had loved you as we did. 
Citizens. Now the gods keep you! 
Both Tri. Farewell, farewell. 
[eceunt Citizens. 
Sic, This is a happier and more comely 








time 
Than when these fellows ran about the strects, 
Crying confusion. . 

te Caius Marcius was 
A worthy officer i’ the war; but insolent, z 
O'ercome with pride, ambitious past all think- 


ing, 
Self-loving,— 
ic. And affecting one sole throne, 
Without assistance. 


Men. I think not so. 
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Sic. We should by this, to all our Jamen- 
tation, 
If he had gone forth consul, found it so. 
Bru. The gods haye well prevented it, and 
.., Rome 
Sits safe and still without him. 


Enter an Adile. 


Ed, Worthy tribunes, 

There is a slave, whom we have put in prison, 

Reports, the Volsces with two several powers 
Are enter’d in the Roman territories, 4o 
And with the deepest malice of the war 
Destroy what lies before ’em. 

Men. Tis Aufidius, 
Who, hearing of our Marcius’ banishment, 
Thrusts forth his horns again into the world ; 
Which were inshell’d when Marcius stood for 


Rome, 
And durst not once peep out. 
Sic. Come, what talk you 
Of Marcius? 
Bru. Go see this rumourer whipp’d. It 
cannot be 
The Volsces dare break with us. 
Men. Cannot be! 


We have record that very well it can, 
And three examples of the like have been 50 
Within my age. But reason with the fellow, 
Before you punish him, where he heard this, 
Lest you shall chance to whip your information 
And beat the messenger who bids beware 
Of what is to be dreaded. 
ic. ‘Tell not me: 
I know this cannot be. 3 

Bru. Not possible. 

Enter a Messenger. 
Mess. The nobles in great earnesiness are 
going r 

All to the senate-house : some news is come 
‘Chat turns their countenances, 

Sic. Tis this slave;— 
Go whip him ‘fore the people's eyes:—his 


raising; | 60 
Nothing but his report. 
Mess. Yes, worthy sir, 
The slave's report is seconded; and more, 
More fearful, is deliver'd. ; 
“Sic. What more fearful ? 
Mess. It isspoke freely out of many mouths— 
How probable I do not know—that Marcius, 
Join’d with Aufidius, leads a power ’gainst 
Rome, ‘ 
‘And vows revenge as spacious as between 
The young'’st and oldest thing. ; 
ic, a This is most likely ! 
‘Bru. Raised only, that the weaker sort may 
wish 


Good Marcius home again. : 
Sic. _ ‘The very trick on’t. 70 
Men. This is unlikely: 
He and Autidius can no more atone 
Than violentest contraricty. 


Enter a second Messenger. 


Sec. Mess. You are sent for to the senate: 
A fearful army, led by Caius Marcius 
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Associated with Aufidius, rages 
Upon our territories; and have already 
Overborne their way, consumed with fire, and 


too 
What lay before them. 


Enter Comrntvs. 


Com. O, you have made good work! 
Men. What news? what news? 8 
Com. You have holp to ravish your own 
daughters and 

To melt the city leads upon your pates, 

To see your wives dishonourd to your noses,— 
Men.. What’s the news? what's the news? 
Com. Your temples burned in their cement, 


Your franchises, whereon you stood, confined 
Into an auger’s bore. 
Men. Pray now, your news? 
You have made fair work, I Year me—Pray, 
your news ?— : 
If Marcius should be join’d with Volscians,— 
‘on. £ 
He is their god: he leads them like a thing 90 
Made by some other deity than nature, 
That shapes man better; and they follow him, 
Against us brats, with no less confidence 
Than boys pursuing summer butterflies, 
Or butchers killing flies. 
Aen. You have made good work, 
You and your apron-men; you that stood so 
~ much 
Upon the voice of occupation and 
The breath of garlic-eaters | 


_ Con. . He will shake 
Your Rome about your ears. 
Men. As Hercules 


Did shake down mellow fruit. You have made 
fair work! 100 
Bru, But is this true, sir? 
Com. Ay; and you'll look pale 
Before vou find it other. ‘All the regions 
Do smilingly revolt ; and who resist 
Are mock'd for valiant ignorance, 
fan pene constant fools. Whois’t can blame 
him. 
Your enemies and his find something in him. 
Men. Weare all undone, unless 
he noble. man have mercy. . 
Com. Who shall ask it? 
The tribuncs cannot do’t for shame; the people 
Deserve such pity of him as the wolf 110 
Does of the shepherds: for his best friends, if 


hey 
Should say ‘Be good to Rome,’ they charged 
him even 
As those should do that had deserved his hate, 
And therein show'd like enemies. 
Men, . “Tis true: 
T£ he were putting to my house the brand 
That should consume it, I have not the face 
To say ‘Beseech you, cease.’ You have made 
__ fair hands, 
ou and your crafts! you have crafted fair! 
Com. You have brought 
A tremblin; pon Rome, such as was neyer 
So incapable of help, 





[Acr Iy 
Both Tri. Say not we brought it, 125 
Men. How! Was it we? we loved him: 

but, like beasts 4 

And cowardly nobles, gave way unto your 

clusters, ar 

Who did hoot him out o’ the city, 

Com. : But I fear 
They ‘ILroar him in again. Tullus Aufidius, 
The second name of men, obeys his points 
As if he were his officer: desperation 
Is all the policy, strength and defence, 

That Rome can make against them. 


Enter a troop of Citizens, 


Men. F Here come the clusters, 
And is Aufidius with him? You are they 
‘That made the air unwholesome, when you cast 
Your stinking greasy caps in hooting at 131 
Coriolanus’ exile. Now he’s coming ; 

And not a hair upon a soldier's head 

Which will not prove a whip: as many cox- 
combs f 

As you threw caps up will he tumble down, 

And pay you for your voices, “Lis no matter; 

Zé he could burn us all into one coal, 

We have deserved it. 

Citizens, Faith, we hear fearful news. 

First Cit, elas For mine own part, 
When I said, banish him, T said, ‘twas pity, 140 

Sec. Cit, And so did I, 

Third Cit. And so did I; and, to say the 
truth, so did very many of us: that we did, we 
did for the best; and though we willingly con- 
sented to his banishment, yet it was against 
our will, 4 i‘ 

Com. Ye're goodly things, you voices! 

Men. You have made 
Good work, you and your cry! Shall’s to the 

Capitol? 

Com. O, ay, what else? 

[Zveunt Cominius and Menenius. 

Sic. Go, masters, get you home; be not 

dismay’d : 150 
These are a side that would be glad to have 
This true which they so seem to fear. Go home, 
And show no sign of fear. 

First Cit, The gods be good to us! Come, 
masters, let’s home. I ever said we were i’ the 
wrong when we banished him. 


Sec. Cit. So did we all. But, come, let’s 
home. [Exewnt Citizens. 

Bru. I do not like this news. 

Sic. Nor I. 

Bru. Let’s to the Capitol. Would half my 

wealth 160 

Would buy this for a lie! 

Sic. ’ Pray, let us go. 


Exeunt. 


Sceve VIL. A camp, at a small distance 
JSrom Rome. 


Enter AvFipius and his Lieutenant. 


Auf. Do they still fly tothe Roman? , . 
Lieu. I do not know what witchcraft ‘s 10 
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Your soldiers use him as the grace ’fore meat, 
Their talk at table, and their thanks at end; 
And you are darken’d in this action, sir, 
Even by your own, 

Aw. 2 cannot help it now, 
Unless, by using means, I lame the foot 
Of ourdesign, He bears himself more proudlier, 
Even to my person, than I thought he would 
When first I did embrace him: yet his nature 
In that’s no changeling; and I must excuse 11 
What cannot be amended. 

Dieu. , Yet I wish, sir— 
I mean for your particular,—you had not 
Join’d in commission with him; but either 
Had borne the action of yourself, or else 
To him had left it solely. 

Aus. I understand thee well; and be thou 


sure, 
When he shall come to his account, he knows 


not 

What I can urge against him. Although it 
seems, 

And so he thinks, and is no less apparent _ 20 

To the vulgar eye, that he bears all things 


airly, 
And eons good husbandry for the Volscian 
state, 
Fights dragon-like, and does achieve as soon 
As draw his sword; yet he hath left undone 
That which shall break his neck or hazard mine, 
Whene'er we come to our account. 
Lieu. Sir, I beseech you, think you he'll 
carry Rome? 
Auf. All places yield to him ere he sits 


down; ; 

And the nobility of Rome are his: 
The senators and patricians love him too: 30 
‘The tribunes are no soldiers; and their people 
Will be as rash in the repeal, as hasty 
Toexpelhim thence. Ithink he’ll 5e to Rome 
As is the osprey to the fish, who takes it 
By sovereignty of nature. T'irst he was 
A noble servant to them; but he could not 
Carry his honours even: whether ‘twas pride, 
Which out of daily fortune ever taints 
The happy man ; whether defect of judgement, 
To fail in the disposing of those chances qo 
Which he was lord of ; or whether nature, 

Not to be other than one thing, not moving 
From the casque to the cushion, but com- 

manding peace 2 

Even with the same austerity and garb 
As he controll'd the war; but one of these— 
As he hath spices of them all, not all, _ 
For I dare so far free him—made him fear’d, 
So hated, and so banish'd: but he has a merit, 
‘To choke it in the utterance. So our virtues 
Lic in the interpretation of the time : 50 
And power, unto itself most commendable, 
+ Hath not a tomb so evident as a chair 
To extol what it hath done. 
One fire drives out one fire; one nail, one 


nail; 
wel by rights falter, strengths by strengths 
lo fail. 
Come, let’s away. When, Caius, Rome is thine, 
Thou art poor’st of all; then shortly art thou 
mine. [Exeunt. 
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ACT VY. 
ScenEI, Rome. A public place. 


Enter MENENIUS, COMINIUS, SICINIUS, 
Brutus, and others. 


Men. No, L'll not go: you hear what he 
hath said , 

Which wassometime hisgeneral; who loved him 
In a most dear particular. He call'd me father: 
But what o’ that? Go, you that banish’d him; 
A mile before his tent fall down, and knee 
The way into his mercy : pay if he coy’d 
To hear Cominius speak, 1’! keep at home. 

Com. He would not seem to know me. 


Men. . Do you hear? 
Com. Yet one time he did call me by my 
name: 


T urged our old acquaintance, and the drops 10 
That we have bled together. Coriolanus 
He would not answer to; forbad all names; 
He was a kind of nothing, titleless, . 
‘Till he had forged himse fa name o’ the fire 

f burning Rome. 

Men. Why, so: you have made good work! 
A pair of tribunes that have rack'd for Rome, 
‘To make coals cheap,—a noble memory! 


Com. I minded him how royal twas to 
pardon 
When it was less expected : he replied, 
It was a bare petition of a state 20 
To one whom they had punish’d. 


Men. Very well: 
Could he say less? 
Com. _ I olter'd to awaken his regard 
For’s private friends : his answer to me was, 
He could not stay to pick them in a pile 
Of noisome musty chaff: he said "twas folly, 
For one poor grain or two, to leave unburnt, 
And still to nose the offence. i 
Men. For one poor grain or two! 
Lam one of those; his mother, wife, his child, 
And this brave fellow too, we are the grains: 30 
You are the musty chaff; and you are smelt 
Above the moon: we must be burnt for you. 
Sic. Nay, pray, be patient: if you refuse 
your aid 
In this so never-needed help, yet do not 
Upbraid’s with our distress. But, sure, if you. 
Would be your country’s pleader, your good 
tongue, | 
More than the instant army we can make, 
Might stop our countryman. 
Men. _ No, I'll not meddle. 
Sic. Pray you, go to him, 
Men. _. What should I do? 
Bru. Only make trial what your love can 


do 42 
For Rome, towards Marcius. 
Men. Well, and say that Marcius 
Return me, as Cominius is return’d, 
Unheard ; what then? 
But as a discontented friend, grief-shot 
With his unkindness? say ’t be so? 
Sic. Yet your good will 
Must have that thanks from Rome, after the 
measure 
As you intended well. 
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Men. Tllundertake’t: 
Ithink he'll hear me. Yet, to bite his li 
And hum at good Cominius, much unhearts 


me, 
He was not taken well; he had not dined: 50 
The veins unfill’d, our blood js cold, and then 
‘We pout upon the morning, are unapt - 
To give or to forgive; but when we have stuff’ 
These pipes and these conveyances of our blood 
With wine and feeding, we have suppler souls 
Than in ourpriest-likefasts : therefore I'll watch 


‘im 
Till he be dieted to my request, 
And then I'll set upon him, ; pest 
Bru. You know the very road into his kind- 


ness, 
And cannot lose your way. 

Men, | Good faith, I'll prove him, 60 

Speed how it will. I shall ere long have know- 


ledge : 
Of my success. [Evxit. 
Not? 


Com. He'll never hear him, 

sic. 

Com.. I tell you, he does sit in gold, his eye 
Red as ’twould burn Rome; and his injury 
The gaoler to his pity. L kneel'd before him; 
Twas very faintly he said ‘ Rise;’ dismiss’d me 
we with his speechless hand : what he would 

0, 
He sent in writing after me; what he would 
not, 
Bound with an oath to yield to his conditions : 
So that all hope is vain, jo 
Unless his noble mother, and s Wife ; 
Who, as [ hear, mean to solicit him. 
Ton mercy to his country. Therefore, let’s 
hence, 
And with our fair entreaties haste them on. 
[Exeunt. 


Sornell. Entrance of the Volscian camp 
before Rome. Z'weo Sentinels on guard. 


Enter to them, MENENIUS. 


First Sen. Stay: whence are you? 
Sec. Sen. bs Stand, and go back. 
Men. You guard like men ; ’tis well: but, by 
your leave, 

Tam an oflicer of state, and come 

To speak with Coriolanus. 
First Sen. From whence? 
Men. From Rome. 
First Sen. You may not pass, you must 
return: our general 

Will no more hear from thence. 
Sec. Sen. You'll see your Rome embraced 











with fire before 
You'll speak with Coriolanus, é, 
Men. Good my friends, 


If you haye heard your general tall of Rome. 
And of his friends there, it is lots to blanks, SO 
My name hath touch’d your ears: it is Mene- 


nius. 
First Sen. Be it so; go back: the virtue of 
your name 
Is not here passable. 
Men. a I tell thee, fellow, 
Thy general is mE lovetashhwydtesearch Inst 





{Acr y 


The book of his good acts, whence men have read 
His fame unparallel’d, haply amplified ; 

For I have ever ¢ verified my friends, 

Of whom he’s chief, with all the size that verity 
Would without lapsing suffer : nay, sometimes, 
Like to a bowl upon a subtle ground, as 
I have tumbled past the throw; and in his 





praise 4 r 
Have almost stamp’d the leasing: therefore, 
iellow, 


I must have leave fo pass. 

First Sen. Vaith, sir, if you had told as 
many lies in his behalf as you have uttered 
words in your own, you should not pass here; 
no, though it were as virtuous to lie as to live 
chastely. Therefore, go back. 

Men. Prithee, fellow, remember my name 
is Menenius, always factionary on the party of 
your general. 3r 

Sec. Sen. Howsoever you have been his liar, 
as you say you have, Lam one that, telling true 
under him, must say, you cannot pass. There- 
fore, go back. 

Men. Has-he dined, canst thou tell? for I 
would not speak with him till after dinner. 

First Sen. You are a Roman, are you? 

Men. Lam, as thy general is, 39 

First Sen. Then you should hate Rome, as 
he does. Can you, when you have pushed out 
your gates the very defender of them, and, in 
a violent popular ignorance, given your enemy 
your shield, think to front his revenges with 
the easy groans of old women, the virginal 
palms of your daughters, or with the palsied 
intercession of such a decayed dotant as you 
seem to be? Can you think to blow out the 
intended fire your city is ready to flame in, 
with such weak breath as this? No, you are 
deceived; therefore, back to Rome, and prepare 
for your execution: you are condemned, our 
general has sworn you out of reprieve and 
pardon. 

Men. Sirrah, if thy captain knew I were 
here, he would use me with estimation. 

First Sen. Come, my captain knows you 
n 





ot. 

Men. I mean, thy general. 

First Sen. My general cares not for you. 
Back, I say, go; lest I let forth your half-pint 
of blood; back,—that’s the utmost of your 
having: back. 

Aen. Nay, but, fellow, fellow,— 


Enter Cogtoranus and Avu¥IvIvs. 


Cor. What’s the matter? 

Men. Now,you companion, I’ll say an errand 
for you: you shall know now that I am in 
estimation; you shall perceive that a Jac 
guardant cannot office me from my son Corio- 
anus: guess, .but by my entertainment with 
him, if thou standest not 1’ the state of hanging, 
or of some death more long in spectatorship, 
and cruellerin suffering ; behold now presently, 
and swoon for what's to come upon thee. [ d 
Cor.) The glorious gods sit in hourly synot 
about Eby achcnla peveperity Nan love thet 
no worse than thy ald father Menenius v 
dlempigitzeny byecaod it preparing fire for 





i 
| 
| 


Scene 11] 


us; look thee, here’s water to quench it. I was 
hardly moved to come to thee; but being 
assured none but myself could move thee, 
have been blown out of your gates with sighs; 
and conjure thee to pardon Rome, and thy 
petitionary countrymen. ‘The good gods as- 
suage thy wrath, and turn the dregs of it upon 
this varlet here,—this, who, like a block, hath 
denied my access to thee. 








Cor. Away 
Men. How! away! 
Cor. Wife, mother, child, I know not. My 
a 3 
Are servanted to others: though I owe 
My revenge properly, my remission lies go 


In Wolly breasts. That we have been fa- 
miliar, 
Ingrate forgetfulness shall poison, rather 
Than pity note how much, Therefore, be gone. 
Mine ears against your suits are stronger than 
nour gates against my force, Yet, for I loved 
1¢e, 
Take this along; I writ it for thy sake, 
Gives a letter, 
And would have sent it. nother word, 
,Menenius, 
I will not hear thee speak. This man, Aufidius, 
Was my beloved in Rome: yet thou behold'st ! 
Auf. You keep a constant temper. 100 
‘ [Aveunt Coriolanus and Aujidius. 

First Sen. Now, sir, is your name Menenius? 

Sec. Sen. “Lis a spell, you see, of much 
power: you know the way home again. 

First Sen. Do you hear how we are shent 
for keeping your greatness back? 

See. Sen. What cause, do you think, I have 
to s\oon? 

Men. I neither care for the world nor your 
general: for such things as you, I can scarce 
think there’s any, ye’resoslight. He that hath 
a will to die by himself fears it not from an- 
other: let your gencral do his worst. For you, 
be that you are, long; and your misery increase 
with your age! I say to you, as I was said to, 














Away! Wate 
First Sen. A noble fellow, I warrant him. 


Sec. Sen. The worthy fellow is our general : 


he’s the rock, the oak not to be wind-shaken. 
[Lxceunt. 


Sorne TIL. The tent of Coriolanus. 
Enter ContoLanvs, AUFIDIUS, and others. 


Cor. We will before the walls of Rome to- 
morrow ye tear ie 
Set down our host. My partner in this action, 
You must report to the Volscian lords, how 
plainly . 
Thaye borne this business. 

sie Only theirends 
You have respected; stopp’d your ears against 
The general suit of Rome; never admitted 
A private LAN eT, no, not with such friends 
That thought them sure of you. 

Cor. This last old man, 
Whomwith a crack’d heart I havesent to Rome, 
Loved me above the measure of afather; x0 
Nay, godded me, indeed. Their latest refuge 
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Was to send him; for whose old love I have- 
Though I show'd sourly to him, once more 
offer'd > 

The first conditions, which they did refuse 
And cannot now accept; to grace him onl. 
That thouzht he could do more, a very little 
Thave yielded to: fresh embassles an suits, 
Nor from the state nor private friends, here- 


_ after 
Will [lend car to. Ha! what shout is this? 
[ath [Shout within, 
Shall I be tempted to infringe my vow 20 
In the same time ’tis made? I will not. 


Enter, in mourning habits, VirGILta, Vo- 


LUMNIA, leading young Marcius, VALERIA, 
and Attendants. 


My wife comes foremost; then the honour'd 
mou 
Wherein this trunk was framed, and in her 


hand 
iho gsanatattly to her blood. But, out, affec- 
lon! 
All bond and privilege of nature, break! 
Let it be virtuous to be obstinate. 
What is that curt’sy worth? or those doves’ 


cyes, 
Which can make gods forsworn? I melt, and 


am not 

Of eironge earth than others. My mother 
DOWS 5 

As if Olympns to a molehill should 30 


Tn supplication nod: and my young boy 

Hath an aspect of intercession, which. 

Great nature cries ‘ Deny not.’ Let the Volsces 
Plough Rome, and harrow Italy: I'll never 

Be such a gosling to obey instinct, but stand, 
‘As if a man were author of himse! 

And knew no other kin. 


Vir. My lord and husband! 
Cor, These eyes are not the same I wore 
in Rome. 


ir. The sorrow that delivers us thus changed 
Makes you think so. 

Cor. Like a dull actor now, 40 
Lhave forgot my part, and I am out, 
Teven to a full disgrace. Best of my flesh, 
Yorgive my tyranny; butdonotsay 
Yor that ‘Forgive our Romans.’ O, a kiss 
Long as my exile, sweet as my revenge! 3 
Now, by the jealous queen of heaven, that kiss 
T carried from thee, dear; and my true lip 
Hath virgin’d it eer since. You gods! I prate, 
And the most noble mother of the world 
Leave unsaluted: sink, iny knee, i’ the earth; 

[ Kneels, 





Of thy deep duty more impression show 5r 
‘Than that of common sons. 
vol. O, stand up blest! 
Whilst, with no softer cushion than the flint, 
I knee) before thee ; and unproperly 
Show duty, as mistaken all this while 
Between the child and parent. ineels, 
Cor, What is this? 
Your knees to me? to your corrected son? 
Then let the pebbles on the hungry beach 
Pillip the stars ; then let the mutinous winds 
Strike the proud cedars ’gainst the fiery sun; 60 
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Murdering impossibility, to make 
‘What cannot be, slight work. 9 
ol. Thou art my warrior ; 
Tholp to frame thee. Do you know this lady 
Cor. The noble sister of Publicola 
The moon of Rome, chaste as the icicle 
That’s curdied by the frost from purest snow 
And hangs on Dian’s temple: dear Valeria! 
Vol. This is a poor epitome of yours, 
Which by the interpretation of full time 
May show like all yourself. P 
Cor. The god of soldiers, 70 
With the consent of supreme Jove, inform 
Thy thoughts with nobleness; that thou mayst 
rove 
To shame unvulnerable, and stick ? the wars 
Like a great sea-mark, standing every flaw, 
And saving those that eye thee! < 
Vol. Your knee, sirrah. 
Cor, That’s my brave bows ‘ 
Vol. Even he, your wife, this lady, and 
myself, 
Are suitors to you. 
Cor. I beseech you, peace: 
Or, if you ld ask, remember this before : 
The thing I have forsworn to grant may never 
Be held by you denials. Do not bid me 81 
Dismiss my soldiers, or capitulate 
Again with Rome’s mechanics ; tell me not 
Wherein I seem unnatural: desire not 
To allay my rages and revenges with 
Your colder reasons. 

‘ol. “ Q, no more, no more! | 
You have said you will not grant us any thing ; 
For we have nothing else to ask, but that 
Which pou deny already yet we will ask ; 
That, if you fail in our request, the blame 
May hang upon your hardness: therefore hear 


us. 

Cor. (ee and you Volsces, mark ; for 
we 

Hear nought from Rome in private. Your 


request? 5 
Vol. Should we be silent and not speak, our 
raiment ¥ 
And state of bodies would bewray what life 
We nave led since thy exile. Think with thy- 
sel 


How more unfortunate than all living women 

Are we come hither: since that thy sight, 
which should 

Make our eyes flow with joy, hearts dance with 
comforts, % 

Constrains them weep and shake with fear and 


SOTTOW ; 
Making the mother, wife and child to see 
The son, the husband and the father tearing 
His country’s bowels out. And to poor we 
Thine enmity’s most capital: thou barr’st us 
Our prayers to the gods, which is a comfort 
That all but we enjoy ; for how can we, 

Alas, how can we for our country pray, 

Whereto we are bound, together with thy 
victory, 

Whereto we are bound? alack, or we must lose 

‘The country, our dear nurse, or else thy person, 

Our comfort in the country. We must find xz1 

An evident calamity, 





[Act y 


Our SH which side should win: for either 
thou 

Must, as a foreign recreant, be led 

With manacles thorough our streets, or else 

Triumphantly tread on thy country’s ruin, 

And bear the palm for having bravely shed 

Thy wife and children’s blood. For myself, 
son 

I purpose not to wait on fortune till 

These wars determine: if I cannot persuade 


thee 120 
Rather to show a noble grace to both parts 
Than seek the end of one, thou shalt no sooner 
March to assault thy country than to tread— 
Trust to’t, thou shalt not—on thy mother’s 


womb, 4 
That brought thee to this world. 

ir. % y, and mine, 
‘That brought you forth this boy, to keep your 

name | 
Living to time. 

Young Mar, A’ shall not tread on me; 

I'll run away till I am bigger, but then I'll 


ight. 
Cor. Not of a woman’s tenderness to be, 
Requires nor child nor woman’s face to see. 130 
I have sat too long, Rising. 
Vol. Nay, go not from us thus, 
Tf it were so that our request did tend 
To save the Romans, thereby to destroy 
The Volsces whom you serve, you might con- 
demn us, 
As poisonous of your honour: no; our suit 
Is, that you reconcile them: while the Volsces 
May say ‘This mercy we have show’d;’ the 
Romans, nae 
‘This we received ;’ and each in cither side 
Give the all-hail to thee, and ery ‘ Be blest 
For making up this peace!’ Thou know’st, 
great son, - 140 
The end of war’s uncertain, but this certain, 
That, if thou conquer Rome, the benefit 
Which thou shalt thereby reap is such a name, 
Whose epelton will be dogg’d with curses; 
W Hoss & ronicle thus writ: ‘The man was 
no 
But with his last attempt he wiped it out;, 
Destroy’d his country, and his name remains 
To the ensuing age abhorr'd.’ Speak to me, 


son: 
Thou hast affected the fine strains of honour, 
To imitate the graces of the gods; 150 
To tear with thunder the wide cheeks o’ the air, 
And yet to charge thy sulphur with a bolt 


zoo} That should but rive an oak. Why dost not 


speak? 
Think’st thou it honourable for a noble man 
Still to remember wrongs? Daughter, speak 
you: 
He cares not for your weeping. Speak thou, 


Oy : 
Perhaps thy childishness will move him more 
han can our reasons. There’s no man in the 
world 
More bound to’s mother; yet here he lets me 


| prate . i 
Like one i’ the stocks. Thou hast never in ty; 
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Show’'d thy dear mother any courtesy, 
When she, poor hen, fond of no second brood, 
Has cluck’d thee to the wars and safely home, 
Loaden with honour. Say my request’s unjust, 
And spurn me back: but if it be not so, 
how art not honest; and the gods will plague 
hee, 
That thou restrain’st from me the duty which 
To a mother’s pat belongs. He turns away: 
Down, ladies ; let us shame him with our knees, 
‘To his surname Coriolanus ‘longs more pride 
‘Than pity to our prayers. “Down: an end; 171 
This is the last : so we will home to Rome 
And die among ourneighbours. Nay, behold’s: 
This boy, that cannot tell what he would have, 
But kneels and holds up hands for fellowship, 
Does reason our petition with more strength 
Than thou hast to deny’t. Come, let us go: 
This fellow had a Volscian to his mother ; 
His wife is in Corioli and his child 
Like him by chance. Yet give us our dispatch: 
Tam hush’d until our city be afire, 181 
And then I'll speak a little. [He holds her by 
the hand, silent. 
Cor. O mother, mother ! 
What have you done? Behold, the heavens do 


ope, i 
The gods look down, and this unnatural scene 
They laugh at. O my mother, mother! O! 
You have won a happy. victory to Rome; 

But, for your son,—believe it, O, believe it, | 
Most dangerously you have with him prevail’d, 
If not most mortal to him. But, let it come. 
Aufidius, though I cannot make true wars, 190 
I'll Agee convenient peace. Now, good Au- 
dius, 
Were you in my stead, would you have heard 
A mother less? or granted less, Aufidius? 

Auf. I was moved withal. 

Cor. . I dare be sworn you were : 
And, sir, it is no little thing to make é 
Mine eyes to sweat compassion. But, good sir, 
What peace you’ll make, advise me: for my 


ayy Dart, . 
I'll not to Rome, I’ll back with you; and pray 


you, ni 
Stand to me in this cause. © mother! wife! 
Auf. [Aside] I am glad thou hast set thy 
mercy and thy honour 200 
At difference in thee: out of that I’ll work 
Myself a former fortune. : 
[Lhe Ladies make signs to Coriolanus. 
» by. and by; 
[To Volumnia, Virguia, &e. 
But we will drink togethers and you shall bear 
A better witness back than words, which we, 
On like conditions, will have counter-seal’d. 
Come, enter with us, Ladies, you deserve 
To have a temple built you : all the swords 
In Italy, and her confederate arms, 
Could not have made this peace. [Exeunt. 209 


Scene IV. Rome. A public place. 
Enter MENENIUS and SICINIUS. 


Men. See you yond coign o’ the Capitol, 
yond comer-stone? 
Sic. Why, what of that? 


Cor. 
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Men. If it be possible for you to displace it 
with your little finger, there is some hope the 
ladies of Rome, epectally his mother, may 
prevail with him. But I say there is no hope 
in’t: our throats are sentenced and stay upon 
execution. P e 

Sic. Is’t possible that so short a time can 
alter the condition of a man? 10 

Men. There is differency between a grub and 
a butterfly; yet your butterfly was a grub. 
This Marcius is grown from man to dragon: 
he has wings ; he’s more than a creeping thing. 

Sic. He loved his mother dearly. 

Men. So did he me: and he no more re- 
members his mother now than an cight-year- 
old horse. The tartness of his face sours ripe 
grapes: when he walks, he moves like an 
engine, and the ground shrinks before his 
treading: he is able to pierce a corslet with his 
eye; talks like a knell, and his hum is a battery. 

e sits in his state, asa thing made for Alex- 
ander. What he bids be done is finished with 
his bidding. He wants nothing of a god but 
eternity and a heaven to throne in. 

Sic. Yes, mercy, if you report him truly. 

Men. I paint him in the character. Mark 
what mercy his mother shall bring from him: 
there is no more mercy in him than there is 
milk in a male tiger; that shall our poor city 
find: and all this is long of you. 

Sic. The gods be good unto us! 

Men. No, in such a case the gods will not 
be good unto us. When we banished him, we 
respected not them; and, he returning to break 
our necks, they respect not us, 


Enter a Messenger. 


tee Sir, if you ’ld save your life, fly to your 
house : 

The plebeians have got your fellow-tribune 
And hale him up and down, all swearing, if 40 
The Roman ladies pringingt comfort home, 
‘They ’ll give him death by inches. 


Enter a second Messenger. 


Sic. What's the news? 

Sec. Mess. Good news, good news; the 
ladies have prevail’d, 5 

The Volscians are dislodged, and Marcius gone: 

A merrier day did-never yet greet Rome, 

No, not the expulsion of the ‘larquins. 
Sic. re Friend, 
Art thou certain this is true? is it most certain? 
Sec. Mess. As certain as I know the sun is 


fire: : 
Where have you lurk’d, that you make doubt 


of it? 49 
Neer through an arch so hwried the blown 


tide, 
As the recomforted through the gates. Why, 
hark you! [Zrumpets; hauthoys 5 Gums 
beat ; ull tovether. 
The trumpets, sackbuts, psalicries and fifes, 
Tabors and cymbals and the shouting Romans. 
Make the sun dance. Hark you! = 
[A shout within. 
This is good news: 


Men. I 
I will go meet the ladies. This Volumnia 
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Is worth of consuls, senators, patricians, 
A city full; of tribunes, suchas you, | 
‘A. sea and land full. You have pray’d well 
to-day : 
This morning for ten thousand of your throats 
Tld_ not have given a doit. Hark, show they 
joy! [Dfusic still, with shouts. 
Sic, First, the gods bless you for your 
tidings ; next, 
Accept my thankfulness. 
Sec. Mess. Sir, we have all 
Great cause to give great thanks. x 
ic. They are near the city ? 
Sec. Mess. Almost at point to enter. 
Sic. We will meet them, 
And help the joy. [E£eeunt. 


Scene V. Zhesame. A street near the gate. 


Enter two Senators with VOLUMNIA, VIRGILIA, 
VALERIA, &c, passing over the stage, followed 
by Patricians, and others. 


First Sen. Behold our patroness, the life of 
Rome! 
Call all your tribes together, praise the gods, 
d make triumphant fires; strew flowers be- 
fore them: | 5 
Unshout the noise that banish’d Marcius, 
Repeal him with the welcome of his mother; 
Cry ‘Welcome, ladies, welcome!” P 
All, Welcome, ladies, 
Welcome! [A flourish with drums and trum- 
pets. Exeunt. 


Scene VI. Antium. <A public place. 
Enter Tuttus Avrivius, with Attendants. 


Auf. Go tell the lords o’ the city I am here : 
Deliver them this paper: having read it, 
Bid them repair to the market-place; where I, 
Even in theirs and in the commons’ ears, 
Will youch the truth of it, Him I accuse 
The city ports by this hath enter’d and _ 
Intends to appear before the people, hoping 
To purge himself with words: dispatch. 

[Exeunt Attendants. 


Enter three or four Conspirators of AUFIDIUS’ 
Suction. , 
Most welcome! Sih sh 
First Con. How is it with our general? 
Auf, : 5 Even so. 10 
As with a man by his own alms empoison’d, 
And with his charity slain. 
Sec. Con. _ Most noble sir, 
Tf you do hold the same intent wherein 
You wish’d us parties, we'll deliver you 
Of your great danger, _ 
Aue Sir, I cannot tell : 
We must proceed as we do find the people. 
Hh fon. The people willremain uncertain 
whilst 
*Twixt you there’s difference; but the fall of 
either 
Makes the survivor heir of all, - 
I know it; 


Auf. F a 
And ny pretext ¢ngtykeAhiPREsedsich Insti 










[Act y 


A good construction. I raised him, and [ 
pawn’d i 
Mine honour for his truth: who being go 
heighten’d, i 
He water'd his new plants with dews of flattery, 
Seducing so my iriends ; and, to this end 
He bow’d his nature, never known 
But to be rough, unswayable and free. 
Third Con. Sir, his stoutness | 
When he did stand for consul, which he lost 
By lack of stooping,— 
Au. That I would have spoke of: 
Being banish’d for’t, he came unto my hearth; 
Presented to my knife his throat: I took him; 
Made him joint-servant with me; gave him 
way ° 
In all his own desires; nay, let him choose 
Out of my files, his projects to accomplish, 
My best and freshest men; served lis design- 
ments 
In mine own person; holp to reap the fame 
Which he did end all his ; and took some pride 
To do myself this wrong: till, at the last, 
I seemr'd his follower, not partner, and | 
He waged me with his countenance, asif 40 
I had been mercenary. " 
Kirst Con. So he did, my lord; 
The army marvell'd at it, and, in the last 
When he had carried Rome and that we look’d 
For no less spoil than glory,— 
Auf, There was it: 
Tor qynich my sinews shall be stretch’d upon 
him. 
at afew drops of women’s rheum, which are 
As cheap as lies, he sold the blood and labour 
Of our great action: therefore shall he die, 
And I'll renew me in his fall. But, hark! 
[Drums and trumpets sownd, with great 
: shouts of the People. 
First Con. Your native town you enter'd 
like a post, 50 
And had no welcomes home ; but he returns, 
Splitting the air with noise. 
cc. Con. And patient fools, 
Whose children he hath slain, their base throats 


y 
ore 








ear 
With giving him slory. 

Third Con, | Therefore, at your vantage, 
Ere he express himself, or move the people 
With what he would say, Ict him feel your 

sword, | 
Which we will second. When he lies along, 
After your way his tale pronounced shall bury 
His reasons with his body. 

Auf. Say no more: 
Here come the lords. 


Enter the Lords of the city. 
All the Lords. You are most welcome home. 
uf. have not deserved it, 
But, worthy lords, have you with heed peruse 
What I have written to you? 
Lords. e have. . 
First Lord. And grieve to hear’t. 
What faults he made before the last, I think 
Might have found easy fines: but there to en 
Where he was to begin and give away 


chpRabalinpelGdeyenpwering us 
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With our own charge, making a treaty where 
There was a yielding,—this admits no excuse. 
Auf. He approaches: you shall hear him. 


Enter CORIOLANUS, marching with drum and 

colours; Commoners being with hin. 
Cor. Hail, lords! Tam return'’d your soldier, 

No more infected with my country’s love 

Than when I parted hence, but still subsisting 

Under your great command. You are to know 

That prosperously I have attempted and 

With bloody passage led your wars even to 

The fates of Rome. Our spoils we have brought 
ome 

Do more than counterpoise a full third part 

The charges of the action. We have made 


eace 

With no less honour to the Antiates 80 

Than shame to the Romans: and we here 
deliver, 


Subscribed by the consuls and patricians, 
Together with the seal o’ the senate, what 
We have compounded on. 
Auf. .,_ -. Read it not. noble lords; 
But tell the traitor, in the high’st degree 
He hath abused your powers. 
Cor, Traitor! how now! < s 
Auf. Ay, traitor, Marcius! 
Cor, j i _ Marcius! 
Auf, Ay, Marcius, Caius Marcius: dost thou 


thin 
I'll grace thee with that robbery, thy stol’n 
name 
Coriolanus in Corioli? 6 90 
You lords and heads o’ the state, perfidiously 
He has betray’d your business, and given up, 
For certain drops of salt, your city ome, 
Isay ‘your city,’ to his wife and mother; 
Breaking his oath and resolution like 
A twist of rotten silk, never admitting 
Counsel 0’ the war, but at his nurse's tears 
He whined and roar'd away your victory, 
That pages blush'd at him and men of heart 
ok’d wondering each at other. 


Con. Hear'st thou, Mars? 100 
Auf. Name not the god, thou boy of tears! 
Cor. Ha! 


Auf. Nomore 
Gor. Measureless liar, thou hast made my 
heart 
Too great for what.contains it. Boy! O slave! 
Pardon me, lords, ’tis the first time that ever 
was forced to scold. Your judgements, my 
grave lords, . , 
Must give this curthe lie; and his own notion— 
Who wears my stripes impress'd upon him; 


that «x 
Must bear my beating to his grave—shall join 
To thrust the lie unto him. 110 


First Lord, Peace, both, and hear me speak. 
Cor. Cut metopieces, Volsces; men and lads, 
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Stain all your edgeson me. Boy! falsehound? . 
Jf you have writ your annals true, ’tis there, 
That, like an eagle in a dove-cote, 
Plutter'd your Volscians in Corioli: 
Alone I didit. Boy! 

Auf. .___ Why, noble lords, 
Will you be put in mind of his blind fortune, 
Which was your shame, by this unholy brag- 


gart, 
’Fore your own eyes and ears t 
All Consp. Let him die for’t. 120 
Allthe people. .,. Tear him to pieces.’ ‘Do it 
presently.” ‘He killed my son.’ “My daughter.’ 
Ait killed my cousin Marcus.’ ‘He killed my 
father. 


Sec. Lord. Peace, ho! no unas peace! 
The man is noble and his fame folds-in 
This orb o’ the earth. His last offences to us 
Shall have judicious hearing. Stand, Aufidius, 
And trouble not the peace. 
Cor. . os O that I had him, 
With six Autidiuses, or more, his tribe, 130 
To use my lawful sword! é 
Auf, .,, Insolent villain ! 
All Consp. Kill, kill, kill, kill, kill him! 
[The Conspirators draw, and kill Corio- 
lanus; Aufidius stands on his body. 
rds. Hold, hold, ho!d, hold ! 
Auf. My noble masters, hear me speak. 
First Lord. O Tullus,— 
Sec. Lord. Thou hast done a deed whereat 
valour will weep. 2 
Third Lord, Tread not upon him. Masters 
all, be quiet; 
Put up your swords. 
Avs, My lords, when you shall know—as in 
this rage, 
Proyoked by him, you cannot—the great danger 
Which this man’s life did owe you, you'll 


rejoice , 
That he is thus cut off. Please it your honours 
To call me to your senate, I’ll deliver I4t 


Myself your loyal servant, or endure 
Your heaviest censure. ¢ 

First Lord. Bear from hence his body ; 
And mourn you for him: Iet him be regarded 
As the most noble corse that ever herald 
Did follow to his urn. / i 

Sce. Lord. His own impatience 
Takes from Aufidius a great part of blame. 
Let’s make the best of it. i 

Auf. My rage is gone; 
And Lam struck with sorrow, Take him up. 
Help, three o’ the chiefest soldiers ; Ill be one. 
Beat thou the drum, that it speak mournfully: 
Trail your steel pikes. Though in this city he 
Hath widow'd and unchilded many a one, 
Which to this hour bewail the injury, 
Yet he shall have a noble memory, % 
Assist. [Hxeunt, bearing the body of Corio- 

lanus. A dead march sounded. 
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TITUS ANDRONICUS. 


DRAMATIS 


SATURNINUS, son to the Jate Emperor of 
Rome, and afterwards declared Emperor. 

BASSIANUS, brother to Saturninus; in love 
with Lavinia. 

T1TUS ANDRONICUS, a noble Roman, gene- 
ralagainst the Goths. 

Marcus Anpronicus, tribune of the 
people, and brother to Titus. 

Lucius, 

SUINEUS, sons to Titus Andronicus. 

Moris, ' , 

Youne Luctrus, a boy, son to Lucius. 

PuBLtvus, son to Marcus the Tribune. 

SEMPRONIUS, x 

Catus, kinsmen to Titus. 

VALENTINE, 


ACTI, 
Scene I. Rome. Before the Capitol. 


The Tomb of the ANDRONIOI appearing ; the 
Tribunes and Senators aloft. Enter below, 
From one side, SATURNINUS and. his Follow- 
ers; and, from the other side, BASSIANUS 
and his Followers; with drum and colours. 


Sat. Noble patricians, patrons of my right, 
Defend the justice of my cause with arms, 
And, countrymen, my loving followers, 

Plead my successive title with your swords: 
Lam his first-born son, that was the last 
‘That ware the imperial diadem of Rome; 
Then let my father's honours live in me, 
Nor wrong mine age with this indignity. 
Bas. Romans, friends, followers, favourers 
of my right, 
If ever Bassianus, Ceesar’s son, 10 
Were gracious in the eyes of royal Rome, 
Keep then this Passage to the Capitol 
And sutfler not dishonour to approach 
The imperial seat, to virtue consecrate, 
To justice, continence and nobility ; 
But Jet desert in pure election shine, 
And, Romans, fight for freedom in your choice. 


Enter Marcus ANDRONICUS, aloft, with the 
crown. 


qiare. _ Princes, that strive by factions and 


yy friends 
Ambitiously formuqend fiiPResearch Instit 


PERSON AG 


ZEMILIUS, a noble Roman, 

ALARBUS, 

DEMETRIUS, 

CHIRON, 

AARON, a Moor, beloved by Tamora, 

‘A Captain, Tribune, Messenger, and Clown; 
Romans. : 

Goths and Romans. 


Tamora, Queen of the Goths, : 
Lavinta, daughter to Titus Andronicus, 
A Nusse. 


Senators, Tribunes, Officers, Soldiers, and 
Attendants, 


sons to Tamora. 


ScENE: Rome, and the country near it. 


Know that the people of Rome, for whom we 
stand i 20 
A special party, have, by common voice, 
In election for the Roman empery, 
Chosen Andronicus, surnamed Pius 
For many good and great deserts to Rome: 
A nobler man, a braver warrior, 
Lives not this day within the city walls: 
He by the senate is accited home 
From Beary, wars against the barbarous Goths; 
That, with his sons, a terror to our fovs, 
Hath yoked a nation strong, train’d up in arms. 
Ten years are spent since first he undertook 3L 
This cause of Kome and chastised with arms, 
Our enemies’ pride ; five times he hath return’d 
Bleeding to Rome, bearing his valiant sons 
In coffins from the field ; f 
‘And now at last, laden with honout’s spoils, 
Returns the good Andronicus to Rome, 
Renowned Titus, flourishing in arms. 
Let us entreat, by honour of his name, 
Whom worthily you would have now succeed, 
And in the Capitol and senate’s right, At 
Whom you pretend to honour and adore, . 
That you withdraw you and abate your stren h; 
Dismiss your followers and, as suitors shou id, 
Plead your deserts in peace and humbleness. 
Sat. How fair the tribune speaks to culm 
my thoughts! 
Bas, Marcus Andronicus, so I do afly 
In thy uprightness and integrity, E 
And so I love and honour thee and thine, 


Ppaghlecerep se cingant his sons, 


730 
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And her to whom my thoughts are humbled all, 


Gracious Lavinia, Rome's rich ornament, 
That I will here dismiss my lovin friends, 
And to my fortunes and the people’s favour 
Commit my cause in balance to be weigh’d. 


[Bxcunt the Followers of Bassianus. 
Sat. Vriends, that have been thus forward 


in my right, 
I thank you all and here dismiss you all, 
And to the love and favour of my country 
Commit myself, my person and the cause, 
[Zceunt the Followers of Saturninus. 


Rome, be as just and gracious unto me 60 


As I am confident and kind to thee. 
Open the gates, and let me in. 
Bas, Tribunes, and me, a poor competitor. 


[Flourish. Saturninus and Bassianus go 


up into the Capitol. 
Enter a Captain, 


Cap. Romans, make way: the good Andro- 


nicus, 
Patron of virtue, Rome’s best champion, 
Successful in the battles that he fights, 
With honour and with fortune is return’d 
From where he circumscribed with his sword, 
And brought to yoke, the enemies of Rome. 


Drums and trumpets sounded. Enter Man- 
TIUS and Mutius; after them, two Men 
bearing a coffin covered with black jthen 
Lucius and Quintus. After them, Titus 
ANDRoNtous; and then Tamora, with 
ALARBUS, DEMETRIUS, CHIRON, AARON, 
and other Goths, prisoners; Soldiers and 
People following. Lhe Bearers set down the 
cogin, and Trrus speaks. 


Tit, Hail, Rome, victorious in thy mourning 
weeds! x jo 
Lo, as the bark, that hath dischargedherfraught, 
Returns with precious lading to the bay 
T'rom whence at first she weigh’d her anchorage, 
Cometh Andronicus, bound with laurel boushs, 
To re-salute his country with his tears, 
‘Tears of true joy for his return to Rome. 
hou great defender of this Capitol, 
Stand gracious to the rites that we intend! 
Romans, of five and twenty valiant sons, 
Half of the number that King Priam had, 80 
Behold the poor remains, alive and dead! 
These that survive let Rome reward with love; 
These that I bring unto their latest home, 
With burial amongst their ancestors: 
Here Goths have given me leave to sheathe my 
_, sword, 4 
Titus, unkind and careless of thine own, 
Why suller’st thou thy sons, unburied yet, 
To hover on the dreadful shore of Styx? 
Make way to lay them by their brethren. 
a eae tomb ts opened. 
There greet in silence, as the dead are wont, 90 
And Abs in peace, slain in your country’s 
wars! 
O sacred receptacle of my joys, 
Sweet cell of virtue and mobilily, s 
ow many sons of mine hast thou in store, 
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Ine. Give us the proudest prisoner of the 
Goths, 


That we may hew his limbs, and ona pile 
Ad manes fratrum sacrifice his flesh, 
Before this earthy prison of their hones; 
That so the shadows be not unappeased, —_100 
Nor we disturb'd with prodigies on earth. ? 
it. I give him you, the noblest that survives, 
The eldest son of this distressed queen, 
Tam. Stay, Roman brethren! Gracious 
_ conqueror, 
Victorious Titus, rue the tears I shed, 
A mother's tears in passion for her son: 
and if thy sons were ever dear to thee, 
O, think my son to be as dear to me! 
Sufticeth not that we are brought to Rome, 
To beautify thy triumphs and return, 110 
Captive to thee and to thy Roman yoke, 
But must my sons be slaughter’d in the streets, 
For valiant oings in their country’s cause? 
O, if to fight for king and commonweal 
Were piety in thine, it is in these. 
Andronicus, stain not thy tomb with blood: 
Wilt thou draw near the nature of the gods? 
Draw near them then in being merciful: 
Sweet mercy is nobility’s true badge : 
Thrice noble Titus, spare my first-born son. 120 
Lit. Patient yourself, madam, and pardon 


me. 
These are their brethren, whom you Goths 
beheld “ ‘i 
Alive and dead, and for their brethren slain 
Religiously they ask a sacrifice: 
To this your son is mark’d, and die he must, 
To appease their groaning shadows that are 
one. 
Thiet Away with him! and make a fire 
straight ; E 
And with our swords, upon a pile of wood, 
Let’s hew his limbs till they be clean consumed. 
[Exeunt Lucius, Quintus, Martius, and 
6 Lf eae ie Alarbus. 
Tam. _O cruel, irreligious piety 130 
Chi, Was ever Scythia half so barbarous? 
Dem. Oppose not Scythian to ambitious 
Rome. S 
Alarbus goes to rest; and we survive 
To tremble under Titus’ threatening looks, 
Then, madam, stand resolved, but hope withal 
The self-same gods that arm’d the Queen of 


Toy 
With opportunity of sharp revenge 
Upon the Thracian tyrant in his tent, 
May favour Tamora, the Queen of Goths— 
When Goths were Goths and Tamora was 
queen— 140 
To quit the bloody wrongs upon her foes. 


Re-enter Lucius, Quintus, Martius, and 
MuTIUS, with their swords bloody. 
Luc. Sce, lord and father, how we have 
perform'd 5 
Our Roman rites: Alarbus’ limbs are lopp’d, 


And entrails feed the sacrificing fire, 


pose smoke, like incense, doth perfume the 
sky. 


Remaineth nou; ht, but to inter our brethren, 


That thou wilt never render to me more! And with loud ’larums welcome them to Rome 
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Tit. Letit be so; and let Andronicus 
Make this his latest farewell to their souls. , 
[Trumpets sounded, and the cufin laid in 
the tomb. 
Tn peace and honour rest you here, my sons}. 
Zome's readiest champions, repose you here in 
resb, x 151 
Secure from worldly chances and mishaps! 
Here lurks no treason, here no envy swells, 
Here grow no damned grudges; here are no 
storms, : 
No noise, but silence and eternal sleep: 
In peace and honour rest you here, my sons! 


Enter LAVINIA. 
Lav. In peace and honour live Lord Titus 


jong; 
My Table lord and father, live in fame! 
Lo, at this tomb my tributary tears 
Irender, for my brethren’s obsequies ;_ 160 
‘And at thy fect I kneel, with tears of joy, 
Shed on the earth, for thy return to Rome: 
O, bless me here with thy victorious hand, 
Whose fortunes Rome's best citizens spain 
Tit. Kind Rome, that hast thus lovingly 
reseryed 
The cordial of mine age to glad my heart! 
Lavinia, live; outlive thy father’s days, _ 
‘And fame’s eternal date, for virtue’s praise! 


Enter, below, Marcus ANDRONICUS and _Tri- 
bunes; 2e-enter SATURNINUS and Bas- 
SIANUS, attended. 


Mar. Long live Lord Titus, my beloved 
brother, Bs 
Gracious triumpher in the eyes of Rome! 170 
it. Thanks, gentle tribune, noble brother 
Marcus. 
Mare. And welcome, nephews, from suc- 
cessful wars, 
You that survive, and you that sleep in fame! 
Fair lords, your fortunes are alike in all, 
That in your country’s service drew your 
swords : a 
But safer triumph is this funeral pomp, 
‘That hath aspired to Solon’s happiness 
And triumphs over chance in honour's bed. 
Titus Andronicus, the people of Rome, 179 
Whose friend in justice thou hast ever been, 
Send thee by me, their tribune and their trust, 
This palliament of white and spotless hue; 
And name thee in election for the empire, 
With these our late-deceased emperor's sons: 
Be candidatus then, and put it on, 
And help to set a head on headless Rome. 

Tit. A better head her glorious body fits 
Than his that shakes for age and feebleness: 
What should I don this robe, and trouble you? 
Be chosen with proclamations to-day, 190 
To-morrow yield up rule, resign my life 
And set abroad new business for you all? 
Rome, I have been thy soldier forty years, 
And Jed country’s strength successfully, 
And buried one and twenty valiant sons, 
Knighted in field, slain manfully in arms, 
In right and service of their noble country : 
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[Acry 
Upright he held is, lords, that held it last, 29¢ 
Mare. Titus, thou shalt obtain and ask the 


empery. it 5 
Sat. Proud and ambitious tribune, cangs{ 
thou _tell? s 
Tit, Patience, Prince Saturninus. 
Sat. Romans, (lo me right: 
Patricians, draw your swords, and sheathe them 


not 
Till Saturninus be Rome's emperor, 
Andronicus, would thou wert shipp’d to hell, 
Rather than rob me of the people's hearts 
Luc. Proud Saturnine, interrupter of the 


Goo F . 
That noble-minded Titus means to thee! 
Tit. Content thee, prince; L will restore to 


thee 210 
The people's hearts, and wean them from them- 
selves. A 
Bus. Andronicus, I do not flatter thee, 
But honour thee, and will do till I die: 
My faction if thou strengthen with thy friends, 
1 will most thankful be; and thanks to men, 
Of noble minds is honourable meed. 
es People of Rome, and people's tribunes 
here, = 
Task your voices and your suffrages : 
Will you bestow them friendly on Andronicus? 
Pribunes. To gratify the good Andronicus, 
And gratulate his safe return to Rome, 22 
The people will accept whom he admits, | 
Zit. Yribunes, I thank you: and this suit 
I make, 
That you create your emperor's eldest son, 
Lord Saturnine ; whose virtues will, I hope, 
Reflect on Rome as ‘Titan's rays on earth, 
And ripen justice in this commonweal ; 
Then, if you will elect by my advice, 
Crown him, and say ‘ Long live our empe! 
Dare. With yoices and applause of ev 





sort, 
Patricians and plebeians, we create 
Lord Saturninus Rome's great emperor, , 
And say ‘Long live our Emperor Saturnine! 
[A long flourish tull they come down. 

Sat. Titus Andronicus, for thy favours done 
To us in our clection this day, 
I give thee thanks in part of thy deserts, 
And will with deeds requite thy gentleness; 
And, for an onset, ‘Iitus, to adyance 
Thy name and honourable family, 
Lavinia will I make my empress, 240 
Rome's royal mistress, mistress of my heart, 
And in the sacred Pantheon her espouse : 
Tell me, Andronicus, doth this motion please 


thee? sabe 
Tit. It doth, my worthy lord; and in this 
match 
Lhold me highly honour'd of your grace: 
And here in sight of Rome to Saturnine, 
King and commander of our commonweal, 
‘The wide world’s emperor, do I consecrate 
My sword, my chariot and my prisoners;, 
Presents well worthy Rome's im perial lord: 25° 
Receive them then, the tribute that Lowe, 
Mine honour’s ensigns humbled at th feel. 


eta father of my lifel 
A hd of thy gifts 
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Rome shall record, and when I do forget 
The least of these unspeakable deserts, 
Romans, forget your fealty to me. 

Tit. (Lo Tamora] Now, madam, are you 

prisoner to an emperor; 

To him that, for your honour and your state, 
Will use you nobly and yonr followers. 260 
Sat. goodly lady, trust me; of the hue 

That I would choose, were I to choose anew. 

Clear up, fair queen, that cloudy countenance : 

Though chance of war hath wrought this change 
of cheer, 

Thou comest not to be made a scorn in Rome: 

Princely shall be thy usage every way. 

Rest on my word, and let not discontent 

Daunt all your hopes: madam, he comforts you 

Can make you greater than the Queen of Goths. 

Lavinia, you are not displeased with this? 270 

Lav. NotI, my lord; sith true nobility 
Warrants these words in princely courtesy. 

Sat. Thanks, sweet Lavinia. Romans, let 

us go: 
Ransomless here we set our prisoners free: 
roca our honours, lords, with trump and 
drum. 
[Flourish. Saturninus courts Tamora 
' in diumb show. 
Bas, Lord Titus, by your leave, this maid, 
mine. _ [Seizing Lavinia. 
elite eit sir! are you in earnest then, my 
lord 

Bas. Ay, noble Titus; and resolved withal 
To do myself this reason and this right. 

Mare. *Suum cuique’ is our Roman justice: 
This prince in justice seizeth but his own. 281 

ye ‘And that he will, and shall, if Lucius 

ive. 

’ Pit. Traitors, avaunt! Where is the empe- 
ror’s guard ? pert i 

Treason, my lord! Lavinia is surprised! 

Sat, Surprised! by whom? ‘ 

Bas. By him that justly may 
Bear his betroth’d from all the world away. _ 
[Exeunt Bassianus and Marcus with Lavinia. 

Mut. Brothers, help to convey her hence 

away, . 
And with my sword I’ll keep this door safe, 
[Exeunt Lucius, Quintus, and Martinus. 

Tit. Follow, my lord, and Tl soon bring 

her back. 

Mut. My lord, you Rass not here. 

Tit. What, villain boy! 290 
Barr’st me my way in Rome? 

[Stabbing Mutius. 

Mut. Help, Lucius, help! [Dics. 

[During the fray, Suburninus, Tamora, 

Demetrius, Chiron and Aaron go out 
and re-enter, above, 





Re-enter Luctus. 


Inc. My lord, you are unjust, and, more 
than so, x 
In nvrong tu quarrel you have slain your son. 
Tit. Nor thou, nor he, are any sons 0 
e 


mine; 7 
My sons would never so dishonour me: 
Traitor, restore Lavinia to the emperor. 
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Tuc. Dead, if you will; but not to be 
his wife, 

That is another's lawful promised love. [Excit. 

Sat. No, Titus, no; the emperor needs her 


not, 
Nor her, nor thee, nor any of thy stock : 300 
Ill trust, by leisure, him that mocks me once ; 
Thee never, nor thy traitorous haughty sons, 
Confederates all thus to dishonour me. 
Was there none else in Rome to make a stale, 
But Saturnine? Full well, Andronicus, 
Agree these deeds with that proud brag of thine, 
That said’st I begg’d the empire at thy hands. 
Lit. © monstrous! what reproachful words 
are these? 
Sat. But go thy ways; go, give that chang- 
ing piece 5 
To him that flourish’d for her with his sword : 
A valiant son-in-law thou shalt enjoy ; 3K 
One fit to bandy with thy lawless sons, 
‘To ruffle in the commonwealth of Rome. 
Zit. These words are razors to my wounded 


heart, 
Sat. And therefore, lovely Tamora, queen of 


Goths, 
That like the stately Phoebe ’mongst her 
nymphs ; 
Dost overshine the gallant’st dames of Rome, 
If thou be Pes with this my sudden choice, 
Behold, I choose thee, Tamora, for my bride, 
And will create thee empress of Rome. 320 
Speak, Queen of Goths, dost thou applaud my 
choice? 
And here I swear by all the Roman gods, 
Sith priest and holy water are so near. 
And tapers burn so bright and every thing 
In readiness for Hymenceus stand, 
I will not re-salute the streets of Rome, 
Or climb my palace, till from forth this place 
I lead espoused my bride slong with me. 
Yam. Andhere, in sight of heaven, to Rome 
__ swear, 
Tf Saturnine advance the Queen of Goths, 330 
She will a handmaid be to his desires, 
A loving nurse, a mother to his youth. 
Sat. Ascend, fair queen, Pantheon. Lords, 
accompany e : 
Your noble emperor and his lovely bride, 
Sent by the heavens for Prince Saturnine, 
Whose wisdom hath her fortune conquered : 
‘There shall we consummate our spousal rites. 
Exeunt all but Titus, 
Tit. Lam not bid to wait upon this bride, 
Titus, when wert thou wont to walk alone, 
Dishonour'd thus, and challenged of wrongs? 


Re-enter Marcus, Lucius, Quintus, and 
Martius. 
Mare. O'Titus, see, O, see what thou hast 
done! : F 34r 

Ina bad quarrel slain a virtuous son. ‘ 

Tit. No,foolish tribune, no; no son of mine, 
Nor thou, nor these, confederates in the deed 
That hath dishonour'd all our family ; 


f | Unworthy brother, and. unwortty sons! 


Luc. But let us give him 


comes ; 
Give Mutius burial with our brethren. 


urial, as be- 
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Tit. Traitors, away! he rests not in this | That brought her for this high good turn so far? 















tomb: Yes, and will nobly him remunerate. 
sap onumeniaye dante cate aL Sined Flourish. Re-enter, from one side, Saturyt. 


nuSattended, TAMORA, DEMETRIUS, Ciiroy, 
and AARON; from the other, Basstanus, 
LAVINIA, and others. 
Sat. So, Bassianus, you have play’d your 
DIIZE ee aoe 2 7 
God give you joy, sir, of your gallant bride! 400 
Bas. And you of yours, my lord! I say no 
more, 
Nor wish no less; and so, I take my leave, 


Here none but soldiers and Rome's servitors 
Repose in fame ; none basely slain in brawls: 
Bury him where you can; he comes not here. 
Marc. My lord, this is impiety in you: 
My nephew Mutius’ deeds do plead for him ; 
He must be buried with his brethren. 
win, | And shall, or him we will accom- 


art, pany. ane J 
Tit. ‘And shalt’ what villain was it spake 


that word? Sat. Traitor, if Rome have law or we haye 
Quin. He that would vouch it in any place power, . is 

but here. 360 | Thou and thy faction shall repent this Tape, 
Tit. What, would you bury him in my} Jas. Rape, call you it, my lord, to seize my 

despite? 


own, 
My true-betrothed love and now my wife? 
But let the laws of Rome determine all ; 
Meanwhile I am possess’d of that is mine. 


Mare. No, noble Titus, but entreat of thee 
To pardon Mutius and to bury him. 
ait ‘Marcus, even thou hast struck upon 


my crest, Sat, ’Tis good, sir: yen are very short with us; 
And, with these boys, mine honour thou hast | But, if we live, we'll be as sharp with you. 410 
wounded : Bas, My lord, what I have done, as best 


My foes I do repute you every one; 
So, trouble me no more, but get you gone. _ 
Mart. He is not with himself; let us with- 
raw. 
Quin. Not I, till Mutius’ bones be buried. 
[Alarcus and the Sons of Ditus kneel. 
Marc. Brother, for in that name doth nature 
plead, — fs 370 
Quin. Father and in that name doth nature 
speak,— 
Tit. Speak thou no more, if all the rest will 


I may, 5 H 
Answer I must and shall do with my life. 
Only thus much I give your grace to know: 
by all the duties that I owe to Rome, 

This noble gentleman, Lord ‘Titus here, 

Is in opinion and in honour wrong’d ; 

That in the rescue of Lavinia | 

With his own hand did slay his youngest son, 
In zeal to you and highly moved to wrath 

‘To be controll’d in that he frankly gaye: 420 
Receive him, then, to favour, Saturnine, 

That hath express'd himself in all his deeds 

A father and a friend to thee and Rome. 


speed, 
Mare. Renowned Titus, more than half my D i 
Tit. Prince Bassianus, leave to plead my 


soul,— 
Ine. Dear father, soul and substance of 


us all,— 
Mare, Suffer thy brother Marcus to inter 
His noble nephew here in virtue’s nest, 
That died in honour and Lavinia's cause. 
Thou art a Roman; be not barbarous : 
ithe Greeks upon advice did bury Ajax 
That slew himself; and wise Laertes’'son 380 


leeds : 
*Tis thou and those that have dishonour’d me. 
Rome and the righteous heavens be my judge, 
How I have loved and honour'd Saturnine! 
Tan. My worthy lord, if ever Tamora 

Were gracious in those pprincely: eyes of thine, 
Then hear me speak indifferently for all; 430 
And at my suit, sweet, pardon what is past. 





Did graciously pled for his funerals : 5 Sat. What, madam! be dishonour'd openly, 

Let not young Lutius, then, that was thy joy, | And basely put it up without revenge? 

Be barr'd his entrance here. Tam. Not so, my lord; the gods of Rome 
Tit Rise, Marcus, rise. forfend 


ul. 
Zhe dismall’st day is this that eer I saw, 
To be dishonour’d by my sons in Rome! 
Well, bury him, and bury me the next. 
[ALutius is put into the tomb. 
Ine. There lie thy bones, sweet Mutius, 
with thy friends, 
Till we with trophies do adorn thy tomb. 
All. [Hneeling] No man shed tears for noble 
Mutius ; . 
He lives in fame that died in virtue's cause. 390 
Cte My lord, to step out of these dreary 


umps, 
How comes it that the subtle Queen of Goths 
Is of a sudden thus advanced in Rome? 


T should be author to dishonour you! 
But on mine honour dare I undertake 
For good Lord Titus’ innocence in all; __ 
Whose fury not dissembled speaks his griefs : 
Then, at my suit, look graciously on him; 
Lose not so noble a friend on vain SUPDOSE, 440 
Nor with sour looks afflict his gentle heart. 
[Aside to Sat.] My lord, be ruled by me, be 
_ won at last; 
Dissemble all your griefs and discontents: 
You are but newly planted in your throne; 
Lest, then, the people, and patricians too, 
pon a just survey, take ‘Titus’ part, 
And so supplant you for ingratitude, 


I know not, Marcus; but I know it Which Rome reputes to be a heinous sin, 
Yield at entreats; and then Iet me alone: 


is: 
Whether by device or no, the heavens can tell : | I'll finda day to massacre them all 450 


Is she not then bqholdiagte Hie RWearch Institre Digithert fyte@angotheir family, 


Sceve 1] 


The cruel father and his traitorous sons, 

To whom I sued for my dear son’s life, 

And make them know what’tis to let a queen 
Kneel in the streets and beg for grace in vain. 


Come, come, sweet emperor; come, Andronicus; 
Take up this good old man, and cheer the heart 
That dies in tempest of thy augry frown. 
Sat, Rise, Titus, rise; my empress hath 
prevail’d. 
Tit. I thank your majesty, and her, my 


ord: 4 
These words, these looks, infuse new life in me. 
Tum. Titus, Lam incorporate in Rome, 
A Roman now adopted happily, 
And must advise the emperor for his good. 
This day all quarrels die, Andronicus ; 
And let it be mine honour, good my lord, 
That I have reconciled your friends and you. 
For you, Prince Bassianus, I have pass’ 
My word and promise to the emperor, 
That you will be more mild and tractable. 
And fear not, lords, and you, Lavinia; 
By my advice, all humbled on your knees, 
You shall ask pardon of his majesty. 
Ine. We do, and yow to heaven and to his 
highness, | 7 
That what we did was mildly as we might, 
Tendering our sister’s honour and our own. 
Mare. That, on mine honour, here’ I do 
protest. 
Sat. Away, and talk not; trouble us no more. 
Zam. Nay, nay, sweet emperor, we must all 
be friends: 479 
The tribune and his nephews kneel for grace; 
I will not be denied: sweet heart, look back. 
Sat. Marcus, for thy sake and thy brother's 


479 


here, 

And at my lovely Tamora’s entreats, 

I do remit these young men’s heinous faults : 

Stand up. 4 

Lavinia, though you left me like a churl, 

I found a friend, and sure as death I swore 

I would not part a bachelor from the priest. 

Come, if the emperor's court can feast two 
brides, re * 

You are my est, Lavinia, and your friends. 

This day shall be a love-day, Tamora. 4g 

Zit. To-morrow, an it please your majesty 

To hunt the panther and the hart with me, 

With horn and hound we'll give your grace 
bonjour. 


Sat. Le it so, Titus, and gramercy too. 
[flourish Exeunt. 
ACT I. 
ScENET. Rome. Before the palace. 
Enter AARON. 


Aar. Now climbeth Tamora Olympus’ top, 
Safe out of fortune’s shot; and sits aloft, 
Secure of thunder’s crack or lightning flash; 
Advanced above pale envy’s threatening reach. 
As when the golden sun salutes the morn, 
And, having gilt the ocean with his beams, 
Gallops the zodiac in his glistering coach, 

And overlooks the highest-pecring hills; 
So Tamora: 
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Upon her wit doth earthly honour wait, 10 

And virtue stoops and trembles at her frown. 

Then, Aaron, arm thy heart, and fit thy 
thoughts, " 

To mount aloft with thy impcrial mistress, 

ca mount her pitch, whom thou in triumph 
on, 

Hast Nara held, fetter'd in amorous chains 

And faster bound to Aaron’s charming eyes 

Than is Prometheus tied to Caucasus, 

Away with slavish weeds and servile thoughts! 


60 | I will be bright, and shine in pearl and gold, 


To wait upon this new-made empress. 

To wait, said 1? to wanton with this queen, 
This goddess, this Semiramis, this nymph, 
This siren, that will charm Rome's Saturnine, 
And see his shipwreck and his commonweal's. 
Holloa! what storm is this? 


Enter DEMETRIUS and CHInon, braving. 


Dem. Chiron, thy years want wit, thy wit 
wants edge, | 

And manners, to intrude where I am graced ; 

And may, for aught thou know’st, affected be. 
Chi. Demetrius, thou dost over-ween in all; 

And so in this, to bear me down with braves. 30 

*Tis not the difference ofa Hee or two 

Makes me less gracious or thee more fortunate: 

Iam as able and as fit as thou 

To serve, and to deserve my mistress’ grace; 

And that my sword upon thee shall approve, 

And plead my passions for Lavinia’s love. 
Aar. [Aside] Clubs, clubs! these lovers will 

not keep the peace. 
Dem. Why, boy, although our mother, un- 
advised, - : . 
Gave you a dancing-rapier by your side, 
Are you go desperate grown, to threat your 
friends? a 42 

Go to; have your lath glued within your sheath 

Till pow know better how to handle it. i 

* Chi. Meanwhile, sir, with the little skill 

I have, . 

Full well shalt thou perceive how much I dare. 
Dem. Ay, boy, grow yeso brave? [Lhey draw. 
Aor [Coming forward] Why, how now, * 

lords! 

So near the emperor’s palace dare you draw, 

And niaintain such a quarrel openly? 

Full well I wot the ground of all this grudge: 

L would not for a million of gold _ 

The cause were known to them it most con- 

cerns ; 50 

Nor would your noble mother for much more 

Be so dishonour’d in the court of Rome. 

For shame, put up. 

Dem. “i Not I, till I have sheathed 

My rapier in his bosom and withal i 

Thrust these reproachful speeches down his 


20 


throat 
That he hath breathed in my dishonour here. 
Os, fips that I am prepared and full re- 
solved. 
Foul-spoken coward, that thunder’st with thy 
tongue, - 
‘And with thy weapon nothing darest perform! 
Aar, Away, Isay! 3 60 
Now, by the gods that warlike Goths adore, 
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Fitted by kind for rape and villany : 

Single you thither then this dainty doe, 

And strike her home by force, if not by words: 
This way, or not at all, stand you in hope, 
Come, come, our empress, with her sacred wit 
To villany and vengeance consecrate, peti 
Will we acquaint with all that we intend; 
And she shall file our engines with advice, 
That will not suffer you to sqUnTS yourselves, 
But to your wishes’ height advance you both, 
‘The emperor’s court is like the house of Fame, 
The palace full of tongues, of eves, and ears : 
The woods are ruthless, dreadful, deaf, and 


















This petty brabble will undo us all. 
Why, Tors, and think you not how dangerous 
Tt is to jet upon a prince’s right? 

What, is Lavinia then become so loose, 
Or Bassianus so degenerate, R 
That for her Joye such quarrels may be broach’d 
Without controlment, justice, or revenge? 
Young lords, beware! an should the empress 

KnOW 

This discord’s ground, the music would not 


lease, 79 
chi: ae care not, I, knew she and all the 
world ; 
Tlove Lavinia more than all the world. 
Dem. Youngling, learn thou to make some 
meaner choice : 
Vinia is thine elder brother’s hope. 2 
oor Why, are ye mad? or know ye not, in 
ome 
ow furious and impatient they be, 
And cannot brook competitors in love? 
I tell you, lords, you do but plot your deaths 
By this device. 
i Aaron, a thousand deaths 
Would I propose to achieve her whom I love. 8 
dar. Toachieve her! how? : 
Dem. Why makest thou it so strange? 
She is a woman, tlicrefore may be woo'd; 
heisa woman, therefore may be won; 
She is Lavinia, therefore must be loved. . 
What, man! more water glideth by the mill 
Than wots the miller of ; and easy it is 
Of a cut loaf to steal a shive, we know: 
Though Bassianus be the em eror’s brother, 
Better than he haye worn Vulcan’s badge. 
Aar. [Aside] Ay, and as good as Saturninus 


ull; A 

There speak, and strike, brave boys, and take 
your turns; 

There serve your lusts, shadow’d from heaven's 
cye, The 230 

And evel in Lavinia’s treasury. 

Chi. Thy counsel, lad, smells of no coward- 


ice, 

Dem. Sit fas aut nefas, till I find the stream 
To cool this heat, a charm to calm these fits, 

Per Styga, per manes yehor. [Excunt, 


Scene II. A forest near Rome. Horns and 
ery of hounds heard. 


Enter Trrus ANDRONtouS, with Hunters, &e., 
Marcus, Lucius, Quintus, and Mantis. 


Tit. The hunt is up, the morn is bright and 


grey, 
The fields are fragrant and the woods are green: 
Uncouple here and let us make a bay 
And wake the emperor and his lovely bride 


may, a] go | And rouse the prince and ring a hunter’s peal, 
Dem. Thenwhyshouldhe despair that knows That all the court may echo with the noise. 
to court it Sons, let it be your charge, as it is ours, 


With words, fair looks and liberality ? 
hat, hast not thou full often struck a doe, 
And borne her cleanly by the keeper’s nose? 
lar. Why, then, it Scems, some certain 
snatch or so 
Hause serve your Wes a 
hi. Y, 80 the turn were served. 
opis Aaron, tow hast hit i Ar 
ar, ould you had hit it too! 
Then should not we be tired with this ado. 
Why, hark ye, hark ye! and are you such fools 
To square for this? would it offend you, then, 
That both should speed ? 101 
Chi. Faith, not me. 
Dem, Nor me, so I were one. 
Aar. For shame, be friends, and join for 
. that you jar: 
Tis policy and stratagem must do 
That you affect; and So must you resolve, 
That what you cannot as you would achieve, 
You must perforce accomplish as you may. 
Lake this of me: Lucrece was not more chaste 
Than this Lavinia, Bassianus’ love. sy 109 
A. speedier course than lingering languishment 
Must we pursue, and I have found the path. 
My lords, a solemn hunting is in hand; 
‘There will the lovely Roman ladies troop: Makes way, and run like swallows o’er the plain. 
ane forest walks are et andi apacions; ein Chiron, we hunt not, we, with horse 
many unfrequented plots there are ., DOr i 
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To attend the ero netons person carefully : 
Thave been troubled in my sleep this night, 
But dawning day new comfort hath inspired. 10 


A cry of hounds, and horns winded ina peal. 
Enter SaTURNINUS, Tamora, BAsstaNnus, 
Lavinia, DEMETRIUS, Curron, and At 
tendants, 


Many good morrows to your majesty ; 
Madam, to you as many ani as good: 

Promised your grace a hunter's peal. 

Sat. And you have rung it lustily, my lord; 
Somewhat too early for new-married ladies. 

Bas. Lavinia, how say you? 

Ve I say, no; 
Thave been broad awake two hours and more. 
at. Come on, then; horse and chariots let 
us have, 
And to our sport. [Zo Tamora] Madam, now 
shall ye see 
Our Roman hunting, 

Mare. Thave dogs, my lord, 20 
Will rouse the protidest panther in the chase, 
And climb the highest Promontory top. 

Zit. And I have horse will follow where the 

game 


—————_— —_— 


ScENE 11] 


But hope to pluck a dainty doe to ground. 
[Eceunt. 


Scrne lll. A lonely part of the forest. 
Enter AARON, with a bag of gold. 


Aa. We that had wit would think that I had 
none, 
To bury so much gold under a tree, 
And never after to inherit it. 
Let him that thinks of me so abjectly 
Know that this gold must coin a stratagem, 
Which, cunningly effected, will beget 
A very excellent piece of villany: 
And so repose, sweet gold, for their unrest 
4 [Hides the gold. 

That have their alms out of the empress’ chest. 


Enter TAMORA. 


Tam. My lovely Aaron, wherefore look’st 

thou sad, _ 10 

When every thing doth make a gleeful boast? 

The birds chant melody on every bush, 

The snake lies rolled in the cheerful sun, _ 

The green leaves quiver with the cooling wind 

And make a chequer'd shadow on the ground : 

Under their sweet shade, Aaron, let us sit, 

And, whilst the babbling echo mocks the 
hounds, 4 

Replying shrilly to the well-tuned horns, 

As if a double hunt were heard at once, 

‘Let us sit down and mark their yelping noise; 

And, after conflict such as was supposed; | a1 

The pron deen prince and Dido once enjoy’, 

When witha happy storm. they were surprised 

And curtain’d with a counsel-keeping cave, 

We may, each wreathed in the other's arms, 

Our pastimes done possess a golden slumber ; 

Ry niles noid and horns and sweet melodious 

ir 
Be unto us as is:a nurse's song, 
Of lullaby to bring her babe asleep. 
Aa. Madam, though Venus govern your 

desires, | a 30 

Saturn is dominator over mine: 

What signifies my deadly-standing eye, 

My silence and my cloudy melancholy, 

My fleece of woolly hair that now uncurls 

even as an adder when she doth unroll 

To do some fatal execution? . 

No, madam, these are no venereal signs : 

Vengeance is in my heart, death in my hand, 

Blood and revenge are hammering in my head. 

Hark, Tamora, the empress of my soul, 40 

Which never hopes more heaven than rests in 
thee, " 

This is the day of doom for Bassianus : 

His Philomel must lose her tongue to-day, 

Thy sons make pillage of her casei 

And wash their han lood. 





in Bassianus’ 

Seest thou this letter? take it up, [ pray thee, 

And give the king this fatal-plotted scroll. 

Now question me no more; we are espied ; 

Here comes a parcel of our hopeful booty, 

Which dreads not yet their lives’ destruction. 50 
Tam. Ah, my sweet Moor, sweeter to me 

than life! 
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Aar. No more, great empress; Bassianus 
comes: 
Be cross with him; and I'll go fetch thy sons 
To back thy quarrels, whatsoe’er they be. [Exit. 


Enter BASstanus and LAVINIA. 


Bas. Who have we here? Rome's royal 
empress, 
Unfurnish'd of her well-beseeming troop? 
Or is it Dian, habited like her, 
Who hath abandoned her holy groves 
To see the general hunting in this forest ? 

Tam. Saucy controller of our private steps! 
Had I the power that some say Dian had, 6x 
Thy temples should be planted presently 
With horns, as was Actseon’s; and the hounds 
Should drive upon thy new-transformed limbs, 
Unmannerly intruder as thou art! 

Lav. Under your patience, gentle empress, 
‘Tis thought you have a goodly gift in horning; 
And to be doubted that your Moor and you 
Are singled forth to try experiments: 

Jove shield your husband from his hounds 
_. to-day! 8 jo 
Tis pity they should take him forastag. 
Bas. Belieye me, queen, your swarth Cim- 
merian 
Doth make your honour of his body’s hue, 
Spotted, detested, and abominable. x 
Why are you sequester'd from all your train, 
Dismounted from your snow-white goodly steed, 
And wander'd hither to an obscure plot, 
Accompanied but with a barbarous Moor, 
Tf foul desire had not conducted you? 

Lav. And, being intercepted in your sport, 
Great reason that my noble lord berated 8 
For sauciness. I pray you, let us hence, 

‘And let her joy her raven-colour’d love ; 
‘This valley fits the purpose passing well. 

Bas. The king my brother shall have note 

of this. 4 ~ 

Lav. <Ay, for these slips have made him 

noted long: Peed 
Good king, to be so mightily abused! 

TRE \Vhy have I patience to endure all 

this 


Enter Demetrius and CHIRON. 


Dem. How now, dear sovereign, and our 
gracious mother! 

Why doth your highness look so pale and wan? 

Tam. ve I not reason, think you, to look 


pale? t 2 . ot 
These two have ‘ticed me hither to this place: 
‘A barren detested vale, you see it is; 
The trees, though summer, yet forlorn and Jean, 
O’ercome with moss and baleful mistletoe : 
Here never shines the sun ; here nothing breeds, 
Unless the nightly owl or fatal raven : 3 
And when they show'd me this abhorred pit, 
They told me, here, at dead time of the night, 
A thousand Heit a thousand hissing snakes, 
Ten thousand swelling toads, as many urchins, 
Would make such fearful and confused cries 
As any mortal bod if hearing it 
Should straight fall mad, or else die suddenly. 
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No sooner had they told this hellish tale, 
But iButi gt they told me they would bind me 


here 
Unto the body of a dismal yew, 
And leave me to this miserable death : 
And then they call’d me foul adulteress, 
Lascivious Goth, and all the bitterest terms 110 
That ever ear did hear to such effect : 
And, had you not by wondrous fortune come, 
This vengeance on me had they executed. 
Revenge it, as you love your mother’s life, 
Or be ye not henceforth call'd my children. 
Dem. This is a witness that I'am thy son. 
[Stabs Bassianus. 
Chi. And this for me, struck home to show 
my strength. F , 
[Also stabs Bassianus, who dies. 
Lav. Ay, come, Semiramis, nay, barbarous 
Tamora, 
For no name fits thy nature but thy own! 
Tam. Giveme thy poniard ; you shall know, 
my bows, ; 120 
Your mother’s hand shall right your mother’s 
rong. 2 
wale tay, madam; here is more belongs 
0 her; 
Kirst thrash the corn, then after burn the straw: 
This minion stood upon her chastity, 
Upon her nuptial vow, her loyalty, 
tAnd with that painted hope braves your 
mightiness; 
And shall she carry this unto her grave? 
Chi. Anifshedo, I would I were an eunuch. 
rag hence her husband to some secret hole, 
And make his dead trunk pillow to our lust. 130 
Tam. But when ye haye the honey ye desire, 
ct not this wasp outlive, us both to sting, 
hi. I warrant you, madam, we will make 
that sure. 
Come, mistress, now perforce we will enjoy 
That nice-preserved honesty of yours. 
Eve O Tamora! thou bear'’st a woman's 
‘ace,— 
As I will not hear her speak 3 away with 
her 
Fav. Sweet lords, entreat her hear me but a 
word, 
Dem. Listen, fair madam: let it be your 
glory 
To see her tears: but be your heart to them 140 
As unrelenting flint to drops of rain. 
Lav. When did the tiger's young ones teach 
the dam? 
, do not lear her wrath: she taught it thee; 
The mul thou suck’dst from her did turn to 
marble; 
Even at thy teat thou hadst thy tyranny. 
Yet every mother breeds not sons alike : 
[Yo Chiron] Do thouentreat her show a woman 


ity. 
chi. What, wouldst thou have me prove | WI 


Mnyself a, bastard ? 
Tees ‘Tis true; the raven doth not hatch a 
ark: 
Yet have I heard,—O, could I find it now !—r50 
he lion moved with pity did endure 
To haye his princely paws pared all away: 
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The whilst their own birds famish in their 
nests : 
O, be,to me, though thy hard heart say no, 
Nothing so kind, ué something pitiful | 
Zam. I know not what it means; away 
with her! 5 
Lav, .O, let me teach thee! for my father's 


sake, 

That gave thee life, when well he might haye 
slain thee, 

Be not obilurate, open thy deaf cus. 160 

Zam. Hadst thou in person ne'er offended 


me, oe 
Even for his sake am J pitiless. ; q 
Remember, boys, I pour'd forth tears in vain, 
‘To saye your brother from ihe sacrifice ; 
But fierce Andronicus would not relent: 
AUESENS away with her, and use her as you 
will, 
The worse to her, the better loved of me. 

Lav. O'Tamora, be call’d a gentle queen, 
And with thine own hands kill me in this place! 
For ’tis not life that I have begg’d so long; 170 
Poor I was slain when Bassianus died. 

Lan, What begg’st thou, then? fond woman, 

let me go, : 

Lav, "Tis present death I beg; and one thing 


more 
That womanhood denies my tongue to tell: 
O, keep me from their worse than killing lust, 
And tumble me into some loathsome pit. 
Where never man’s eye may behold my body: 
Do this, and be a charitablé murderer. 


Lam, $o should I rob my sweet sons of 
their fec: 
No, let them satisfy their lust on thee. 180 


Dem. Away! 
too Jong. 
Lav. No grace? no womanhood? 
stly creature ! 
The blot and enemy to our general name! 
Confusion fall— 
Chi. Nay, then Dl stop yourmouth. Bring 
_ thou her husband : 
This is the hole where Aaron bid us hide him. 
(Demetrius throws the bod y of Bassianus 
tmto the pit; then exeunt Demetrius 
and Chiron, dragging off Lavinia.* 
Tam. Farewell, my sons: see that you make 
_ her sure, 
Ne’er let my heart know merry cheer indeed, 
Till all the Andronici be made away. 
Now will I hence to seek my lovely Moor, 190 
And let my spleenful sons this trull deflour. : 
[Exit 
Re-enter AARON, with Quintus and Manrius. 
Aar. Come on, my lords, the better foot 
before: 
Straight will T bring you to the loathsome pit 
here I espied the panther fast asleep, 
pe XM Sightis very dull, whate’er it bodes. 
Tart. An mine, I promise you; were't 
not for shame, 
Well could I leave our sport to sleep awhile. _ 
[Falls into the pit. 


‘or thou hast stay’d us here 
Ah, 





f Quin. What, art tl In? Wha tle 
Some say that Tavens foster forlorn children. Instingle iDigized byes fal eB fi! ab su 








ScrnzE 11] 
Whose mouth is cover'd with rude-growing 


TS, 199 
Upon whose leaves are drops of new-shed blood 
As fresh as morning dew distill’d on flowers ? 
‘A very fatal place it seems to me. ; 
Speak, brother, hast thou hurt thee with the 


a ' 
Mart. O brother, with the dismall’st object 
hurt 
at ever eye with sight made heart lament! 
See TAvidel Now will I fetch the king to 
find them here, , : 
That he thereby may give a likely guess ¢ 
How these were they that made away his 
brother. Tait. 
Mart. Why dost not comfort me, and help 
me out 3 209 
From this unhallowed and blood-stained hole? 
Quin. Iam surprised with an uncouth fear: 
A chilling sweat o’er-runs my trembling joints: 
My heart suspects more than mine eye can see. 
Mart. To prove thou hast a true-divining 


heart, 
‘Aaron and thou look down into this den, 
And see a fearful sight of blood and death. 
Quin. Aaron is gone; and my compassionate 


hear 
Will not permit mine eyes once to behold 
The thing whereat it trembles by surmise : 
O, tell me how it is; for ne'er till now 220 
Was I a child to fear I know not what. 

Mart. Lord Bassianus lies embrewed here, 
All on a heap, like to a slaughter’d lamb, 

In this detested, dark, blood-drinking pit. 

Quin. If it be dark, how dost thou know 

tis he? ‘ 

Mart. Upon his bloody finger he doth wear 
A precious ring, that lightens all the hole, 
Which, like a taper in some monument, 

Doth shine upon the dead man’s earthy cheeks, 
And shows the ragged entrails of the pit: 230 
So pale did shine the moon on Pyramus 
When he by night lay bathed in maiden blood. 
O brother, help me with thy fainting hand— 
f fear hath made thee faint, as me it hath— 
Out of this fell devouring receptacle, 
As hateful as Cocytus’ misty mouth, 
Cie ene me thy hand, that I may help 
hee out; 
Or, wanting strength to do thee so much good, 
may be pluck’d into the swallowing womb 
Of this deep pit, poor Bassianus’ grave. 240 
Lhaye no strength to pluck thee to the brink. 
ue, Nop Ino strength to climb without 
thy help. 
Quin. Thy hand once more; I will not loose 


again, 
Till thou art here aloft, or I below: 
Thou canst not come to me: I come to thee. 
[Falls in. 
Enter SATURNINUS with AARON. 
Sat. Along with me: I’ll see what hole is 


ere, 

And what he is that now is leap’d into it. 
Say, who art thou that lately didst descend 
Into this saping hollow of the earth? 


Mart. “The upseppyeau pha RaadenBirnas 
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Brought hither in a most unlucky hour, 251 
To find thy brother Bassianus dead. 
‘Sat. My brother dead! I know thou dost 
but jst 5 
He and his lady both are at the lodge 
Upon the north side of this pleasant chase ; 
Tis not an hour since [left him there. | | 
are We know not where you lefé him all 
alive; . 
But, out, alas! here have we found him dead. 


Re-enter TAMORA, with Attendants; Titus 
ANDRONICUS, and Lucius. 


J'am. Where is my lord the king? 


Sut, Here, Tamora, though grieved with 
killing grief. i 269 
Tam. Where is thy brother Bassianus ? 


Sat. Now to the bottom dost thou search 
my wound: . 
Poor Bassianus here lies murdered. 
Tam. Then all too late I bring this fatal 


writ, 
The complot of this timeless tragedy ; 
And wonder greatly that man’s face can fold 
In pleasing smiles such murderous tyranny. 
[Ske giveth Saturnine a letter. 
Sat. [Reads] ‘An if we miss to meet him 
handsomely—_ Yi 
Sweet huntsman, Bassianus ’tis we mean— 
Do thou so much as dig the grave for him: 270 
Thou know'st our meaning. Look for thy 
reward 
Among the nettles at the elder-tree 
Which overshades the mouth of that same pit 
Where we decreed to bury Bassianus. 
Do this, and purchase us thy lasting friends.’ 
O Tamora! was ever heard the like? 
This is the pit, and this the elder-tree. 
Look, sirs, 1f you can find the huntsman out 
That should have murder’d Bassianus here. 
Aa. My gracious lord, here is the bag of 


gold. 3 280 
Sat. (To Titus] Two of thy whelps, fell curs 
of bloody kind, 
Have here bereft_my brother of his life. 
Sirs, drag them from the pit unto the prison : 
There Ict them bide until we have devised 
Some never-heard-of torturing pain for them. 
Lam. What, are they in this pit? O won- 
drous thing! | |. 
How easily murder is discovered ! 
Tit. High emperor, upon my feeble knee 
T beg this boon, with tears not lightly shed, 
That this fell fault of my accursed sons, 290 
Accursed, if the fault be proved in them,— 
Sat. Ifit be proved! you see it is apparent. 
Who found this letter? Tamora, was it you? 
Tam._ Andronicus himself did take it wp. 
Tit. I did, my lord: yet let me be their Bait: 
For, by my father’s reverend tomb, I vow 
They shall be ready at your highness’ will 
To answer their suspicion with their lives. 
Sat. Thou shalt not bail them: see thou 
follow me. 
Some bring the murder'd body, some the mur- 


derers : 300 
thes bag med ppGaN eat the guilt is plain; 
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§ those pretty fingers off, 
Bon bra Sa ates ese eee rod eet Detter feat than Philomel, 


That end upon them should be executed. 
Tam. NRT EES I will entreat the king: 
Fear not thy sons; they shall do well enough. 
Tit. Come, Lucius, come; stay not to tall 
with them. [Ezxcunt. 


ScENEIY. Another part of the forest. 


Enter DEMETRIUS and CHIRON vith La- 
VINIA, ravished; her hands cut off, and her 
tongue cut out. 


Dem. So, now go tell, an if thy tongue can 
speak, = OE 
Who ‘twas that cut thy tongue and ravish'd 


thee. 
Chi. Write down thy mind, bewray thy 
meaning so, | i 
An if thy stumps will let thee play the scribe. 
Dem. See, how with signs and tokens she 
can scrowl, : 
Chi. Go home, call for sweet water, wash 
thy hands. 
Dem. She hath no tongue to call, nor hands 
to wash ; a 
And so let’s leave her to her silent walks. 
Chi, an "twere my case, I should go hang 
myself, g 
Dem. If thow hadst hands to help thee knit 
the cord. [Hxewnt Demetrius and Chiron. 


Enter Mancvs. 


Mar. Who is this? my niece, that flies away 
so fast! 3 
Cousin, a word ; where is your husband? 
Ido dream, would all my wealth would wake 
me! 
If I do wake, some planet strike me down, 
hat I may slumber in eternal sleep ! 
Speak, gentle niece, what stern uogenble hands 
Have lopp’d and hew'd and made thy body bare 
Of her two branches, those sweet ornaments, 
aydiare circling shadows kings have sought to 
sleep in, 
And might not gain so great a happiness 20 
As have thy love? Why dost not speak to me? 
Alas, a crimson river of warm blood, 
Like toa bubbling Jountatn stirr'd with wind, 
Doth rise and fall tween thy rosed lips, 
Coming and going with thy honey breath. 
But, sure, some ‘ereus hath deflowered thee, 
And, lest thou shouldst detect him, cut thy 
tongue. 
Ah, now thou turn’st away thy face for shame! 
And, notwithstanding all this loss of blood, 
As from a conduit with three issuing g; outs, 30 
Yet do thy cheeks look red as Titan's face 
Blushing to be encounter'd with a cloud. 
Shall I speak for thee? shall I say ’tis so? 
0, that I knew thy heart ; and knew the beast, 
That 1 might rail at him, to ease my mind! 
Sorrow concealed, like an oven stopp’d, 
Doth burn the heart to cinders where it is. 
Fair Philomela, she but lost her tongue, 





And in a tedious sampler sew'd her mind : 
But, lovely niece, that mean is cut from thee ; | 


A craftier Tereus, CeiexhettheResbarch 4 


O, had the monster peed those lily hands 
Tremble, like aspen-leaves, upon a lute, 
‘And make the silken strings delight to kiss 


them, , 
He would not then have touch’d them for his 


ife! 
Or, had he heard the heavenly harmony 
Which that sweet tongue hath made, 
He would have dropp'd his knife, and fell 
asleep i . 50 
As Cerberus at the Thracian poet's feet. 
Come, let us go, and make thy father blind ; 
For such a sight will blind a father's eye: 
One hour's storm will drown the fragrant 
meads ; F; 
What will whole months of tears thy father’s 
eyes? 
Do not draw back, for we will mourn with thee: 
QO, could our mourning ease thy misery ! 
Ceweunt, 


ACT II. 
Scene I, Rome. A street. 


Enter Judges, Senators and Tribunes, with 
Martius and QuINTUS, bound, passing on 
to the place of execution; ,TiTUs going 
before, pleading. 

Tit. Hear me, grave fathers! noble tribunes, 
stay! 

For pity of mine age, whose youth was spent 

In dangerous wars, whilst you securely slept ; 

For all my blood in Rome’s great quarrel shed; 

For all the frosty nights that I have watch’d ; 

And for these bitter tears, which now you see 

Filling the aged wrinkles in my cheeks ; 

Be pitiful to my condemned sons, 

Whose souls are not corrupt as ’tis thought. 

For two and twenty sons J never wept, 10 

Because they died in honour’s lofty bed. 

[Lieth down ; the Judges, &c. pass by 
f him, and Exeunt. 

For these, these, tribunes, in the dust I write 

My pee 's deep languor and my soul's sad 

ears: 

Let my tears stanch the earth’s dry appetite ; 

My ie sweet blood will make it shame and 

ush, 

O earth, I will befriend thee more with rain, 

That shall distil from these two ancient urns, 

Than youthful April’shall with all his showers : 

In summer's drought I'll drop upon thee still ; 

In winter with warm tears I ‘Tevet tie snow, 

And keep eternal spring-time on thy face, 21 

So thou refuse to drink my dear sons’ blood. 


Enter Lucius, with his sword drawn. 


O reverend tribunes! O gentle, aged men! 
nbind my sons, reverse the doom of death; 
And let me say, that never wept before, 
My tears are now revailing orators, 
Luc. O noble father, you lament in vain: 
The tribunes hear you not ; no man is by; 
nd you recount your sorrows to a stone. 
Tit. Ah, Lucius, for thy brothers let me 
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Scrnz 4] 
Grave tribunes, once more T entreat of you,— 


Lue. My gracious lord, no tribune hears you 


speak. ro i 
fail Why, ’tis no matter, man: 1 they did 
hear, - . 
They would not mark me, or if ey did mark, 
They would not pity me, yet plead [ must ; 
+ And bootless unto them......-+++ S05 
Therefore I tell my sorrows to the stones ; 
Who, though they cannot answer my distress, 
Yet in some sort they are better than the 
tribunes, = 
For that they will not intercept my tale: 
When I do weep, they humbly at my feet 
Teceive my tears and seem to weep with me; 
‘And, were they but attired in grave weeds, 
Rome could afford no tribune like to these, 
as wax,—tribunes more hard 





49 


‘A stone is soft 
than stones; 
A-stone is silent, and offendeth not, 
‘And tribunes with their tongues doom men to 
leath. Z Rises. 
But wherefore stand’st thou with thy weapon 
drawn ? F 
ee Aue rescue my two brothers from their 
death : 
For which attempt the jydees haye pronounced 
My everlasting doom of banishment. 51 
Tit. O happy man! they have befriended 


thee. 
Why, foolish Lucius, dost thou not perceive 
That Rome is but a wilderness of tigers? 
Tigers must prey, and Rome atlords no prey 
But me and mine: how happy art thou, then, 
From these devourers to be banished ! 
But who comes with our brother Marcus here? 


Enter Marcus and LAVINIA. 


Mare. Titus, prenace thy aged eyes to weep; 
Or, if not so, thy nob!e heart to break : 60 
I bring consuming sorrow to thine age. 
ue Will it consume me? let me sce it, 
hen. 
Me are. This was thy daughter. 
Tit. £ Why, Marcus, so she is. 
Luc. Ay me, this object kills me! 
te Faint-hearted boy, arise, and look upon 
her, 
Speak, Lavinia, what accursed hand 
Hath made thee handless in thy father’s sight? 
What fool hath added water to the sea, 
Or brought a faggot to bright-burning ‘Troy? 
My grie was at the height before thou camest, 
And now, like Nilus, it disdaineth bounds. 71 
Give me a sword, I'll chop off my hands too ; 
For they have fought for Rome, and all, in 
vain ; 
And they have nursed this woe, in feeding life ; 
In bootless prayer haye they been held up, 
And they have served me to effectless use : 
Roy all the service I require of them 
} S that the one will help to cut the other. 
Tis well, Lavinia, that thou hast no hands ; 
For hands, to do Rome service, are but vain. 80 
Lite Break, gentle sister, who hath martyrd 
hee 
Mare. O, that delightful engine of her 
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That blabb’d them with such pleasing elo- 


quence, 
Ts torn from forth that pretty hollow cage, 
Where, like a sweet melodious bird, it sung 
Sweet varied notes, enchanting every ear! 
Lue. ©, say thou for her, who hath done 
this deed? = Aut 
Mare. O, thus I found her, straying in the 


ark, 
Seelinis to hide herself, as doth the deer 
That hath received some unrecuring wound. go 
Tit. Itwas my deer; and he that wounded her 
Hath hurt me more than had he kill'd me 
dead : 
For now I stand as one upon a rock 
Environ’d with a wilderness of sea, 
Who marks the waxing tide grow wave by wave, 
Expecting ever when some envious surge 
Will in his brinish bowels swallow him. | 
This way to death my wretched sons are gone ; 
Here stands my other son, a banish’d man, 
And here my brother, weeping at my Woes ¢ 100 
But that which gives my soul the greatest 
spurn, |, 
Ts dear Lavinia, dearer than my soul. 
Had [ but seen thy picture in this plight 
It would have madded me: what shal Ido 
Now I behold thy lively body so? 
Thou hast no hands, to wipe away thy tears , 
Nor tongue, to tell me who hath martyr'd thee: 
Thy husband he is dead; and for his death 
‘Thy brothers are condemn’d, and deal by this. 
Look, Marcus! ah, son Lucius, look on hér! 110 
When I did name her brothers, then fresh tears 
Stood on her cheeks, as doth the honey-dew 
Upon a gather'd lily almost wither'd. 
‘Marc. Perchance she weeps because they 
kill’d her husband; 1 
Perchance because she knows them innocent, 
Tit. He they did kill thy husband, then be 
joylul, 
Because the law hath ta’en revenge on them. 
No, no, they would not do so foul a deed ; 
Witness the sorrow that their sister makes. 
Gentle Lavinia, let me kiss thy lips; 120 
Or make some sign how I may do thee ease : 
Shall thy good uncle, and thy brother Lucius, 
And thou, and I, sit round about some fountain, 
Looking all downwards, to behold our cheeks 
How they are stain‘d, as meadows, yet not dry, 
With miry slime left on them by a flood? 
And in the fountain shall we gaze so long 
Till the fresh taste be taken from that clearness, 
And made a brine-pit with our bitter tears? 
Or shall we cut away our hands, like thine? 130 
Or shall we bite our tongues, and in dumb 
shows | 
Pass the remainder of our hateful days? 
What shall we do? let us, that have our tongues, 
Plot some device of further misery, s 
To make us wonder'd at in time to come. 
Taw. Sweet father, cease your tears; for, at 
our grief, 
See how my wretched sister sobs and weeps. 
Marc. Patience, dear niece. Good ‘Titus, 
dry thine eyes. 
Tit. Ah, Marcus, Marcus! brother, well I 
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Thy napkin cannot drink a tear of mine, 140 
ee thie poor man, hast drown’d it with thine 


own, . 
Lue. Ah, my Lavinia, I will alee thy cheeks. 
Tit. Mark, Marcus, mark! I understand 
her signs: 
Had she a tongue to peal now would she say 
That to her brother which J said to thee : 
His napkin, with his true tears all bewet, 
Can do no service on her sorrowful cheeks. 
O, what a sympathy of woe is this, 
As far from help as Limbo is from bliss ! 


Enter AARON. 


Aar, Titus Andronicus, my lord the emperor 
Sends thee this word,—that, if thou love thy 


sons, : 
Let Marcus, Lucius, or thyself, old Titus, 
Or any one of you, chop off yur hand, 
And send it to the king: he for the same 
Will send thee hither both thy sons alive ; 
And that shall be the ransom for their fault. 
it. O gracious emperor! O gentle Aaron! 
Did ever raven sing so like a lark, : 
That gives sweet ua of the sun’s uprise? 
With all my heart, I’ll send the emperor 160 
My hand; m 
Good Aaron, wilt thou help to chop it off? 
Lue, Stay, father! for that noble hand of 


thine, 
That hath thrown down so many enemies, 
i not be sent: my hand will serve the 
urn: 
My pout can better spare my blood than you: 
An jcuere tore mine shall save my brothers’ 
ives, 
Mare, Which of your hands hath not de- 
fended Rome, 
And rear'd aloft the bloody battle-axe, 


Writing destruction on the enemy's castle? 170 |. 


QO, none of both but are of high desert : 
My hand hath been but idle ; let it serve 
To ransom my two nephews from their death; 
Then have I kept it toa worthy end. 
AG Nay, come, agree whose hand shall go 
along, 
For fear they die before their pardon come. 
Mare, My hand shall go. 
Tne. ___ By heaven, it shall not go! 
it. Sirs, strive no more: such witherd 
herbs as these _ 
Are meet for plucking up, and therefore mine. 
Ine. Sweet father, if Tshall be thought thy 
son, 18 
Let me redeem my brothers both from death. 
Aare. And, for our father’s sake and mother’s 


care, 
Now let me show a brother's love to thee. 
ue t. queree between you; I will spare my 
hand. 
Luc. Then I'll go fetch an axe. 
Marc. But will use the axe. 
‘ [Exeunt Lucius and Marcus. 
Bits f {cout hither, Aaron; I’ll deceive them 


Lend me thy hand, and I will give thee mine. 
Aan, [Aside] If that be call deceit. T will 
be honest, ~ ©@C-0 Kashmir Research 
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And never, whilst I live, deceive men so: 190 
But ll deceive youin enone oe 
And that you'll say, ere half an hour pass, 

y 3 [Cuts of Z'itus’s hand, 


Re-enter Lucius and Marcus, 


Tit, Now stay your strife: what shall be is 
dispatch’ d.. : 
Good Aaron, give his majesty my hand: 
Tell him it was a hand that warded him 
From thousand dangers; bid him bury it; 
More hath it merited ; that let it have. 
As for my sons, say I account of them 
As jewels purchased at an easy price ; i 199 
and yet dear too, because I bought mine own. 
Aar. Igo, Andronicus: and for thy hand 
Look b and by to have thy sons with thee. 
[Aside] Their heads, I mean. O, how this 
villany i 
Doth fat me with the very thoughts of it! 
Let fools do good, and fair men call for grace, 
Aaron will have his soul black like his face. 
vacit, 
Tit. O, hereT lift this one hand up to heayen, 
And bow this feeble ruin to the earth: 
Tf any power ee wretched tears, : 
To that I call! [Zo Lav.] What, wilt thou 


kneel with me? 210 
Do, then, dear heart ; for heaven shall hear our 
prayers ; 


Or with our sighs we'll breathe the welkin dim, - 


And stain the sun with fog, as sometime clouds 
When they do hug him in their melting 
bosoms. Petes 
Mare. O brother, speak with possibilities, 





o | But likea 





And do not break into these deep extremes. 
Tit. Is not my sorrow deep, having no 

bottom? 

Then be my passions bottomless with them. 
Aare. But yet let reason govern thy lament. 
Tit. If there were reason for these miseries, 

Then into limits could bind my woes: 221 

When heaven doth weep, doth not the earth 

o'erflow ? 

If the winds rage, doth not the sea wax mad, 

Threatening the welkin with his big-swoln face ? 

And wilt thou haye a reason for this coil ? 

Tam the sea; hark, how her sighs do blow! 

She is the weeping welkin, I the earth: 

Then must my sea be moved with her sighs ; 

Then must my earth with her continual tears 

Become a deluge, overflow’d and drown’d 3} 230 

Tor why my bowels cannot hide her woes, 

¢ a drunkard must I vomit them. 

Then give me leave, for losers will have leave 

To ease their stomachs with their bitter tongues, 


Enter a Messenger, with two heads and 
a hand. 


ee Worthy Andronicus, ill art thou re- 
pai 
For that good hand thou sent’st the emperor. 


Here are the heads of thy two noble sons ; 
And here’s thy hand, in scorn to thee sent 


back; 
Ty Hi A fs qs 
rele wars 
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More than remembrance of my father’s ae 
; “eit. 
Marc. Now let hot A&tna cool in Sicily, 
‘And be my heart an ever-burning hell! 
These miseries are more than may be borne. 
To weep with them that weep doth ease some 
deal ; 7 
But sorrow flouted at is double death. 
Tuc. Ah, that. this sight should make so 
deep a wound, 5 
‘And yet detested life not shrink thereat! 
Phat ever death should let life bear his name, 
‘Where life hath no more interest but to breathe! 
[Lavinia kisses Titus. 
Mare. Alas, poor heart, that kiss is com- 
fortless 25 
‘As frozen water to a starved snake. 
Tit. When will this fearful slumber have 
an end? 4 
Mare. Now, farewell, flattery: die, Andro- 
nicus ; 
Thou dost not slumber: see, thy two sons’ 
heads, 
Thy warlike hand, thy mangled Oanehies here ; 
Thy other banish’d son, with this dear sight 
Struck pale and bloodless; and thy brother, I, 
Even like a stony image, cold and numb. 
‘Ah, now no more will I control thy griefs: 260 
Rend off thy silver hair, thy other hand : 
Gaawing with thy teeth; and be this dismal 
sight 
The closing up-of our most wretched eyes: 
Now is a time to storm; why art thou still? 
Tit. Wa, ha, ha! F 
Mare. Why dost thou laugh? it fits not 
with this hour. 
Zit. Why, I have not another tear to shed: 
Besides, this sorrow is an enemy, 
And would usurp upon my watery eyes, 
And make them blind with tributary tears: 270 
Then which way shall I find Revenge’s cave? 
For these two heads «lo seem to speak to me, 
And threat me I shall never come to-bliss 
Till all these mischiefs be return’d again 
2a Tg their throats that have committed 
em. 
Come, let me see what task I have to do. 
You heavy people, circle me about, 
That I may turn me to each one of you, 
And swear unto my soul to right your wrongs. 
The vow is made, Come, brother, take a head ; 
And in this hand the other will I bear. 28r 
Lavinia, thou shalt be employ’d: these arms! 
Bene thou my hand, sweet wench, between thy 
eeth, 
As for thee, boy, go get thee from my sight; 
hou art an exile, and thou must not stay : 
ic to the Goths, and raise an army there: 
And, if you love me, as I think you do, 
t’s kiss and part, for we have much to do. 
[Exeunt Titus, Marcus, and Lavinia. 
Lue. Farewell, Andronicus, my noble father, 
The wofull'’st man that ever lived in Rome : 290 
Farewell, proud Rome; till Lucius come again, 
Te leaves his pledges dearer than his life: 
Farewell, Lavinia, my noble sister ; 
Syyrould ition wert as thou tofore hast been! 
iow nor Luc p Lavy. i 
wea HE 
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But in oblivion and hateful griefs. 

If Lucius live, he will requite your wrongs; 
‘And make proud Saturnine and his empress 
Beg at the gates, like Tarquin and his queen. 
Now will I to the Goths, and raise a power, 300 
To be revenged on Rome and Saturnine. [Zivit. 


A room in Titus’s house. A 


banquet set out. 


Scene IL. 


Enter Titus, Marcus, LAVINtA, and young 
Lucius, @ Boy. 


Tit. So, so; now sit: and look you eat no 
more 
Than will preserve just, so much strength in us 
As will revenge these bitter woes of ours. 
Marcus, unknit that sorrow-wreathen knot: 
Thy niece and I, poor creatures, want our 
hands, : 2 
And cannot passionate our tenfold grief 
With folded arms. This poor right hand of 
mine ‘ 
Ts left to tyrannize upon my breast; 
Who, when my heart, all mad with misery, 
Beats in this hollow prison of my flesh, 
Then thus I thump it down. 
{Zo Lavinia] Thou map of woe, that thus 
dost talk in signs! : 
When thy poor heart beats with outrageous 
beating, mye 
Thou canst not strike it thus to make it still. 
Wound it with sighing, pil, kill it with groans ; 
Or get some little knife between thy teeth, 
And just against thy heart make thou a hole; 
That all the tears that thy poor eyes let fall 
May run into that sink, and soaking in 
Drown the lamenting fool in sea-salt tears. 20 
Mare. Fie, brother, fie! teach her not thus 


10 


to la: 
Such olen hands upon her tender life. 
Tit. How now! has sorrow made thee dote 
already ? 
Why, Marcus, no man should be mad but I. 
What violent hands can she lay on her life? 
Ah, wherefore dost thou urge the name of 
hands ; 
To bid Amneas tell the tale twice o'er, 
How Troy was burnt and he made miserable? 
O, handle not the thease to talk of hands, 
Lest we remember still that we have none. 
Tie, fie, how franticly I square my talk, 
‘As if we should forget we had no hands, 
If Marcus did not name the word of hands! 
Come, let’s fall to; and, gentle girl, eat this: 
Hereisno drink! Hark, ‘Marcus, what she says; 
T can interpret all her martyr’d signs ; 
She Sve she drinks no other drink but tears, 
Brew'd with her sorrow, mesh’d upon her 
cheeks : 2 
Speechless complainer, T will learn thy thought; 
In thy dumb action will I be as perfect 


3° 


fe} 
AS begging hermits in their holy prayers : : 
Thou shalt not sigh, nor held thy stumps to 
heaven, 
Nor wink, 


nor nod, nor kneel, nor make a sign, 

But I of these will wrest an alphabet 

y still practice learn to know thy meaning, 
igitzed by eGangotri 


TAs 


Boy. Good grandsire, leave these bitter deep 
Malorne : t merry with some pleasing tale 
ke my aun a ale. 

Meron Alas, the tender boy, in passion 


moved, i 3 
oth weep to see his grandsire’s heaviness. 
Dam Peace, tender sapling; thou art made 
of tears, ss r 50 
And tears will quickly melt thy life away. 
(Marcus strikes the dish with a knife. 
‘What dost thou strike at, Marcus, with thy 


knife? 2a 
Mare. At that that I have kill’d, my lord; 
Tit. ‘Out on thee, murderer! thou kill’st my 


- heart; 
Mine eyes are cloy’d with view of tyranny : 
A deed of death done on the innocent 
Hecornes not alae brother: get thee gone; 
Isce thou art not formy company. 
Mare. Alas, my lord, I have but kill’d a fly. 
Tit. But how, if that fly had a father and 
mother? z s B 
How would he hang his slender gilded wings, 
And buzz lamenting doings in the air! 
Poor harmless fly, 3 
That, with his pretty buzzing melody, 
Came here to make us merry! and thou hast 
kill’d him. : 
Marc. Pardon me, sir; it was a black ill- 
favour'd fly, E 
Like to the empress’ Moor; therefore I kill'd 


him. 
Tit. O, 0, 0, i 
Then pardon me for meprehendiy thee, 
for thou hast done a charitable deed, 7° 
Give me thy knife, I will insult on him; 
Flattering myself, as if it were the Moor 
Come hither purposely to poison me.— 
There’s for thyself, and that’s for Tamora. 
Ah, sirrah! 
Yet, I think, we are not brought so low, 
But that between us we can kill a fly 
That comes in likeness of a coal-black Moor. 
poate _ Alas, poor man! grief has so wrought 
on him, 
He takes false shadows for true substances. 80 
Tit. Come, take away. Lavinia, go with 


me: 

I'll to thy closet ; and go read with thee 

Sad stories chanced in the times of old. 

Come, boy, and go with me: thy sight is young, 

And thou shalt read when mine begin to dazzle. 
[Exewnt. 


ACT IV. 
Sorene L Rome. Titus’s garden. 


Enter young Luctus, and LAVINIA running 
after him, and, the boy flies from her, with 
books under his arm.” Then enter Tirus 
and Marcvs. 


Young Iuc. Help, grandsire, help! my aunt 
vinia 
Follows me every where, I know not why : 
Good uncle Marcus, see how swift she caress 
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Marc. Stand by me, Lucius; do not fear 
thine aunt. 
Tit. She loves thee, boy, too well to do thee 


harm. 
Young Inc. Ay, when my father was in 
Rome she did. E F 
Marc. What means my niece Lavinia by 
these signs? * 
Tit. Fear her not, Lucius: somewhat doth 
she mean: 9 
See, Lucius, see how much she makes of thee: 
Somewhither would she have thee go with her. 
Ah, boy, Cornelia never with more care 
Read to her sons than she hath read to thee 
Sweet poetry and Tully’s Orator. 
Marc. Canst thou not guess wherefore she 
lies thee thus? 
oung Lue. My lord, I know not, I, nor 
can I guess, 
Unless some fit or frenzy do possess her: 
Vor I have heard my grandsire say full oft, 
Extremity of griefs would make men mad 3 


60 | And I have read that Hecuba of Troy 20 


tan mad for sorrow; that made me to fear; 
Although, my lord, I know my noble aunt 
Loves me as dear as e’er my mother did, 

And would not, but in fury, fright my youth: 
Which made me down to throw my books, 


and fly,— 
Canela perhaps. But pardon me, sweet 
aunt: 
And, madam, if may uncle Marcus go, 
J will most willingly attend your ladyship. 
Mare. Lucius, I will. 
Lavinia turns over with her stumps the 
ri books which Lucius has let fall. 
Tit. How now, Lavinia! Marcus, what 
means this? 30 
Some book there is that she desires to see. 
Which is it, girl, of these? Open them boy. 
But thou art deeper read, and better skill’ : 
‘ome, and take choice of all my library, 
And so beguile thy sorrow, till the heavens 
Reveal the damn’ contriver of this deed. 
Why lifts she up her arms in sequence thus? 
Marc. I think she means that there was 
more than one 
Confederate in the fact: ay, more there was; 
Or else to heaven she heaves them for revenge. 
Tit. Lucius, what book is that she tosseth so? 
oung Luc. Grandsire, ’tis Ovid’s Metamor- 
phoses; 
My mother gave it me. 
Mare. For love of her that’s gone, 
Perhaps she cull’d it from among the rest. 
Ei Sote! see how busily she turns ie 
es Helping her. 
What would she find? Lavinia, [te I read t 
This is the tragic tale of Philomel 
d treats of ‘Tereus’ treason and his rape; 
And rape, I fear, was root of thine annoy. 


Aare.’ See, brother, see; note how she 
quotes the leaves, ’ : 


5° 
Lavinia, wert thou thus surprised, sweet 


Tl, 
Ravish’d and wrong'd, as Philomela was, 


Forced in the ruthi mW ? 
Alas, swect aunt, & kup ycaghWhaleesenean InstitatecdDigized Hy Be argaMEIoOmY woods 











Scene 1] 


such a place there is, where we did hunt— 
Ohad we Vere never hunted there !— 
Pattern’d by that, the poet here describes, 
By nature made for murders and for rapes. 
‘Mare. O, why should nature build so foul 
a den. e 
Unless the gods delight in tragedies? 60 
Tit. Give signs, sweet girl, for here are none 
butfriends, | 
What Roman lord it was durst do the deed: 
Orslunk not Saturnine, as Tarquin erst, 
That left the camp to sin in Lucrece’ bed? 
Mare. Sit down, sweet niece: brother, sit 
down by me. 
Apollo, Pallas, Jove, or Mercury, 
Inspire me, that I may this treason find! 
My lord, look here: look here, Lavinia: 
‘This sandy plot is plain; guide, if thou canst, 
This after me, when [ haye writ an name 70 
Without the help of any hand at all. 
[He writes his name with his staf, and 
guides tt with feet and mouth. 
Cursedt be that heart that forced us to this 
shift! 
Write thou, good niece; and here display, at 


last, 
What God will have discover’d for revenge: 
even guide thy pen to print thy sorrows 
plain, 
That we may know the traitors and the truth! 
[She takes the staff in her mouth, and 
guides it with her stumps, and writes. 


Pit. a do ye read, my lord, what she hath 
wri 
‘Stuprum. Chiron. Demetrius.’ 


Mare. What, what! the lustful sons of 


‘amora 5 

Performers of this heinous, bloody deed? 
Zit. Magni Dominator poli, 

Tam lentus audis scclera? tam lentus vides? 
Dias O, calm thee, gentle lord; although 

now s 

There is enough written upon this earth 

Yo stir'a mutiny in the mildest thoughts 

And arm the minds of infants to exclaims. 

My lord, kneel down with me; Lavinia, kneel ; 

zrGh ‘ kneel, sweet boy, the Roman Hector’s 

ope ; 

And swear with me, as, with the woful fere 

And father of that chaste dishonour'd (lame, 90 
ord Junius Brutus sware for Lucrece’ rape, 
hat we will prosecute by good advice 
fortal revenge upon these traitorous Goths, 

And see their blood, or die with this reproach. 

Bute Tis sure enough, an you knew how. 
ut ats ayou hunt these bear-whelps, then be- 

Ahe dam will wake; and, if she wind you once, 
1e's with the lion deeply still in leazue, 

ea lulls him whilst she playeth on her back, 
nd when he sleeps will ate do what she list. 
Se tole young huntsman, Marcus; let it 


And, come, I will go get a leaf of brass, si 
And with a gad of steel will write these words, 


wid lay it by; the angry northern wind 


blow these », like Sibyl’ 
abroad, don cae ae A 
3B 


80 
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And where’s your lesson, then? Boy, what 
say you? ” 
Young Luc. Tsay, my lord, that if I werea 


man, 
Their mother’s bed-chamber should not be safe 
For these bad bondmen to the yoke of Rome. 
‘Mare. Ay, that’s my boy! thy father hath 
full oft _ 110 
For his ungrateful country done the like. | 

UL) Luc. And, uncle, so will I, an if I 

ive. 

Tit. Come, go with me into mine armoury ; 
Lucius, I'll fit thee; and withal, my Doy, 
Shalt carry from me to the empress’ sons 
Presents that I intend to send them both: 
Come, come; thow’lt do thy message, wilt'thou 

not? 

Young Lue. Ay, with my dagger in their 

bosoms, grandsire. 

Tit. No, boy, notso; 1’ll teach thee another 

course. 
Lavinia, come. Marcus, look to my house: 120 
Lucius and [’ll go brave it at the court ; 
Ay, marry, will we, sir; and we’ll be waited on. 
[Excunt Titus, Lavinia, and Young Lue. 
Marc. O heavens, can you heara good man 
roan, A 
And not relent, or not compassion him ? 
Marcus, attend him in his ecstasy, | 
That hath more scars of sorrow in his heart 
Than foemen’s marks upon his batter’d shield ; 
But yet so just that he will not revenge. 
Revenge, ye heavens, for old sndroncas) 


Scene IL. Zhe same. A room in the palace. 


Enter, from one side, AARON, DEMETRIUS, 
and Cuiron; from the other side, young 
Lucius, and an Attendant, with a bundle 
of weapons, and verses writ upon them. 


Chi. Demetrius, here’s the son of Lucius; 
He hath some message to deliverus. 
Aar. Ay, some mad message from his mad 
grandfather. : 
Young Luc. My lords, with all the humble- 
ness I may, : 
I gree your honours from Andronicus. 
[Aside] And pray the Roman gods confound 
you both! : 
Dem. Gramercy, lovely Lucius: what’s the 
news? . 
Young Inc. [Aside] That you are both de- 
cipher'd, that’s the news, 
For villains mark’d with rape.—May it please 


you, 

My grandsire, well advised, hath sent by me zo 

The goodliest weapons of his armoury 

To gratify your honourable youth, 

The hope of Rome; for so he bade me say; 

And so I do, and with his gifts present 

Your lordships, that, whenever you have need, 

You mBy be armed and appointed well : 

And so I leave you both: TA side} like bloody 
villains. 

[Exeunt young Tawcius and Attendant. 
Den 


* _ WI here? A < es 
fitter Digttadibneean eae and written 
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5 Nur. A devil. 
Let’s see: F 9 . y he is the devil’s dam: 
"Integer vita Jerisque purus, 20} Aa. Why, then she is evil’s dam; a | 
tiaae| Tolga eget Mauri jaculls, nec arcu,’ portal issue. TREE 
Chi. O,’tisa verse in Horace; I know it well: un. A joyless, dismal, black, and sorrow. 


ad itin the grammarlongago. 
5 Siar Ay, just; a verse in Horace ; right, you 
have it. Lets 
Aside] Now, what a thing it is to be an ass! 
ere’s no sound jest! the old man hath found 
their guilt ; 5 : 
And ‘sends them weapons wrapp'd about with 


ines, E 

That wound, beyond their feeling, to the quick. 

But were our witty empress well afoot, 

She would applaud Andronicus’ conceit: — 30 

But let her rest in her unrest awhile. 

And now, young lords, was’t not a happy star 

Led us to Rome, strangers, and more than so, 

Captives, to be advanced to this height? 

It did me good, before the palace gate 

Po brave the tribune in his brother's hearing, 
Dem. But me more good, to see so great a 


0 
Basely insinuate and send us gifts. . 
Aa. Had he not reason, Lord Demetrius? 
Did you not use his daughter very friendly? 40 
Bite I would we had a thousand Roman 
dames 
At such a bay, by turn to serve our lust. 
Chi. A.charitable wish and full of love. 
Aar. Here lacks but your mother for to say 
amen. 
Chi. And that would she for twenty thou- 
sand more. 
Dem, Come, let us go; and pray to all the 


gods 
For our beloved mother in her pains. 
Aar. [Aside] Pray to the devils; the gods 
have given us over. " 
" [Lrumpets sound within. 
Dem. Why do the emperor's trumpets 
flourish, thus ? 


. . A 49 
Chi. Belike, for joy the emperor hath a son. | I 


Dem. Soft! who comes here? 


Enter a Nurse, with a blackamoor Child in 
her arms. 
Nur. < Good morrow, lords: 
O, tell me, did you sce Aaron the Moor? 
ahs a Vell, more or less, or ne‘er a whit 
at all, 
Here Aaron is; and what with Aaron now? 
Nur. O gentle Aaron, we are all undone! 
Now help, or woe betide thee evermore ! 
A he Why, what a caterwauling dost thou 
keep! 
What dost thou wrap and fumble in thine 


arms ? 
Nur. O, that which I would-hide from 
heayen’s eye, 


Our empress’ shame, and stately Rome's dis- 
grace! 60 
She is deliver'd, lords; she is deliver'd. 
- Aar. To whom? 
i I rereerg is brought a-bed. 


Nae wen, 
ar. 
hath yeaa: Mi 


Sh REtart Hatt itu DIge 


ful issue : | 
Here is the babe, as loathsome as a toad | 
Amongst the fairest breeders of our clime ; \ 
The empress sends it thee, thy stamp, thy seal, 
And bids thee christen it with thy dagger's 





point. : 70 

Aar. *Zounds, ye whore! is black so base a 
hue? 

Sweet blowse, you are a beauteous blossom, 


sure. 
Dem. Villain, what hast thou done? 
Aar. That which thou canst not undo. 
Chi. Thou hast undone our mother. 
Aa. Villain, I have done thy mother. 
Dem. And therein, hellish dog, thou hast 
undone. 

Woe to her chance, and damn’d her loathed 

choice ! 

Accursed the offspring of so foul a fiend! 
Chi. It shall not live. 8 
Aa. It shall not die. = OF 
Nur. Aaron, it must; the mother wills itso. 
Ate {niet must it, nurse? then letno man 

1 
Do execution on iy flesh and blood. 
Dem, we broach the tadpole on my rapier’s 
point : 2 
Nurse, give it me; my sword shall soon dis- 
patch it. 
Aa. Sooner this sword shall plough thy 


bowels up. 
[Wakes the Child from the Nurse, 
A . and drwos. 
Stay, murderous villains! will you kill your 
brother? 
Now, by the burning tapers of the sky, 
That shone so brightly when this boy was got, 
He dics upon my scimitar’s sharp point gr 
That touches this my first-born son and heir! 
tell you, vounglings, not Enceladus, A 
uch oll his threatening band of ‘Lyphon’s 
rood, 
Nor fee Alcides, nor the god of war, 
Shall seize this prey out of his father’s hands. 
What, what, ye sanguine, shallow-hearted boys! 
Ye white-limed walls! ye alechouse painted 
signs! 
Coal-black is better than another hue, 
Tn that it scorns to bear another hue 5 
Vor all the water in the ocean 
Can never turn the swan’s black legs to white, | 
Although she lave them hourly in the flood. | 
Tell the empress from me, I am of age 
To keep mine own, excuse it how she can. 
Lene ply thou betray thy noble mistress 
hus 
Aar. My mistress is my mistress; this myself, 
The vigour and the picture of my youth: 
This before all the world do I prefer ; 
This maugre all the world will I keep safe, 110 
Or some of you shall smoke for it in Rome. 
Dem. By this our mother is for ever shamed. 





100 


Pied Will etoapignttier for this foul 
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Nur. _The emperor, in his rage, will doom | The midwife and the nurse well made away, 
her death. ave ‘Then let the ladies tattle what they please. 
Chi. Iblush to think upon this ignomy. Chi. Aaron, I see thou wilt not trust the air 
Aar. Why, there’s the privilege your beauty | With secrets. t 
bears : 3 ‘ Dem. For this care of Tamora, 170 
Fie, treacherous hue, that will betray with Herself and hers are highly bound to thee. 
plushing [Eceunt Dem. and Chi. bearing off the 
The close enacts and counsels of the heart! Nurse's body. 
Here’s a young lad framed of another leer : Aar. Now to the Goths, as swift as swallow 
Look, how the black slave smiles upon the 
father, fe 3 120 
As who should say Old lad, I am thine own. 
He is your brother, lords, penalty fed 
Of that self-blood that first gave life to you, 
And from that womb where you imprison’d 





















flies ; 
There to dispose this treasure in mine arms, 
And secretly to greet the em ress’ friends. 
cons on, you thick-lipp’d slave, I'll bear you 
hence ; ‘ 
For it is you that aut us to our shifts: 
I'll make you feed on berries and on roots, 


ere. 
He is enfranchised and come to light: ‘And feed on curds and whey, and suck the 


Nay, he is your brother by the surer side, goat, | ‘ 
‘Although my seal be stamped in his face. And cabin in a cave, and bring you up 179 


Nur. Aaron, what shall I say unto the | To be a warrior, and command a camp. [Zait. 
empress? | Z 
pers Advise thee, Aaron, what is to be Scene II. Lhe sume. A public place. 
one, : 
And we will all subscribe to thy advice: | 130 
Save thou the child, so we may all be safe. 
‘Aar. ‘Then sit we down, and let us all con- 


Enter Titus, bearing arrows with letters at 
the ends of them; wilh him, Mancvs, 
young Lucius, PuBLIvs, SEMPRONIUS, 
Catus, and other Gentlemen, with bows. 


Tit, Come, Marcus; come, kinsmen; this 
is the way. 
Sir boy, now let me see your archery; _ 
Look ‘ye draw home enough, an: "tis there 
straight. sibs 
Terras Astrea reliquit : 
Be you remember'd, Marcus, she’s gone, she’s 


sult. 
My son and I will have the wind of you: 
Keep there: now talk at pleasure of your 
safety. Lhey sit. 

Dem. Wow many women saw this child 

of his? ae 

Aar, Why, so, brave lords! when we join 

in league, 
Tama lamb: but if you brave the Moor, 
‘The chafed boar, the mountain lioness, 
The ocean swells not so as Aaron storms. 
But say, again, how many saw the child? 140 

Nur.’ Cornelia the midwife and myself ; 
And no one else but the deliver’d empress. 

Mei The empress, the midwife, and your- 

self: 
Two may keep counsel when the third 's away : 
Go to the empress, tell her this I said. 
_ (He kills the nurse. 
Weke, weke! so cries a pig prepared to the spit. 

Dem. What mean'st thou, Aaron? where- 

fore didst thou this? " 

Aar. Q Lord, sir, ’tis a deed of Policy: 
Shall she live to betray this guilt of ours, 149 
A long-tongued babbling gossip? no lords, no: 
And now be it known to you my full intent. 
Not far, one Muli lives, my countryman ; 

His wife but yesternight was brought to bed; 
His child is like to her, fair as you are: 
Go pack with him, and give the mother gold, 
And tell them both the circumstance of all, 
And how by this their child shall be advanced, 
nd be received for the emperor's heir, 
And substituted in the pide of mine, 
To calm this tempest whirling in the court; 160 
d let the emperor dandle him for his own. 
Hark ye, lords; ye see I haye given her physic, 
[Pointing to the nurse. 
And you must needs bestow her funeral ; 
The fields are near, and you are gallant grooms : 
his done, see that you take no longer days, 
But send the mi eOpkeaaitivitdResearch In 


led. 
Sirs, cane you to your tools. You, cousins, 
shal 
Go sound the ocean, and cast your nets ; 
Happily you may catch her in the sea ; 
Yet there’s as little justice as at land: 9 
No; Publius and Sempronius, you must do it; 
Tis you must dig with mattock and with spade, 
And pierce the inmost centre of the earth: 
Then, when ven come to Pluto’s region, 
I pray you, deliver hin this petibions 
Tell him, it is for justice and for aid, 
‘And that it comes from old Andronicus, 
Shaken with sorrows in ungrateful Rome. 
Ah, Rome!_ Well, well; I made thee miserable 
What time I threw the people's suttrages 
On him that thus doth tyrannize o’er me. 20 
Go, get you gone ; and pray be careful all, 
And leave you not a man-of-war unsearch’d: 
a wicked emperor may have shipp’d her 
hence ; 
And, kinsmen, then we may go pipe for justice. 
Mare. O Publius, is not this a heavy case, 
To see thy noble uncle thus distract? 
Pub. Therefore, my lord, it highly us con- 


cerns 
By day and night to attend him carefully, 
And feed his humour kindly as we may, 
‘Till time beget some careful remedy. 30 
Mare. Kinsmen, hissorrowsare past remedy. 
Join with the Goths; and with revengeful war 
Take wreak on Rome for this ingratitude, 


itd. Wongitaect lop éleatrgibatt Suturnine. 
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g i a it. But what says Jupiter, I ask thee? 
ences ra Bow gngerits howe nan ss Gis. Alastair I know not Supiter , J never 


at, have you met with her? 
Whit N a my good lord; but Pluto sends 
you word, 
Tf sth will have Revenge from hell, you shall: 
Marry, for Justice, she is so employ’ d, 
He thinks, with Jove in heaven, or somewhere 


else, & 4° 
So that perforce you must needs stay a time. 
Tit, He doth me wrong to ieed me with 


delays. 
I'll dive into the burning lake below, 
‘And pull her out of Acheron by the heels. 
Marcus, we are but shrubs, no cedars we, 
No big-boned men framed of the Cyclops’ size ; 
But metal, Marcus, steel to the very back, 
Yet wrung with wrongs more than our 
can bear: Fuse oo 
And, sith there’s no justice in earth nor hell, 
We will solicit heaven and move the gods 50 
To send down Justice for to wreak our wrongs. 
Come, to this gear. You are a good archer, 
Marcus ; lie gives them the arrows. 
°Ad Ji ovem, that’s for you: here, ‘Ad Apolli- 
nem: 
‘Ad Martem,” that’s for myself: 
Here, boy, to Pallas: here, to Mercury : 
To Saturn, Caius, not to Saturnine; | 
You were as good to shoot against the wind. 
Toit, boy! Marcus, loose when I bid. 
Of my word, I have written to effect ; 
‘There’s nota god left unsolicited. 7 
Mare. Kinsmen, shoot all your shafts into 
the court: os BLS 
We will afflict the emperor in his pride. 
Tit. Now, masters, draw. [They shoot.] O, 
well said, Lucius ! 
Good boy, in Virgo’s lap; give it Pallas. 
Mare. My lord, I aim a mile beyond the 
moon; : i 
Your letter is with Jupiter by this. 
Tit. Ha, ha! 
Publius, Publius, what hast thou done? 
ce see, thou hast shot off one of Taurus’ 
horns. 
Dare. This was the sport, my lord: when 
Publius shot, 7° 
The Bull, being alld, gaye Aries such a knock 
That down fell both the Ram’s horns in the 


court ; 
And who should find them but the empress’ 


packs 


villain? 
She laugh’d, and told the Moor he should not | T: 


choose 
But give them to his master for a present. 
Zit. Why, there it goes: God give his lord- 
ship joy! 


Enter a Clown, with a basket, and two 
pigeons in it. 


News, news from heaven! Marcus, the post is | Of old 


come. 

Sirrah, what tidings? have you any letters? 
Shall I have justice? what says Jupiter? 9 
act tans the gi bbetanakerys he ys that te 
en. them down again, for the mai 

not be hanged till@ke- HeKesbenit Research ii 


60 | reward. 





drank with him in all my life. 

Tit. Why, villain, art not thou the carrier? 

Clo. Ay, of my pigeons, sir; nothing else, 

Tit. Why, didst thou not come from heaven? 

Clo. From heayeni alas, sir, I‘never came 
there: God forbid I should be SO bold to presg 
to heaven in my young days. Why, I am going 
with my pigeons to the tribunal plebs, to take 
up a matter of brawl betwixt my uncle and one 
otthe emperial’smen, | 

Marc. Why, sir, that is as fit as can be to 
serve for your oration; and Jct him deliver the 
pigeons to the emperor from you. \ 

tt. Tell me, can you deliver an oration to 

the emperor witha grace? 

Clo. Nay, truly, sir, I could never say grace 
in all my life. 3 OL 

ae Sirrah, come hither: make no more 

ado, 

But give your pigeons to the emperor : 

By me thou shalt have justice at his hands. 
Hold, hold; meanwhile here’s money for thy 
charges. E é 4 
Give me pen and ink. Sirrah, can you with a 

grace deliver a supplication ? 

Clo. Ay,sir. | ier | 

Tit. Then here is a supplication for you. 
And when you come to him, at the first ap- 
BEOHe you must kneel, then kiss his foot, then 

leliver up your pigeons, and then look for your 
Ill be at hand, sir; see you do it 
bravely. - 

Clo. I warrant you, sir, let,me alone. 

Tit. Sirrah, hast thou a knife? come, let me 


see it. 
Here, Marcus, fold it in the oration; ‘i 
For thou hast made it like an humble suppliant. 
And when thou hast given it the emperor, 
Knock at my door, and tell me what he says 


Clo. God be with you, sir; I will. 120 
Tit. Come, Marcus, let us go. Publius, 
follov me. [Exeunt. 


SceneIV. The same. Before the paluce. 


Enter SaTurNinus, Tamora, DEMETRIUS, 
Cutron, Lords, and others; SATURNINUS 
with the arrows in his hand that T1Tus shot. 


Sat. Why, lords, what wrongs are these! 
was ever seen 
An emperor in Rome thus overborne, 
roubled, confronted, thus; and, for the extent 
Of egal fusca: used in such contempt? | 
My s, you know, as know the mightful 
ce) 


gods, 

However these disturbers of our peace 

Buz in the people’s ears, there nought hath 
But even with law, against the wilful sons 
f old Andronicus. “And what an if 

His sorrows haye so overwhelm’d his wits, 
Shall we be thus afflicted in his wreaks, 
His fits, his frenzy, and his bitterness? 
And now he writes to heaven for his redress: 
is to.Mercury ; 
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Sweet scrolls to fly about the streets of Rome! 
What's this but libelling against the senate, 
And blazoning our injustice every where ? 
‘a goodly humour, is 1t not, my lords? 
‘ag who would say, in Rome no justice were. 20 
But if I live, his feigned ecstasies 
Shall be no shelter to these outrages: 
But he and his shall know that justice lives 
Tn Saturninus’ health, whom, if she sleep, 
He'll so awake as she in fury shall 
Cut off the proud’st conspirator that lives. 
Tam. My gracious lord, my lovely Satur- 
nine, 
Lord of my life, commander of my thoughts, 
Calm thee, and bear the faults of ‘Titus’ age, 
The effects of sorrow for his valiant sons, 30 
Whose loss hath pierced him deep and searrd 
his heart ; CE st : 
‘And rather comfort his distressed plight 
‘Man prosecute the meanest or the best 
For these contempts. [aside] Why, thus it 
_ shall become © 
High.witted ‘Tamora to gloze with all: 
But, Titus, I have touch'd thee to the quick, 
Thy life-blood out. if Aaron now be wise, 
Then is all safe, the anehor’s in the port. 
Enter Clown. 
How now, good fellow! wouldst thou speak 
with us? 
Clo. Yea, forsooth, an your mistership be 
emperial. 
Tam. Empress I am, 


emperor. 

Clo. “is he. God and Saint Stephen give 
you good den: I have brought you a letter and 
a couple of pigeons here. 

Seder reads the letter. 

Sat. Go, take him away, and hang him pre- 

sently. 

Clo. How much money must I have? 

Lam.__Come, sirrah, you must be hanged. 

Clo. Hanged! by’r lady, then Ihave brought 
up a neck to a fair end. [ Bxit, guarded. 

Sat. Despiteful and intolerable wrongs! 50 
Shall Tendure this monstrous villany? 

T know from whence this same device proceeds : 

1 ay this be borne {—as if his traitorous sons, 

i hat died by law for murder of our brother, 
Tave by my means been butcher’d wrongfully ! 

Go, drag the villain hither by the hair; 

y or age nor honour shall shape privilege : 

uoE this proud mock L'll be thy slaughter-man ; 
ly ddan wretch, that holp’st to make me 

Inhope thyself should govern Rome and me. 60 


Enter ASMILIUS. 

What news with thee, AZmilius? 

4dimil. Arm, arm, my lord ;—Rome never 
T ad more cause. 

nes have gather'd head; and with a 
me high-resolved men, bent to the spoil, 
( pay hither march amain, under conduct 

v1 UCIUS, SON to old ‘Andronicus ; 

ho threats, in course of this revenge, to do 

As much as ever@@ri9]| " Se 


4o 
but yonder sits the 


TITUS ANDRONICUS 





Research Institute. Wigittadtome 


749 


Is warlike Lucius general of the Goths? 
d Lhang the head (70 
beat down with 


Sat. I 
These tidings nip me, an 
As flowers with frost or grass 

storms: | 
Ay, now begin our sorrows to approach : 
“Dis he the common people love so much ; 
Myself hath often over-heard them say, 
When I have walked like a private man, 
That Lucius’ banishment was wrongfully, 
‘And they have wish'd that Lucius were 

emperor. 2 

Tam. Why should you fear? is not your 

city strong? ; 

Sat. Ay, but the citizens favour Lucius, 
And will revolt from me to succour him. | 80 

Tum. King, be thy thoughts imperious, like 

thy name. Pee 
Ts the sun dimm’d, that gnats do fly in it? 
The eagle sutters little birds to sing, 
And is not careful what they mean thereby, 
Knowing that with the shadow of his wings 
He can at pleasure stint their melody : 
Even so mayst thou the giddy men of Rome. 
Then cheer thy spirit : for know, thou emperor, 
Twill enchant the old Andronicus |. 
With words moresweet, and yetmore dangerous, 
Than baits to fish, or honey-stalks to sheep, gx 
When as the one 1s wounded with the bait, 
The other rotted with delicious feed. 

Sat. But he will not entreat his son for us. 

Tam. If Tamora entreat him, then he will: 
For I can smooth and fill his aged car 
With golden promises; that, were his heart 
Almost impregnable, his old cars deaf, 

Yet should both ear and heart obey my tongue. 
[Zo Aimilius] Go thou before, be our ambas- 
100 


their 


sador: 

Say that the emperor requests a parley 

Of warlike Lucius and appoint the meeting 

Even at his father’s house, the old Andronicus. 
Sat, ABmilius, do this message honourably : 

‘And if he stand on hostage for his safety, |. 

Bid him demand what pledge will please him. 


best. 
imil. Your bidding shall I do gee 
(bcit. 
Tam. Now will I to that old Andronicus, 
And temper him with all the art I have, 
‘Yo pluck proud Lucius from the warlike Goths. 
And now, sweet emperor, be blithe again, 111 
‘And bury all thy fear in my devices. 
Sat. Then go successantly, and plead to him. 
[Lxeunt. 


ACT V. 
Sopnel. Plains near Rome. 


Enter Lucius with an arny of Goths, with 
drum and coluurs. 
Lue. Approved warriors, and my faithful 
friends, 
I have received letters from great Rome, 
Which signify what hate they bear their em- 
eror 

An how desirous of our sight they are. 
‘Therefore, great lords, be, as your titles witness, 
Imperious and impatient of your wrongs, 
Gathguine you any scath. 
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Let him make treble satisfaction. 
First Goth, Brave slip, sprung from the 


great Andronicus, 
Whose name was once our terror, now our 
comfort ; 10 


‘Whose high exploits and honourable deeds 
Ingrateful Rome requites with foul contempt, 
Be bold in_us: we'll follow where thou lead’st, 
Like stinging bees in hottest summer's day 
Led by their master to the flowered fields, 
And be avenged on cursed ‘Tamora, 

All the Goths. And as he saith, so say we 

all with him. 4 
ee I humbly thank him, and I thank you 
1 


all. 
But who comes here, led by a lusty Goth? 


Enter a@ Goth, leading AARON with his Child 
wn his arms. 


Sec. Goth. Renowned Lucius, from our 
troops I stray'd 20 

To gaze upon a ruinous monastery ; 

Aud as I earnestly did fix mine eye 

Upon the wasted building, suddenly 

Theard a child cry underneath a wall. 

I made unto the noise; when soon I heard 

The crying babe controll’d with this discourse : 

‘ Peace, tawny slave, half me and half thy dam! 

Did not thy hue bewray whose brat thou art, 

Had nature lent thee but thy mother’s look, 

Villain, thou mightst haye been an emperor: 30 

But where the bull and cow are both milk- 


white, 
They never do beget a coal-black calf. 
peace) peas, peace !'"—even thus he rates the 
abe, — 
‘Tor I must bear thee to a trusty Goth ; 
Who, when he knows thou art the empress’ 


abe, 
Wiil hold thee dearly for thy mother’s sake.’ 
W i this, my weapon drawn, I rush’d upon 
him, 
Sunred him suddenly, and brought him 
hither, 
To use as you think needful of the man. 
we i worthy Goth, this is the incarnate 
evi 
That robb'd Andronicus of his good hand; 
This is the pearl that pleased your empress’ eye, 
Anil here’s the base fruit of his burning lust. 
Say, wall-eyed slave, whither wouldst thou 
_conyey 
This growing image of thy fiend-like face? 
Why dost not speak? what, deaf? not a word? 
A halter, soldiers! hang him on this tree, 
And by his side his fruit of bastardy. 
Aar 
rage like th 
Lac. Too like the sire for ever being good. so 
First hang the child, that he may see oe 
A sight to vex the father’s soul withal. 
Get me a ladder. 
[A ladder brought, which Aaron is 
made to ascend. 
Aar. Lucius, save the child, 
And bear it from me to the empress. 
If thou do this, I'll show thee wondrous things, 


That highly may a}g@utasieatio Research | 
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Touch not the boy; he is of royal | A: 


[Act y 


If thou wilt not, befall what may befall, 
J'll speak no more but,‘ Vengeance rot you all!’ 
Iaue. Say on: an if it please me which thoy 


speal’st, : ‘ : 
Thy atid shall live, and I will see it nourish’d, 
Aar. Anifit please thee! why, assure thee, 
Lucius, 6. 
Twill vex thy soul to hear what I shall speak; 
For Imust talk of murders, rapes and massacres, 
‘Acts of black night, abominable deeds, 
Complots of mischief, treason, villanies 
Ruthful to hear, nek piteously perform'd; 
And this shall all be buried by my death 
Unless thou swear to me my child shall live, 
Ine. Tell on thy mind; I say thy child shall 


live. 
Aar. Swear that he shall, and then I will 


begin. _ 70 
Tae. Who should I swear by ? thou believest 
no god: 5 
That granted, how canst thou believe an oath? 
Aar. Whatii I do not? as, indeed, Ido not; 
Yet, for I know thou art religious 
And hast a thing within thee called conscience, 
With twenty popish tricks and ceremonies, 
Which I have seen thee careful to observe, 
Therefore I urge thy oath; for that I know 
An idiot holds his bauble for a god 
And keeps the oath which by that god he 
swears, = 80 
To that "lk urge him : therefore thou shalt vow 
By that same god, what god soe’er it be, 
That thou adorest and hast in reverence, 
To save my boy, to nourish and bring him up; 
Or else I will discover nought to thie. % 
Luc. Even by my god I swear to thee I will. 
Aar. First know thou, I begot him on the 


(CMPress: kee 
Ine. O most insatiate and luxurious woman! 
Aar. Tut, Lucius, this was but a deed of 

charit; 

To that which thou shalt hear of me anon. 90 
*Twas her two sons that murder'd Bassianus ; 
They cut thy sister's tongue and ravish’d her 
And cut Jes hands and trimm’d her as thou 
saw’st. 
Inc. O detestable villain! call'st thou that 
trimming? 
Aar. Why, she was wash’d and cut and 
_ trimm’d, and ’twas 
Trim sport for them that had the doing of it. 
Inc. O barbarous, beastly villains, Tike thy- 


sel 
Ais Indeed, I was their tutor to instruct 


hem ; 
That codding spirit had they from their mother, 
As sure a card as ever won the set; 200 
That bloody mind, I think, they learn’d of me, 
As true a dog as ever fought at tect 

Well, let my deeds be witness of my worth. 

1 train’d thy brethren to that guilefal hole 
Where the dead corpse of Bassianus lay : 

I wrote the letter that thy father found 

And hid the gold within the letter mention’d, 
Confederate with the queen and her two sons: 
And what not done, that thou hast cause to rue, 


Wherein I had no stroke of mischief in it? 110 
Biihated Pigdiventeb Ye AAMGeNEr's hand, 
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when I had it, drew myself apart 
et almost broke my heart with extreme 
Jaughter : ; 
I pod me through the crevice of a wall 
When, for his hand, he had his two sons’ heads ; 
Beheld his tears, and Jaugh’d so heartily, 
That both mine eyes were rainy like to his: 
And when L told the empress of this sport, 
She swooned almost at my pleasing tale, 
And for my tidings gave me twenty kisses. 120 
First Goth, What, canst thou say all this, 
and never blush ? ee 
Aar. Ay, like a black dog, as the saying is. 
Zuc. Art thou not sorry for these heinous 
deeds ? 
Aar, Ay, that I had not done a thousand 
more. 
Even now I curse the day—and yet, I think, 
Yew come within the compass of my curse— 
Wherein I did not some notorious ill 
‘As kill a man, or else devise his death, 
Ravish a maid, or plot the way to do it, 
‘Accuse some innocent and forswear myself, 130 
Set deadly enmity between two friends, 
+Make poor men’s cattle break their necks ; 
Set fire on barns and hay-stacks in the night, | 
‘And bid the owners quench them with their 


tears. 
Oft have I digg’d up dead men from their 
foes 3 . ‘ . 
An nace them upright at their dear friends’ 
lo 


ors, 
Even when their sorrows almost were forgot; 
And on their skins, as on the bark of trees, 
Mave with my knife carved in Roman letters, 
“Let not your sorrow die, though I am dead.’ 
Tut, I have done a thousand dreadful things 
4s willingly as one would kill a fly, 
And nothing grieves me heartily indeed 
But that I cannot do ten thousand more. 

Inc, Bring down the devil; for he must not 


ie 
So sweet a death as hanging presently. 
Aa, If there be devils, would I were a 


devil, ‘ 
To live and burn in everlasting fire, 
So I might have your company in hell, 
But to torment you with my bitter tongue! 50 
Luce. Sirs, stop his mouth, and let him speak 
no Tore, 


Enter a Goth. 


Third Goth. My lord, there is a messenger 
from Rome 
Desires to be admitted to your presence. 
Ine. Let him come near. 


Enter ASMILIUS. 
Welcome, /&milius: what’s the news from 
Rome? 

Se Lord Lucius, and you princes of the 

oths, . 

The Roman emperor greets you all by me; 
And, for he understands you are in arms, 
i le craves a parley at your father’s house, 

Villing you to demand your hostages, 
And they shall be immediately deliver'd. 
First Goth. Kashi 
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Ine. 7&milius, let the emperor give his 
pledges g 

Unto my father and my uncle Marcus, 

And we will come. March away. [Exeunt. 


Scene II. Rome. Before Titus's house. 


Enter TAMORA, DEMETRIUS, and CHIRON, 
disguised. 


Tam. Thus, in this strange and sad habili- 
ment, 
I will encounter with Andronicus, 
And say [am Revenge, sent from below 
To join with him and right his heinous wrongs. 
Knock at his study, where, they say, he keeps, 
'o ruminate strange plots of dire revenge ; 
Tell him Revenge is come to join with him, 
And work confusion on his enemies. 
[Lhey knock. 


Enter Titus, above. 


Tit. Who doth molest my contemplation? 
Is it your trick to make me ope the door, 10 
That so my sad decrees may ily away, 

And all my study be to no effect? 

You are deceived: for what I mean to do 

See here in bloody lines I have set down; 

‘And what is written shall be executed. 
Tam. Titus, Lam come to talk with thee. 
Tit. No, not a word; how can I grace my 


talk, 
Wanting a hand to give it action? 
Thou hast the odds of me; therefore no more. 
Tam. If thou didst know me, thou wouldest 
talk with me. 20 
Zit. I am not mad; I know thee well 
_ enough : 
Witness this wretched stump, witness these 
_ crimson lines ; i 
Witness these trenches made by grief and care; 
Witness the tiring da Y and heavy night; 
Witness all sorrow, that I know thee well 
For our proud empress, mighty Tamora: 
Is not thy coming for my other hand? 
Tam. Know, thou sad man, I am not 
Tamora ; 
She is thy enemy, and I thy friend : 
Tam Revenge: sent from the infernal kingdom, 
To ease the gnawing vulture of thy mind, 3x 
By working wreakful vengeance on thy foes. 
Come tree and welcome me to this world’s 
ight; 
Confer with me of murder and of death: 
There's not a hollow cave or lurking-place, 
No vast obscurity or misty vale, 
Where bloody murder or detested rape 
Can couch for fear, but I will find them out; 
And in their ears tell them my dreadful name, 
Revenge, which makes the foul offender quake. 
Tit. Art thou Revenge? and art thou sent 
to me, AL 
To be a torment to mine enemies? 
Tam. I am; therefore come down, and 
welcome me. 
Tit. Do me some service, ere I come to thee. 


60 | Lo, by thy side where Bene and Murder stands; 


Now give some surance that thou art Revenge, 


fgitzextesr éisanevithy chariot-wheels; 
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And then T’ll come and be thy waggoner, 
And whirl along with thee about the lobe: 
Provide thee two proper palfreys, black as jet, 
To hale thy vengeful waggon swift away, 5 
And find out murderers in their guilty caves : 
And when thy car is loaden with their heads, 
1 will dismount, and by the waggon-wheel 
Trot, like a servile footman, all day long, 
Even from Hyperion’s rising in the east 
Until his very downfall in the sea: 
And day by day I'll do this heavy task, 
So thou destroy Rapine and Murder there. 
Yam. These are my ministers, and come 
with me. ¢ $ 
Tit. Are these thy ministers? what 
calla? 
Tum. Rapine and Murder; therefore called 


60 
are they 


So, : 
Cause they take vengeance of such kind of men. 
Tit. Good Lord, how like the empress’ sons 
they are! 
And you, the empress! but we worldly men 
Have miserable, mad, mistaking eyes. 
O sweet Revenge, now do I come to thee; 
And, if one arm’s embracement will content 


thee, 

Iwill embrace thee in it by and by. [Zxcit above. 

Tam. This closing with him fits his lunacy: 
Whate'’er I forge to feed his brain-sick fits, 71 
Do you uphold and maintain in your speeches, 
For now he firmly takes me for Revenge; 
And, Deine cred lous in this mad thought, 
Dll make h_n send for Lucius his son ; 
And, whilst I at a banquet hold him sure, 
Tl find some cunning practice out of hand, 
To scatter and disperse the giddy Goths, 
Or, at the least, make them his enemies. 
See, here he comes, and I must ply my theme. 


Enter Titus below. 
ae Long have I been forlorn, and all for 


hee : 
Welcome, dread Fury, to my woful house : 
Rapine and Murder, you are welcome too, 
How like the empress and her sons you are! 
Well are you fitted, had you but a Moor: 
Could noé all hell afford you such a devil? 
For well I wot the empress never wags 
But in her company there is a Moor; 
And, would you represent our queen aright, 
It were convenient you had suet a devil: 
But welcome, as you are. What shall we do? 
Tam. Wan wouldst thou have us do, Andro- 
nicus 
Dem. Show me a murderer, I'll deal with 


him. 
Chi. 
rape, 
And Tam sent to be reyenged on him. 
Tam. Show mea thousand that have done 
thee wrong, 


And I will be revenged on them all. 
Tit. Look round about the wicked streets of 


me 5 
Andpihen thou find’st a map, that’s like thy- 
Good Murder, stab din olen minitesearch i 


Show me a villain that hath done a 
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Go thou with him; and when it is thy hap 

To find another that is like to thee, 

Good Rapine, stab him; he’s a ravisher. 

Go thou with them; and in the emperor's court 
There is a queen, attended by a Moor; 

Well mayst thou know her by thy own propor. 


ion, 
For up and down she doth resemble thee ; 
I pray thee, do on them some violent death ; 
v hey have been violent to me and mine, 

Pam. Well hast thou lesson’d us; this shall 
we do. 2 110 
But would it please thee, good Andronicus, 

To send for Lucius, thy thrice-valiant son, 

Who leads towards Rome a band of warlike 
Goths, ; 

And bid him come and banquet at thy house; 

When he is here, even at thy solemn fcast, 

1 will bring in the empress and her sons, 

The emperor himself and all thy foes; 

And at thy mercy shall they stoop and kneel, 

And on them shalt thou ease thy angry heart. 

What Bae Andronicus to this device ? 120 

ile Marcus, my brother! ‘tis sad ‘litus 

calls, 


Enter Marcus, 


Go, gentle Marcus, to thy nephew Lucius; 
Thou shalt inquire him out among the Goths: 
Bid him repair to me, and bring with him 
Some of the chiefest princes of the Goths; 
Bid him encamp his soldiers where they are : 
Tell him the emperor and the empress too $ 
eet at my house, and he shall feast with 
hem. 
This do thou for my Jove; and so let him, 
As he regards his aged father’s life. 130 
Mare, This will I do, and soon return azain. 
yscit. 
Zam. Now will Thence about thy business, 
And take my ministers along with me. 
Tit. Nay, nay, let Rape and Murder stay 
with me; 
Or else I'll call my brother back again, 
And cleave to no revenge but Lucius. 
Lam. [Aside to her sons) What say you, 
boys? will you bide with him, 
Whiles I go tell my lord the emperor 
How L have govern’d our determined jest? 
Yield to his humour, smooth and speak him 
air, r40 
And tarry with him till I turn again. : 
Zit. [Aside] I know them all, though they 
fuppose me mad, 
And will o’erreach them in their own devices: 
A pate of cursed hell-hounds and their dam | 
tie, Madam, depart at pleasure; leave us 
Tam. Farewell, Andronicus : Revenge now 


mm, 808s 
To lay a complot to betray thy foes. 


Lit. Lknow thon dost; and, sweet Revenge, 
Cae hwit T'amora. 


Lell us, old man, how shall we be em- 

2h ut 1) do. 
i. Lut, I have workenou ‘or you, to do. 

Rstiite, Digan dy CaaraeH A Poet 
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Receive the blood: and when that they are 


Sone Tt] 


Enter Pusuius and others. 


Pub. What is your will? 
Tit, Know you these two? : 
Pub. The empress’ sons, I take them, Chiron 
i Demetrius. 
anit, Bis Publius, fie! thou art too much 
deceived ; 4 
The one is Murder, Rape is the other’s name ; 
And therefore bind them, gentle Publius. 
Caius and Valentine, lay hands on them, — 159 
Oft have you heard me wish for such an hour, 
And now J find it; therefore bind them sure, 
‘And stop their mouths, if they begin to oy 5 
Metb, 
[Publius, de. lay hold on Chiron and 
Demetrius. 
Chi. Villains, forbear! we are the empress’ 


















dead, 
Let me go grind their bones to powder small 
And with this hateful liquor temper it ; 200 
‘And in that paste let their vile heads be baked. 
Come, come, be every one officious 
To make this banquet; which I wish may 
provi 
More stern and bloody than the Centaurs’ feast. 
So, now bring them in, for I’ll play the cook, 
And see them ready ’gainst their mother comes. 
[2xeunt, bearing the dead bodies. 


Scene IIL. Court of Titus's house. A banquet 
sel out. 


Enter Luctus, Marcos, and Goths, with 
AARON prisoner. 


sons, Luc. Uncle Marcus, since it is my father’s 
Pub. And therefore do we what we are i 
commanded. 


rain 
That I repair to Rome, I am content. 
Stop close their mouths, let them not speak a 


First Goth. And ours with thine, befall 
what fortune will. 4 
Ine. Good uncle, take you in this barbarous 
Moor, : : 
This ravenous tiger, this accursed devil ; 
Let him receive no sustenance, fetter him, 
Till he be brought unto the empress’ face, 
For testimony of her foul proceedings : 
‘And see the ambush of our friends be strong; 
I fear the emperor means no good to us. 10 
Aar. Some devil whisper curses in mine 


word. 
Is Wi sure bound? look that you bind them 
‘ast. 5 


Re-enter Titus, with Lavinia; he bearing a 
knife, and she a basin. 


Tit. Come, come, Lavinia; look, thy foes 
_ are bound. 
Sirs, stop their mouths, let them not speak to 


me; ear, 
But let them hear what fearful words I utter. | And prompt me, that my tongue may utter 


0 villains, Chiron and Demetrius! 


17O 
Here stands the spring whom you have staind 


_ With mud, 
This podly summer with your winter mix'd. 
You kill'd her husband, and for that vile fault 
‘Two of her brothers were condemn’d to death, 


Sirs, help our uncle to convey him in. 


forth 


The venomous malice of my swelling heart! 


Tac. Away, inhuman dog! unhallow’dslave! 


Flowrish 


“eunt Goths, with Aaron. ; 
within. 


My hand cut off.and made a merry jest ; 

Both her sweet hands, her tongue, and that 
more dear 

Than hands or tongue, her spotless chastity, 

Inhuman traitors, you constrain'd and forced. 

Whatwould you say, if I should let you speak? 


The trumpets show the emperor is at hand. 
Enter Saturninus and Tamora, with 
JEMuLius, Tribunes, Senators, and others. 


Sat. What, hath the firmament more suns 
than one? 


















Villains, for shame you could not beg for grace.) Luc. What boots it thee to call thyself a 
Tark, wretches! how I mean to AEE you. sun? 
This one hand yet is left to cut your throats, Marc. Rome's emperor, and nephew, break 
Whilst that Lavinia “tween her stumps doth the parle ; 
hold These quarrels must be quietly debated. 20 


The basin that receives your guilty blood. 


. The feast is ready, which the careful Titus 
ou know your mother means to feast with 


abe (Eta Cae ue an nus rable cue A 
5 For peace, for love, for league, and good to 
And calls herself Revenge, and thinks me ome : ¥ e 
Please you, therefore, draw nigh, and take 
your places: ! 
Sat. Mareus, we will. 
[Hautboys sound. 


mad: 
Hark, villains! I will grind your bones to dust 
And with your blood and it Ill make a paste, 
And of the paste a coffin I will rear 189 
And make two pasties of your shameful heads, 
And bid that strumpet, your unhallow’d dam, 
Like to the earth swallow her own increase. 
This is the feast that I have bid her to, 
And this the banquet she.shall surfeit on; places the dishes on the table. 
or worse than Philomel you used my daughter, | Tit. Welcome, my gracious lord; welcome 
And worse than Progne I will be revenged ; dread queen ; 
And now prepare your throats. Lavinia, come, | Welcome, ye warlike Goths; welcome, Lucius; 


CC-0 Lepr ieas caret insthtte” Bigibealby dtbange the cheer be poor, 


The Company sit 
down at table. 


Enter Trtus dressed like a Cook, LAVINIA 
veiled, young Lucius, and others. Titus 
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Twill fill your stomachs}; please you eat of it. 
avi Why art thou thus attired, Andronicus? 
Tit. Because I would be sure to have all 
well, 3r 
To entertain your highness and your empress. 
Tam. Weare beholding to you, good Andro- 
nicus. 
Tit, An if your highness knew my heart, 
you. were. : 
My ford the emperor, resolve me this : 
Was it well done of rash Virginius 
To slay his daughter with his own right hand, 
Because she was enforced, stain’d, and de- 


flower'd? 
Sat. “It was, Andronicus. 
Tit, Your reason, mighty lord? oe 
Sat. Because the girl should not survive her 
shame, 


And by her presence still renew his sorrows. 
Tit. A reason mighty, strong, and etfectual ; 

A pattern, precedent, and lively warrant, 

For me, most wretched, to perform the like. 

Die, die, Lavinia, and thy shame with thee; 

Kills Lavinia. 

And, with thy shame, thy father’s sorrow die! 

Sat, What hast thou done, unnatural and 


unkind? 


TITUS ANDRONICUS 





Tit. Kill'd her, for whom my tears have 
made me blind, | | 
Tam as woful as Virginius was, 50 
ind have a thousand times more cause than he 
To do this outrage: and it now is done. : 
Sat. What, was she ravish’d? tell who did 
the deed. z 
Tit. Will’tplease you eat? will’t please your 
highness feed ? 
Tam. Why hast thou slain thine only 
daughter thus? * 
Tit. ‘Not I; "twas Chiron and Demetrius : 
ahey ravish’d her, and cut away her tongue: 
And they, ’twas they, that did her all this 


wrong. ; 
Sat. Go fetch them hither to us presently. 
ae (vbY there they are both, baked in 
hat. pie; 
Whereof thelr mother daintily hath fed, 
ating the flesh that she herself hath bred. 
"Tis true, ‘tis true; witness my knife’s sharp 
point. f Kills Tamora, 
Sat. Die, frantic wretch, for this accursed 
deed! é [sts Titus. 
ries ae the son’s eye behold his father 
eK 
There’s meed for meed, death fora deadly deed! 
Mills Satrninus, A great taal 
Facius, Marcus, and others go up 
into the balcony. 


Marc, You sad-faced men, people and sons | +And 


of Rome, - 
By uproar sever'd, like a flight of fowl 
Scatter’d by winds and high tempestuous gusts, 


(, let me teach you how to knit again 7o| Ni 


his scatter'd corn into one mutual sheaf, 
These broken limbs again into one bod 
Lest Rome herself be bane unto hersel 
And she whom mighty kingdoms courtisy to, 
Like a forlorn and desperate castaway, ‘ 
Do shameful exe@G@ef Habbiseif.Research In| 


[Act y 


But if my frosty signs and chaps of age, 

Grave witnesses of true experience, 

Cannot induce you to attend my words, 

[Zo Lncius] Speak, Rome’s dear friend, as erst 
our ancestor, ae 80 

When with his solemn tongue he did discourse 

To loye-sick Dido’s sad attending ear 

The story of that baleful burning night 

When subtle Greeks surprised King Priam’s 


TOY; s 
Tell us hat Sinon hath bewitch'd our ears, 
Or who hath brought the fatal engine in 
That gives our Troy, our Rome, the civil wound. 
My heart is not compact of flint nor steel ; 
Nor can I utter all our bitter grief, 
But floods of tears will drown my oratory, 90 
And break my utterance, even in the time 
When it should move you to attend ine most, 
Lending your kind commiseration. 
Here is a captain, let him tell the tale; 
Your hearts will throb and weep to hear him 


speak. 4 5 
Luc. Then, noble auditory, be it known to 


you, 5 

That cursed Chiron and Demetrius 

Were they that murdered ouremperor’s brother; 
And they it were that ravished our sister: 99 
For their fell faults our brothers were Deheadet: 
Our father's tears despised, and basely cozen’d 
Of that true hand that fought Rome’s quarrel 


out, 
And sent her enemies unto the grave. 
Lastly, myself unkindly banished, 
The gates shut on me, and turn’d weeping out, 
To beg relief among Rome's enemies ; 
Who drown'd their enmity in my true tears, 
id oped their arms to embrace me as a 
friend. 
Tam the turned forth, be it known to you, 109 
That have presented her welfare in my blood; 
And from her bosom took the enemy’s point, 
Sheathing the steel in my adventurous body. 
Alas, you know Iam no vaunter, 1; 
My scars can witness, dumb although they are, 
‘That my report Heine and full of truth. 
But, soft! methinks I do digress too much, 
Citing my worthless praise: O, pardon me; 
For when no friends are by, men praise them- 
selves. 
Mare. Now is my turn to speak. Beholl 
this child: 
[Pointing to the Child in the arms of aw 
2 Attendant. 
Of this was Tamora delivered ; ED 
phe issue of an irreligious Moor, 
Chief architect and alone of these woes: 
he villain is alive in Titus’ house, 
And as he is, to witness this is true. 
Now judge what cause had Titus to revenge 
These wrongs, unspeakable, past patience, 
Or more than any living man could bear. 


omans? x 
Have we done aught amiss,—show: us wheres 


And, from the place where you. behold us MONS: 


he poor Temainder of Andronici: 13 


Y ill, ‘ 5. 
es PRIBgMY lena cast us oo 


ow you have heard the truth, what say yous. 





SoENE Ut] 


‘And make a mutual closure of our house. 
Speak, {ROMANS speak; and if you say we 
shall, 
Lo, hand in hand, 
Aamil. Come, 
Rome, Sipe 
And bring our emperor gently in thy hand, 
Lucius our emperor; for well 1 know 
ithe common voice do cry it shall be so. 140 
‘All, Lucius, all hail, Rome's royal emperor! 
Mare. Go, go into old Titus’ sorrowful house, 
2, Lo Attendants. 
‘And hither hale that misbelieving Moor, 
‘vo beadjudged some direful slaughtering death, 
As punishment for his most wicked life. 
[xeunt Attendants. 


Lucius, Marcus, and the others descend. 
‘All. Lucius, all hail, Rome's gracious go- 


vernor! 
Luc. Thanks, gentle Romans: may I govern 


Lucius and I will fall. 
come, thou reverend man of 


80, 
To ea Rome's harms, and wipe away her 
woe 
But, gentle people, give me aim awhile, 
Yor nature puts me to a heavy task : 
Stand all aloof: but, uncle, draw you near, 
To shed obsequious tears upon this trunk. 
0, take this warm kiss on thy pale cold lips, 
Kissing Titus. 
These sorrowful drops upon thy blood-stain’d 


150 


‘ace, 
The last true duties of thy noble son! __ 
Marc. Tear for tear, and loving kiss for 


iss, 
Thy brother Marcus tenders on thy lips : 
(), were the sum of these that I should pay 
Countless and infinite, yet would I pay them! 
Ine. Come hither, boy; come, come, and 
learn of us 1 
To sal in showers: thy grandsire loved thee 
well: 
Many a time he danced thee on his knee, 
Sung thee asleep, his loving breast thy pillow ; 
Many a matter hath he told to thee, 
feet and agreeing with thine infancy’; 
In that respect, then, like a loving child, 
Shea yet some small drops from thy tender 
ring, 


TITUS ANDRONICUS 
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Because kind nature doth require it so : 

Friends should associate friends in grief and 
woe: I 

Bid him farewell; commit him to the graye; 

Do him that kindness, and take leave of him. 

Young Zac. O grandsire, grandsire! even 

with all my heart 

Would I were dead, so you did live again ! 

O Lord, I cannot speak to him for weeping ; 

My tears will choke me, if I ope my mouth. 


Re-enter Attendants with AARON. 


im. You sad Andronici, have done with 
woes : 
Give sentence on this execrable wretch, 
That hath been breeder of these dire events. 
LIne. Set. him breast-deep in earth, and 
famish him ; 
There let him stand, and rave, 
fool: | toe 
Tf any one relieves or pities him, 
For the offence he dies. ‘This is our doom: 
Some stay to see him fasten’d in the earth. 
‘Aar. ©, why should wrath be mute, and. 
fury dumb? : 
Iam no baby, I, that with base prayers 
{should repent the evils I have done: 
Ten thousand worse than ever yet I did | 
Would I perform, if I might haye my will: 
If one good deed in all my life I did, 
Ido repent it from my very soul. 
Inc. Some loving 
erorhence, . | |. 
And give him burial in his father’s grave : 
My father and Lavinia shall forthwith 
Be closed in our household’s monument. 
‘As for that heinous tiger, Tamora, 


and cry for 
180 


¢ ie 
friends convey the em-- 


60 | No funeral rite, nor man in mourning weeds, 


No mournful bell shall ring her burial: | 
But throw her forth to beasts and birds of: 

rey : 
Herlife was beast-like, and devoid of pity ; 
‘And, being so, shall have like want of, pity. 200+ 
See justice done on Aaron, that damn’d Moor, 
By whom our heavy haps had their beginning : 

hen afterwards, to order well the state, 


7 
Phat like events may ne'er it ruinate. [Zewnt.. 
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ROMEO AND JULIET 


DRAMATIS 


Escaus, prince of Verona. _ 
Paris, a young nobleman, kinsman to the 
prince. . 
MONTAGUE,) heads of two houses at vari- 
CAPULET, ance with each other. 
An old man, cousin to Capulet. 
osEO, son to Montague. 5 
Mercutio, kinsman to the prince, 
friend to Romeo. 
BENVOLIO, nephew to Montague, 
friend to Romeo. 
TYBALT, nephew to Lady Capulet. 
aa Foun Nop Eranciscans. 
> 
BALTHASAR, servant to Romeo. 


SAMPSON ee 
eee servants to Capulet. 


and 


and 


PROLOGUE. 


Two households, both alike in dignity, 
In fair Verona, where we lay our scene, 
From ancient grudge break to new mutiny, 
Where civil blood makes civil hands unclean. 
From forth the fatal loins of these two foes 
A pair of star-cross'd loyers take their life ; 
Whose misadventured pitcous overthrows 
Do with their death bury their parents’ strife, 
The fearful passage of their death-mark'd love, 
And the continuance of their parents’ rage, 
Which, but their children’s end, nought could 
remove, It 
Is now the two hours’ traffic of our stage ; 
The which if you with patient ears attend, 
What iets shall miss, our toil shall strive to 
mend. 


ACT I. 
Scene I. Verona. A public place. 


Enter Sampson and GRecory, of the house of 
Capulet, armed with swords and bucklers. 


Sane Gregory, o’ my word, we'll not carry 
coals. 

Gre. No, for then we shoul be colliers. 
Sam. I mean, an we be in choler, we'll 


Gre. Ay, while you live, draw your neck 
-out o’ the collar. 
m. strike quickly, being moved. 
Gre. But thou art not quick moved sto 
esearch In 
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PERSONAS 


Perex, servant to Juliet’s nurse. 
ABRAHAM, servant to Montague. 

An Apothecary. 

Three Musicians. 

Page to Paris; another Page; an Officer. 


Lapy MontaGvugE, wife to Montague. 
Laby CaAPuLet, wife to Capulet. 
JULIET, daughter to Capulet. 

Nurse to Juliet. 


Citizens of Verona; several Men and Women, 
relations to both houses; Maskers, Guards, 
Watchmen, and Attendants. 


Chorus. 
SGENE: Verona: Mantua. 


Sam. A dog of the house of Montague 
moves me. ‘ sh gent 

Gre. To move is to stir; and to be valiant is 
to stand: therefore, if thou art moved, thou 
runn’st away. 

Sam._ A dog of that house shall move me to 
stand: I will take the wall of any man or maid 
of Montague's. 

Gre. ‘hat shows thee a weak slave; for the 
weakest goes to the wall. . 

San. True; and therefore women, being 
the weaker vessels, are ever thrust to the wall: 
therefore I will push Montague’s men from the 
wall, and thrust his maids to the wall. 

Gre. The quarrel is between our masters 
and us their men, 

Sam. "Lis all one, I will show. myself a 
tyrant: when I haye fought with the men, I 
will be cruel with the maids, and cut off their 
heads. 

Gre. The heads of the maids? 28 

Sam. Ay, the heads of the maids, or thei 
maidenhea: is; take it in what sense thou wilt. 

Gre. They must take it in sense that feel it. 

Sam. Me they shall feel while I am able 
to stand: and “tis known [ am a pretty piece 
of flesh. 

Gre. "Tis well thou art not fish; if thou 
hadst, thou hadst been poor John. Draw thy 
tool; here comes two of the house of the 
Montagues, 

Sam. My naked weapon is out: quarrel, 1 
will back th 4° 


iY K thee, a 
titatee. Digi aad by eganantina run? 
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Scuny 1] 


. Fear me not. 
Pe No, marry; I fear thee! yj 
Sam. Let us take the law of our sides; let 
begin. < 
ore a will frown as I pass by, and Jet them 


take it as they list. 


Sam. Nay, as they dare. I will bite my 
thumb at them ; which is a disgrace to them, If 
they bear it. 5° 


Enter ABRAHAM and BALTHASAR. 


Abr. Do you bite your thumb at us, sir? 

Sam. I do bite my thumb, sir. f 

Abr. Do you bite your thumb at us, sir? 

Sam. [Aside to Gre.) Is the law of our side, 
if Lsay ay? 

Gre. No. , re 

Sam. No, sir, I do not bite my thumb at 
you, sir, but I bite my thumb, sir. 

Gre. Do you quarrel, sir? 

Abr. Quarrel, sir! no, sir, 60 

Sam. If you do, sir, {am for you: I serve 
as good 2 man as you. 

br. No better. 

Sam, Well, sir. 

Gre. Say ‘better:’ here comes one of my 
mastér’s kinsmen. 

Sam. Yes, better, sir. 

Abr. You lie. 

Sam. Draw, if you be men. Gregory, re- 
member thy swashing blow. [Lhey fight. 


Enter BENVOLIO. 


Ben. Part, fools! 
Put up your swords; you know not what you do. 


[Beats down their swords. 


Enter TYBALT. 


b. What, art thou drawn among these 
heartless hinds? 
Turn thee, Benyolio, look upon thy death, 
Boley ay do but keep the peace: put up thy 
word, 
Or manage it to part these men with me. 
Tyb. What, drawn, and talk of peace! I 
hate the word. é 
AsT hate hell, all Montagues, and thee: 
ave at thee, coward | [Lhey fight. 


Enter several of both houses, who join the 
Sray ; then enter Citizens, with clubs. 

First Cit. Clubs, bills, and partisans! strike! 
beat them down! 8 


i 1 
own with the Capulets! down with the Mon- 
tagues! 


Enter CaPuer in his gown, and LaDy 
CAPULET. 
Cap. What noise is this? Gi 
. a ive me my lon; 
sword, ho! eet eS 


. Cap, A crutch tw 
ae Bae ‘ rutch, a crutch! why call you 


Cap. My sword, I say! Old Montasue is 
And floufishes his Hele iMawhimnt Research | 
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‘hat most are busied when t] 
Pursued my humour not pursuing his, 


state alginany weaagely {led from me: 
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Enter Montacur and Lapy MontacvueE. 


Mon. Thou villain Capulet,—Hold me not, 
let me go. a 

Hea on. Thou shalt not stir a foot to seek 
a foe. 


Enter Prinog, with Attendants. 


Prin. Rebellious subjects, enemies to peace, 
Profaners of this neighbour-stained steel,— 
Will they not hear?) What, ho! you men, you 

5; go 


asts, ot 
That quench the fire of, your pernicious rage 
With purple fountains issuing from your veins, 
On pain of torture, from those blood hands 
Throw your mistemper’d weapons to the ground, 
nd hear the sentence of your moved prince. 
‘Three civil brawls, bred of an airy word, 
by thee, old Capulet, and Montague, 
Have thrice disturb’d the quiet of our streets, 
And made Verona’s ancient citizens 
Cast by their graye beseeming ornaments, 
To wield old partisans, in hands as old, 
Cankedd with peace, to part your canker’d 
hate 
Tf ever you disturb our streets again, 
Your lives shall pay the forfeit of the peace. 
For this time, all the rest depart away : 
You, Capulet, shall go along with me: 
And, Montague, come you this afternoon, 
To know our further pleasure in this case, 
To old Free-town, our common judgement- 
place. 
Once more, on pain of death, all men depart. 
[Exeunt all but Montague, any Mon- 
_ tague, and Benvolio. 
Mon. Who set this ancient quarrel new 
abroach? - Lit 
Speak, nephew, were you by when it began? 
Ben. Here were the servants of your ad- 


109 


versary, 4 F 

And yours, close fighting ere I did approach ; 

I drew to part them: in the instant came 

The fiery Tybalt, with his sword prepared, 

Which, as he breathed defiance to my ears, 

He swung about his head and cut the winds, 

Who nothing hurt withal hiss'd him in scorm : 

While we were interchanging thrusts and blows, 

Came pore and more and fought on part and 
part, 121 

Till the prince came, who parted either part. 

La. Mon. O, where is Romeo? saw you him 


_ to-day? 
Right glad I am he was not at this fray. 
Ben. Madam, an hour before the worshipp’d 


sun 
Peer'd forth the golden window of the east, 
A troubled mind drave me to walk abroad ; 
Where, undcraeath the grove of syeamore 
That westward rooteth from the city’s side, 
So early walking did I see your son: 130 
Towards him I made, but he was ware of me 
And stole into the covert of the wood : 
I, measuring his affections by my own, 

ey re most alone, 
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Mon. Many a morning hath he there been 

seen, mas 

With tears augmenting thef resh morning's dew, 

Adding to clouds more clouds with his deep 
sighs ; : 

But al so soon as the all-cheering sun 140 

Should in the furthest east begin to draw 

‘The shady curtains from Aurora's bed, 

‘Away from light, steals home my heavy son, 

‘And private in his chamber pens himself, 

Shuts up his windows, locks fair daylight out 

‘And makes himself an artificial night: 

Black and orlentous must this humour prove, 

‘Unless good counsel may the cause remove. 


Ben. My noble uncle, do you know the 
cause? ~ 

Mon. I neither know it nor can learn of 
him. i f 150 

Ben. Have you importuned him by any 
means? 

Mon. Both by mysclf and many other 
friends: 


Lut he, his own affections’ counsellor, 

Is to himself—I will not say how true— 

But to himself so secret and so close, 

So far from sounding and discovery, 

As is the bud bit with an envious worm, 

Ere he can spread his sweet leaves to the air, 

Or dedicate his beauty to the sun. 

Could we but learn from whence his sorrows 

grow, a2 e 160 
We would as willingly give cure as know. 
Enter ROMEO. 

Ben. See, where he comes: so please you, 
wy, SteP aside; _ 

I'll know his grievance, or be much denied. 
Mon. I would thou wert so happy by thy 


stay, 
To hear true shrift. Come, madam, let’s away. 
[Exeunt Montague and Lady. 
Bene Good morrow, cane A 
Me § the day so young? 
Hits But new padre: Si ae 
Me me! sad hours seem long. 
Was that my father that went hence so fast? 
Ben. It Wass What sadness lengthens 
Romeo's hours? 
Rom. Not having that, which, having, 


makes them short. 170 
Ben. In love? 
Rom. Out— 
Ben. Of love? 
Rom. Out of her favour, where I am in love. 


Ben. Alas, that love, so gentle in his view, 
Should be so tyrannous and rough in proof! x 
an Alas, that love, whose view is muffled 
Should, ‘without e yes, see pathway: is will! 
Where shall we ‘dine! 0) ee Vie ma 
here? 
Yet tell me not, for I have heard it all. 180 
Here’s much to do with hate, but more with 


love. 
Why, then, O brawling love! O lovi 
O any thing, of nathing first create lie ato! 


Misshapes selotot SASHA Research Inti 
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What fray was | SI 


[Acry 


Feather oe lead, bright smoke, cold fire, sick 
health ! 3 
Still-vaking sleep, that is not what it is! 
This love feel I, that feel no love in this, 
Dost thou not laugh? 
Ben. No, coz, I rather weep. 
. Good heart, at what? 
Ben. At thy good, heart’s oppression, 
Rom. Why, such is i 


18 love’s transgression, 
Griefs of mine own lie heavy in my breast, 
Which thou wilt propagate, to have it prest 
With more of thine: this love that thou hast 
shown 5! : 

Doth add more grief to too much of mine own, 
Love is a smoke raised with the fume of sighs; 
Being purged, a fire sparkling in lovers’ eyes ; 
Being vex'd, a sea nourish’d with lovers’ tears: 
What is it else? a madness most discreet, 
‘A choking gall and a preserving sweet. 
Farewell, my coz. k 

Ben. Soft! I will go along ; 
An if you leave me so, you do me wrong. 

Rom. Tut, L have lost myself; I am not 


200 


_ here; 
This is not Romeo, he’s some other where. 
Ben. ‘ell me in sadness, who is that you 


love. 
Rom. What, shall I groan and tell thee? 
en. Groan! why, no: 
But sadly tellme who. ‘ 
Tait Bid a sick man in sadness make his 
will: 
Ah, word ill urged to one that is so ill! 
Tn sadness, cousin, I do love a woman. 210 
es i ‘aim’d so near, when I supposed you 
loved. 
Rom. A right good mark-man! And she’s 
fairIlove. 
Ben, A right fair mark, fair coz, is soonest 


hit. 
Rom. Well, in that hit you miss: she'll 
_not be hit ° 
With Cupid’s arrow; she hath Dian’s wit; 
And, in strong proof of chastity well arny'd, 
Bao love's weak childish bow she lives un- 
harm’ 
She will not stay the siege of loving terms, 
Nor bide the encounter of assailing eyes, 
Nor ope her lap to saint-seducing gold: 
10) she is rich in beauty, only poor, 
That when she dies with beauty dies her store. 
Ben. Then she hath sworn that she will still 
live chaste? 
Rom. She hath, and in that sparing makes 
huge waste, 
For beauty starved with her severity 
Cuts beaut; offfrom all posterity. _ . 
She is too ‘air, too wise, wisely too fair, 
To merit bliss by making me despair: 
he hath forswom to love, and in that vow 
Do L live dead that live to tell it now. 250 
Ben. Be ruled by me, forget to think of her. 
gas O, teach me how I should forget to 


220 


Ben, By giving libert thine eyes; 
See other ely aaa rae 
PDigitzed by eGarGistthe way 
HS call TS exquisite, apeiie more! 








Scunz I] 
f masks that kiss fair ladies’ brows 
nes at us in mind they hide the fair; 


He that is strucken blind cannot forget 

The precious treasure of his eyesight lost : 

Show me a mistress that is passing fair, 

AVhat doth her beauty serve, but as a note 24x 

Where I may read who pass d that passing fair? 

Jrarewell: thou canst not teach me to forget. | 
Ben. Ill pay that doctrine, or else_die in 

debt. [Exeunt. 


Scene I. A street. 


Enter Cavuner, Parts, aid Servant. 


Cap. But Montague is bound as well as I, 
In penalty alike; and ‘tis not hard, I think, 
Vor men so old as we to keep the peace. 

Par. Of honourable reckoning are you both; 
‘And pity ’tis you lived at oddssolong. . 

But now, my lord, what say you to my suit? | 

Cap, But saying o’er what I have said 
before: 5 

My child is yet a stranger in the world; 

‘She hath not seen the change of fourteen years; 

Let two more summers wither in their pride, 10 

Fre we may think her ripe to be a bride. 

SHEER ounger than she are happy mothers 

made. 

Cap. fee! too soon marr’d are those so early 

made, 
The earth hath swallow’d all my hopes but she, 
She is the hopeful lady of my earth: 
But woo her, gentle ERTS Eee her heart, 
My will to her consent is but a part; 
‘An she agree, within her scope of choice 
Lies my consent and fair according voice. 
This night I hold an old accustom ‘d feast, 
Whereto I have invited many a guest, 
Such as I love; and you, among the store, 
One more, most welcome, makes my number 


20 


more. 
At my poor house look to behold this night 
Earth treading stars that make dark heaven 


Such comfort as do lusty young men feel 
When well-apparell’d April on the heel 
f limping winter treads, even such delight 
qunong fresh female buds shall you this night 
nherit at my house; hear all, all see, 30 
il like her most whose merit most shall be : 
Which on more view, of many mine being one 
sey stand in number, though in reckoning 
Come, go with me. [Zo Serv., givt a 
e, BO i ., giving « pauper.] 
n Go, sirrah, trudge about 2 us 
4 hrough fair Verona; find those persons out 
hose names are written there, and to them 


say, 
My house and welcome on their pleasure stay. 
Ss K [Eceunt Capulct and Paris. 
t ery. Jind them out whose names are wri 
an here! It is written, that the shoemaker 
Should meddle with his yard, and the tailor 
with his last, the fisher with his pencil, and the 
painter-with his nets; but I am sent to find 


those perso’ 1 vii 
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hath here writ. I must to the learned.—In 
good time. 


Enter BENvouto and RoMEO. 


Ben. Tut, man, one fire burns out another's 
burning, " 
One pain is Jessen’d by another’s anguish ; 
Tum giddy, and be holp by backward turning; 
One desperate grief cures with another's 
languish : 
Take thou some new infection to thy eye, 
And the rank poison of the old will die, 
Tis Your plaintain-leaf is excellent for 
hat. 
Ben. For what, I pray thee? f 
‘om. For your broken shin. 
Ben. Why, Romeo, art thou mad? 
Rom. Not mad, but bound more than a 
madman jis; 


50 


Shut up in prison, kept without my food, 
Whippd and tormented and—God-den, good 
fellow. f ; 
Serv. God gi’ god-den. I pray, sir, can you 
read? 59 
Rom. 


Ay, mine own fortune in my misery. 
‘Serv. Perhaps you have learned it without 
poo but, 1 pray, can you read any thing you 
See 

Rom. Ay, if I know the letters and the 

language. 

Serv. Yesay honestly: rest you merry! 

Rom. Stay, fellow; I can read. ads. 

*Signior Martino and his wife and daughters; 
County Anselme and his beauteous sisters ; the 
lady widow of Vitruvio; Signior Placentio and 
his lovely nieces; Mercutto and his brother 
Valentine; mine ‘uncle Capulet, his wife, and 
daughters; my fair niece Rosaline; Livia; 
Signior Valentio and his cousin Tybalt; Lucio 
and the lively Helena.’ 
‘A fair assembly: whither should they come? 


Serv. Up. 
Whither? 


Rom. 

Serv. To supper; to our house. 

Ron. Whose house? 

Serv. My master’s. 80 
. ree Indeed, I should have asked you that 

efore. 

‘Serv.. Now IIl'tell you without asking: my 
master is the great rich Capulet; und if you be 
not of the house of Montagues, I pray, come 
and crush a cup of wine. Rest you merr a 

cit. 

Ben. Atthis same ancient feast of Capulet’s 
Sups the fair Rosaline whom thou so lovest, 
With all the admire beauties of Verona: 

Go thither; and, with unattainted eye, go 
Compare her face with some that I shall show, 
And I will make thee think thy swan a crow. 
Rom. When the devont religion of mine eye 
Aisin such falsehood, then turn tears to 
fires; 
And these, who often drown’d could never die, 

Transparent heretics, be burnt for liars! 

One fairer than my love! the all-seeing sun 
Ne’er saw her match since first the world 
titutee@igitzed by eGangotri 
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Ben. Tut, you saw her fair, none else being 


by, ‘ ean : 
ised with herself in either eye: | 100 
Here hat crystal scales let there be weigh'd 
Your lady’s love against some other mai 
That 1 will show you shining at this feast 
‘And she shall scant show well that now shows 


fi. : 
noe Ll go along, no such sight to be 


ee oe lend of mine own. 
to rejoice in splendour 5 
But to re} P} |ixeunt. 


SoENE ILI. .A room in Capulet’s house. 
Enter Lapy CAruLet and Nurse. 


Ia. Cap. Nurse, where’s my daughter? 
call her forth tome. . 
Nurse. Now, by my maidenhead, at twelve 
year old, 9 
I bade her come. What, Jamb! what, lady- 


! 
God forbid! Where's this girl? What, Juliet! 
Enter JULIET. 
Jw. How now! who calls? 
Nurse. Your mother. 
Jul. Madam, I am here. 
What is your will? 


La. Cap. This is the matter :—Nurse, give 
leave awhile, 
We must talk in secret:—nurse, come back 
again ; 
Ihave remember'd me, thou’s hear our counsel. 
Thou know’st my daughter’s of a pretty age. 10 
flrs Faith, I can tell her age unto an 
hour. 
La. Cap. She’s not fourteen. 
Nurse. ‘Il lay fourteen of my teeth,— 
And yet, to my teen 
four,— t 
She is not fourteen. How long is it now 
To Lammas-tide? 
La. Cap. A fortnight and odd days. 
Nurse. Even or odd, of all days in the year, 
Come Lammas-eve at night shall she be four- 


it spoken, I have but 


teen. 
Susan and she—God rest all Christian souls !— 
Were of an age: well, Susan is with God; 
She was too good for me: but, as I said, 20 
On Lammas-eve at night shall she be fourteen; 
That shall she, marry ; I remember it well. 
*Tis since the earthquake now eleven years; 
And she was wean'd,—I never shall forget it,— 
Of all the days of the year, upon that day : 
For I had then laid wormwooil to my dug, 
Sitting in the sun under the dove-house wall ; 
My lord and you were then at Mantua :— 
Nay, I do bear a brain :—but, as I said, 
When it did taste the wormwood on the nipple 
Of my dug and felt it bitter, pretty. fool, 3r 
To see it tetchy and fall out with the dug! 
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‘Shake’ quoth the dove-house: ’twas no need, 
I trow, 

To bid me trudge: 

And since that, time it is eleven years; 


Bor then she could SR HARP Raver EHR 


[Act 


She could have run and waddled all about; 
For ever. the day before, she broke her brow : 
‘And then my husband—God be with his soul! 
‘A’ was a merry man—took up the child: 5 
Yea,’ quoth he, ‘dost thou fall upon thy face? 
Thou wilt fall backward when thou hast more 


wit; 
Wilt thou not, Jule?’ and, by my holidame, 
The pretty wretch left crying and said ‘ Ay,’ 
To sce, now, how a jest shall come about! 
J warrant, an I should live a thousand years, 
I never should forget it: ‘ Wilt thou not, Jule?’ 
quothhe; A 
And, pretty foal, it stinted and said ‘Ay, 
La. Cap. Enough of this; I pray thee, hold 
thy peace. 
Nurse. Yes, madam: yet I cannot choose 
but laugh, A" 50 
To think it should leave crying and say ‘ Ay. 
And yet, I warrant, it had upon its brow 
A bump as big as a young cockerel’s stone; 
A parlous knock; and it cried bitterly : 
‘Yea,’ quoth my husband, ‘fall’st upon thy 


‘ace ? 
Thou wilt fall backward when thou comest to 


age; wit : 
Wilt thou not, Jule?’ it stinted and said ‘Ay, 
Jul, And stint thou too, 1 pray thee, nurse, 
say I. 
Nurse. Peace, I have done. God mark thee 
tohisgrace! ' 
Thou wast the prettiest babe that e’er I nursed: 
An I might live to see thee married once, 6r 
Ihave my wish. . 
La. Cap. Marry, that ‘marry’ is the very 
theme ( 
Tcame to talk of. Tell me, daughter Juliet, 
How stands your disposition to De married? 
Jul. It isan honour that I dream not of. 
Nurse. An honour! were not I thine only 


nurse, 
I ou say thou hadst suck’d wisdom from thy 
eal 


La, Cap. Well, think of marriage now; 
younger than you, 

ere in Verona, ladies of esteem, 7° 
Are made already mothers: by my count, 
1 was your mother much upon these years, 
That you are now a maid. ‘Thus then in brief: 
The valiant Paris seeks you for his love. 

Nurse. A man, young lady! Jady, such @ 


man 
As all the world—why, he’s a man of wax. 
w. Cap. Verona’s summer hath not such a 
flower. 
Nurse. Nay, he’s a flower; in faith, a very 
flower. 
Ia. Cap. What say you? can you love the 
. Sentleman? 
This night you shall behold him_at our feast; 
Read o'er t! he volume of young Paris’ face be 
And find delight writ there with beauty’s pen 
Examine every married lineament 
feat see how one another lends content, 
perl what obscured in this fair volume lies 
ind ven in the Jnargent of ie eyes. lover 
@addicyoe iS unboun , 
FBR Ege only Sa 


lacks a cover: 








SoENE peed 
The fish lives in the sea, end ‘tis much pride 
For fair without the fair within to hide: 9° 
iphat book in many's eye doth share the glory, 
That in gold clasps locks in the golden story ; 
Go shall you share all that he doth possess, 
By having him, making yourself n0 less. 
‘Wurse. No less! nay, bigger; women grow 
by men. 
La. Cap. 
Paris’ love? : 
Jul. Vl look to like, 
move! 
But no more deep will I endart mine eye : 
Than your consent gives strength to roake it 


Speak briefly, can you like of 


if looking liking 


Enter a@ Servant. 

Serv. Madam, the guests are come, supper 
served up, you called, my young lady asked for, 
the nurse cursed in the pantry, and every thing 
in extremity. {must hence to wait; I beseech 
you, follow straight. % 

[Zeit Servant.] 


‘La, Cap. We follow thee. 
Juliet, the county stays. 

Nurse. Go, girl, seek happy nights to happy 
days. [Ecewnt. 


Sorne IV. A street. 
Enter Romeo, Mercutio, Bexvorto, with 


jive or siz Maskers, Yorch-bearers, and 
other's. 


Rom. What, shall this speech be spoke for 
our excuse? , 
Orshall we on without apology? 

Ben, ‘The date is out of such pe 
We'll have no Cupid hoodwink’d with a scarf, 
Bearing a Tartar’s painted bow of lath, 

Scaring the ladies hke a crow-keeper 5 
Nor no without-boolk: prologue, faintly spoke 
After the prompter, for our entrance: 
But let them measure us by what they will; 
Ve'll measure them a measure, and be gone. 10 
‘om. Give me a torch: Lam not for this 


_ ambling ; 
Being but heavy, I will bear the light. 
Aer, Nay, gentle Romeo, we must have 
you dance. 
‘om. NotI, believe me: you haye dancing 


_ Slloes 
With nimble soles: I have a soul of lead 
0 stakes me to the ground I cannot moye. 
us ep ass are a lover; borrow Cupid’s 
gS, 
And soar with them above a common bound. 
pe om. Lam too sore enpierced with his shaft 
© soar with his light feathers, and so bound, 20 
puncte bound a pitch above dull woe: 
nier love's heavy burden do I sink. 
es And, to sink in it, should you burden 
H 
F009 great oppression for a tender thing. 
vom. Is love a tender thing? it istoo rough, 
00 rude, too boisterous, and it pricks like 


Té love be h with y g) 
Trib sloves rough with you, be rough 
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Prick love for pricking, 2nd you beat love 
_ down. fs 

Give me a case to put my visage in: 

A visor for a visor! what care [ sh 

What curious eye doth quote deformities? 

Here are the beetle brows shall blush for me. 
Ben, Come, knock and enter ; and no sooner 


30 


in 
Dut every man betake hira to his legs. __ 
Rom. A torch for me: let wantons light of 


heart 
Vickle the senseless rushes with their heels, 
Por Tam proverb'd with a grandsire phrase; 
tl be a candle-holder, and look on. 
‘The game was nc’er so fair, 2nd I am done, 
Mer. Tut, dun’s the mouse, the constable’s 
own word; 40 
If thou art dun, we'll draw thee from the mire 
OF this sir-reverence love, wherein thou stick’st 
Up to the ears. Come, we burn daylight, hot! 
Rom. Nay, that’s not so. ‘ 
Ge 2 _I mean, sir, in delay 
We waste our lights in vain, like lamps by day. 
Take our good meaning, for our judgement sits 
Five times in that ere once in our five wits. 
Rom. And we mean well in going to this 
mask; | 
But tis no wit to go. 
Mer. Why, may one ask? 
Rom. I dreara’d a dream to-night. 
Mer. Andso did I. 50 
Rom, Well, what was yours? 
Mer. hat dreamers often lie. 
Rom. In bed asleep, while they do dream 
things true. 
Mer. “O, then, I see Queen Mab hath been 
with you. | P 
She is the fairies’ midwife, and she comes 
In shape no bigger than an agate-stone 
On the fore-finger of an alderman, 
Drawn with a team of little atomies 
‘Athwart men’s noses as they lie asleep; 
Her waskon. spokes made of long spinners’ legs, 
The cover of the wings of grasshoppers, 60 
The traces of the smallest spider's web, 
The collars of the moonshine’s watery beams, 
Ser whip of cricket’s bone, the lash of film, 
Her waggoner a small grey-coated gnat, 
Not halt so big as a round little worm 
Prick’d from the lazy finger of a maid; 
Her chariot is an empty hazel-nut 
Made by the joiner squirrel or old grub, 
Time out o’ mind the fairies’ coachmakers. 
And in this state she gallops night by night 70 
Through lovers’ brains, and then they dream of 


love; _ 
O’er courtiers’ knees, that dream on court’sies 
5 straight, é 
Over lawyers’ fingers, who straight dream on 


fee: 
O'er ladies? lips, who straight on kisses dream, 
Which oft the angry Mab with blisters plagues, 
Because their breaths with sweetmeats tainted 
are: 
Sometime she gallops o’er a courtier’s nose, 
And then dreams he of smelling out a suit; 
‘And sometime comes she with a tithe-pig’s tail 
8a 
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n dreams he of another benefice: 
Goecame she driveth o'er a soldier's neck, 
‘And then dreams he of cutting foreign throats, 
Of breaches, ambuscadoes, Spanish blades, 

Of healths five-fathom deep ; and then anon 
Drums in his ear, at which he starts and wakes, 
‘And being thus frighted swears a prayer or two 
‘And sleeps again. This is haters Mab 
That plats the manes of horses in the night, 
‘And bakes the elf-locks in foul sluttish hairs, go 
Which once untangled much misfortune bodes : 
This is the hag, when maids lie on their backs, 
‘That presses them and learns them first to bear, 
Making them women of good carriage : 
This is she— : 
Rom. Peace, peace, Mercutio, peace! 
Thou talk’st of nothing. 
Mer. True, I talk of dreams, 
Which are the children of an idle brain, 
Begot of nothing but vain fantasy, 
Which is as thin of substance as the air 
And more inconstant than the wind, who 
woos 300 
Even now the frozen bosom of the north, 
And, being anger’d, pus away from thence, 
Turning his face to the dew-dropping south. 
Ben. This wind, you talk of, 
ourselves ; 
Supper is done, and we shall come too late. | 

Rom. I fear, too early: for my mind mis- 

gives aor 
Some consequence yet hanging in the stars 
Shall bitterly begin his fearful date 
With this night's revels and expire the term 
Ofa despised life closed in my breast 
By some vile forfeit of untimely death. 

But He, that hath the steerage of my course, 
Direct my sail! On, lusty gentlemen. 
Ben. Strike, drum, [Bxeunt. 


lows us from. 


110 


Scene V. A hallin Capulet’s house. 


Musicians waiting. Enter Servingmen, with | Li 


napkins, 


First Serv. Where’s Potpan, that he helps 
not to take away? He shift a trencher? he 
scrape a trencher! 

_ Sec. Serv. When good manners shall lie all 
in one or two men’s hands and they unwashed 
too, ’tisafoulthing. | 

First Serv. Away with the joint-stools, re- 
move the court-cupboard, look to the plate. 
Good thou, save mea piece of marchpane ; and, 
is thou lovest me, let the porter let in Susan 
Grindstone and Nell. Antony, and Potpan! 

Sec. Serv. Ay, boy, ready. 

, Hirst Serv. You are looked for and called 
for, asked for and sought for, in the great 
ay = ; 

_ Sec. Serv. We cannot be here and there too. 
Cheerly, boss be brisk awhile, and the longer 
diver take all. 


Enter CaPutet, with JULIET and others of his 
house, meeting the Guests and Maskers. 
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Unplagued with corns will have a bout with 
you. : 

Ah ha, my mistresses ! which of you all 

Will_ now deny 


to dance? she that makes 


lainty, ‘ 
She, I’ll swear, hath corns; am I come near 
ye now? 
Welcome, gentlemen! I have seen the day 
That I have worn a visor and could tell 
A whispering tale in a fair lady’s ear, 
Such as would please: ’tis gone, tis gone, "tis 


gone : i . 
Youare welcome, gentlemen! Come, musicians, 


play. 
A hall, a hall! r 
Music plays, and they dance, 
More light, you knaves ; and turn the tables up, 
And quench the fire, the room is grown too hot, 
Ah, sitrah, this unlook’d-for sport comes well. 
Nay, sit, nay, sit, good cousin Capulet ; 
For you and fare past our dancing days: 
How long is’t now since last yourself and I 
Were in a mask? : 
Sec. Cap. By’r lady, thirty years. 
Cap. What, man! ‘tis not so much, ’tis not 
_ so much: i * 
"Tis since the nuptial of Lucentio, 
Come pentecost as quickly as it will, 
Some five and twenty years; and then we 
mask'd. | : 
Sec. Cap. “Lis more, "tis more: his son is 
_ elder, sir; 40 
His son is thirty. 
Cap. Will you tell me that? 
His son was but.a ward two years ago, | 
Rom. [toa Sereinaman| Whatlady is that, 
which doth enrich the hand 
Of yonder knight? 
Serv. Lknow not, sir. 
ones o she doth teach the torches to burn 
righ 
It seems she hangs upon the cheek of night 


in room! and foot it, girls, 


ike a rich jewel in an Ithiope’s ear; 

Beauty too rich for use, for earth too dear! 

So shows a snowy dove trooping with crows, 

As yonder lady o'er her fellows shows. st 

The measure done, I’ll watch her place of stand, 

st tonchiag hers, make blessed my rude 
hand. 

Did my heart love till now? forswear it, sight! 

For he’er saw true beauty till this night. 

ies This, by his voice, should be a Mon- 

ague. 

mea me my rapier, boy. What dares the 
slave ‘ 

Come hither, cover'd with an antic face, 
ro fleer and scorn at our solemnity? 
Now, by the stock and honour of my kin, 

To strike him dead I hold it not a sin. 
Cap. Why, how now, kinsman! wherefore 
storm on so? A 
Tyb.. Uncle, this is a Montague, our foe, 
A villain that is hither come in spite, 
0 Scorn at our solemnity this night. 
Cap. Young Romeo is it? 2 
yb. Tis he, that villain Romeo. 


60 


of p Weleone, gentlon ent ladies thai have, ya Bi giapens yes ese let him alones 


ntleman ; 











Scexz V} 
‘And, to say truth, Verona brags of him 

To be a yirtuous and well govern’d youth: 
{would not for the wealth of all the town 
Here in my house do him disparagement: 
Therefore ‘be patient, take no note of him: 
Ttis my will, the which if thou respect, 
Show a fair presence and put off these frowns, 
An ill-beseeming semblance for a feast. 

Tyb. At fits, when such a villain is a guest : 
L'il not endure him. 

Cap. He shall be endured: 
What, goodman boy! I say, heshall: go to; 
Am | the master here, or you? go to. Bo 
You'll not endure him! 

soul ! 


God shall mend my 

You'll make a mutiny among my guests! 
You will set cock-a-hoop! you ‘It be the man! 

Tyb. Why, wnele, “tis a shame. 

Cap. a3 _ _Go to, go to; 
You are a saucy boy: is’ so, indeed? 
This a may chance to scathe you, I know 

what : 

You must contrary me! marry, ‘tis time. 


qo 


Well said, my hearts! You are a princox ; £0: 
Be quict, or—More light, more light! For 
shame! t 
Ll make you quict. What, cheerly, my 
hearts! — Ch 
Tyb. Patience perforce with wilful choler 
meeting 3 2 
Makes my flesh tremble in their different 
ifrecting. i A 
Iwill withdraw : but this intrusion shall 


Now seeming sweet convert to bitter gall. [2zit. 
ftom. [Zo uliel) If 1 profane with my un- 
worthiest hand 
This holy shrine, the gentle fine is this: 
lips, two blushing pu gHTas ready stand 
To smooth that rough touch with atender kiss. 


Jul. Good pilgrim, you do wrong your hand 
too much, 
Which mannerly devotion shows in this ; 
For saints have hands that pilgrims’ hands do 
ior 


touch 
nae palm to palm is holy palmers’ kiss, 
born : nae not saints lips, and holy 
Jul. Ay, pilgrim, lips that they must use in 
R prayer. 
‘om. ©, then, dear saint, let lips do what 
hands do; 
re Pray, grant thou, lest faith tum to 
air. 
Jul, Saints do not move, though grant for 
Te prayers’ sake. 
Ti ae moye not, while my prayer’s effect 
Thus from my li in i 
y lips, by yours, my sin is purged. 
Tul. hen have my lips the sin that they 
have. took. 110 
oceen from my lips? O trespass sweetly 
Give m in agai 
Ta e my sin again. 





You kiss by the book. 
Nurse. Madam, your mother craves a word 
with you. 
ther 3 


Rom. “What is her mo 
Nurse. CC-0 Kashmir esencth, | 
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| Wer mother is the lady of the house, 

| And a good lady, and a wise and virtuous: 

L nursed her daughter, that you talk’d withal; 

T tell you, he that can lay hold of her 

Shall have the chinks. 
Rom. Is she a Capulet? 

O dear account! my life is my foe's debt. 120 
Ben. Away, be gone; the sport is at the 


est. 
Rom. Ay, so I fear; the more is my unrest. 
Cap. Nay, gentlemen, prepare not to be 


sone ; 
We fave 2 trifling foolish banquet towards. 
Is it e’en so? why, then, I thank you all; 
{ thank you, honest gentlemen; good night. 
More torches here! Come on then, let’s to bed. 
‘Ah, sirrah, by my fay, it waxes late: 
Dll to my rest. 


[Zceunt all but Juliet and Nurse. 


Jul. Come hither, nurse. What is yond 
gentleman? ( serpents 

Nise. ‘The son and heir of old Tiberio. 

ae Whegs he that now is going out of 
door 

Nurse. Marry, that, I think, be young Pe- 
trucio. 


Jul. What’s he that follows there, that 
would not dance? 
Nurse. I know not. S 
Jul. Go, ask his name: if he be married, 
My grave is like to be my wedding bed. 
Wurse. Hisnameis Romeo, anda Montague; 
The only son of your great ener 
Jul. My only love sprung from my only 
hate! 140 
Too early seen unknown, and known too late! 
Prodigious birth of love it is to me, 
That { must love a loathed enemy. , 
Nurse. What’s this? what’s this? 
A. rhyme I learn’d even now 
withal. [One calls within 
‘Juliet.’ 





Jul. 
Of one I danced 


Nurse. | Anon, anon! 
Come, Ict’s away; the strangers all aE gone. 


Lacunt. 
ACT IL. 
PROLOGUE. 


Enter Chorus. 
Chor. Now old desire doth in his death-bed lie, 
And young affection gapes to be his heir; 
That fair for which love groan’d for and would 


ie, 
With tender Juliet matclrd, is now not fair. 
Now Romeo is beloved and loves again, 
Alike bewitched by the charm of looks, 
But to his foe supposed he must complain, 
‘And she steal love’s sweet bait from fearful 
hooks: 
Being held a foe, he may not have access 9 
‘Yo breathe such vows as lovers use to swear ; 
And she as much in love, her means much less 
To meet her new-beloved any where: 
But pasion lends them power, time means, to 
meet, 
‘Tempering extremities with extreme sweet. 
stitute. Digitzed by eGangotri ‘ 
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Sognel. A lane by the wall of Capulet's 
orchard. 


Enter Romeo. 
Rom. Can I go forward when my heart is 


ere? 
back, dull earth, and find thy centre out. 
iuoehinbs the wall, and leaps down within it. 


Enter Bexvouio and MERcUTIO. 
. Romeo! mycousinRomeo! |. 
Ter. ; _, Heis wise; 
‘And, on my life, hath stol'n him home to bed. 
Ben. Heran this way, and leap’d this orchard 


wall: 
‘all, good Mercutio. ‘ 
e Me ee Nay, I'll conjure too. 
Pomeo! humours! madman! passion! lover! 
‘Appear thou in the likeness of a sigh: 
Speak but one rhyme, and I am satisfied ; 
Cry but ‘Ay me!’ pronounce but ‘love and 
‘dove ;’ . E 10 
Speak to my gossip Venus one fair word, 
One nick-name for her purblind son and heir, 
Young Adam Cupid, he that shot so trim, 
When King Cophetua loved the beggar-maid ! 
He heareth not, he stirreth not, he moveth not; 
The ape is dead, and 1 must conjure him. 
I conjure thee by Rosaline’s bright eyes, 
By her high forehead and her scarlet lip, 
By her fine foot, straightleg and quivering thigh 
And the demesnes that there adjacent lie, 20 
That in thy likeness thou appear to us! 
Tas An if he hear thee, thou wilt anger 
him. 
Mere This cannot anger him: ’twould anger 
him 
To raise a spirit in his mistress’ circle 
Of some strange nature, letting it there stand 
‘Till she had laid it and conjured it down ; 
That were some spite : my invocation 
Is fair and honest, and in his mistress’ name 
I conjure only but to raise up him. 
Bae Come, he hath hid himself among these 
: rees, E 
To be consorted with the humorous night: 
Blind is his love and best befits the dark. 
Mer. If love be blind, loye cannot hit the 


mark. 
Now will he sit under a medlar tree, 
And wish his mistress were that kind of fruit 
As maids call medlars, when they Jaugh alone. 
O, Romeo, that she were, O, that she were 
An open et cetera, thou a poperin pear! 
Romeo, good night: I’ll to my truckle-bed ; 
‘This field-bed is too cold for me to sleep : 
Come, shall we go? 
Ben, Go, then; for ’tis in vain 
To seek him here that means not to be found. 
[Ezecunt. 


4o 


Scene ll. Capulet’s orchard. 
Enter Romeo. 


Rom. He jests at scars that neyer felt a| H. 


wound, 
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[Act y 


But, soft! what light through yonder window 
breaks? Es B 

Itis the east, and Julict is the sun. 

‘Arise, fair sun, and kill the envious moon, 

Who is already sick and pale with grief, 

That thou her maid art far more fair than she: 

Be not her maid, since she is envious ; 

Her vestal livery is but sick and green 

And none but fools do wear it; cast it off, 

It is my lady, O, itis my love! a 

O, that she knew she were ! 

She speaks, yet she says nothing : what of that? 

Her eye discourses ; I will answer it. 

lam too bold, ’tis not to me she speaks : 

Two of the fairest stars in all the heaven, 

Having some business, do entreat her eyes 

To twinkle in their spheres till they return, 

What if her eyes were there, they in her head? 











The brightness of her cheek would shame those 


stars, 5 
As div fight doth.aJamp ; her eyes in heaven 20 
Would through the airy region stream so bright 
That Wie would sing and think it were not 
night. 
See, how she Jeans her cheek upon her hand! 
O, that I were a glove upon that hand, 
That I might touch that cheek ! 
ul. Ay me! 
Ms She speaks: 
O, speak again, bright angel! for thou art 
As glorious to this night, being o’er my head, 
As is a winged messenger of heaven 
Unto the white-upturned wondering eyes 
Of mortals that fall back to gaze on him 30 
When he bestrides the lazy-pacing clouds 
And sails upon the bosom of the air. 
Jul. O Romeo, Romeo! wherefore art thou 
Romeo? 
Deny thy father and refuse thy name ; 
Or, if thou wilt not, be but sworn my love, 
And I'll no longer be a Capulet. 
Rom. [Aside] Shall I hear more, or shall I 
Cee at this? 
Jul. "is but thy name that is my enemy 
Thou art thyself, though not a Montague. 


° | What’s Montague? it is nor hand, nor foot, 40 


Nor arm, nor face, nor any other part 
Belonging toaman. O, be some other name! 
What’s in a name? that which we call a rose 
By any other name would smell as sweet; 
So Romeo would, were he not Romco call’d, 
Retain that dear perfection which he owes 
Without that title. Romeo, dot! thy name, 
And for that name which is no part of thee 
Take all myself, 

Rom. I take thee at thy word: 
Call me but love, and I'll be new baptized; 5° 
Henceforth I never will be Romeo. 

Jul. What man art thou that thus be 

screen’d in night 
So stumblest on my counsel? 
‘om. By a name 

Iknow not how to tell thee who Iam: 
My name, dear saint, is hateful to myself, 

use it is an enemy to thee; 
at Lit written, I would tear the word. dred 
ute iqiican paxcangont drunk a hun 








Scunu 11) 
Of that ioe utterance, yet I know the 
sound : 
Art aan not Romeo and a Montague? 60 
“Rom. Neither, fair saint, if either thee dis- 
like. “ 
sid. How camest thou hither, tell me, and 
wherefore? A : 
The orchard walls are high and hard to climb, 
‘And the place death, considering who thou art, 
Tfany of my kinsmen find thee here. | 
Rom. With love’s light wings did I o’er- 
perch these walls; 
or stony limits cannot hold love out, 
And what love can do that dares love attempt ; 
‘Therefore thy kinsmen are no let to me. 
Jul. Te hey do see thee, they will murder 


thee. ace eee eile 
Tom. Alack, there lies more peril in thine eye 
Than twenty of their swords: look thou but 
sweet, Fi “2 . 
And Lam proof against their enmity. 
Jul. I would not for the world they saw 
thee here. 
Rom. I have night's cloak to hide me from 
their sight; 
And but thou love me, let them find me here: 
My life were better ended by their hate, 
Than death prorogued, wanting of thy love. 
Jul. By whose direction found’st thou out 
this place? ; 
Rom. By love, who first did prompt me to 
inquire; 80 
He lent me counsel and I lent him eyes. 
Lam no pilot; yet, wert thou as far 
As that vast shore wash’d with the farthest sea, 
I would adventure for such merchandise. 
Jul, Thou know’st the mask of night is on 
my face, 
Else would 2 maiden blush bepaint my cheek 
For that which thou hast heard me speak to- 


night. 
Fain would I dwell on form, fain, fain deny 
What I have spoke: but farewell compliment ! 
ost thou love me? I know thou wilt say 


AY, go 
And I will take thy word : yet, if thou swear'st, 
hou mayst prove false; af lovers’ perjuries, 
They say, Jove laughs. O gentle Romeo, 
é thou dost love, pronounce it faithfully: 
tf if thou think’st I am too nicky won, 
ll frown, and be perverse and say thee nay, 
10 thou wilt woo; but else, not for the world. 
A truth, fair Montague, I am too fond, 
4 pia tteretore thou mayst think my *haviour 
But trust me, gentleman; I'll prove more true 
han those that have more cunning to be 
I Strange, 101 
rou have been more strange, I must 
S, 
But that thou overheard 'st, ere I was ware, 
ay eee love's passion : therefore pardon me, 
Wis not impute this yielding to light love, 
hich the dark night hath so discovered. 
Thee Lady, by yonder blessed moon I swear 
a. Hips with silver all these fruit-tree tops— 
wl. O, swear not by the moon, the incon- 
stant moon, CC-0 Kashmir Research | 
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That monthly changes in her circled orb, 10 
Lest that thy love prove likewise variable. 

Rom. What shall I swear by? 

Jul. Do not swear at all; 
Or, if thou wilt, swear by thy gracious self, 
Which is the god of my idolatry, 

And I'll believe thee. 
Rom. If my heart’s dear love— 
pe Well, do not swear: although I joy in 
thee, 
Lhave no joy of this contract to-night: 
It is too rash, too unadvised, too sudden ; 
Too like the lightning, which doth cease to be 
Ere one can say ‘lt lightens.’ Sweet, good 
night! 120 
This bud of love, by summer’s ripening breath, 
May prove a beauteous flower when next we 
meet. 
Good night, goo night! as sweet repose and 
Test 
Come to thy heart as that within my breast ! 
Rom. _O, wilt thou leave me so unsatisfied? 
Jul. What satisfaction canst thou have to- 
night? . 

Rom. The exchange of thy love's faithful 

vow for mine. 3 : 

Jul. I gave thee mine before thou didst 

request it: . 
And yet I would it were to give again. 
Rom. Wouldst thou withdraw it? for what 
purpose, love? re 130 

Jul. But to be frank, and give it thee again. 

And yet I wish but for the thing I have: 
My bounty is as boundless as the sea, 
My love as deep; the more I give to thee, 
The more I have, for both are infinite. 

— .., LMaurse calls within. 
I hear some noise within ; dear love, adieu ! 
Anon, good nurse! Sweet Montague, be true. 
Stay buta little, I will come again. (Exit, above. 

Rom. O blessed, blessed night! I am afeard, 
Being in night, all this is but a dream, 140 
Too flattering-sweet to be substantial. 


Re-enter TUL1ET, above. 


Jul, Three words, dear Romeo, and good 
night indeed. 
Tf that thy bent of love be honourable, 
Thy purpose marriage, send me word to-morrow, 
By one that L’ll procure to come to thee, 
Where and what time thou wilt perform the 


rite; 
And all my fortunes at hy foot I'll lay 
And follow thee my lord throughout the world. 
Nurse. [Within] Madam! 
Jul, I come, anon.—But if thou mean’st 
not well, 150 
I do beseech thee— 

Nurse. [Within] Madam! 

Jul. : By and by, I come :— 
To cease thy snit, and leave me to my grief: 
‘To-morrow will I send. 

Rom. So thrive my soul— 

Jul. A thousand times good ” ht! 

exit, above. 

Rom. A thousand times the worse, to want 

stitute: lsgttzed by eGangotri 
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Love goes toward love, as schoolboys from their 


ooks, r 

y hool with heavy 

Buttloy ra) from love, toward scl Hod 
Re-enter JULIET, above. 

Jul. Hist! Romeo, hist! 0, for a falconer’s 


yoice, i 
To lure this tassel-gentle back again! 160 
Bondage is hoarse, and may not sneak aloud B 
Else would I tear the cave where i ho lies, 
‘And make her airy tongue more hoarse than 


mine, i 
With repetition of my Romeo's name. 
Rom. lt is my soul that calls upon my 
name: : 
How silver-sweet sound lovers’ tongues by 
night, : 
Like softest music to attending ears! 
Jul. Romeo! 
Rom. My dear? f 
Jul. At what o'clock to-morrow 
Shall I send to thee? ; 
‘om. At the hour of nine. - 
Jul. I will not fail: "tis twenty years till 
then. ms 170 
Lhave forgot why I did call thee back. 
Rom. Let me stand here till thou remember 


it. 
On Ishall forget, to have thee still stand 
there, 
Remembering how I love thy company. 
His eu Ill still stay, to have thee still 
orget, 
Forgetting any other home but this. 
Jul. “Tis almost morning; 1 would have 
thee gone: 
And yet no further than a wanton’s bird ; 
Who lets it hop a little from her hand, 
Like a poor prisoner in his twisted gyves, 
And with a silk thread plucks it back again, 
So doving jealous of his liberty. 
Rom. I would I were ye id, 
Jul. 7 ‘ weet, so would I: 
Yet I should kill thee with much cherishing. 
Good night, good night! parting is such sweet 


180 


Sorrow, 
That I shall say good night till it be morrow. 


[Zxit above. 
Rom. Sleep dwell upon thine eyes, peace in 
thy breast! 


Would Iwere sleep and peace, so sweet to rest! 

Hence will I to my ghostly father’s cell, 

His help to crave, and my dear hap to tell. 190 
[Lxit. 


Sorne I. Friar Lawrence's cell. 
Enter Frtar LAvRENCE, with a basket. 
Pri. L.. The grey-eyed morn smiles on the 

frowning night, 


cheque Hag the eastern clouds with streaks of 
“ht, 


li 
And Heeked darkness like a drunkard reels 
Krom Berth day’s pat and Titan's fiery wheels: 
ie a ing ey: 
The ane in sun vance his burning eye, 
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With baleful weeds and precious-juiced flowers. 
The earth that’s nature’s mother is her tom). 
What is her burying grave that is her womb, ' 
‘And from her womb children of divers kind’ 
We sucking on her natural bosom find, 

Many for many virtues excellent, 

None but for some and yet all different, 

O, mickle is the powerful grace that lies 

In herbs, plants, stones, and their true qualities: 
Yor nought so vile that on the earth doth live ” 
But to the earth some special good doth give, 
Nor aught so good but strain’d from that fair 


use 

Revolts from true birth, stumbling on abuse: 
Virtue itself turns vice, being misapplied; — 21 
And yice sometimes by action dignified. 
Within the infant rind of this small flower 
Poison hath residence and medicine power : 
For this, being smelt, with that part cheers each 


part ; { 
Being tasted, slays all senses with the heart, 
Two such opposed kings encamp them still 
Tn man as well as herbs, grace and rude will; 
And where the worser is predomingtt, 
Full soon the canker death eats up that plant. 


Enter Romeo. 


Rom._ Good morrow, father. ; 

Fri. L. Benedicite! 
What early tongue so sweet saluteth me? 
Young son, it argues a distemper'd head 
So soon to bid good morrow to thy bed: 
Care keeps his watch in every old man’s eye, 
And where care lodges, sleep will never lie; , 
But where unbruised youth with unstuffd brain 
Doth couch his limbs, there golden sleep doth 


3r 


Teign: 
Therefore thy earliness doth me assure 
Thou art up-roused by some distemperature ; 40 
Or if not so, then here I hit it right, 
Our Romeo hath not been in bed to-night. 
Rom. That last is true; the sweeter rest was 
mine. 
Fri. LZ. God pardon sin! wast thou with 
Rosaline? ; 
Rom. With Rosaline, my ghostly father? 


no 
Thive forgot that name, and that name's woe. 
Fri. I. That’s my good son: but where 
hast thou been, then ? i A 
Rom. I'll tell thee, ere thou ask it me again. 
have been feasting with mine enemy, 
Where on asudden one hath wounded me, 5° 
That’s by me wounded : both our remedies 
Within thy oe and holy physic lies : 
T bear no hatred, blessed man, for, lo, 
My intercession likewise steads my foe. 7 
oie Zs aa plain, good son, and homely in 
_, thy drift; ; 
Riddling confession finds but riddling shrift. 
Rom. Then plainly know my heart's deat 
love is set 
On the fair daughter of rich Capulet : 
As mine on hers, so hers is set on mine; 
Andall combined, save what thou must cores 


ns bine 
cheer and night's dank de - 5 5 
I must up-All ibtnaekagerorigsea ol ins RRA aRRPeiaKey adiemanitivhere and Pov, 
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Y'll tell thee as we pass ; but this I pray, 
That thou consent to marry us to-day. 
Fri. L. Holy Saint Francis, what a change 

is here! . 

Js Rosaline, whom thou didst love so dear, 

So soon forsaken? young men's love then lies 

Yot truly in their hearts, but in their eyes. 

Jesu Maria, what a deal of brine , 

Hath wash'’d thy sallow checks for Rosaline! 7o 

How much salt water thrown away in waste, 

To season love, that of it doth not taste! 

The sun not yet thy sighs from heaven clears, 

Thy old groans ring yet in my ancient ears; 

Lo, here upon thy cheek the stain doth sit 

Ofan old tear that is not wash’d off yet: 

Tfe’er thou wast thyself and these woes thine, 

Phou and these woes were all for Rosaline : 

Andart thou changed? pronounce this sentence 
then, 

Women may fall, when there’s no strength in 
men. ; 80 

Rom, Thou chid’st me oft for loving Rosa- 


you. O, he is the courageous captain of com- 
ements. He fights as you sing prick-song, 
keeps time, distance, and proportion ; rests me 
his minim rest, one, two, Baie third in your 
bosom: the very butcher of a silk button, a 
duellist, a duellist; a gentleman of the very 
first house, of the first and second cause: ah, 
te immortal passado! the punto reverso! the 
hai! 
Ben. The what? pmeks 

_ Mer. The pox of such antic, lisping, affect- 
ing fantasticocs; these new tuners of accents! 
By Jesu, a very good blade! avery tall man! 
a very good whore!’ Why, isnot this a lament- 
able thing, pracy that we should be thus 
afflicted with these strange flies, these fashion- 
mongers, these perdona-mi's, who stand so much 
on the new form, that they cannot sit at ease on 
the old bench? 0, their bones, their bones! 


Enter Romeo. 


Ben. Here comes Romeo, here comes Romeo. 

Mer. Without his roe, like a dried herring : 
O flesh, flesh, how art thou fishified! Now 1s 
he for the numbers that Petrarch, flowed in: 
Laura to his lady was but a kitchen-wench; 
marry, she had a better love tolbe rhyme her; 
Dido a dowdy; Cleopatra a gipsy; Helen and 
Hero hildings and harlots; Thisbe a grey eye or 
so, but not tothe purpose. Signior Romeo, bon 
jour! there’s a French salutation to your 
french slop. You gave us the counterfeit 
fairly last night. 

Rom. Good morrow to you both. What 
counterfeit did I give you? _ 5° 

Mer. The slip, sir, the slip; can you not 
conceive ? - : 

Rom. Pardon, good Mercutio, my business 
was great; and in such a case as mine @ man 
may strain courtesy. 

Mer, ‘Chat’s as much as to say, such a case 
as yours constrains a man to bow in the hams. 

‘om. Meaning, to court’sy. |. 

Mer. Thou hast most kindly hit it. 

Rom. A most courteous exposition. 60 

Mer. Nay, Lam the very pink of courtesy. 

Rom. Pink for flower. 

Mer. Right. 

Rom. Why, then is my pump well flowered. 



















ine. 
Fri, L. For doting, not for loving, pupil 
mine. 
Rom, And bad’st me bury love. | 
Fri. L. _ Not ina grave, 
To lay one in, another out to have. 
Rom. I pray thee, chide not: she whom I 
love now 
Doth grace for grace and love for love allow ; 
The other did not so. 
Fri. Ln O, she knew well 
Thy love did read by rote and could not spell. 
But come, young waverer, come, go with me, 
In one respect L’ll thy assistant be; 90 
For this alliance may so happy prove, 
To turn your households’ rancour to pure love. 
Rom. O, let us hence; I stand on sudden 


haste. 
Fri. I, Wisely and slow ; they stumble that 
run fast. [E£xeunt. 
Sornr IY. A street. 
Enter Bexvor1o and MERcurIO. 


Mer, Where the devilshould this Romeo be? 
Came he not home to-night? 
Ben. Not to his father’s; I spoke with his 


man. _Mer. Well said: follow me this jest now 
Mer, Ah, that same pale hard-hearted wench, | till thou hast worn out thy pump, that when 
that Rosaline, the single sole of it is worn, the jest may 


remain after the wearing sole singular. 

Rom. Osingle-soled jest, solely singular for 
the singleness! 7° 

Mer, Come between us, good Benvolio; my 
wits faint. 

Rom. Switch and spurs, switch and spurs ; 
or I’ll cry a match. 2 

Mer. Nay, if thy wits run the wild-goose 
chase, I have done, for thou hast more of the 
wild-goose in one of thy wits than, [am sure, I 
have in my whole five: was I with you there 
for the goose? 

Rom. Thou wast never with me for any 
thing when thou wast not there for the goose. 
Mer. I will bite thee by the ear for that 


afitlite. Digitzed by eGangotri 


‘orments him so, that he will sure run mad. 
ne ‘en. Tybalt, the kinsman of old Capulet, 
ath sent a letter to his father’s house. 
Mer. A challenge, on my life. 
‘en, Romeo will answer it. 
i ee aut man that can write may answer a 
Te 10 
1 Ben. Nay, he will answer the letter’s master, 
how he dares, being dared. 
st ae cr, Alas, poor Romeo! heisalready dead; 
' abbed with a white wench’s black eye; shot 
of grough the ear with a love-song; the very pin 
of his heart cleft with the blind bow-boy’s butt- 
ue and is he a man to encounter Tybalt? 
e en. Why, what is Tybalt? 
Mer. More tha@@:hkeshreitsreéseardall 
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Rom. Nay, good goose, bite not. _ os 
Mer. Thy wit is a very bitter sweeting; it is 
a most sharp sauce. 4 
ftom. And is it not well served in to a sweet 
‘oose ? ; 
o ler. O, here’sa wit of cheveril, that stretches 
from an inch narrow to an ell broad! 4 
Rom. I stretch it out for that word ‘ broad ; 
which added to the goose, proves thee far and 
wide a broad goose. : or 
Afer. Why, is not this better now than 
groaning for Tove? now art thou sociable, now 
art thou Romeo; now art thou what thou art, 
by aré as well as by nature: for this drivelling 
love is like a great natural, that runs lolling up 
and down to hide his bauble in a hole, 
Ben. Stop there, stop there, . 
Mer, Thou desirest me to stop in my tale 
against the hair. 100 


Ben. Thou wouldst else have made thy tale 
large. ‘ 
Aer, O, thou art deceived; I would have 


made it short: for I was come to the whole 
depth of my tale; and meant, indeed, to oc- 
cupy the argument no longer. 

Hom. Here’s goodly gear! 


Enter Nurse and Peter. 


Mer. A sail, asail! 

Ben. Two, two; ashirt and a smock, 

Nurse. Peter! 110 

Peter, Anon! 

Nurse. My fan, Peter, 

Mer. Go 
fan’s the fairer face. 

Nurse. God ye good morrow, gentlemen. 

Mer. God ye good den, fair gentlevoman. 

Nurse, Is it good den? 

Mer. ?Tis no less, I tell you, for the bawdy 
hand of the dial is now upon the prick of noon. 

Wurse. Out upon you! whata man are you q 

Rom. One, gentlewoman, that God hath 
made for himself to mar. 

WVurse. By my troth, itis well said 3 ‘forhim- 
self to mar,’ guoth 2? Gentlemen, can any of 
you tell me where I may find the young Romeo? 

Rom. I can tell you; but young Romeo will 
be older when you have found him than he was 


when you sought him: I am the youngest of | }; 


that name, for fault of a worse. 

Nurse. You say well. 330 
., Wer. Yea, is the worst well? very well took, 
Y faith; wisely, Rely 

Nurse. If you be he, sir, I desire some con- 
fidence with you. 

Ben. She will indite him to some supper. 

Mer, awl, a bawd, abawd! Soho!- 

Rom. What hast thou found? ‘ 

Mer. No hare, sir; unless a hare, sir, in a 
lenten pie, that is something stale and hoar ere 
it be spent, [Sings. 

An old hare hoar, A4t 
And an old hare hoar, 
Is very good meat in lent: 
But'a hare that is hoar 
Is too much for a Score, 
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Romeo, will you come to your father’s? we} 
to dinner, thither, 

Rom. Iwill follow you. ; 

Mer. Hare wel ancieny lady ; farewell, [sing- 
ing| * y, Jady, lady. - 151 
ing] "lady, [ Peeunt Mercutio and Benvotio, 

Nurse. Marry, farewell! I prey you, sir, 
what saucy merchant was this, that was so full 
of his ropery ? 

Rom. A gentleman, nurse, that loves to hear 
himself talk, and will speak more in a minute 
than he will stand to in a month, : 

Yurse. An 2’ speak any thing against me, 
I'll take him down, an a’ were lustier than he 
is, and twenty such Jacks; and if I cannot, I'Il 
find those that shall. Seurvy kne F 
none of his flirt-gills; Iam none of his skains- 
mates. And thou must stand by too, and 
suticr every knave to use me at his pleasure ? 

Peter. I saw no man use you at his pleasure: 
if I had, my weapon should quickly have been 
out, I warrant you: I dare draw as soon as an- 
other man, if I see Occasion in a good quarrel, 
and the law on my side. 169 

Nurse. Now, afore God, Iam so vexed, that 
every part about me quivers. Scurvy knaye! 
Pray you, sir, a word: and as I told you, my 
young lady bade me inquire you out; what she 

ade me say, I will Heath to myself :, but first let 

me tell ye, if ye should lead her into a fool's 
paradise, as they say, it were a very gross kind 
of behaviour, as they say ; ‘or the gentlewoman 
is young; and, therefore, if you should deal 
double with her, truly it’were an ill thing to 
be offered to any gentlewoman, and very weak 
dealing. 181 

fiom. Nurse, commend me to thy lady and 
mistress. I protest unto thee— 

Wurse. Good heart, and, i’ faith, I will tell 
her as much: Lord, Lord, she will be a joyful 
woman. ; 

Rom. What wilt thou tell her, nurse? thou 
dost not mark me. 

Nurse. Twill tell her, sir, that you do pro- 
Bat which, as I take it, is a gentlemanlike 
0 














_ fom. Bid her devise 191 
Some means to come to shrift this afternoon ; 
And there she shall at Friar Laurence’ cell 

¢ shrived and married. Here is for thy pains, 
No, truly, sir; nota penny, 
Go to; I say you shall. 
Nurse, This afternoon, sir? well, she shall 
be there. 
Rom. And stay, good nurse, behind the 
. abbey wall: 199 
Within this hour my man shall be with thee, 
nd bring thee cords made like a tackled stair; 
Which to the high top-gallant of my joy 
Must be my convoy in the secret night. 
darewell; be trusty, and Dll quit thy pains ; 

Farewell ; commend me to thy mistress, 

Nurse. Now .God in heaven bless thee! 
Hark vou, sir, 
Rom. What say’st thou, my dear nurse ? 


‘urse. Is your man Secret? Did you neer 
hear say, 
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Rom. I warrant thee, my man *s as true 
as steel. x i 210 
Nurse. Well, sir; my mistress is the sweetest 
Jady—Lord, Lord! when twas a little prating 
thing:—O, there is a nobleman. in town, one 
Paris, that would fain lay knife aboard; but 
she, good soul, had as lief see a toad, a very 
toad, as sce him. I anger her sometimes and 
tell her that Paris is the properer man; but, 
[ll warrant you, when I say so, she looks as 


pale as any clout in the versal world. Doth 
not rosemary and Romeo begin both with a 


letter? cr 220 

Rom. Ay, nurse; what of that? both with 
an_ Rt. 

Nurse. 
R is for the. 
other lette! H 
tentious of it, of you and rosemary, that it 
would do you good to hear it. 

Rom. Commend me to thy lady. | 

Nurse. Ay, a thousand times. [Zit Romeo.) 


Ah, mocker! that’s the dog’s name ; 
No; L know it begins with some 
and she hath the’ prettiest sen- 








Peter! 330 
Pet, Anon! 
Nurse. Peter, take my-fan, and go before, 
and apace. | Exeunt. 


SceNE Y. Cupulet’s orchard. 
Enter Juier. 


Jul. The clock struck nine when I did send 
the nurse ; 
Tn half an hour she promised to return. 
Perchance she cannot meet him : that’s not so. 
, she is lame! love’s heralds should be 
thoughts, 
Which ten times faster glide than the sun's 
_ beams, 
Driving back shadows over louring hills : 
Therefore do nimble-pinion’d doves draw love, 
And therefore hath the wind-swift Cupid wings. 
Now is the sun upon the highmost hill 
Of this day’s journey, and from nine till twelve 
Ts three long hours, yet she is not come. It 
Had she aticctions and warm youthful blood, 
She would be as swift in motion as a ball; 
My words would bandy her to my sweet love, 
And his to me: 
+But old folks, many feign as they were dead; 
nwvieldy, slow, heavy and pale as lead. 
O God, she comes ! : 


Enter Nurse and PErEn. 


_O honey nurse, what news? 
Hast thou met with him? Send thy man away. 
Nurse. Peter, stay at the gate. | Hzit Peter. 
Jul. Now, good sweet nurse,—O Lord, why 
look’st thou sad? ar 
hough news be sad, yet tell them merrily; 
£ good, thou shamest the music of sweet news 

y playing it to me with so sour a face. 
Nurse. Iam a-weary, give me leave awhile: 
Me, how my bones ache! what a jaunt have 
had! 

Jul. I would thou hadst my bones, and I 
thy news. 
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Nay, come, I pry thee, speak; good, good 
nurse, speak. 
Nurse. 
awhile? 
Do you not see that I am out of breath? 50 
Jul. How art thou out of breath, when thou 
hast breath 
To say to me that thou art out of breath? 
The excuse that thou dost make in this delay 
Is longer than the tale thou dost excuse. 
Ts thy news good, or bad? answer to that; 
Say either, and I'll stay the circumstance: 
Let me be satisfied, is’t food or bad? = 
Nurse. Weil, you have made a simple 
choice ; you know not how to choose a mnan: 
Jtomeo! no, not he; though his face be better 
than any man’s, yet his leg excels all men’s; 
and for a hand, and a foot, and a body, though 
they be not to be talked on, yet they are past 
compare: he is not the flower of courtesy, but, 
Til warrant him, as gentle as alamb. Go thy 


esu, what haste? can you not stay 


ways, wench; serve God. What, have you 
dined at home? 
Jul. No, no: but all this did I know before. 


What says he of our muuriage? what of that? 
Nurse. Lord, how my head aches! what a 
head have I! : 
It beats as it would fall in twenty pieces. 50 
My ia o’ t? other side,—O, my back, my 
AUK 
Beshrew your heart for sending me about, 
To catch my death with jaunting up and down! 
Jul. ie faith, I am sorry that thou art not 
well. 
Sweet, sweet, sweet nurse, tell me, what says 
my loye? z 
Nurse. Your love says, like an honest genitle- 
man, and a courteous, and a kind, anda hand- 
some, and, I warrant, a virtuous,—Where is 
your mother? _ 
Jul, Where is my mother! why, she is 
within ; 60 
Where should she be? How oddly thou repliest! 
‘Your love says, like an honest gentleman, 
Where is your mother ?’ 
Nurse. O God's lady dear! 
Are you so hot? marry, come up, | trow ; 
Is this the poultice for my aching bones? 
Henceforward do your messages yourself. 
Jul. Here’s such a coil! come, what says 
Romeo? 
Nuwrse. Have you got leave to go to shrift 
to-day? : 
Jul. Ihave. 
Nurse. Then hie you hence to Friar Lau- 
rence’ cell; 70 
There stays a husband to make you a wife: 
Now comes the wanton blood up in your 
cheeks, 
They’ll be in scarlet straight at any news. 
Hie you to church; 1 must another way, 
To fetch a ladder, by the which your love 
Must climb a bird’s nest soon wer it is dark: 
Lam the drudge and toil in your delight, 
But you shall bear the burden soon at night. 
Go; I'll to dimmer; hie you to the cell. 79 
Jul. Hie to high fortune! Honest nurse, 
titutérBigltzed by eGangotri [Exeunt, 





710 
Scene VI. Friar Lawrence's cell. 


Enter Frrarn LAURENCE and RoMEo. 


Fri. I. So smile the heavens upon this 
holy act, . - 
That after hours with sorrow chide us not! 

Rom. Amen, amen! but come what sorrow 


can, . 5 
Tt cannot counteryail the exchange of joy 
That one short minute gives me in her sight : 
Do thou but close our hands with holy words, 
Then love-devouring death do what he dare ; 
It is enough I may Dut call hermine. 
fri. L. These violent delights have violent 


ends 
And in their triumph die, like fire and powder, 
Which as they kiss consume: thie sweetest 

honey es Ir 
Ts loathsome in his own deliciousness 
And in the taste confounds the appetite : 
Therefore love moderately ; long love doth 803 
Too swift arrives as turdy as too slow. 


Enter JULIET. 
Here comes the lady ; O, so light a foot 
Will ne’er wear out the everlasting flint; 
A lover may bestride the gossamer _ 
That idles in the wanton summer air, 
And yet not fall; so light is vanity. 
Jw. Good even to my ghostly confessor, 
Fri. Z. Romeo shall thank thee, daughter, 
for us both. 
ul. As much to him, else is his thanks too 
much. 

Rom, Ah, Julict, if the measure of thy joy 
Be heap'd like mine and that thy skill be more 
To blazon it, then Sweeten with thy breath 
This neighbour air, and Jet rich music's tongue 
Unfold the imagined happiness that both 
Receive in either by this dear encounter. 

Jul. Conceit, more rich in matter than in 

words, 
Brags of his substance, not of ornament : 
They ore but beggars that can count their 
worth ; 
But my true love is grown to such excess 
I cannot sum up sum of half my wealth, 
Fri. I, Come, come with me, and we will 
make short work ; 
For, by your leaves, you shall not stay alone 
‘Till holy church incorporate two in: one. 
[Exeunt. 


20 


ACT II. 
ScenEI. A public place. 


Enter Mercurio, BENvorio, Page, and 
Servants, 
Ben. 


I pray thee, good Mercutio, let’s retire : 
The dey is hot, the Capulets abroad, 

And, we meet, we shall not scape a brawl]; 
For now, these’ hot days, is the mad blood 


stirring, 

er. ‘Chou art like one of those fellows that 
when he enters the confines of a tavern claps me 
us sword upon the table and says ‘God send 


: ! Your worship in that sens may 
me no need of thee (and ex the APaueA ch! inctiite Dintaaldi dyaecenee 
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the second cup draws it on the drawer, when 
indeed there is no need. ra 

Ben. AmLlike such a fellow? 

Mer. Come, come, thou art as hot a Jack in 
thy mood as any in Italy, and as soon moved 
to be moody, and as soon moody to be moved, 

Ben. And what to? 

Mer. Nay, an there were two such, we 
should have none shortly, for one would kill 
the other. Thou! why, thou wilt quarrel with 
a man that hath a hair more, or a hair less, in 
his beard, than thou hast: thou wilt quarrel 
with a man for cracking nuts, having no other 
reason but because thou hast hazel eyes: what 
eye but such an eye would spy out such a 
quarrel? Thy head is as full of quarrels as an 
egg is full of meat, and yet thy head hath been 
beaten as addle as an egg for quarreling : thou 
hast quarrelled with a man for coughing in the 
street, because he hath wakened thy dog that 
hath lain asleep in the sun: didst thou not fall 
out with a tailor for wearing his new doublet 
before Easter? with another, for tying his new 
shoes with old riband? and yet thou wilt tutor 
me from quarreling ! 

Ben. An I were so apt to quarrel as thou 
art, any man should buy the fec-simple of my 
life for an hour and a quarter, | 

Mer. The fee-simple! O simple! 

Ben. By my head, here come the Capulets, 

Mer. By my heel, I care not. 


Enter TYBALT and others. 
Lyb. Follow me close, for I will speak to 
them. x - 40 
Gentlemen, good den: a word with one of you, 
Afer. And but one word with one of us? 
couple it with something; make it a word and 
a blow. 
_Lyb. You shall find me apt enough to that, 
sir, an you will give me occasion. , 
Mer, Could you not take some occasion 
without giving? 
Tyb. Mercutio, thou consort’st with Ro- 


i Consort! what, dost thou make us 
minstrels? an thou make minstrels of us, look 
to hear nothing but discords: here’s my fiddle- 
stick; here’s that shall make you dance. 
*Zounds, consort! 

Ben. We talk here in the public haunt of 


men; 
Either withdraw unto some private place, 
And reason coldly of your grievances, 
Or else depart; here all eyes gas on us, 
Mer. Men's eyes were made to look, and let 
them gaze; 
I will not budge for no man’s pleasure, I. 


Enter Romeo. 
Tyb, Well, peace be with you, sir: here 


comes my man. 
PUG But L'il be hang’d, sir, if he wear your 
livery : 


60 
Marry, go before to field, hell be your 


i We . 
EVOL 1 him ‘man. 
ee can afford 








Sczny 1] 
<o better term than this,—thou art a villain. 
aes Tybalt, the reason that I have to love 
thee ee 
Doth much excuse the appertaining rage 
7o such a grecting : villain am I none; 
Therefore farewell; I see thou know’st me not. 
Boy, this shall not excuse the injuries 
That thou hast done me; therefore turn and 
draw. ie. 7° 
Rom. Ido protest. I never injured thee, 
But love thee better than thou canst devise, 
Ti]l thou shalt know the reason of my love: 
‘And so, good Capulet,—which name I tender 
“As dearly as my own,—be satisfied. ee 
Mer. O calm, dishonourable, vile submission ! 
Alla stoccata carries it away. (Draws. 
Tybalt, you rat-catcher, will you walk? 
Tyo. What wouldst thou have with me? 79 
Mer. Good king of cats, nothing but one of 
your nine lives; that I mean to make bold 
wWithal, and, as you shall use_me hereafter, 
dry-beat the rest of the eight. Will you pluck 
your sword out of his pilcher by the ears? make 
haste, lest mine be about your ears ere it be out. 
yb, Lam for you. (Drawing. 
Rom. Gentle Mercutio, put thy rapier up. 
Mer. Come, sir, your passado, Lehey filet. 
Rom. Draw, Benvolio; beat down their 
weapons. E 
Gentlemen, for shame, forbear this outrage! 
pebalt, Mercutio, the prince expressly hath gr 
Forbidden bandying in Verona streets : 
Hold, Tybalt! good Mercutio! 
[Tybalt under Romeo's arn stabs Mercutio, 
and flies with his followers. 
Mev. Tam hurt. 
A plague 0’ both your houses! I am sped. 
Is he gone, and hath nothings 
Ben. What, art thou hurt? 
Mer, Ay, ay, a scratch, a scratch; marry, 
tis enough, 
Whereis my page? Go, villain, fetch a surgeon. 
[Pett Page. 
Rom. Courage, man; the hurt cannot be 
much. 
Mer. No, ’tis not so deep as a well, nor so 
wide as a church-door; but ’tis enough, “twill 
Serve; ask for me to-morrow, and you shall find 
Mca grave man. [am peppered, L warrant, for 
this world. A plague o’ both your houses! 
Zounds, a dog, a rat, a mouse, a cat, to scratch 
a man to death! a braggart, a rogue, a yillain, 
that fights by the book of arithmetic! Why the 
evil came you between us? I was hurt under 
your arm, 
Rom. I thoueht all for the best. 109 
Mer. llelp me into some house, Benvolio, 
Or Tshall faint. A plague o’ both your houses! 
hey have made worms’ meat of me: I have it, 
And soundly too: your houses! 
LExeunt Mercutio and Benvolio. 
Ron. This gentleman, the prince's near ally, 
My very friend, hath got his mortal hurt. 
In my ehalf ; my reputation stain'd 
With Tybalt’s slander,—Lybalt, that an hour 
ath been my kinsman! O sweet Juliet, 
hy beauty hath made me effeminate 


And in my temperggitendasHair Reedarc 
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Re-enter BENVOLIO. 


Bow AW Romeo, Romeo, brave Mercutio’s 
ead! 
That gallant spirit hath aspired the clouds, 
Which too untimely here did scorn the earth. 
Rom. This day’s black fate on more days 
doth depend ; 
This but begins the woe others must end. 
Ben. Here comes the furious Tybalt back 
again. E 
Rom. Alive, in triumph! and Mercutio 
slain! 3 
Away to heaven, respective lenity, 
And fire-eyed fury be my conduct now! 


Re-enter TYBALT. 


Now, Tybalt, take the villain back again, 139 

That late thou gavest me; for Mercutio’s soul 

Is but a little way above our heads, 7 

Staying for thine to pea him company: 

Lither thou, or I, or both, must go with him. 
Zyb. Thou, wretched boy, that didst consort 

him here, 
Shalt with him hence. 


Rom. This shall determine that. 
[Lhey fight; Tybalt falls. 
Ben. Romeo, away, be gone! 


The citizens are up, and Tybalt slain. 
Stand not amazed: the prince will doom thee 
death, 
Té thou art taken; hence, be gone, away! 
Rom. O, Iam fortune’s fool! 
Ben, Why dost thou stay? 
[Laxit Romeo. 


149 


Enter Citizens, &c. 


First Cit. Which way ran he that kill'd 
Mercutio? 
Tybalt, that murderer, which way ran he ? 
Ben. ‘There lies that Tybalt. 
Hirst Cit. _ Up, sir, go with me; 
I charge thee in the prince's name, obey. 


Enter Prince, attended ; MONTAGUE, CAPULET, 
their Wives, and other's. 


Prin. Where are the vile beginners of this 
Tay 
Ben. O noble prince, I can discover all 
The une manage of this fatal brawl: 
There lies the man, slain by young Romeo, 
That slew thy ana, brave Mercutio. 
La, Cap. 
child! ; 
O prince! O cousin! husband! 0, the blood 
isspilt | 3 
Of my cear kinsman! Prince, as thou art true, 
For blood of ours, shed blood of Montague. 
O cousin, cousin! 
Prin. Benvolio, who began this bloody fray? 
Ben. Tybalt, here slain, whom Romeo's 
hand did slay; 
Romeo that spoke him fair, bade him bethink 
How nice the quarrel was, and urged withal 
Your high displeasure : all this uttered 160 
Wane gcntle breath, calm look, knees humbly 
ow'd, 


d, 
itkedupcaadnbetanruly spleen 


150 
'ybalt, my cousin ! O my brother's 


772 


Of Tybalt deaf to peace, but that he tilts 

With piercing steel at bold Mercutio’s breast, 

Who, all as hot, turns deadly point to point, 

And, with a martial scorn, with one hand beats 

Cold death aside, and with the other sends 

Tt back to Tybalt, whose dexterity 

Retorts it: Romeo he cries aloud, 

‘Hold, friends! friends, part!’ and, swifter than 
his tongue, nee i 170 

His agile arm beats down their fatal points, 

And “twixt them rushes; underneath whose 
arm = 

An envious thrust from Tybalt hit the life 

Of stout Mercutio, and then Tybalt fled ; 

But by and by comes back to Romeo, 

Who had but newly entertain’d revenge, 

And to’t they go like lightning, for, ere I 

Could draw to part them, was stout Tybalt 


slain, 
And, as he fell, did Romeo tum and fly. 
This is the truth, or Jet Benvolio die. 189 
La. Cap. Heisakinsman to the Montague; 
Affection makes him fuse; he speaks not true: 
Some twenty of them foughtin t his black strife, 
And all those twenty could but kill one life. 
I beg for justice, which thou, prince, must 


give; fy 
Romeo slew Tybalt, Romeo must not live. 7 
Prin. Romeo slew him, he slew Mercutio ; 
Who now the price of his dear blood doth owe? 
‘fon. Not Romeo, prince, he was Mercutio’s 
friend ; 
His fault concludes but what the Jaw should 


end, 190 
The life of Tybalt. 
Prin, And for that offence 
Inmediately we do exile him hence: 
{ haye an interest in your hate’s procecding, 
My blood for-your rude brawls doth lie a- 
bieeding ; 
But Vilamerce you with so strong a fine 
That you shall all repent the Joss of mine: 
Iwill be deaf to pleading and excuses; 
Nor tears nor prayers shall purchase outabuses : 
Therefore use none: let Romeo hence in haste, 
Else, when he’s found, that hour is his last. 
Bear hence this body and attend our will: | 2or 
Mercy but murders, pardoning those that kill, 
Lxeunt. 


Scene ll. Capulet’s orchard. 
Enter Junie. 


Jul. Gallop apace, you fiery-footed steeds, 
Towards Phabus lo ging : such a waggoner 
As Phaethon would whip you to the ¥ 
And bring in cloudy nighé i unediately, 
pureed thy close curtain, lov forming night, 
That runaways’ eyes may wink, and Romeo 
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With thy black mantle; till strange love, grown 
bold, 


> ; 
ink true love acted simple modesty, 
pulls night; come, Romeo; coine, thon day in, 
ight ; . 3 

For thou wilt lie upon the wings of night 

Whiter than new show on a raven’s back, 

Come, gentle night, come, loving, black-brow'd 
night, 20 

tive me my Romeo; and, when he shall die, 

Take him and cut him out in little stars, 

And he will make the face of heaven so tine 

‘That all the world will be in love with night 

And pay no worship to the garish sun, 

O, [have bought the mansion of a love, 

But not possess'd it, and, though J am sold, 

Not yet enjoy’d : so tedious is this day 

s the night before some festival 

an impatient child that hath new robes 30 

And may not wear them. O, here comes my 
nurse, 

And Bis brings news; and every tongue that 
speaks 

But Romeo's name speaks heavenly eloquence. 


Enter Nurse, with cords. 
Now, nurse, what news? What hast thou there? 
the cords 
That Romeo bid thee fetch? 
Nurse. 












Ay, ay, the cords, 
[Throws them down. 

Jul. Ay me! what news? why dost thou 

wring thy hands? 
Nurse. Ah, well-a-day | he’s dead, he’s dead, 
he’s dead! 

Weare undone, lady, we are wnidone! 
Alack the day! he’s gone, he’s kill'd, he’s dead! 

Jul, Can heaven be so envious? 

Nurse, Romeo can, 40 
Though heaven cannot: O Romeo, Romeo! 

ho ever would have thought it?’ Romeo! 

Jul. What devil art thou, that dost torment 

Inc thus? ; 

his torture should be roar'd in dismal hell. 
Hath Romeo slain himself? say thou but ‘I, 
And that bare vowel ‘I? shall poison more 
Than the death-darting eye of cockatrice : 
Lam not I, it there be such an ls 
Or those eyes shut, that make thee answer ‘I.’ 
If he beslain, say ‘I’; or if not, no: 50 
Brief sounds determine of my weal or woe. 

Wurse. I saw the wound, f saw it with mine 


1 


eyes,— 
God save the mark !—here 
A piteous corse, a bloody 
Pale, pale as ashes, all be 
Allin gore-blood ;'I swounded at the sight. 
Jul. O, break, my heart! poor bankrupi, 
break at once! 
To prison, eyes, ne'er lool on liberty! 


on his manly breast: 
pitcous corse ; 
aub'd in blood 


Leap to these arms, untalk’d of and unseen. Vile earth, to earth resien = i ere; 
Bee pe dothets ernarous mules 5 and thou and omen prs a iesecy ea i 60 
A 2S+ OF, v und, AVurse, fybalt, ‘Ty est frie! 
Ie best agrees vi this ‘ Cone ei mA x0 ae fi O Tybalt, ybalt, the best friend I 
ou sober-suited matron, all in b O courteous Tybalt! 
Pea me how to lose a winning match, That ever I should coe Gisodead 1 
laid for a pair of stainless maidenhoods : Jul. What Bip) m ist is th: f blows so con- 
my unmann’é blapd daHAGiRBs lands, Ihstitutanpigiized by SSR YOH 








ScENE It] 
Js Romeo slaughter'd, and is Tybalt dead? 
My dear-loved cousin, and my dearer lord? 
Then, dreadful trumpet, sound the general 
doom! 
For who is living, if those two are gone?. 
Nurse. Tybalt is gone, and Romeo banished ; 
Romeo that kill’d him, he is banished. 70 
Jul. O God! did Romeo's hand shed Ty- 
balt’s blood? ; 
Nurse. Iv did, it did; alas the day, it did! 
Jul. O serpent heart, hid with a flowering 
face! 
Did ever dragon keep so fair a cave? 
ea tyrant! fiend angelical! 
OV 





feather'd raven! wolyish-ravening lamb! 
Despised substance of divinest show ! 
Just opposite to what thou justly seem’st, 
A damned saint, an honourable villain ! 
© nature, what hadst thou to do in hell, 
When thou didst bower the spirit of a fiend 
Tn mortal paradise of such sweet flesh 7 
Was ever book containing such vile matter 
So fairly bound? , that deceit should dwell 
Tn such a gorgeous palace | 
Nurse. There’s no trust, 
No faith, no honesty in men; all perjured, 
‘All forsworn, all naught, all dissemblers. 
Ah, where’s my man? give me some aqua vite : 
These griefs, these woes, these sorrows make 
me old. 
Shame come to Romeo! 
ul. Blister'd be thy tongue 90 
Por such a wish! he was not born to shame: 
Upon his brow shaine is ashamed to sit; 
For ‘tis a throne where honour may be crown'd 
Sole monarch of the universal earth. 
O, what a beast was I to chide at him! 
Nurse, Will you speak well of him that 
kill'd your cousin? | 3 
Jul, Shall I speak ill of him that is my 
husband? 
Ah, poor my lord, what tongue shall smooth 
thy name, 
When J, thy three-hours wife, have mangled it? 
But, wherefore, villain, didst thou kill my 
cousin ? r 100 
kilfd my 


80 





That villain cousin would have 
husband : ‘ 3 

Back, foolish tears, back to your native spring ; 

Your tributary drops belong to woe, 

Which you, mistaking, offer up to joy. 

My husband lives, that Tybalt would have 


slain; 
And Tybalé’s dead, that would have slain my 
husband : 
All this is comfort; wherefore weep I then? 
Gloag ord there was, worser than ‘T'ybalt’s 
leath, 
That murder'd me: I would forget it fain ; 
ut, O, it presses to my memory, 10 
Like damned guilty deeds to sinners’ minds : 
ybalt is dead, and Romeo—banished ;” 
That ‘banished,’ that one word ‘banished,’ 
path slain ten thousand ‘Tybalts. Tybalt’s 
leath 
Was woe enough, if it had ended there : 
Or, if sour woe delights in fellowship 
And needly will TeGalNbshithioResedesh In 
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Why follow’d not, when she said ‘ Tybalt’s 
dead,’ 

Thy father, or thy mother, nay, or both, 279 

Which modern lamentation might haye moved? 

But with a rearward following Tybalt’s death, 

‘Romeo is banished,’ to speak that word, 

Ts father, mother, Tybalt, Romeo, Juliet, 

‘Allslain} all dead. ‘Romeo is banished !” 

There is no end, no limit, measure, bound, 

In that word’s death; no words can that woe 
sound. 

Where is my father, and my mother, nurse? 

Nurse. Weeping and wailing over Tybalt’s 

corse: 

Will you go to them? IJ will bring you thither. 

Jul. Wash they his wounds with tears: 

mine shall he spent, 13¢ 

When theirs are dry, for Romeo’s banishment. 

Take up those cords; poor ropes, you are be- 
guiled, 

Both you and T; for Romeo is exiled: 

He made you for a highway to my bed; 

But I, a maid, die maiden-widowed. 

Come, cords, come, nurse; 1’ll to my wedding- 


edd; 
And death, not Romeo, take my maidenhead! 
Nurse. Hie to your chamber: I'll find 
Romeo ‘ 
To comfort you: I wot well where he is. 
Hark ye, your Romeo will be here at night: r40 
Til to him; he is hid at Laurence’ cell. 
Jul. O,find him! give this ring to my true 
knight, 4 
And bid him come to take his last farewell. 
[Lxeunt. 


ScenEIIL Friar Lawrence's cell. 
Enter FRIAR LAURENCE. 


Fri. L. Romeo, come forth; come forth, 
thou fearful man; 
Affliction is enamour'd of thy parts, 
And thou art wedded to calamity. 


Enter Romeo. 


Rom. Father, what news? what is the 
prince’s doom? 
What sorrow craves acquaintance at my hand, 
That I yet know not? 
Fri. DL. Too familiar 
Is my dear son with such sour company: 
I bring thee tidings of the prince’s doom, 
Rom. What less than dooms-day is the 
prince’s doom? | 
Nits ie A gentler judgement vanish'd from 
is lips, 10 
Not bodys 's death, but body's banishment. 
Rom. Ha, banishment! be merciful, say 
‘death ;” 
For exile hath more terror in his look, 
Much mere than death: do not say ‘banish- 
ment. 
wa Bs Hence from Verona art thou ban- 
ished : 
Be patient, for the world is broad and wide. 
‘Rom. Thereisno world without Verona walls, 
But purgatory, torture, hell itself. 


ieeececignisbeliy woanhgbfrpm the world, 


V4 
d world’s exile is death: then banished, 20 
feiathmie-term'd :calling death banishment, 
Thou cutt’st my head off with a golden axe, 
‘And smilest upon the stroke that murders me. 
‘Fri. L. O deadly sin! O rude unthankful- 


ness! P 
Thy fault our law calls death; but the kind 
prince, 5-3 Eee 
Taking thy part, hath rush’d aside the law, _ 
‘And turn'd that black word death to banish- 
ment: are 
This is dear mercy, and thou seest it not. 
Pom. "Lis torture, and not mercy: heaven 
is here, 
Where Julict lives; and every cat and dog 30 
And little mouse, every unworthy thing, 
Live here in heaven and may look on her ; 
But Romeo may not: more yalidity, 
More honourable state, more courtship lives 
In carrion-flies than Romeo: they may seize 
On the white wonder of dear Juliet’s hand 
And steal immortal blessing from her lips, 
Who, even in pure and vestal modesty, 
Still blush, as thinking their own kisses sin ; 
But Romeo may not ; he is banished ; 40 
Flies may do this, but I from this must fly : 
They are free men, but I am banished 
And say’st thou yet that exile is not death ? 
Hadst thou no poison mix’d, no sharp-ground 





knife, 
No sudden mean of death, thoughne’erso mean, 
But ‘banished’ to kill me ?—*' banished’? 
O friar, the damned use that word in hell; 
Howlings attend it: how hast thou the heart, 
Being a divine, a ghostly confessor, 
A sin-absolver, and my friend profess'd, 
To mangle me with that word * banished’? 
Fri. L. Thou fond mad man, hear me but 
speak a word. — 
Rom._0O, thou wiltspeakagain of banishment, 
Fri. L. I give thee armour to keep off 
that word ; 
Adversity’s swect milk, philosophy, 
To comfort thee, though thou pa pee 
Rom. Yet ‘banished’? Hang up philosophy! 
Unless philosophy can make aulice 
Displant a town, reverse a prince's doom, 
It helps not, it prevails not: talk no more. 
Fri. L, 6, th 


ears. 
Rom. How should they, when that wise 
men_haye no eyes? 
Fri. Let me dispute with thee of thy 
estate. 
Rom. Thou canst not speak of that thou 
_ dost not feel : 
Wert thou as young as I, Juliet thy love, 
An hour but married, Tybalt murdered, 
Doting like me and like me banished, 
Then mightst thou speak, then mighist ‘thou 
tear thy hair, 
And fall upon the ground, as I do now, 
Taking the measure of an unmade grave. — 70 
2 “ (Knocking within. 
Fri. LZ. Arise; one knocks; good Romeo, 
hide thyself. 
om. Not 1; unless the breath of heart- 
sick groans, CC-0 Kashmir Research | 
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Mist-like, infold me from the search of eyes, 
[enockin . 
Fri. L. Hark, how they knock! Who's 
there? Romeo, arise; g 
Thou wilt be taken. Stay awhile! Stand up; 
_, Knocking, 
Run to my study. By and by! God’s will, 
What simpleness is this! I come, I come! 
[Knocking 
Who knocks so hard? whence come you} 
what’s your will? = 
Nurse. [Within] Let me come in, and you 
shall know my errand ; 
I come from Lady Juliet. 
Ivi. L. 





Welcome, then. 


Enter Nurse. 
Nurse. O holy friar, O, tell me, holy friar, 
Where is my lady’s lord, where’s Romeo? 
Lyi. LZ. There on the ground, with his own 
tears made drunk. | Ms 
Nurse. O, he is even in my mistress’ case, 
Just in her case! O woful sympatliy ! 
Piteous predicament! Even so lies she, 
BID HeUne and weeping, weeping and blub- 
ering. 
Stand up, stand up; stand, an you bea man: 
Yor Juliet’s sake, for her sake, rise and stand ; 
Why should you fall into so deep an 0? 90 
Rom. Nurse! 
Nwrse._ Ah sir! ah sir! Well, death’s the 
end of all. 
ae ; Spakest thou of Julict? how is it with 
her? 
Doth she not think me an old murderer, . 
ow have stain’d the childhood of our joy 
With blood removed but little from her own? 
Where is she? and how doth she? and what 
says 
My conceal'd lady to our cancell’d love? 
Nwirse. O, she says nothing, sir, but weeps 
and weeps ; 99 
And now falls on her bed ; and then starts up, 
And Tybalt calls; and then on Romeo cries, 
And then down falls again. 
om. As if that name, 
Shot from the deadly level of a gun, 
id murder her; as that name’s cursed hand 
Murder’d her kinsman, 0, tell me, friar, tell 
me, 
In what vile part of this anatomy 
Doth my name lodge? tell me, that I may sack 
The hateful mansion. Drawing his sword. 
Livi. L. Hold thy desperate hand : 
Art thou a man? thy form cries out thou art: 
Thy tears are womanish; thy wild acts denote 
The unreasonable fury ofa beast: ur 
nsecmly woman in a seeming man! 
Or ill-beseeming beast in seeming both! 
Thou hast amazed me: by my holy order, 
I thought thy disposition better temper'd. 
ast thou slain Tybalt? wilt thou slay thyself? 
And slay thy lady too that lives in thee, 
By doing damne hate upon thyself? 
W hy ca st thou on thy birth, the heaven, and 
arty 


State BuO AG bepeRaAgSrgerth, all three 


8 





Scenu 111] 
In thee at once; which thou at once wouldst 


lose. 
Fie, fic, thou shamest thy shape, thy love, thy 


wi 

Which, like a usurer, abound'st in all, 

And usest none in that true use indeed ; 
Which should bedeck thy shape, thy love, thy 


wit: 
Thy noble shape is but a form of wax, 
Digressing from the valour of a man ; 
Thy. dear love sworn but hollow perjury, 
Killing that love which thou hast vow'd to 
cherish ; 
Thy wit, that ornament to shape and love, 130 
Mis-shapen in the conduct of them both, 
Like powder in a skilless soldier's flask, 
Ts sct a-fire by thine own ignorance, 
‘And thou dismember‘d with thine own defence. 
‘What, rouse thee, man! thy Juliet is alive, 
For whose dear sake thou wast but ee dead; 
‘There art thou. happy: Tybalt would kill thee, 
But thou slew’st ‘Cybalt; there art thou happy 


too: 
The law that threaten’d death becomes thy 





friend 
And turns it to exile; there art thou happy: 140 
A pack of bless! lights upon thy back ; 
Happiness cour’ 


hee in her best array ; 
But, like a misbehaved and sullen wench, 
Thou pout'st upon thy fortune and thy love : 
Take heed, take heed, for such die miserable. 
Go, get thee to thy love, as was decreed, 
Ascend her chamber, hence and comfort her: 
But look thou stay not till the watch be set, 
For then thou canst not pase to Mantua ; 
Where thou shalt liye, till we can find atime 150 
To blaze your marriage, reconcile your friends, 
Beg pardon of the prince, and call thee back 
With twenty hundred thousand times more 


joy 2 
Than thou went’st forth in lamentation. 
Go before, nurse; commend me to thy lady ; 
And bid her hasten all the house to bed, 
Which heavy sorrow makes them apt unto: 
Romeo is coming. 

Nurse. O Lord, I could have stay’d here all 

the night 
To hear good counsel: O, what learning is! 260 
My lord, Til tell my lady you will come. 
tom. Do so, and bid my sweet prepare to 


chide. 

Nurse, Here, sir, a ring she bid me give 
, you, sir; 
Mie you, make haste, for it grows very Tate. 

racit. 
Baths , How well my comfort is revived by 

his | 
Fri. L. Go hence; good night; and here 


.., Stands all your state: 
Either be gone efore the watch be set, 
Or by the break of day disguised from hence : 
Sojourn in Mantua ; Ill find out your man, 
And he shall signify from time to time 
Every good hap to you that chances here: 
Give me thy hand; ’tis late: farewell; good 

night, 
Rom. But that a joy past joy calls out on 


me, CC-0 Kashmir Research In 
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It were a grief, so brief to part with thee: 
Farewell. : [Eceunt. 


ScenE LV. <A room in Capulet’s house. 
Enter Caruet, LApy CApunet, and Paris. 


Cap. Things have fall’n out, sir, so un- 
luckily, 

That we have had no time to move our daughter: 
Look you, she loved her kinsman Tybalt dearly, 
And go did I:—Well, we were born to die. 
*Tis very late, she Il not come down to-night : 
I promise you, but for your company, 
I would have been a-bed an hour ago. 

Par. These times of woe atford no time to 


woo. 
Madam, good night: commend me to your 
daughter. e 
La. Cap. I will, and know her mind carly 
to-morrow ; ; 10 
To-night she is mew’d up to her heaviness. 
Cap. Sir Paris, I will make a desperate 
tender 
Of ay child’s love: I think she will be ruled | 
In al peabens by me; nay, more, I doubt it 
not. 
Wife, go you to her ere you go to bed; 
GReTL her here of my son Paris’ love; 
‘And bid her, mark you me, on Wednesday 
st— 


nes 
But, soft! what day is this? 


li". Monday, my lord. 
Cap. Monday! ha, ha! Well, Wednesday 
is too soon, 
Q’ Thursday let it be: o’ Thursday, tell her, 20 
She shall be married to this noble carl. 
Will yes be ready? do you like this haste? 
Wel keep no great ado,—a friend or two; 
For, hark you, 'tybalt being slain so late, 
It may be thought we held him carelessly, 
Being our kinsman, if we revel much : 
Therefore we’ll have some half a dozen friends, 
And there an end. But what say you to Lhurs- 


day? 

Par: My lord, I would that Thursday were 
to-morrow. 

Othe Well, get you gone: o’ Thursday be it, 
then. it 30 

+o you to Julict ere you go to bed, 

Prepare her, wife, against this wedding-day. 

Farewell, my lord. Light to my chamber, ho! 

Afore me! it is so very very late, 

That we may call it early by and by. 


Good night. [Exeunt. 


ScENE V. Capulet’s orchard. 
Enter Romeo and Juier above, at the 
window. 


Jul. Wilt thou be gone? it is not yet near 


day: 
Tt was the nightingale, and not the lark, 
That pierced the fearful hollow of thine car ; 
Nightly she sings on yond pomegranate-tree : 
Believe me, love, it was the nightingale. 
Rom. It was the lark, the herald of the 


stitute Bigitzed by eGangotri 
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No nightingale: - look, love, what envious 
streaks ee - : 
Do lace the severing clouds in yonder east : : 
Night’s candles are burnt out, and jocund day 
Stands tiptoe on the misty mountain tops. 10 
J must be gone and live, or stay and die. = 
Jul, Yond light is not day-light, I know 


iteplss: 

Té is some metcor that the sun exhales, 
To be to thee this night a torch-bearer, 
And light thee on thy way to Mantua: 
Therefore stay yet; thou need'st not to be gone. 

Rom. Let me be ta’en, let me be put to 

death ; x . 

Tam content, so thou vil have it so. 
I'll say yon grey is not the morning's eye, 
‘Tis Die the pale reflex of Cynthia’s brow; 20 
Nor that is not the lark, whose notes «lo beat 
The vaulty heaven so high above our heads: 
Lhave more care to stay than will to go: 
Come, death, and welcome! Juliet wills it so. 
How is’t, my soul? let’s talk; it is not day. 

Jul. Ut is, it is: hie hence, be gone, away! 
It is the lark that sings so out of tune, 
Straining harsh discords and unpleasing sharps. 
Some say the lark makes sweet division ; 
his doth not so, for she divideth us: 30 
Some say the lark and loathed toad change 


eyes} 4 
0, now I would they had changed voices too! 
Since arm from arm that voice doth us aftray, 
Hunting thee hence with hunt’s-up to the day. 
QO, now be gone; more light and hight it grows. 
Tom. More light and light; more dark and 
dark our woes! 


Enter Nurse, to the chamber. 
Nurse. Madam! 
Jul. Nurse? 
Nurse. Your lady mother is coming to your 
Ms day is broke be wary: look eben Peet 
ke; be wary, look about. [Exit 
Jul. Then, window, Jet day in, and let Tife 


out. 1 
Rom. Farewell, farewell! one kiss, and Til 
descend. [He goeth down. 
Jul. Art thou gone so? love, lord, ay, hus- 
band, friend ! 
Tmust hear from thee every day in the hour, 
or in a minute there are many days : 
Q, by this count I shall be much in years 
re J again behold my Romeo! 
Rom. Farewell! 
I will omit no opportunity 
That may convey my ercetings, love, to thee. so 
SEL ? 0, think’st thou we shall ever meet 
gaint 


Rom. I doubt it not; and all these woes | I 


am eluall serve 
vor sweet discourses in our time to come. 
Jul. O God, I have an ill-divining soul! 
Methinks I see thee, now thou art below, 
As one dead in the bottom of a tomb: 
Either my eyesight fails, or thou look’st pale. 
pik n d trust me, love, in my eye so 
Dry sorrow dzinks our blood. Adieu, adieu! 
CC-0 Kashmir Researghin 


Ful. O fortune, fortune! all men eal] thee 
Tf thon art fickle, what dost thou with him 
That is renown’d for faith? Be fickle, fortune: 
For then, L hope, thou wilt not keep him long’ 
But send him back. Ss 
La. Cap. [Within] Ho, daughter! are you 


up? Rot ee 
Jul. Who is’t that calls? is it my lady 
mother? 
Ts she not down so late, or up so early? 
What unaccustom’d cause procures her hither? 


Enter Lavy Carunxt, 


La. Cap. Why, how now, Juliet! 
ul, Madam, I am not well, 
Lu. Cap. Evermore weeping for your cousin’s 
death? , 70 
What, wilt thou wash him from his grave with 


tears? 
An if thou couldst, thou couldst not make him 


ive; 
Therefore, have done: some grief shows much 
oflove; r 
But much of grief shows still some want of wit. 
Jul. Yet let me weep for such a feeling loss, 
La. Cap. So shall you feel the loss, but not 
the friend 
Which you weep for. 
wl, Feeling so the loss, 
I cannot choose but ever weep the friend, 





La. Cup. Well, girl, thou weep’st not so 
much for his death, % 
As that the villain lives which slaughter’d him. 
Jul. What villain, madam? 


La. Cap... _ That same villain, Romeo, 81 
Jul. [Aside] Villain and he be many miles 
asunder.— 


God pardon him! I do, with all my heart ; 
And yet no man like he doth grieve my heart. 

La, Cap. That is, because the traitor mur 

derer lives, 

Jul. Ay, madam, from the reach of these 

my hands: nei 
Would none but I might yenge my cousin's 
death! ; 

Lu. Cap. We will have vengeance for it, 

fear thou not: F 
hen weep no more. I'll send to one in 
Mantua, : 
Where that same banish’d runagate doth live, 
Shall give him such an unaccustom’d dram, 9t 
That he shall soon keep Tybalt company : 
And then, I hope, thou wilt be satistied. 

Jul. Indeed, never shail be satisfied 
With Romeo, till I behold him—dead— 
S my poor heart so for a kinsman vex 
Madam, if you could find out but a man 
To beara poison, I would temper it} 





That Romeo should, upon receipt thereof, 99 

Soon sleep in quiet.’ O, how my heart abhors 

To hear him named, and cannot come to him, 

To wreak the love I hore mycousin | 

Upon his body that hath slaughter’ him! _, I 
. Cap. Find thou the means, and I'l 


tbat SRA PREG aNGOLT es, girl. 








ScenE V] 
Jul. And joy comes well in such a needy 


time: 
What are they, I beseech your ladyship? 
La. Cap. Well, well, thou hast a careful 
father, child: j 
One who, to put thee from thy heaviness, 
Hath sorted outa sudden day of joy, 
That thou expect'st not nor L look’d not for. 


Jul. i 


110 


Madam, in happy time, what day is 
that? 
La. Cap. Marry, my child, early next Thurs- 
day morn, 
The gallant, young and noble gentleman, 
The County Paris, at Saint Peter's Church, 
Shall happily make thee there a joyful bride. 
Ju. Now, by Saint Peter's Church and 
Peter too, : 
He shall not nake me there a joyful bride. 
Twonder at this haste; that I must wed 
Tere he, that should be husband, comes to woo, 
I pray you, tell my lord and father, madam, r2t 
Twill not marry yet; and, when I do, I swear, 
Tt shall be Romeo, whom you know J hate, 
Rather than Paris. ‘These are news indeed! 
La, Cap. Flere comes your father; tell him 
so yourself, i 
And sce how he will take it at your hands. 


Enter Carutet and Nurse. 


Cae When the sun sets, the air doth drizzle 
dew; 
But for the sunset of my brother's son 
Tt rains downright. 
How now! aconduit, girl? what, still in tears? 
Evermore showering? In one little body 23 
Thou counterfcit'st a bark, a sea, a wind; 
For still thy eyes, which L may call the sea, 
Do ebb and flow with tears; the bark thy 
_ body is, 
Sailing in this salt flood ; the winds, thy sighs ; 
W bo raging with thy tears, and they with 
_ them, 
Without a sudden calm, will overset 
Thy tempest-tossed body. How now, wife! 
Haye you deliver'd to her our decree? 
La, Cap. Ay, sir; but she will_none, 
gives you thanks. os 
Twould the fool were married to her grave! 
Cap, Soft! take me with you, take me with 
you, wife. 
How! will she none? doth she not give us 
thanks? 
Is she not proud? doth she not count her blest, 
Unworthy as she is, that we have wrought 
So worthy a gentleman to be her bridegroom? 
Jul. Not proud, you have; but thankful, 
that you have: 
peu can I never be of what I hate; 
ut thankful even for hate, that is meant love. 
Cap. How now, how now, chop-logic ! What 


1s this? 150 
=P acudy and ‘I thank you,’ and ‘I thank you 
ane yet ‘not proud :’ mistress minion, you, 
es me no thankings, nor proud me no 
uds, 
But fettle your 
next, 


3D 


she 
140 





fine joints ’gainst Thursday 
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To go with Paris to Saint Peter's Church, 
Or [ will drag thee on a hurdle thither. 
Out, ron eres siete carrion! out, you bag- 
rage 
You tallow-face! 
La. Cap. Fie, fie! what, are you mad? 
Jul. Good father, I beseech you on my 
knees, 
Hear me with patience but to speak a word. 
Cap. Hang thee, young baggage! disobedient 
wretch! 10L 
I tell thee what : get thee to church o’ Thursday, 
Or never after look me in the face: 
heals not, reply not, do not answer me; 
My fingers itch. Wiie, we scarce thought us 


blest 
That God had lent us but this only child; 
But now I see this one is one too much, 
And that we have a curse in having her: 
Out on her, hilding! P 
Nurse. God in heaven bless her! 
You are to blame, my lord, to rate her so, 170 
Cap. And why, my lady wisdom? hold your 
tongue, 7 
Good prudence ; smatter with your gossips, go. 
Nurse. Ispeak no treason. 
lp. O, God ye goil-den, 
Nurse. May not.one speak? ; 
Cap. Peace, you mumbling fool! 
Utter your gravity o'er a gossip's bow]; 
For here we need it not. 
La. Cap. You are too hot. 
Cap. {God's bread! it makes me mad: 
+ Day, night, hour, tide, time, work, play, 
‘Alone, in company, still my care hath been 
‘Yo have her match'd: and having now pro- 
vided 180 
A gentleman of noble parentage, z 
Of fair demesnes, youthiul, and nobly train’d, 
Stutt’d, as they say, with honourable parts, 
Proportion’d as one’s thought would wish a 
man}; ! 
And then to haye a wretched puling fool, 
‘A whining mammet, in her fortune’s tender, 
To answer ‘L’ll not wed; I cannot love, 
Lam too young; I pray you, pardon me.’ 
But, an you will not wed, Lil patlon you: 
Graze where you will, you shall not house with 
me: 3 190 
ook to’t, think on’t, I do not usc to jest. 
Thursday is near; lay hand on heart, advise : 
Anyou be mine, I'll give you to my friend ; 
An\you be not, hang, beg, starve, die in the 
streets, & 
For, by my soul, I'll ne'er acknowledge thee, 
Nor what is mine shall never do thee good : 
Trust to’t, bethink you; L'il not be foraerD 
Wecit. 
Jul. Is there no pity sitting in the clouds, 
That sees into the bottom of my gricf? 
0, sweet my mother, cast me not away | 
Delay this marriage for a month, a week ; 
Or, if you do not, make the bridal bed 
In that dim monument where Tybalé lies. 
La. Cap. Talk not to me, for I'll not speak 
a word: 
Do as thou wilt, for I have done with thee. 
titute. Digitzed by eGangotri [ait 
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Jul. O God!—O nurse, how shall this be 
revented ? ae ¥ 
My husband is on earth, my faith in heaven; 
How shall that faith return again to earth, 
Unless that husband send it me from heaven 
By leaving earth? comfort me, counsel me. 
Alack, alack, that heaven should practise strata- 


gems . 212 
Upon so soft a subject as myself! 2 
What say’st thou? hast thou nota word of joy? 
Some comfort, nurse. as 
Nurse. Faith, here it is. 


Romeo is banish'd ; and all the world to nothing, 
That he dares ne'er come back to challenge 


yOu; 
Or, if he do, it needs must be by stealth. 
Then, since the case so stands as now it doth, 
I think it best you married with the county. 
O, he’s.a hovel entleman ! 220 
Romeo’s a dishclout to him: an cagle, madam, 
Hath not so green, so quick, so fair an eye 
‘As Paris hath. Beshrew my very heart, 
1 think you are happy in this second match, 
Tor it excels your first; or if it did not, 
Your first is dead; or ’twere as good he were, 
As living here and you no use of him. 

Jw. Speakest thou from thy heart? 


Nurse. And from my soul too; 
Or else beshrew them both, 
Ju. Amen! 


Nurse. What? 
Jul. Well, thou hast comforted me marvel- 
Jous much. 230 
Go in; and tell my lady I am gone, 
Having displeased my father, to Laurence’ cell, 
To make confession and to be absolved. 
Nurse. Marry, I will; and this is wisely 
one. 5 [Zcit. 
ue eee damnation! O most wicked 
end! 
Is it more sin to wish me thus forsworn, 
Or to dispraise my lord with that same tongue 
Which she hath praised him with above compare 
So many thousand times? Go, counsellor ; 
Thou and my bosom henceforth shall be twain. 
I'll to the friar, to know his remedy : 241 
If all else fail, myself have power todie. [Zcit. 


ACT IV. 
SomNE I. Friar Lawrence's cell. 
Enter FRIAR LAURENCE and Paris. 
Fri. tb On Thursday, sir? the time is very 
short. 
Par. My father Capulet will have it so; 


And Iam nothing slow to slack his haste. 
Fri. ue You say you do not know the lady's 


mind: 
Uneven is the course, I like it not. 
Par. Immoderately she weeps for ‘'ybalt’s 


death, 
And therefore have I little talk’d of love; 
For Venus smiles not in a house of tears. 
Now, sir, her father counts it dangerous 
That she doth give her sorrow so much sway, ro 
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Which, too much minded by herself alone, 
May be put from her by society: | 
Now do you know the reason of this haste. 
Fri. is Aside] I would I knew not why it 
should be slow’d. 
Look, sir, here comes the lady towards my cell. 


Enter JULIET. 


Par. Happily met, iny lady and my wife! 
Tul. Pee may be, ne when I may be a 


wife. 
Par. That may be must be, love, on Thurs- 


day next. %o 
J We What must be shall be. : 
Fri. L. That’s a certain text. 


Par. Come you to make confession to this 
father? 4 
Jul. To answer that, I should confess to 


you. 
Bon Do not deny to him that you love me. 
Jul. Iwill confess to you that I love him. 
Par. So will ye, lam sure, that you love me. 
Jul. If do so, it will be of more price, 
Being spoke behind your back, than to your 
ace. 
Par. Poor soul, thy face is much abused 
with tears. 4 
Jul. The tears have got small victory by 
that; ae 30 
For it was bad enough before their spite. 
Par. Thou wrong’st it, more than tears, 
with that, report. . ae 
Ju.. That is no slander, sir, which is a truth; 
And what I spake, I spake it to my face. 
Pay. Thy face is mine, and thou hast slan- 
der'd it. , . 
Jul. It may be so, for it is not mine own. 
Are you at leisure, holy father, now; 
Or shall I come to you at evening mass? 
Fri.L. My leisure serves me, pensive daugh- 
ter, now. 
My lord, we must entreat the time alone. | 40 
Par. God shield I should disturb devotion! 
Juliet, on Thursday early will rouse ye: 
Till then, adieu ; and keep this holy kiss. [Zait. 
Jul. O, shut the door! and when thou hast 
done so, _ 
Come weep with me; past hope, past cure, past 


help! 
Fri. L. Ah, Juliet, I already Jmow thy 





grief; 
It strains me past the compass of my wits: 
Thear thou must, and nothing may prorogue it, 
On Thursday next be married to this county. 
cite Tell me not, friar, that thou hear’st of 
his, 5° 
Unless thou tell me how I may prevent it: 
If, in thy wisdom, thou canst give no help, 
Do thou but call my resolution wise, 
And with this knife I’ll help it presently. 
God join’d my heart and Ronteo's, thou our 
andi 
And ere this hand, by thee to Romeo seal’d, 
Shall be the label to Hivaines deed, 
Or my true heart with treacherous revolt 
Turn to another, this shall slay them both: 
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pyixt my extremes and me this bloody knife 
nil lay the umpire, arbitrating that 
enich the commission of thy years and art 
Could to no issue of true honour bring. 
Be not so long to speak; I long to die, 
Tf what thou speak st s peak not of remedy. 
Fi. L. Wold, daughter: I do spy a kind of 
hope, ; 
Which craves as desperate an execution 
‘As that is desperate which we would prevent. 
Tf, rather than to marry County Paris, 7 
Thou hast the strength of will to slay thyself, 
Then is it likely thou wilt undertake 
A thing like death to chide away this shame, 
That copest with death himself to scape from it; 
‘And, if thou darest, I ‘ll give thee remedy. 
Jul. O, bid me leap, rather than marry 


Paris, 
From off the battlements of yonder tower ; 
Or walk in thievish ways; or bid me lurk | 
Where serpents are; chain me with roaring 
bears; ; 80 
Or shut me nightly in a charnel-house, 7 
Cencoverd quite with dead men’s rattling 
jones, 
With reeky shanks and yellow chapless skulls ; 
Or bid me go into a new-made grave 
And hide me with a dead man in his shroud; 
Things that, to hear them told, have made me 
tremble; | 
And I will do it without fear or doubt, 
To live an unstain’d wife to my sweet love. 
Fri, L. Wold, then; go home, be merry, 
give consent i 
To marry Paris: Wednesday is to-morrow: 90 
To-morrow night look that thou lie alone; 
Let not thy nurse lie with thee in thy chamber: 
Take thou this vial, being then in bed, 
And this distilled liquor drink thou off; 
When presently through all thy veins shall run 
A cold and drowsy humour, for no pulse 
Shall keep his native progress, but surcease : 
No warmth, no breath, shall testify thou livest; 
The roses in thy lips and cheeks s hall fade 
Lo paly ashes, thy eyes’ windows fall, __ 100 
Like death, when he shuts up the day of life; 
Each part, deprived of supple government, 
Snap alt and stark and cold, appear like 
leath : 
And in this borrow'd likeness of shrunk death 
Thou shalt continue two and forty hours, 
And then awake as from a pleasant sleep. 
ow, when the bridegroom in the morning 


comes 

To TOueE thee from thy bed, there art thou 
lead ; “ 

Then, as the manner of our country is, 

In thy best robes uncover'd on the bier 110 

hou shalt be borne to that same ancient vault 

Where all the kindred of the Capulets lie. 

In the mean time, Beaitisy thou shalt awake, 

Shall Romeo by my letters know our drift, 

And hither shall he come: and he and I 

Will watch thy waking, and that very night 

Shall Romeo bear thee hence to Mantua. 

aut 1 this shall free thee from this present 
hame; 
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Abate thy valour in the acting it. 120 
Jul. Give me, give me! 0, tell not me of 


fear! 
Fri. L. Hold; get you gone, be strong and 


prosperous Sets 
In this resolve: I’ll send a friar with speed 
To Mantua, with my letters to thy lord. 
Jul. Love give me strength! and strength 
shall help afford. 


Farewell, dear father ! [Exeunt. 


Scenr Il. Hall in Capulet’s house. 


Enter Cavuter, Lavy Capuet, Nurse, and 
two Servingmen. 


Cap. So many guests invite as here are writ. 

4 [Exit First Servant. 
Sirrah, go hire me twenty cunning cooks. 

Sec. Serv. You shall have none ill, sir; for 
Dll try if they can lick their fingers. 

Cap. How canst thou try them so? 

Scc. Serv. Marry, sit, ’tis an ill cook that 
cannot lick his own fingers: therefore he that 
cannot lick his fingers goes not with me. 

Pees Go, begone. —_, [Exit Sec, Servant. 
We shall be much unfurnish’d for this time. 10 
What, is my daughter pone to Friar Laurence? 

Nurse. Ay, forsooth, 

Cap. Well, he may chance to do some good 





on her: 
A peevish self-will’d harlotry it is. ~ 
Nurse. See where she comes from shrift 
with merry look. 


Enter JULIET. 


Cap. Hownow, my headstrong! where have 
you been gadding 
Jul. Where I have learn’d me to repent the 


sin 
Of disobedient opposition tei 
‘To you and your behests, and am enjoin’d 
By holy Laurence to fall prostrate here, 20 
‘And beg your pardon: pardon, I beseech you! 
Henceforward I am ever ruled by you. _ 
Cup, Send for the county; go tell him of 
this: 
I'll have this knot knit up to-morrow morning. 
oe I met the youthful lord at Laurence’ 
cell ; 
And gaye him what becomed love I might, 
Not stepping o’er the bounds of modesty. 
Cap. Why, I am glad on’t; this is well: 


_Stand up: 
This is as’t should be. Let me sce the county; 
Ay, marry, go, I say, and fetch him hither. 30 
Now, afore God! this reverend holy friar, 
‘All our whole city is much bound to him. 
Jul, Nurse, will you go with me into my 
closet, 
To help me sort such needful ornaments 
As you think fit to furnish me to-morrow ? 
Lu. Cap. No, not till Thursday ; there is 
time enough. 
Cap. Go, nurse, go with her: we’ll to church 
to-morrow. Exeunt Juliet and Nurse. 
La, Cap. We shall be short in our pro- 
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Tis now near night. 
Cap. > Tush, I will stir about, 

‘And all things shall be well, I warrant thee, 

wife: 40 

Go thou to Juliet, help to deck up her; 

T’ll not to bed to-night; let me alone; 


T'll play the housewife for this once. What, 


ho ! ; 
They are all forth. Well, I will walk myself 
To County Paris, to prepare him up 
Against to-morrow: my heart is wondrous 
light, ae See 
Since this same wayward girl is so reclaim d. 
[Bceunt. 


ScENE II. Juliet’s chamber. 
Enter Jurtet and Nurse. 


Jul. Ay, those attires are best: but, gentle 
nurse, 
I pray thee, leave me to myself to-night; 
Yor | have need of many orisons 
To move the heavens to smile upon my siate, 
auilien, well thou know’st, is eross and full 
of sin. 


Enter Lavy CAPULET. 


La. Cap. What, are you busy, ho 
you my melee 
Jul. No,madam; we haye cull’d such neces- 
saries 
As are behoveful for our state to-morrow: 
So please you, let me now be left alone, 
And let the nurse this night sit up with you; 
For, J am sure, you have your hands full all, 
Tn this so sudden business. 
La, Cap. Good night: 
Get thee to bed, and rest; for thou hast need. 


Jul. Farewell! 
meet again. 


need 


(Exeunt Lady Capulet and Nurse. 
God knows when we shall 


I have a faint cold fear thrills through my 


veins, 
That almost freezes up the heat of life: 
Tl call them back again to comfort me: 
Nurse! What should she do here? 
My dismal scene I needs must act alone. 


Come, vial. 20 


What if this mixture do not work at all? 
Shall I be married then to-morrow morning? 
No, no: this shall forbid it: lie thou there. 


[Laying down her dagger. 


What if it be a poison, which the friar 
Subtly hath minister'd to have me dead, 


Lest in this marriage he should be dishonourd, 


Because he matte me peters to Romeo? 
‘car it is: and yet, methinks, it should not, 
For he hath still been tried a holy Tan oe 


How if, when I am Jaid into the tomb, 30 


HERG petore the fore Laat omen 
ome to redeem me? there’s a fearful point! 
Shall I not, then, be stifled in the ny 


To whose foul mouth no healthsome air breathes 


in 
And there die strangled ere my Romeo comes? 
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As ina vault, an ancient receptacle, 

Where, for these many hundred years, the 
bones. 3 3 40 

Of all my buried ancestors are pack ’d: 

Where bloody Tybalt, yet but green in earth, 

Lies festering in his shroud; where, as they 


say, 2 ne 
At some hours in the night spirits resort ;— 
Alack, alack, is it not like that I, 
So early waking, what with loathsome smells, 
‘And shrieks like mandrakes’ torn out of the 
earth 
That living mortals, hearing them, run mad :~~ 
O, if 1 wake, shall I not be distra 
Environed with all these hideous 
‘And madly play with my forefat he 
| And pluck the mangled ‘Tybalt from ] 
‘And, in this rage, with some great 






8 50 
* joints? 

hroud? 
sman’s 








one, : 
As with a club, dash out my desperate brains? 
0, look! methinks I see my cousin's ghost 
Secking out Romeo, that did spit his body 
Upon a rapier’s point: stay, Tybalt, stay ! 


1! Romeo, I come! this do Ldrink to thee. 


[She salls wpon her bed, within the curtains. 


Scene IV. Hall in Capulet’s house. 
Enter Lavy Caputer and Nurse. 


La. Cap. Hold, take these keys, and fetch 
‘ore spices, nurse. ¥ : 
Nurse. They call for dates and quinces in 

the pastry. 


Enter CAPULET. 


Cap. Come, stir, stir, stir! the second cock 
hath crow’d, 4 
The curfew-bell hath rung, ’tis three o'clock : 
Look to the baked meats, good Angelica; 
Spare not for cost. 
Nurse, Go, you cot-quean, go, 
Get you to bed; faith, youll be sick to-morrow 
For this night's watching, 
Cap. No, nota whit: what! I have watch'd 
ere now 
All night for lesser cause, and ne'er been sick. 
La. Cap. Ay, you have been a mouse-hunt 
in your time ; II 
But I will watch you from such watching now. 
[Exeunt Lady Capulet and Nurse. 
Cap. <A jealous-hood, a jealous-hood ! 


Enter three or four Servingmen, with spits, 
logs, and baskets. 
What's theret Now, fellow, 
Hirst Serv. Thirigs for the cook, sir; but I 
know not what. 
Cap... Make haste, make haste. [Zait Jirst 
: Serv.) Sirrah, fetch drier logs : 
Call Peter, he will show thee where they are. 
See T have a hend, sir, that will find 





gS, : 
And never trouble Peter for the matter. [Zvit. 
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Scene cv] 


For so he said he would: I hear him near, 
[Musie within. 
Nurse! Wife! What, ho! What, nurse, I say! 


Re-enter Nurse. 


Go waken Julict, go and trim her up ; 
T’ll go and chat with Paris: hie, make haste, 
Make haste; the bridegroom he is come al- 


ready: i 
Make haste, I say. [Excunt. 


ScENE V. Juliel’s chamber. 
Enter Nurse. 


Nurse._ Mistress! what, mistress! Juliet! 
fast, I rant her, she: 
Why, lamb! why, lady! fie, you slug-a-bed! 
wine Tee, I say! madam! sweet-heart! why, 
pride 
What, not a word? you take your pennyworths 
now; 
Sleep fora week; for the next night, I warrant, 
The County Paris hath set up his rest, 
hat you shall rest but little. God forgive me, 
Marry, and amen, how sound is she asleep! 
I must needs wake her. Madam, madam, 
madam! 3 
Ay, let the county take you in your bed; 10 
He'll fright you up, ? faith. Will it not be? 
_ [Undras the curtains. 
What, cress and in your clothes! and down 
again 
I must needs make; vous Lady! lady! lady! 
Alas, alas! Help, help! my lady’s dead ! 
O, well-a-day, that ever I was born! 
Some aqua vite, ho! My lord! my lady! 





Enter Lavy CAPuLet. 


La. Cap. What noise is here? 
Nurse. O lamentable day ! 
La, Cap. What is the matter? 
Nurse, Look, look! O heavy day ! 
Ee Cap. O me, O me! My child, my only 


ife, 
Revive, look up, or I will die with thee ! a 
Help, help! Cal help. ; : 


Enter CAPULET. 


Cap. For shame, bring Juliet forth; her 
lord is come. 

Wurse. She's dead, deceased, she’s dead; 
alack the day! 
a. Cap. Alack the day, she’s dead, she’s 
dead, she’s dead! 

op: ‘Ha! let me see her: out, alas! she’s 


cold ; 

Her blood is settled, and her joints are stiff’; 
ife and these lips have long been separated : 
eath lies on her like an untimely frost 

Upon the sweetest flower of all the field. 

urse. O lamentable day! 

Le Cotes O woful time! 30 
Cap. Death, that hath ta’en her hence to 

make me wail, 


Ties up my Telia [ORR 
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Enter Friar LAvrence and Panis, with 
Musicians. 


t'yi. I. Come, is the bride ready to go to 
church? 
Cap. Ready to go, but never to return. 
O son! the night before thy Wending-day 3 
Hath Death lain with thy wife. There she lies, 
Flower as she was, deflowered by him. 
Death is my son-in-law, Death is my heir ; 
My daughter he hath wedded : I will die, 
And leaye him all; life, living, all is Death’s. 
Par, Have I thought long to sce this morn- 
ing’s face, 4¥ 


| And doth it give me such a sight as this? 


La. Cap. Accursed, unhappy, wretched, hate- 
ful day! 2 ‘ 
Most miserable hour that e’er time saw 
In lasting labour of his pilgrimage! _ a 
But one, poor one, one poor and loving child, 
But one thing to rejoice and solace in, 
And cruel death hath cateh’d it from my sight! 
Nurve. O woe! O woful, woful, woful day! 
Most lamentable day, most woful day, 50 
That ever, ever, I did yet behold! 
O day! O day! O day! O hateful day! 
Never was seen so black a day as this: 
O woful day, O woful day ! 
Par. Beguiled, divorced, wronged, spited, 


slain! 
Most detestable death, by thee beguiled, 
By cruel cruel thee quite overthrown! 
O love! O life! not life, but love in death! 
Coe, Despised, distressed, hated, martyz'd, 
ki 


Uncomfortable time, why camest thou now 60 
‘To murder, murder our solenmnity ? 
O child! O child! my soul, and noé my child! 
Dead art thou! Alack! my child is dead ; 
And with my child my joys are buried. 

Fri. L. Peace, ho, for shame! confusion’s 

cure lives not 
In these confusions. Heaven and yourself 
Had part in this fair maid ; now heaven hath all, 
And all the better is it for the maid: 
ae Bay in her you could not keep from 
death, 

But heaven keeps his part in eternal life. 7o 
The most you sought was her promotion ; 
For twas your heaven she should be advanced : 
And weep ye now, seeing she is advanced 
Above the clouds, as high as heaven itself? 
QO, in this love, you love your child so ill, 
That you run mad, seeing that she is well: 
She’s not well married that lives married long ; 
But she’s best married that dies married young. 
Dry up your tears, and stick your rosemary 
On this fair corse; and, as the custom is, 80 
In all her best array bear her to church : 
For though fond nature bids us all lament, 
Yet nature’s tears are reason’s merriment. 

Cap. All things that we ordained festival, 
Turn from their oftice to black funeral ; 
Our instruments to melancholy bells, 
Our wedding cheer to a sad burial feast, 
Our solemn hymns to sullen dirges change, 
Our bridal flowers serve for a buried corse, 


mes Sneath) the contrary. 90 
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782 


Fri. L. Sir, go you in; and, madam, go 
with him; | 
And go, Sir Paris; every one prepare 
To follow this fair corse unto her grave: | 
The heavens do lour upon you for some ill; 
Move them no more by crossing their high will. 
[Exeunt Capulet, Lady Capulet, 
Paris, and Irriar. 
First Mus. Faith, we may put up our pipes, 
and be gone, 
Nurse. Honest good fellows, ah, put up, 


ut UD § Aon 5 
Forswell you know, this isa pitiful case. [Ezit. 
First Mus. Ay, by my troth, the case may 
be amended. 101 


Enter PETER. 


Pet. Musicians, O, musicians, ‘Heart's ease, 
Heart's ease:’? O, an you will have me live, 
play ‘Heart's case.” 5 

First Mus. Why ‘Heart's ease’? " 

Pet. O, musicians, because my heart itself 
plays ‘My heart is full of, woe:’ O, play ine 
some merry dump, to comfort me. & 

First Mus. Nota dump we; ’tis no time to 
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ACT V. 


Scene I. Mantua. A street. 
Enter RoMEO. 
Rom. If I may trust the flattering truth of 
sleep, - 
My dreams presage some joyful news at hand: 
My bosom’s lord sits lightly in his throne ; 
‘And all this day an unaccustonrd spirit 
Lifts me above the ground with cheerful 
thoughts. y 
T dreamt my lady came and found me dead— 
Sine} areata that gives a dead man leave to 
think !— 
‘And breathed such life with kisses in my lips, 
That I revived, and wasanemperor. 
Ah me! how sweet is love itself possess'd, 10 
When but love’s shadows are so rich in joy! 


Enter BALTHASAR, booted. 
News from Verona!—How now, Balthasar! 
Dost thou not bring me letters from the friar? 
How doth my Heke Is my father well? 
How fares my Juliet? that [ask again; 
For nothing can be ill, if she be well, 





Play now. Z 110 
et, You will not, then? 
First Mus, No. 


Pet. Iwillthen give it you soundly. 

First Afus. What will you give ust 

Pet. No money, on my faith, but the gleck ; 
I will give you the minstrel. 5 

First Mus. Then will I give you the serving- 
creature. ; ts x 

Pet. Then will I lay the serving-creature's 
dagger on your pate. I will carry no crotchets: 
Litre you, Vil fa you; do you note me? = 121 

First Mus. An you re us and faus, you 
note us. 

Sec. Mus. Pray you, put up your dagger, 
and put ont your wit. 

Pet. Then have at you with my wit! I will 
dry-beat you with an iron wit, and put up my 
iron dagger. Answer me like men: 

When griping grief the heart doth wound, 
And doleful dumps the mind oppress, 
Then music with her silver sound’— 130 
why silver sound’? why ‘music with her 
silver sound’? What say you, Simon Catling? 


First Mus. Marry, sir, because silver hath a | Li 


Ce sound Wi 
et. Pretty! hat say you, Hugh Rebeck? 
Sec. Mus. I say ‘silver sound,’ because 
musicians sound for silver. 
Pet. Pretty too! What say you, James 
Soundpost ? Pe 


Lhird Mus. Faith, I know not what to ay 


I ee O, I cry you mercy ; you are the singer: 

Evil ‘ say for you. It is MUSIC with her silver 
” because musicians have ni 

sounding: _ peo toe 
Then music with her silver sound 


With speedy help doth lend redress.’ [Exit 
_ First Dfus, What a pestilent knaye p this 
sainé! 


_ Sec. Mus. Hang him, Jack! Come, we'll 


in here; tarry for, the a 
dinner. CC-0 Kashmir Reqgerenin 


HD Then she is well, and nothing can 
e ill: 
Her body sleeps in Capcls’ monument, 
And her immortal part with angels lives. 
I saw her laid low in her kindred’s vault, 20 
And presently took post to tell it you: 
O, pardon me for brmging these ill news, 
Since you did leave it for my Office, sir. 

Rom, Is it even 80% then I defy you, stars! 
Thou know’st my lodging: get me ink and 


aper, 
Anc iis post-horses ; I will hence to-night. 

Bal. J do beseech you, sir, have patience : 
Your looks are pale and wild, and do import 
Some misadventure. 

Rom. Tush, thou art deceived : 
Leave me, and do the thing I bid thee do. 30 
Hast thou no letters to me from the friar? 

Bal. No, my good lord. 


Rom. No matter: get thee gone, 
And hire those horses; 1’ll be with thee straight. 
[Exit Balthasar. 


Well, Juliet, I will lic with thee to-night. 
Let’s see for means: O mischief, thou art swift 
‘To enter in the thoughts of desperate men! 

I do remember an apothecary,— 

And hereabouts he dwells,—which late I noted 
In tatter'd weeds, with overwhelming brows, 
Culling of simples; meagre were his looks, 4° 
Sharp misery had worn him to the bones: 
And in his needy shop a tortoise hung, 

An alligator stuiP'd, and other skins 

Of ill-sha ped fishes ; and about his shelyes 
A beggarly account of empty boxes, 
Green earthen pots, bladders and musty seeds, 
Remnants of packthread and old cakes of roses, 
W cre thinly scatter'd, to make up a show. 
Noting this penury, to myself I said 

An if aman did necd a poison now, 5° 
Whose sale is present death in Mantua, 
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Scenz 1] 
And this same needy man must sell it me. 
‘As J remember, this should be the house. 
Being holiday, the beggar's shop is shut. 
What, ho! apothecary ! 

Enter Apothecary. 


Ap. ; Who calls so loud? 
Rom. Come hither, man. I see that thou 
art poor: : 
Hold, there is forty ducats : let me have 
‘A dram of poison, such soon-speeding gear 60 
‘As will disperse itsclf through all the veins 
That, the life-weary taker may fall dead 
‘And that the trunk may be discharged of breath 
‘As violently as hasty powder fired 
Doth hurry from the fatal cannon’s womb, 
ae Such mortal drugs Ihave; but Mantua’s 


aw 
fs death to any he that utters them. 
Rom. Art thou so bare and full of wretched- 
ness, 
And fear'st to die? famine is in thy cheeks, 
Need and oppression starveth in thine eyes, 70 
Contempt and beggary hangs upon thy back ; 
The world is not thy friend nor the world’s law; 
The world affords no law to make thee rich; 
Then be not poor, but break it, and take this. 
Ap. My poverty, but not my will, consents. 
Rom._ 1 pay thy poverty, and not thy will. 
Ap, Put this in any liquid thing you will, 
And drink it off; and, if you had the strength 
Of twenty men, it would dispatch you straight. 
Rom. There is thy gold, worse poison to 
men’s souls, AGe 80 
Doing more murders in this loathsome world, 
Than these poor compounds that thou mayst 
not sell. | 
I sell thee poison; thou hast sold me none. 
Farewell: buy food, and get thyself in flesh. 
Come, cordial and not poison, g0 with me 
To Julict’s grave; for there must I use thee. 
pceunt. 


Scenr IL, Friar Lawrence's cell. 


Enter Fran JOHN. 
Fri. J, Holy Franciscan friar! brother, ho! 
Enter FRIAR LAURENCE. 
Fri, L. This same should be the voice of 
Friar John. 
Welcome from Mantua: what says Romeo? 
Or, if his mind be writ, give me his letter. 
Fri. J. Going to find a bare-foot brother out, 
One of our order, to associate me, 
Here in this city visiting the sick, 
And finding him, the searchers of the town, 
Suspecting that we both were in a house 
Where the infectious pestilence did reign, 10 
Seal ‘d up the doors, and would not let us forth ; 
So that my Breet to Mantua there was stay’d. 
"ri. L. Who bare my letter, then, to Romeo? 
es Fri. J. Lcould notsend it,—here it is again,— 
Nor get. a messenger to bring it thee, 
So fearful were they of infection. 
is ue Unhappy fortune! by my brother- 
hood, 
The letter was not nice but full of charge 
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May do much danger. Friar John, go hence; 
(iet me an iron crow, and bring it straight 2x 
Unto my cell. - Shoe 
Fri. J. Brother, 1’ll go and bring it thee. - 
bait. 
Fri. L. Now must I tothe monument alone; 
Within this three hours will fair Juliet wake 
She will beshrew me much that, Romeo 
Hath had no notice of these accidents 5 
But I will write again to Mantua, 
And keep her at ey cell till Romeo come; 29 
Poor living corse, closed in a dead man’s tart ! 
Dibe 


Scenn III. A churchyard; init a tomb 
belonging to the Cupulets. 


Enter Panis, and his Page bearing flowers 
and a torch. 


Par. Give me thy torch, boy: hence, and 
stand aloof: 
Yet put it out, for I would not be seen. 
Under yond yew-trees Jay thee all along, 
Holding thine ear close to the hollow ground: 
So shall no foot upon the churchyard tread, 
Being loose, unfirm, with diggin up of graves, 
But thou shalt hear it: whistle then to me, 
‘As signal that thou hear’st something approach. 
Give me those flowers. Do as I bid thee, go. 
Page. [Aside] I am almost afraid to stand 


alone 3 10 
}ere in the churchyard; yet I will adventure. 
3 fecal res. 
Par. Sweet flower, with flowers thy bridal 
bed I strew,— | 
O woe! thy canopy is dust and stones ;— 
Which with sweet water nightly I will dew, 
Or, wanting that, with tears distill’d by 
moans : ; 
The obsequies that I for thee will keep 
Nightly shall be to strew thy grave and weep. 
¥ : [Zhe Page whistles. 
The boy gives warning something doth ap- 
proach. f 
What cursed foot wanders this way to-night, 
To cross my obsequies and true loye’s rite? 20 
What, with a torch! muffle.me, night, awhile. 
[ Retires. 


Enter Romeo and BALTHASAR, with a torch, 
mattock, ke. 


Rom. Giveme that matiock and the wrench- 


ing iron. ‘3 “ 
Hold, take this letter; early in the morning 
Sce thou deliver it to my lord and father. 

Give me the light: upon thy life, I charge thee, 
Whate’er thou hear’st or seest, stand all aloof, 
And do not interrupt me in my course. 

Why I descend into this bed of death, 

Is partly to behold my lady’s face; 

But chiefly to take thence from her dead finger 
‘A precious ring, a ring that I must use Br 
In dear employment: therefore hence, be gone: 
But if thou, jealous, dost return to pry 

In what I further shall intend to do, 

By heaven, I will tear thee joint by joint 

And strew this hungry churchyard with thy 
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The time and my intents are savage-wild, 
Nore fierce and more inexorable far 
Than empty tigers or the roaring sea. 
Bal. will be gone, sir, and not trouble you. 
Rom. So shalt thou show me friendship. 
Take thou that: 4 
une fall be prosperous: and farewell, good 
ellow. ‘ 
Bal. [Aside] Yor all this same, I'll hide me 
hereabout : 193 
His looks I fear, and his intents I doult iP 
clires. 
Rom. Thou detestable maw, thou womb of 
death, 
Gorged with the dearest morsel of the earth, 
Thus I enforce thy rotten jaws to open, 
‘And, in despite, L'll cram thee with more foo:l! 
[Opens the tomb. 
Par. This is that banish’d haughty Mon- 


tague, 5 a ni . 
That murder’d my love’s cousin, with which 
grief, “ . 50 
It is supposed, the fair creature died; 
‘And here is come to do some villanous shame 
To the dead bodies: I will apprehend him. 
Comes for ward. 
Stop thy unhallow’d toil, vile Montague! 
Can vengeance be pursued further than death? 
Condemned villain, I do apprehend thee: 
Obey, and go with me; for thou must die. 
Rom. I must indeed; and therefore came I 
hither, 
Good gentle youth, tempt not a desperate man ; 
Fly hence, and leave me: think upon these 


gone; 60 
Let them affright thee, I beseech thee, youth, 
Put not another sin upon my head, 

By urging me to fury: O, be gone! 
By heaven, I love thee better than myself; 
Yor I come hither arm’d against myself : 
Stay not, be gone; live, and hereafter say, 
A madman’s mercy bade thee run away. 
. Par. Ido defy thy eon tae OnE 
And apprehend thee for a felon here, 
Tie at thou provoke meron have at 
hee, boy! hey fight. 70 
Page.’ O Lord, they fight! L'will go call the 
watch, [Exit. 
Par. ©, I am slain! [Falls.] If thou be 
0 LeU, ini \ 
pen the tomb, lay me with Julict. Dies. 
Rom. In, faith, I will. Let me erie this 


‘ace. 
Mercutio’s kinsman, noble County Paris! 
What said my man, when my betossed soul 
Did not attend him as we rode? I think 
He told me Paris should have married Julict : 
Said he not so? or did I dream it so? 
Oram I mad, hearing him talk of Juliet, 80 
To think it was so? O, give me thy hand, 
One writ with me in sour misfortune’s book ! 
Tl bury thee in a triumphant grave ; 
A grave? O, no! a lantern, slaughter’d youth 
For here lies Juliet, and her beauty makes x 
This vault a feasting presence full of light. 
Death, lie thou there, by a dead man interr’d. 


a 


ROMEO AND JULIET 
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Have they been merry! which their keepers call 

A lightning before death: O, how mayI — go 

Call this a lightning? O my love! my wife! 

Death, that hath suck'’d the honey of thy 
breath, 

Hath had no power yet upon thy beauty : 

Thou art not conquer’d ; beauty’s ensign yet 

Is crimson in thy lips and in thy cheeks, 

‘And death's pale flag is not advanced there, 

Tybalt, liest thou there in thy bloody sheet? 

GO, what more favour can I do to thee, 

Than with that hand that cut thy youth in 
twain ‘ 

To sunder his that was thine enemy? 

Forgive me, cousin! Ah, dear Juli 

Why art thou yet so fair? shall I be 

That unsubstantial death is amorous, 

‘And that the lean abhorred monster keeps 

Thee here in dark to be his paramour? 

For fear of that, I still will stay with thee ; 

And never from this palace of dim night 

Depart again: here, here will I remain 

Wate worms that are thy chamber-maids; 0, 
here 

Will I sct up my everlasting rest, 

And shake the yoke of inauspicious stars 

From this world-wearied flesh. yes, look your 

' 
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Arms, take your Jast embrace! and, lips, @ 


you 
The doors of breath, seal with a righteous kiss 
A dateless bargain to engrossing death ! 
Come, bitter conduct, come, unsavoury guide! 
Thou desperate puck now at once run on 
The dashing rocks thy sea-sick weary bark ! 
Here’s to my love! 
cary! 7 
Thy drugs are quick. Thus.with a kiss I die. 
Dies. 
Enter, at_the other end, of the churchyard, 
Friar LAurence, with «@ lantern, crow, 
and spade. 
Fri, I. Saint Francis be my speed! how 
oft to-night 121 
Baye my old feet stumbled at graves! Who.s 
ere 
Bal. Here’s one, a friend, and one that 
knows you well. 
ee be upon you! ell me, good 
_, my friend, 
What torch is yond, that vainly lends his light 
To grubs and Bene skulls? ag I discern, 
Jt burneth in the Capels’ monument. 
Bal. It doth so, holy sir; and there’s my 


Drinks.| O true apothe- 


master, 
One that you love, 
Tri. Le Who is it? 
Bal. Rom 


dal co. 

if ie L. How long natty ne hes n there? 

cel, 2 "ull half an hour. 130 

aie ZL. Go with me to the vault, . 
a al. I dare not, sit: 
My master knows not but I am gone henco; 
oe fearfully did menace me with death, 

f I did stay to look on his intents. 
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Scene 11] 


0, much J fear some ill unlucky thing. 
Bal. As I did sleep under this yew-tree here, 
J dreamt my master and another fought, 
‘And that my master slew him. 
Romeo! 


Fri. L. 
E (Advances. 
Alack, alack, what blood is this, which stains 
The stony entrance of this sepulchre? T41 
What mean these masicrless and_gory swords 
To lie discolour’d by this place of peace? 
[Enters the tomb. 
Romeo! Q, pale! Who else? what, Paris too? 
And steep'd in blood? Ah,what an unkind hour 
Ts guilty of this lamentable chance! 
The lady stirs. c [Juliet wakes. 
Jul. O comfortable friar! where is my lord? 
Ldo remember well where I should be, 
And there Lam. Where is my Romeo? 150 
; _ [Noise within. 
Fri, I. I hear some noise, Lady, come 
from that nest 
Of death, contagion, and unnatural sleep: 
A greater power than we can contradict 
Hath thwarted our intents. Come, come away. 
Thy husband in thy bosom there lies dead ; 
And Paris too, Come, I'll dispose of thee 
Among a sisterhood of holy nuns: 
Stay not to question, for the watch is coming ; 
Come, go, good Juliet [Voise again], I dare 
no longer stay. 
Jul. Go, get thee hence, for I will not away. 
q _ [Beit Pri. 
What's here? a cup, closed in my true love's 
hand? 161 
Poison, I see, hath been his timeless end : 
O churl! drunk all, and left no friendly drop 
To help me after? J will kiss thy lips; 
Haply some poison yet doth hang on them, 
Yo make me dic with a restorative. [JCisses him. 
hy lips are warm, 
pee ak [Within] Lead, boy: which 
Jul. Yea, noise? then I'll be brief. O happy 
Thi lagger | [Snatching Romeo's dagger. 
his is thy sheath [Stabs herself]; there rust, 
and let me die. 170 
Lralls 6n Romeo's body, and dies. 


Enter Watch, with the Page of Parts. 
Page. This is the place; there, where the 
torch doth burn. 
First Watch. The ground is bloody; search 
about the churchyard : 

+0, some of you, whoe’er you find attach. 

hae sight! here lies the county slain ; 

i i Julict bleeding, warm, and newly dead, 
ht ho here hath lain these two days buried. 

10, tell the prince: run to the Capulets : 

‘aise up the Montagues: some others search: 
x © see the ground whereon these woes do lie ; 
ne the true ground of all these piteous woes 
We cannot without circumstance desery. 181 


Re-enter some of the Watch, with BALTHASAR. 


Sec. Watch. Here’s Romeo's man; we found 
him in the churchyard. 
First Watch. Hold him in safety, iill the 
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Re-enter others of the Watch, with Fran 
LAURENCE. 


Third Watch. Here is a friar, that trembles, 
sighs, and weeps: x 
We took this mattock and this spade from him, 
As he was coming from this churchyard side. 
First Watch. A great suspicion: stay the 
friar too. 


Enter the Prince and Attendants. 


Prince. What misadventure is so early up, 
That calls our person from our morning’s rest? 


enter CAPULET, LADY CaPuLet, and others. 
Cars What should it be, that they so shriek 
abroad? : 199 
La. Cap. The people in the street cry Romeo, 
Some Juliet, and some Paris; and all run, 
With open outcry, toward our monument. 
Prince. What fear is this which startles in 
our ears ¢ : 
First Watch. Sovereign, here lies the County 
Paris slain; q 
And Romeo dead; and Juliet, dead before, 
Warm and new kill'd. 3 
Prince. Search, seek, and know how this 
foul murder comes. 
First Watch. Here is a friar, and slaughter’d 
_ Romeo's man; 
With instruments upon them, fit to open 
These dead men’s tombs. | 
Cin: O heavens! O wife, look how our 
_ daughter bleeds! f 
This dagger hath mista’en,—for, lo, his house 
Is empty on the back of Montague,— 
‘And it mis-sheathed in my daughter’s bosom! 
La. ee O me! this sight of death is as 
a bell, 
That warns my old age to a sepulchre. 


Enter Montacur and others. 
Prince. Come, Montague; for thou art early 


200 


up, 7 
To see thy son and heir more early down. 
Don. “Alas, my liege, my wiie is dead to- 
night; 210 
Grief of my son’s exile hath stopp’d her breath: 
What further woe conspires against mine age? 
Prince. Look, and thou shalt see. ; 
ies -O thou untaught! what manners is 
in this, 5 
To press before thy father to a grave? 
Prince. Seal up the mouth of outrage foi 
a while, : 
Till we can clear these ambizuitics, 
And know their spring, their head, their true 
descent ; 
And then will I be general of your woes, 
‘And lead you even to death: meantime for- 
bear, . 220 
And Ict mischance be slave to patience. 
Bring forth the parties of suspicion. 

Fri. L. Tam the greatest, able to do least, 
Yet most suspected, as the time and place 
Doth make against me, of this direful murder: 
And here J stand, both to impeach and purge 


Tragndeansg BesuRyStH excused. 
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Prince. Then say at once what thou dost 

in this. 
Fae, a will be brief, for my short date 
oi Beer is a tedious tale. 30 
long as is a te 5 230 
oe tbere dead, was husband to that Juliet ; 
‘And she, there dead, that Romeo's faithful 


wife : 3 : , : 
T married them ; and their stol'n marriage-day 
Was Tybalt’s dooms-day, whose untimely death 
Banish'd the new-made bridegroom from this 


city, 5 et 
For ahem and not for Tybalt, Juliet pined. 
You, to remove that siege of grief from her, 
Betroth’d and would have married her perforce 
To County Paris: then comes she to me, 
‘And, with wild looks, bid me devise some mean 
To rid her from this second marriage, 
Or in my cell there would she kill herself. 
Then gave I her, so tutor'd by my art, 
A sleeping potion ; which so took effect 
‘As I intended, for it wrought on her 
The form of death: meantime I writ to Romeo, 
That he should hither come as this dire night, 
Yo help to take her from her borrow’d graye, 
Being the time the potion’s force should cease. 
But he which bore my letter, Friar John, 250 
Was stay’d by accident, and yesternight 
Return’d my letter back. Then all alone 
‘At the pretixed hour of her waking, 
Came I to take her from her kindred’s vault ; 
Meaning to keep her closely at my cell, 
Till I conveniently could send to Romeo : 
But when I came, some minute ere the time 
Of her awaking, here untimely lay 
The noble Paris and true Romeo dead. 
She wakes; and 1 entreated her come forth, 260 
And bear this work of heaven with patience: 
But then a noise did scare me from the tomb ; 
And she, too desperate, would not go with me, 
But, as it seems, did violence on herself. 
All this I know; and to the marriage 
Her nurse is privy: and, if aught in this 
Miscarried by my fault, Jet my old life 
Be sacrificed, some hour before his time, 
Unto the rigour of severest law. 


Prince. We still have known thee for a 

holy man. | 270 

EES Romeo's man? what can he say in 
his 3 
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Bal. u brought my master news of Juliet’s 
death ; 
And then in post he came from Mantua 
To this same place, to this same monument, 
This letter he early bid me give his father, 
And threaten’d me with death, going in the 


vault, aie 
If I departed not and left him there. 
Prince. Give me the letter; I will look on 


it. 
Where is the county’s page, that raised the 
watch? % 
Sirrah, what made your master in this place? 
Page. He came with flowers to strew his 
lady's grave; . 281 
And bid me stand aloof, and so I did: 
‘Anon comes one with light to ope the tomb; 
‘And by and by my master drew on him; 
‘And then Lran away to call the watch, 
Tia This letter doth make good the friar’s 
words, 
| Their course of love, the tidings of her death : 
And here he writes that he did buy a poison 
Of a poor ’pothecary, and therewithal 289 
Came to this vault to die, and lie with Juliet. 
Where be these enemies? Capulet! Montague! 
See, what a scourge is laid upon your hate, 
hat heaven finds means to kill your joys with 


love. 
And I for winking at your discords too 
Have lost a brace of kinsmen :_all are punish’d. 
Cap. O brother Montague, give me thy hand: 
This is my daughter’s jointure, for no more 
Can I demand. . 
Mon... ButI can give thee more: 
For I will raise her statue in pure gold; 
That while Verona by that name is known, 300 
There shall no figure at such rate be set 
As that of true and faithful Juliet, ' 
Cap. Asrich shall Romeo's by his lady’s lie; 
Poor sacrifices of our enmity! Feat 
Prince. A glooming peace this morning with 
it brings; 
The sun, for sorrow, will not show his head: 
Go hence, to have more talk of these sad 
things; 





Some shall be pardon’d, and some punished: 
For never was a story of more woe 
| Than this of Juliet and her Romeo. 310 
[Zicceunt. 
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TIMON 


DRAMATIS 


Tryon, of Athens. 


Lucius, . 
LUCULLUS, flattering lords. 
SEMPRONIUS, 


‘VENTIDIUS, one of Timon’s false friends. 

ALCIBIADES, an Athenian captain. 

‘APEMANTUS, a churlish philosopher. 

FLAvius, steward to Timon. 

Poet, Painter, Jeweller, and Merchant. 
‘An old Athenian. 

FLAMINIUS, 

Luorius, 


} servants to Timon. 
SERVILIUS, 


ACT I. 


SceneI. Athens. A hall in Timon’s house. 
Enter Poet, Painter, Jeweller, Merchant, and 
others, at several doors. 


Poet. Good day, sir. 

Pain. Tam glad you're well. 

Poet. I have not seen you long: how goes 

the world? 

Pain. It wears, sir, as it grows. 

Poet. dl Ay, that’s well known: 
But what particular rarity? what strange, 
Which manifold record not matches? See, 
Magic of bounty ! all these spirits thy power 
Hath conjured to attend. 1 know the merchant. 

‘ain. I know them both; th’ other’s a 





jeweller. 
Aer. O, ’tis a worthy lord. 

ew. Nay, that’s most fix’d. 
Mer, A most incomparable man, breathed, 


as it were, 10 
To an untirable and continuate goodness : 
€ passes, 
ew. LIhavea jewel here— 
Der. O, pray, let’s see’t: for the Lord 
Timon, sir? 
ee If he will touch the estimate: but, for 
Poet. [Reciting to himself] ‘When we for 
Tecompense have praised the vile, 
It stains the glory in that happy verse 
Which aptly sings the good.’ 
Mer. *Tis a good form. 


OF ATHENS 


PERSON Ad 


CaPrHis, 
PHILOTUS, 
TrTus, 
‘Lucius, 
HORTENSIUS, 
And others, 
A Page. <A Fool. 
PER Ta mistresses to Alcibiades. 
Cupid and Amazons in the mask. 
Other Lords, Senators, Officers, Soldiers, Ban- 
ditti, and Attendants. 


Scene: Athens, and the neighbouring woods. 


servants to Timon’s 
creditors. 


Three Strangers. 


Jew. Andrich: here is a water, look ye. 
Pain. You are rapt, sir, in some work, some 
dedication 
To the great lord. r 5 

Poet. | A thing slipp’d idly from me. 20 
Our poesy is as a gum, which oozes 3 
From whence ’tis nourish’d : the fire i’ the flint 
Shows not till it be struck ; our gentle flame 
Provokes itself and like the current flies 
Each bound it chafes. “What have you there? 

Pain. <A. picture, sir. When comes your 

hook forth ? . 

Poet. Upon the heels of my presentment, sir. 
Let’s see your piece. 2 

Pain. y *Tis a good piece. 

Poet. So ’tis: this comes oft well and ex- 

cellent. 

Pain. Indifferent. 

Poet. Admirable : how this grace 30 
ies his own standing! what a mental power 
This eye shoots forth! how big imagination 
Moves in this lip! to the dumbness of the 

gesture 
One might interpret. 

Pain. Jtisa pretty mocking of the life. 
Here is a touch; is’t good? 

Poet. _.,, Lwill say of it, 

It tutors nature: artificial strife 
Lives in these touches, livelier than life. 


Enier certain Senators, and pass over. 


Pain. How this lord is follow’d! 

Poet. The senators of Athens: happy man ! 

Pain. Look, more! 40 

Poet. You see this ‘confluence, this great 
flood of visitors. 
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Whom ihis beneath world doth embrace and 


Uy 
With enplest entertainment: my _free drift 
Halts not particularly, but moves itself 
In a wide sea of wax: no levell’d malice 
Infects one comma in the course L hold; 
But flies an eagle flight, bold and forth on, 
Leaving no tract behind. 50 
Pain. How shall 1 understand you? 
Poet. I will unbolt to you. 
You see how all conditions, how all minds, 
‘As well of glib and slippery creatures as 
Of grave and austere quality, tender down 
Their services to Lord Limon : his large fortune 
Upon his good and gracious nature hanging 
Subdues and yptorerties to his love and tendance 
All Soe of hearts; yea, from the glass-faced 
atterer 
To Apemantus, that few things loves better 
Than to abhor himself : even he drops down 60 
The knee before him and returns in peace 
Most rich in ‘Limon’s nod. 
Pain. Isaw them speak together. 
Poet, Sir, I have upon a high and pleasant 


hi 
Feign'd Fortune to be throned : the base o” the 
mount 
Ts rank’d with all deserts, all kind of natures, 
That labour on the bosom of this sphere 
To propagate their states: amongst them all, 
Whose eyes are on this sovereign lady fix’d, 
One do { personate of Lord 'Timon’s frame, 
Whom Fortune with her ivory hand wafts to 


ner 5 79 
‘Whose present grace to present slaves and 
servants, | 
Translates his rivals. 
Pain. ___,'Tis conceived to scope. 
WBE ae this Fortune, and this hil, me- 
hinks, 
With one man heckon’d from the rest below, 
Bowing his head against the steepy mount 
To climb his happiness, would be well express’d 
In our condition. 
Poet. _, Nay, sir, but hear me on. 
All those which were his fellows but of late, 
Some better than his yalue, on the moment 
Follow his strides, his lobbies fill with tend- 
_ ance, 80 
Rain sacrificial whisperings in his ear, 
Make sacred even his stirrup, and through him 
ils the free a 
ain. y, marry, what of these? 
Poet. When Fortune in her shift ange 
2 ee mood ae and change 
Spurns down her late beloved, all his dependants 
Which labour'd after him to the mountain's top 
Even on their knees and hands, let him slip 
_ down, 
Not one accompanying his declining foot. 
Pain. “Tis common: 
A thousand moral paintings I can show 90 
That shall demonstrate these quick blows of 
De premniyeuaecdee ¥ 
gnantly than words. Yet you do well 
Te show Lord Timon that rica eyes have 
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Trumpets sound. Enter Lorp Timon, ad- 
dressing himself courteously to every suitor ; 
a Messenger from VENTIDIUS talking with 
him; LUCLLIUS andother servants following. 
Tim. Imprison’d is he, say you? 
Mess. Ay, my good lord: five talents is his 

debt, 3 

His means most short, his creditors most strait: 

Your honourable letter he desires, 

To those have shut him up; which failing, 

Periods his comfort. ae 

im. Noble Ventidius! Well; 

Tam not of that feather to shake off 100 

My feng when he must need me, I do know 

him 

A gentleman that well deserves a help : 

Which he shall have: Ill pay the debt, and 

free him. s 

Mess. Your lordship ever binds him. 

Tim. Commend me to him: I will send his 
ransom ; 

And being enfranchised, bid him come to me. 

‘Tis not enough to help the feeble up, 

But to support him after. Fare you well, 
‘Mess. All happiness to your honour! [Z:vit. 


Enter an old Athenian. 
Old Ath. Lord Timon, hear me speak. 

im. Freely, good father, 110 
Old Ath. Thouhastaservant named Lucilius, 
Tim. Vhayeso: what of him? 

Old Ath. Most noble Timon, call the man 
before thee. : 
Tim. Attends he here, orno? Lucilius! 
Law. Here, at your lordship’s service. x 
Old Ath. This fellow here, Lord Timon, this 
thy creature, 
Ry night frequents my house. Tama man 
‘That from my first have been inclined to thrift; 
And my estate deserves an heir more raised 
Than one which holds a trencher. 
Lim. Well; what further? 120 
ge Ath. One only daughter have I, no kin 
else, 
On whom I may confer what I have got: 
The maid is fair, 0’ the youngest for a bride, 
And I have bred her at my dearest cost 
Tn qualities of the best. ‘This man of thine 
Attempts her love: I pe noble lord, 
Join with me to forbid him her resort ; 
Myself have spoke in yain. 
Lim. The man is honest. 
Old Ath. Therefore he will be, Timon ; 
His honesty rewards him in itself’ 
It must not bear my dere ; 
am. oes she love him 
Old Ath. She is young and apt: 
Onr own precedent passions do instruct us 
What levity’s in youth. 
Tim. [Lo Lucilius| Love Pou the maid? 
Taw. Ay, my good lord, and she accepts of it. 
Old Ath. in her marriage my consent be 
missing, 
Tall the gods to witness, I will choose 
Mine heir from forth the beggars of the world, 


130 
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Scrxe 1] 
If she be mated with an equal husband? 140 
Old Ath. Three talents on the present; in 
future, all. 
Tin. This 
me long: a oe : a 
To build his fortune T will strain a little, 
For’tis a bond in men, Give him thy daughter: 
What you bestow, in him I'll counterpoise, 
And make him weigh with her. 
Old Ath. Mosi noble lord, 
Pawn me to this your honour, she is his. 
Tim. My hand to thee; mine honour on 
my promise. 5 
Lue. Humbly I thank your lordship: never 
may 
That state or fortune fall into my keeping, 150 
Which is not owed to you! 
Exeunt Lucilius and Old Athenian. 
Poet. Vouchsafe my labour, and long live 
your lordship! 
Tim. thank you; you shall hear from me 


gentleman of mine hath served 


anon: 
Go not away. What have you there, my friend? 
Pain. A piece of painting, which L do be- 


seech 
Your lordship toaccept. 
Tin. Painting is welcome. 
The painting is almost the natural man ; 
For since dishonour traftics with man’s nature, 
He is but outside: these pencill'd figures are 
Even such as they give out. Llike your work ; 
And you shall find [like it: wait attendance 16x 
Till you hear further from me. 
ain. The gods preserve ye! 
Tim, Well fare you, gentleman; give me 
your hand; 3 
We must needs dine together. Sir, your jewel 
Hath sufler'd under praise. 3 fe 
Jew. What, my lord ! dispraise ? 
Tim. A mere satiety of commendations. 
If I should pay you for’t as ’tis extoll’d, 
It would unclew me quite. : 
Jew. My lord, ’tis rated 
As those which sell would give: but you well 
now, 
Things of like value differing in the owners _170 
Are brized. by their masters: believe ’t, dear 
ord, 
You mend the jewel by the wearing it. 
Tim. Well mock’d: 
er: No, any good lord; 
common tongue, 
Which all men speak with him. 


Tim. Look, who comes here: will you be 
chid? 


he speaks the 


Enter APEMANTUS, 


Jew. We'll bear, with your lordship. 
Mer, He'll spare none. 
Tim. Good morrow to thee, gentle Ape- 


mantus! 
Apem. ‘Till I be gentle, stay thou for thy 
wi good morrow ; 
hen thou art Timon’s dog, and these knaves 
honest. 


Lim. Why dost them. knay ? thou 
lnsousete ent Poau sp them ts Research I 
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Apem. Are they not Athenians? 

Tim. Yes. 

Apem.__Then I repent not. 

Jew. You know me, Apemantus? 

Apem. Thou know’st do: I call’d thee by 
thy name. 


Tim. Thou art proud, Apemantus. 
aha Of nothing so much as that Tam 
not like Timon. 19° 


Tim. Whither art going? ina 
Apem. To knock out an honest Athenian’s 


brains. 

Vim. That's a deed thou'lt die for. 

Apem. tight, if doing nothing be death by 
the law. 

Tim. 
mantus ? 

Apen. The best, for the innocence. 199 

Tim. Wrought he not well that painted it? 

Apem. He wrought better that made the 
Bane: and yet he’s but a filthy piece of 
work. 

Pain. You're a dog. MN 

Apen. aay mother’s of my generation: 
what’s she, i I be a dog? 

Tim. Wilt dine with me, Apemantus? 


How likest thou this picture, Ape- 


Apen. No; Leat not lords. 
. Zim. An thou shouldst, thou ‘Idst anger 
ladies. 

Apem. O, they eat lords; so they come by 
great bellies. pos 210 

Tim. That’s a lascivious apprehension. 


‘Apem. So thou apprehendest it: take it for 
thy Jabour. if Bei 

Tim. How dost thou like this jewel, Ape- 
mantus? g i z 

Apem. Not so well as plain-dealing, which 
will not cost aman a doit. 

Tim. What dost thou think ‘tis worth? 

Apem. Not worth my thinking. How now, 
poet! 220 

Poets How now, philosopher! 

Apem. ‘Thou liest. 

Poet. Art not one? 

Apem. Yes. 

Poet. Then I lie not. 

Apem. Art not a poet? 

Poet. Yes. = 

‘Apem. Then thou liest: look in thy last 
work, where thou hast feigned him a worthy 
fellow. . Z 

Poet. That’s not feigned ; he is so. 250 

‘Apem. Yes, he is worthy of thee, and to pay 
thee for thy labour: he that loves to be flattered 
istry o the flatterer. Heavens, that I were 
a lord! 

Lim, What wouldst do then, Apemantus? 

Apem. Hen as Apemantus does now; hate 
a lord with my heart. 

Tim. What, thyself? 

Apem,_ Ay. 

Zim. Wherefore? 240 

Apem. t'That I had no angry wit to be a 
lord. - Art not thou a mi it? 

Mer. Ay, Apemantus. 

Apem. ‘Trattic confound thee, if the gods 
will not! 


stittite. Digitadtt lp Hthegrsids do it. 
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Apem. Traflic’s thy god; and thy god con- 
found thee! 


Trumpet sounds. Enter a Messenger. 
Tim. What trumpet’s that? 
Mess. "Tis Alcibia ies, and some twenty horse, 
All of companionship. 3 251 
Tim. Pray, entertain them ; give them guide 
to us. [Exeunt some Altendants. 
You must needs dine with me: go not you 


hence : 
Till I have thank’d you: when dinner’s done, 
Show me this piece: Lamdoyful of your sights. 


Enter ALCIBIADES, with the rest. 


Most welcome, sir! 

Apem. So, so, there! Ae 
‘Aches contract and starve your supple joints! 
That there should be small love ’mongst these 

sweet knaves, 
And all this courtesy! 
bred out 
Into baboon and monkey. . sto 
‘Alcib, Sir, you have sayed my longing, and 


The strain of man’s 


Ifced ‘ 
Most hungerly on your sight. E 
Tim. Right welcome, sir! 
Ere we depart, we'll share a bountcous time 
In different pleasures. Pray you, let us in. 
[Zceunt all except Apemantus. 


Enter two Lords. 

First Lord. What time o’ day is’t, Ape- 
mantus? 

Apem. Time to be honest. 

First Lord. That time serves still. 

Apem. The more accursed thou, that still 

omitt’st it. 

Sec. Lord. Thou art going to Lord Timon’s 
feast? 270 
Apem. Ay, to see meat fill knaves and wine 

heat fools. 

Sec. Lord. Fare thee well, fare thee well. 

Apem. Thou art a fool to bid me farewell 
twice. 

Sec. Lord. Why, Apemantus? 

Apem, Shouldst have kept one to thyself, 
for 1 mean to give thee none, 

First Lord. Wang thyself! 

Apem. No, I will do nothing at thy bidding: 
make thy requests to thy tient 

Sec. Lord. Away, unpeaceable dog, or I'll 
spurn thee hence! 281 

Apem. LI will fly, like a dog, the heels 0’ the 

[Exit. 
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Sec. Lord. Long may he live in fortunes! 
Shall we in? 
First Lord. Vl keep you company. 
[Eceunt. 


Scene Il. A ap ree L oom in Limon’s 
ROUSE. 


Hautboys playingloud music. Agreat banquet 
served in; Ituavius and others attending ; 
then enter LORD TIMON, ALCIBIADES, Lords, 
Senators, and VENTIDI "hen-comes, drop- 

ping after all, APEMAN discontentedly, 
Vike himself. 


Ven. 





Lat 








S, 


Most honour’d Timon, 

It hath pleased the gods to remember my 
father’s age, 

And call him to long peace. ; 

He is gone happy, and has left me rich: 

Then, as in grateful virtue [am bound 

To your iree heart, I do return those talents, 

Doubled with thanks and service, from whose 





help. 
I derived liberty. 
Dim. O, by no means, 


Honest Ventidius ; you mistake my love: 
I gave it freely ever; and there’s none 
Can truly say he gives, if he receives ; 


10 


| é our betters play at that game, we must not 


dare 
To imitate them; faults that are rich are fair. 
Ven. A noble spirit! 
"im. Nay, my lords, 
[They all stand ceremoniously looking 
= on Limon. 
Ceremony was but devised aé first 
‘fo set a gloss on faint deeds, hollow welcomes, 
Recanting goodness, Sorry cre *tis shown ; 
But where there is true friendship, there needs 
none. 
Pray, sit; more welcome are ye to my fortunes 
Than my fortunes to me. [Lhey sit. 20 
Irirst Lord. My lord, we always have con- 
fess'd it. 
Apem. Ho, ho, confess’d it! hang’d it, have 


you not? 
Tim. O, Apemantus, you are welcome. 
Apem. ~ No; 


You shall not make me welcome : 
Icome to have thee thrust me out of doors. 
Tim. Vie, thou’rt a churl; ye’ve got a 
humour there 
Does not become a man; *tis much to blame. 
They say, my lords, ‘ira furor brevis est;’ but 
yond man is ever angry. Go, let him have a 





ass. 
First Lord. He’s opposite to humanity. 
x ees ae in b 
An ‘e Lord Timon’s bounty? | 
The yey heart of kindness, ee 
A oe He pours it out; Plutus, the god 
Is but his steward : no meed, but he repay. 
peventold above ise no gift to hin an 
reeds the giver a return exceedi 
All use of quittance. ee ee 
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table by himself, for he does neither affect com- 
pany, nor is he fit for’t, indeed. 3t 

Apem. Let me stay at thine apperil, Timon: 
I come to observe; I give thee warning on’t. 

Lim. I take no heed of thee; thou’rt an 
Athenian, therefore welcome: I myself would 
have no power; prithee, let my meat make thee 
silent. 

Apem. Iscorn thy meat; ’twould choke me, 
Lit should ne’er flatter thee. O you gods, 


ARSENE AES EEES a ik 





ScENE 1] 
meat in one man’s blood; and all the madness 
is, he cheers them up too. 
T wonder men dare trust themselves with men: 
Methinks they should invite them without 
knives; . . 
Good for their meat, and safer for their lives. 
There’s much example for’t; the fellow that 
sits next him now, parts bread with him, 
ledges the breath of him in a divided draught, 
is the readiest man to kill him: ’t has been 
proved. If I were a huge man, I should fear 
to drink at meals ; me 5st 
Lest they should spy my windpipe’s dangerous 


notes : A : 
Great men should drink with harness on their 
throats. 2 
Tim. My lord, in heart; and let the health 
go round. 
Sec. Lord. 


lord. 

Apem. Flow this way! A brave fellow! he 
keeps his tides well. ‘Those healths will make 
thee and thy state look ill, Timon, Here’s that 
which is too weak to be a sinner, honest water, 
which ne’er left man i’ the mire: 60 
This and my food are equals ; there’s no odds: 
Feasts are too proud to give thanks to the gods. 


Apemantus’ grace. 


Immortal gods, I crave no pelf; 
T pray for no man but myself: 
Grant I may never prove so fond, 


Let it flow this way, my good 





To trust man on his oath or bond ; 

Or a harlot, for her weeping ; 

Or a dog, that, seems a-sleeping 5 

Or a keeper with my freedom ; 

Or my friends, if I should need’em. 70 

Amen. So fall to’t: 

Rich men sin, and I eat root. J 

[Zats and drinks. 

Much good t dich th, Rood heart, Apemantus! 

Tim. Captain Alcibiades, your heart’s in 
the field now. 3 
Hes lcibs My heart is ever at your service, my 

Zim. You had rather be at a breakfast of 
enemies than a, dinner of friends. 79 

Alcib. So they were biceling ney my lord, 
there’s no meat like’em: I could wish my best 
friend at such a feast. : 

Apem. Would all those flatterers were thine 
enemies then, that then thou mightst kill em 
and bid me to ’em! 

Hirst Lord. Might we but have that happi- 
ness, my lord, that you would once use our 
hearts, whereby we might express some part of 
curizeals; we should think ourselves for ever 


ect. oe 
Lim. O, no doubt, my good friends, but the 
Sods themselves have provided that I shall have 
Touch help from you: how had you been my 
friends else? why have you that charitable title 
tom thousands, did not you chiefly belong to 
my heart? I have told more of you to mysel 
than you can with modesty speak in your own 
behalf; and thus far I confirm you. O you 
gods, think I, what need we have any friends, 
if we should ne'er G@-OrkashfianRedearoten 
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the most needless creatures living, should we 
neer have use for ’em, and would most re- 
semble sweet instruments hung up in cases 
that keep their sounds to themselves. Why, 
T have often wished myself poorer, that I migh 
come nearer to you. We are born to do bene- 
fits: and what better or properer can we call 
our own than the riches of our friends? O, 
what a precious comfort *tis, to have so many, 
like brothers, commanding one another's for- 
tunes! © joy, een made away cre’t can be 
born! Mine eyes cannot hold out water, mic- 
thinks: to forget their faults, I drink to you. 
Apem. Thou weepest to make them drinik, 
Timon. 
Sec. Lord. Joy had the like conception in 
our eyes 
And at that instant like a babe sprung up. 
Apem. Ho, ho! I laugh to think that babe 
a bastard. 2 
Third Lord. I promise you, my lord, you 
moved me much. 
Apem. Much! [Lucket, within. 
Tim. What means that trump? 








Enter a Servant. 


How now? 

Serv. Please you, my lord, there are certain 
ladies most desirous of admittance, 

Tim. Ladies! what are their wills? 

Serv. There comes with them a forerunnwr, 
my lord, which bears that office, to signify their 
pleasures. 

Tim. I pray, let them be admitted. 


Enter Curip. 


Cup. Hail to thee, worthy Timon, and to all 
That of his bounties taste! ‘The five best senses 
Acknowledge thee their patron; and come 

reel 130 
To gratulate thy plenteous bosom: th’ ear, 
Taste, touch and smell, pleased from thy table 
rise ; 
They only now come but to feast thine eyes. 
Yim. They’re welcome all; let ’em haye 
kind admittance : § 
Music, make their welcome! Exit Cupid. 

First Lord. You see, my lord, how ample 

you're beloved. 


Music. Re-enter Cupp, with a mask of 
Ladies as Amazons, with Lutes tn thew 
hands, dancing and playing. 


Apem. Hoy-day, what a sweep of vanity 
comes this way! 

They dance! they are mad women. 
Like madness is the glory of this life, 
‘As this pomp shows to a little oil and root. x40 
We make ourselves fools, to disport ourselves ; 
And spend our flatteries, to drink those men 
Upon whose age we void it up again, 
With poisonous spite and envy. 


f | Who lives that’s not depraved or depraves? 


Who dies, that bears not one spurn to theis 
graves 
Of their friends’ gift? 


ieUIDitsar stdsy BatedeReibefore me now 
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Would one day stamp upon me: ’t has been 
done; :, 

Men shut their doors against a setting sun. 15° 


The Lords rise from table, with much adorin 
of TIMON; and to show their loves, each 
singles out an Amazon, and all dance, men 
with women, a lofty strain or two to the 
hautboys, and cease. 

Tim. You have done our pleasures much 
grace, fair ladies, nee 

Set a fair fashion on our entertainment, 

Which was not half so beautiful and kind ; 

You have added worth unto ’t and lustre, 

And entertain’d me with mine own device ; 

Lam to thank you for’t. 

First Lady. My lord, you take us even at 
the best. 5 
Apem. Faith, for the worst is filthy; and 
oil not hold taking, I doubt me. 
Tim. Ladies, there is an idle banquet attends 
you: 160 

Please you to dispose yourselves. x 

All Ladies. Most thankfully, my lord.” 

_ [Exeunt Cupid and Ladies. 

Tim. Flavius. 

Flav. My lord? x : 
Tim. The little casket bring me hither. 
Flav. Yes,rnylord. More jewels yet! [Aside. 

There is no crossing him in’s humour; 

Else I should tell him,—well, i’ faith, I should, 

When ane spent, he’ld be cross’d then, an he 

could. 

"Tis pity bounty had not eyes behind, 

That man might ne’er be wretched for his atau 

aril. 
First Lord. Where be our men? x71 
Serv. Here, my lord, in readiness. 
Sec. Lord. Our horses! 


Re-enter FLAvius, with the casket. 
Tim. O my friends, 
I have one word to say to you: look you, my 
good lord, 
I must entreat you, honour me so much 
Ass to advance this jewel; accept it and wear it, 
Kind my lord. 
First Lord. I am so far already in your 


fts,— 
AN So are we all. 


Enter a Servant. 
Serv. My lord, there are certain noblos of 
__ the senate 180 
Newly alighted, and come to visit you. 
ae They are fairly welcome. 
v, I beseech your honour, 
Vouchsafe me a word ; it does concern you near. 


Zim, Near! why then, another time [ll| Li 


hear thee: 


I prithee, lets be provided to show them enter- 
tainment. 


Flav. [Aside] I scarce know how. 
Enter a second Servant. 
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Four milk-white horses, trapp’d in silver, 
“Tim. T shall accept them fairly; let the 
presents at on 
Be worthily entertain’d. 


Enter @ third Servant. 


How now! what news; 
Third Serv. Please re my lord, that honour. 
able gentleman, Lord Lucullus, entreats your 
company to-morrow to hunt with him, and has 
sent your honour two brace of greyhounds, 
. Tim. Vi hunt with him; and let them be 
received, 
Not without fair reward. ited 
Flav. [ane What will this come to? 
He commands us to provide, and give great 


sifts, ‘ 
And all out of an empty coffer: _ 
Nor will he know his purse, or yield me this, 
To show him what a beggar h heart is, 201 
Being of no power to make his wishes good : 
His promises fly so beyond his state 
s all in debt; he owes 
Vor every word: he is so kind that he now 
Pays interest for’t; his land’s put to their 












ooks, 
Well, would I were gently put out of office 
Before I were forced out! __ 
Happier is he that has no friend to feed 
Than such that do e’en enemies exceed. __ 210 
I bleed inwardly for my lord, [Ewit. 
Tim. You do yourselves 
Much wrong, you bate too much of your own 
merits: 
Here, my lord, a trifle of our love. 
See. Lord. With more than common thanks 
I will receive it. 
Third Lord. O, he’s the very soul of bounty! 
Zim. And now I remember, my lord, you 


gave 
Good words the other day of a bay courser 
Lrode on: it is yours, because you liked it. 
Sec. Lord. O, I beseech you, pardon me, my 
Jord, in that. 
Tim. You may take my word, my lord; 
I know, no man 280, 
Can justly praise but what he does affect : 
I weigh mny friend’s affection with mine own; 
I'll tell you true. Ill call to you. 
All Lords, Q, none so welcome. 
Tim. I take all and your several visitations 
So kind to heart, ’tis not enough to give; , 
Methinks, I could deal kingdoms to my friends, 
And ne’er be weary, Alcibiades, 
Thou arta soldier, therefore seldom rich;, 
It comes in charity to thee: for all thy. living 
Is’mongst the Headend ali the lands thou hast 


ie in a pitch’d fiel 

Alcib. Ay, defiled land, my lord. 

First Lord. We evs virtuously ound— 
im. And so 

Am I to you. 

Sec. Lord. So infinitely endear’d— 

Tim. All to you. Lights, more lights! 





Sec. Serv. May it please your honour, Lord | _ First Lord. The best of happiness 
Lo 


Lucius, 


Out otis free fete; Ata GUL BeEsesgh Ins! itRnoDgRRecojweGarigotri with you, 








Sonex 11] 


Tim. Ready for his friends. 
[Exeunt all but Apemantus and Timon. 
Apem. _ What a coil’s here! 
Serving of becks and jutting-out of bums! 
T doubt whether their legs be worth the sums 
hat are given for em. Friendship’s full of 


dregs . 
Methinks, false hearts should never have sound 


egs. 242 
Thus honest fools lay out their wealth on 
court’sies. 
Tim. Now, Apemantus, if thou wert not 
sullen, 


Lwould be good to thee. 

Apem. No, I'll nothing: for if Ishould be 
bribed too, there would be none. left to rail 
upon thee, and then thou wouldst sin the faster. 
Thou givest so long, Timon, I fear me thou 
wilt give away thyself in paper shortly : what 
need these feasts, porns and vain-glories? 249 

Tim. Nay, an you begin to rail on society 
once, I am sworn not to give regard to you. 
Farewell; and come with better music. [Zxit. 

Apem, So: 

Thou wilt not hear me now; thou shalt not 


then: 
Tl lock thy heaven from thee. 
O, that men’s ears should be 


To counsel deaf, but not to flattery! (Exit. 


ACT IL. 
SornE I. A Senator's house. 
Enter Senator, with papers in his hand. 


Sen. And late, five thousand: to Varro and 
to Isidore ; 
He owes nine thousand; besides my former 


_ sum, 
Which makes it five and twenty. Still in 
motion 

Of raging waste? It cannot hold; it will not. 

If I want gold, steal but a beggar's dog, 

And give it Timon, why, the dog coins gold. 

Té I would sell my horse, and buy twenty more 

Better than he, why, give my horse to ‘Timon, 

Ask nothing, give it him, it foals me, straight, 

And able horses. No porter at his gate, 10 
ut rather one that smiles and still invites 

All that pass by. It cannot hold; no reason 

Can found his state in safety. Caphis, ho! 

Caphis, I say ! 


Enter Caruis. 


Caph. Here, sir; what is your pleasure? 
Sen, Get on your cloak, and haste you to 
Lord Timon; 
Tnportune him for my moneys; be not ceased 
\ ‘ith slight denial, nor then silenced when— 
Commend me to pour master’—and the cap 
fays in the right hand, thus: but tell him, 
ra Y uses cry tome, I must serve my turn 20 
ut of mine own; his days and times are past 
And my reliances on his fracted dates 
ave smit my credit: I love and honour him, 
at not break my, back sto heals finger; 
late are my needs, an relief 
Must not be toss cial aah torntses@arah, In 


3E 
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But find supply immediate. Get you gone: 
Put on a most importunate aspect, 
A visage of demand; for, I do fear, . 
When every feather sticks in his own wing, 3° 
Lord Timon will be left a naked gull, 
Which flashes now a pheenix. Get you gone. 
Caph. I go, sir. 
Sen. ‘I go, sir!’—Take the bonds along 
with you, 5 
And have the dates in compt. 
Caph. 
Sen. 


will, sir. 
Go. [Exeunt. 


Scene I. Zhe same. A hall in Timon’s 
house. 


Enter FLAVIUS, with many bills in his hand. 


Flavius. No care, no stop! so senseless of 
expense, BR 
That he will neither know how to maintain it, 
Nor cease his flow of riot: takes no account 
How things go irom him, nor resumes no care 
Of what is to continue: never mind 
Was to be so unwise, to be sokind.* 
What shall be done? he will not hear, till feel : 
I must be round with him, now he comes from 
_ hunting. 
Fie, fie, tie, fic! 


Enter Caruts, and the Servants of IstDORE 
and VAaRRO. 
_Caph. Good even, Varro: what, 
You come for money? ‘ 
Var. Serv. _ Ist not your business too? 10 
Caph._ Ibis: and yours too, Isidore? 


Isid. Serv. , It is so. 
Caph.. Would we were all discharged ! 
Var. Serv. I fear it. 


Caph. Here comes the lord. 


Enter Timon, ALCIBIADES, and Lords, &c. 
Tim. So soon as dinner’s done, we'll forth 


again 
My Meibiades. With me? what is your will? 
Caph. My lord, here is a note of certain dues. 
Lim, Dues! Whence are you? 
Caph. Of Athens here, my lord. 
Tim. Gotomy steward. . 
Caph. Please it your lordship, he hath put 
meoff _ Es 
To the succession of new days this month: 
My master is awaked by great occasion 
To call upon his own, and humbly prays you 
‘That with your other noble parts you'll suit 
In giving him his right. 
Lim. ___. Mine honest friend, 
I prithee, but repair to me next morning. 
Caph. Nay, good my lord,— 
Tim. Contain thyself, good friend. 
Var. Serv. One Yarro’s servant, my good 


ord, — 
Isid. Serv. From Isidore ; 
He humbly prays your speedy payment. 
Caph. Ji you did know, my lord, my master’s 
wants— 
__ Var. Serv. *Twas due on forfeiture, my lord, 
tituteixDigtized by eGangotri 3e 


20 
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Timon; this to Alcibiades. Go; thou vw, 

And past. v s bo ‘bastard, and thou’t die a b: BES 

Isid. Serv. Your steward puts me off, my Pa We Thou wast whelped a eet th i 

lord 5 shalt famish a dog's death. Answer not; Tam 


And I am sent expressly to your lordship. 
Tim. Give me breath. 
T do beseech you, good iy lords, keep on 3 
*}] wait upon you instantly. 
ane Exeunt Mi leibiades and Lords. 
(2° qt Come ieee pray you 
‘ow goes the world, that Tam thus encountel 
SE ES demands of date-broke bonds, 
‘And the detention of long-since-due debts, 
‘Against my honour? 
Flav. Please you, gentlemen, 40 
The time is unagreeable to this business : 
Your importunacy cease till after dinner, 
That I paey make his Hons understand 
Wherefore you are not paid. 
Dim. De so, my frends. See them well 
entertain’d. Exit. 
Flav. Pray, draw near. Exit. 


Enter APEMANTUS and Fool, 


Caph. Stay, stay, here comes the fool with 
Apemantus: let’s ha’ some sport with ‘em. 
War. Serv. Hang him, he'll abuse us. 
Isid. Serv. A plague upon him, dog! 

Var. Serv. How dost, ‘ool ? 

Apem. Dost dialogue with thy shadow? 

Var. Serv. I speak not to thee. 

Apem. No, ’tis to thyself. [Zo the Fool] 
Come away. 

Tsid. Serv. There’s the fool hangs on your 
back already. a 

Apem. No, thou stand’st single, thou’rt not 

on him yet. 

Caph. Where’s the fool now? 59 

Apem. He last asked the gustan: Poor 
rogues, and usurers’ men! bawds between gold 
and want! 

All Serv. What are we, Apemanius? 

Apem. Asses. 

All Serv. Why? 

Apem. That you ask me what you are, and 
do not know yourselves. Speak to’em, fool. 

Fool. How do you, gentlemen ? 

All Serv. Gramercies, good fool: how does 
your mistress? 1 

Fool. She’s e’en setting on water to geal 
such chickens as you are. Would we could sce 
you at Corinth! 

Apem. Good! gramercy. 


5° 


Enter Page. 
Fool. Took you, here comes my mistress’ 
e, 
eae [Zo the Fool] Why, how now, captain! 


what do you in this wise company? H i 
thou, Apemantus? gets ae 


cone: 5 i (Exit, 
Apem. Fen so thou outrunnest grace. Foo} 

L will go with you to Lord Timon’s, 2 
Fool, Will you leave me there? 


‘Apem. If Timon stay at home. You three 
serve three usurers ? 

All Serv. Ay; would they served us! 

Apem. So would I,—as good a trick as ever 
hangman served thief. 100 

Fool. Are you three usurers’ men? 

‘All Serv. Ay, fool. 

Fool. I think no usurer but has a fool to 
his servant: my mistress is one, and I am her 
fool. When men come to borrow of your 
masters, they approach sadly, and go away 
merry; but. they enter my mistress’ house 
et and go away sadly: the reason of 

his 

Var. Serv. I could render one. 109 

Apen. Do it then, that we may account 
thee a whoremaster and a knaye; which not- 
withstanding, thou shalt be no less esteemed. 

Var. Serv. What is a whoremaster, fool? 

Fool. A fool in good clothes, and something 
like thee. “Lis a spirit: sometime’t appears 
like a lord; sometime like a lawyer; sometime 
like a philosopher, with two stones moe than’s 
artificial one: he is very often like a knight; 
and, generally, in all shapes that man goes up 
and. down in from fourscore to thirteen, this 
spirit walks in. 121. 

Var. Serv. Thou art not altogether a fool. 

Fool. Nor thou altogether a wise man: as 
much foolery as I have, so much wit thou 
lackest. 

Apem. That answer might have become 
Apemantus. 

All Serv. Aside, aside ; 
Timon. 


Re-enter Timon and FLAVIvS. 


Apem. Come with me, fool, come. 

Fool. I do not always follow lover, elder 
brother and woman; sometime the philo- 
sopher. [Exeunt Apemantus and ‘ool. 

lav. Pray you, walk near: 1’ll speak with 
you anon. f [Excunt Servants. 

Tim. You make me marvel: wherefore ete 

this time 
Had you not fully laid my state before me, 
That I might so have rated my expense, 
As TI had leave of means? 

Flav. You would not hear mé 
wy many Icisures I proposed. 

im. G 


here comes Lord 





Apem. Would I had a rod in mouth, 
that I might answer thee BrOREADIY = oe 80 
Page. Prithee, Apemantus, read me the 


superscription of these letters: I know not | Th 


which is which. 
Apem. Canst not read? 


Page. No. 
TheCrOlKisinienRaseatielthesti 


Apem. 
that day thou art hanged. This is to Lor 


: 10 to: 
Perchance some single vantages you took, 
When my indisposition put you back; 
And that unaptness made your minister, 
us to excuse yourself. 
Flav, O my good lord, 
At many times I brought in my accounts, 


Je RBS B geangaHvons He 


And say, you found them in mine honesty. 


140 





Scorn 1] 
When, for some trifling present, you have bid 


me 

Return so much, I haye shook my head and 
wept; r 

Yea, Cine the authority of manners, pray’d 


ou 
To fold your hand more close: I did endure 
Not seldom, nor no slight checks, when I have 
Prompted you in the ebb of your estate 150 
‘And your great flow of debts. My loved lord, 
+Though you hear now, too late—yet now’s a 
time— 
The greatest of your having lacks a half 
fo pay your present debts, 
ty iter. ee Let all my land be sold, 
Flav. "Tis all engaged, some forfeited and 
gone ; ¢ : 
And what remains will hardly stop the mouth 
Of present dues: the future comes apace: 
What shall defend the interim? and at length 
How goes our reckoning? __ 
Tim. To Lacedemon did my land extend. 
Flav. O my good lord, the world is but a 
word: 4 5 161 
Were it allvours to give it in a breath, 
How quickly were it gone! 
Lim. You tell me true. 
ee 1 If you suspect my husbandry or false- 
hood, 
Call me before the exactest auditors 
And set me on the proof. So the gods bless me, 
When all our offices have been oppress'd 
With riotous feeders, when our yaults have 


wept 
With Reinier spilth of wine, when every room 
Hath blazed with lights and bray’d with min- 
strelsy, 170 
Lhave retired me to a wasteful cock, 
And set mine eyes at flow. 
Lim. Prithee, no more. 
Flav. Heavens, haye I said, the bounty of 
this lord! 
ow many prodigal bits have slaves and 
, peasants 
This night englutted! Who is not Timon’s? 
What heart, head, sword, force, means, but is 
ord Timon’s? 
Great Timon, noble, worthy, royal Timon ! 
» When the means are gone that buy this 


Praise, $ 
The breath is gone whereof this praise is made : 
Feast-won, fast-lost; one cloud of winter 
showers, x80 
hese flies are couch’d. 
Ne Come, sermon me no further : 
No villanous bounty yet hath pass’d my heart; 
nwisely, not ignobly, have I given. 
hy dost thou weep? Canst thou the con- 
‘Science lack, 
Fo think I shall lack friends? Secure thy heart; 
I would broach the vessels of my love, 
And try the argument of hearts by borrowing, 
en and men’s fortunes could I frankly use 
I can bid thee speak. 
lav. Assurance bless your thoughts ! 
Tim. And, in some sort, these wants of 
mine are cro 


That T aecoune Acme MidSARBMTiEREpeneeh In 
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Shall I try friends: you shall perceive how you 
Mistake my fortunes; I am wealthy in my 
_ friends. 

Within there! Flaminius! Servilius! 
Enter FLAMINIUS, SERVILIUS, and other 
Servants. 


Servants. My lord? my lord? 

Tim. I will dispatch you severally; you to 
Lord Lucius; to Lord Lucullus you : Thunte 
with his honour to-day : you, to Sempronius: 
commend me to their loves, and, I am proud, 
say, that my occasions have found time to use 
em toward a supply of money: let the request 
be fifty talents. 

Flam. As you have said, my lord, 

Flav. [Aside] Lord Lucius and Lucullus? 

hum! i 
Tim. Go you, sir, to the senators— 
Of whom, even to the state’s best health, I have 
Deserved this hearing—bid ’em send o’ the 
instant 
A thousand talents to me. 
‘lav. I have been bold— 
For that I knew it the most general way— 209 
To them to use your signet and your name; 
But they do shake their heads, and Iam here 
No richer in return. 
Tim. Is’t true? can’t be? 
Flav. They answer, in a joint and corporate 
voice, 
That now they are at fall, want treasure, cannot 
Do what they would; are sorry—you are hon- 
ourable,— 5 
But yet they could have wish’d—they know 


not— 
Something hath been amiss—a noble nature 
May catcha wrench—would all were well—tis 


ty s— 
And so, Intending other serious matters, | 219 
After distasteful looks and these hard fractions, 
With certain half-caps and cold-moving nods 
They froze me into silence. 

Tim. You gods, reward them! 
Prithee, man, look cheerly. These old fellows 
Have their ingratitude in them hereditary : 
Their blood is caked, tis cold, it seldom flows ; 
*Tis lack of kindly warmth they are not kind; 
And nature, as it grows again toward earth, 

Js fashion’d for the journey, dulland heavy. 

[Zo a Sera.) Go to Ventidius. [Zo Flav.] 
Prithee, benotsad, | 

Thou art true and honest; ingeniously I speak, 

No Blame belongs to thee. [Zo Ser] Ventidius 
ately 231 

Buried his father; by whose death he’s stepp’d 

Into 2 great estate: when he was poor, 

Imprison’d and in scarcity of friends, 

I clear’d him with five talents: greet him from 
me; 

Bid him suppose some good necessity 

pouches hie friend, which craves to be remem- 


er 
With those five talents [2xit Ser.]. [Z'o Flav.] 
B etat had, Eive tithess jena . 

‘o whom, ’tis instant due. Ne’er speak, or 
titutehiaigitzed by eGangotri Lge 
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im that worships thee! 
rollin Throwing the money back, 
Lueul. Hal now Isee thou arta fool, and 
fit for thy master. LEit, 
Flam. May these add to the number that 
may scald thee! ‘ 
Let molten coin be thy damnation, 
Thou disease of a friend, and not himself! 
Has friendship such a faint and milky heart, 
It turns in less than two nights? O you gods, 
I feel my master’s passion! this slave, 
Unto his honour, has my lord’s meat in him: 
Why should it thrive and turn to nutriment, 
When he is turn’d to poison ? 
O, may diseases only work upon’t! 
And, when he’s sick to death, let not that part 
of nature s 
Which my lord paid for, be of any power 
To expel sickness, but prolong his hour! [Ewxit, 


796 
That Timon’s fortunes ’mong his friends fan 
sink. Sen 
Flav. I would I could not think it: that 
thought is bounty’s foe; 


i itself, it thinks all others so. 
Being free itself, it thinks a! taeeunt. 









































ACT OI. 
Scene I. A room in Incullus’ house. 
FLAMINIUS waiting. Enter a Servant to him. 


Serv. I have told my lord of you; he is 
coming down to you. 
Flam. I thank you, sir. 


Enter Lucunus. 

Serv. Here’s my lord. ea 

Lucu. [Aside] One of Lord Timon’s men? 
agift, T warrant. Why, this hitsright; [dreamt 
of a silver basin and ewer to-night. Flaminius, 
honest Flaminius; you are very respectively 
welcome, sir. Fill me some wine. [dit Ser- 
vant.] And how does that honourable, com- 
plete, free-hearted gentleman of Athens, thy 
very bountiful goo lord and master? a 

lam. His health is well, sir. 3 F 

Lacul. Iam right glad that his health is 
well, sir: and what hast thou there under thy 
cloak, pretty Faminius? 

Flam, Faith, nothing but an empty box, 
sir; which, in my lord’s Behalf, I come to en- 
treat your honour to supply ; who, having great 
and instant occasion to use fifty talents, hath 
sent to your lordship to furnish him, nothing 
doubting your present assistance therein, | a1 

Lneul.” La, la, la, la! ‘nothing doubting, 
says he? Alas, ood lord! a noble gentleman 
tis, if he would not ee so good a house. 
Many a time and often I ha’ dined with him, 
and told him on’t, and come again to supper 
to him, of purpose to have him spend less, and 
yet he would embrace no counsel, take no 
warning by my coming. Every man has his 
fault, and honesty is his: I ha’ told him on t, 
but I could ne’er get him from’t. 3r 


Re-enter Servant, with wine. 


Serv. Please your lordship, here is the wine. 
Lnew), Flaminius, Ihave noted thee always 
wise, Here’s to thee, — 
SH aun doniship, peaks re pleasure. 
tcut, 1 have observed thee always for a| Ser. See, by good } i K lord; T 
towardly prompt Spirit, “give thee thy due—and | have sweat once jaguars se se 
one (it ow what Peon ‘ to reason; an lord,— To Lucius. 
canst use the time well, if the time use thee| Zac. Servilius! y. ci met, sit. 
well: good parts in thee. [Zo Serv.] Get you | Fare thee well; Feo ate: Rint thy honour- 
gone, shrrah eet Serv ey, eater Honest abe viztions lord, my very exquisite fend a 
y 5 a bountiful gentleman : er. May i y or 
put thou, fase ise ; and thous eno at ell hath penbee eee wvour honour any 1 
€ h, although thou comest to me, that this! Zac. Ha! wh 0 mucit 
48 no time to Iend money, especially upon bare | endeared to that, Tees ae ae how 
friendship, without security. Here’s three soli- | shall I thank him, thinkest thou? And what 
dares ion thee wood boy, wala at me, and say | has he sent now? * 
me not. Fare thee well. Ser. Has only sent hi ion now, 
aT site iposable the world should so | my dort: requesting saecioranipeo sappy his 
differ, k instant use with so many talents. ae 
And we alive thet dived? Fix, lapels Ranch Stitt. ifiylotanigaybut mexry with 
ness, 50 me; 


Scene II. A public place. 
Enter Lucius, with three Strangers. 


Ine., Who, the Lord Timon? he is my very 
good friend, and an honourable gentleman. 

First Stran, We know him for no_less, 
though we are but strangers to him. But I can 
tell you one thing, my lord, and which T hear 
from common rumours: now Lord Timon’s 
happy hours are done and past, and his estate 
shrinks from him. nah 

Inc. Fie, no, do not believe it; he cannot 
want for money. 5 10 

Sec. Stran. But believe you this, my lord, 
iiabnot Jong ago, one of his men was with the 
Lord Lucullus to borrow so many talents, nay, 
urged extremely for’t and showed what neces- 
sity belonged to’t, and yet was denied. 

wc. How! 
Sec. Stran. I tell you, denied, my lord. 
wc. What a strange case was that! now, 

before the gods, I am ashamed on’t. Denie 
that honourable man! there was very little hon- 
our showed in’t. For my own part, I must 
needs confess, I have received some small kind- 
nesses from him, as money, plate, jewels and 
such-like trifles, nothing comparing to his; yet, 
had he mistook him and sent to me, I shoul 
ne'er have denied his occasion so many talents. 


Enter Servivivs. 


Scpnz 11] 


tHe cannot want fifty five hundred talents. 
Ser. pe in the mean time he wants less, my 

lord. 

If his occasion were not virtuous, 

Ishould not urge it half so faithfully. 
Lue. Dost thou speak seriously, Servilius? 
Ser. Upon my soul, ’tis true, sir, if 
Luc, Whata wicked beast was] to disfurnish 


myself against such a good time, when I might 


ha’ shown myself honourable! how unluckily 
it happened, that I should purchase the day 
before for a little part, and undo a great deal of 
honour! Servilius, now, before the gods, I am 
not able to do,—the more beast, I say :—I was 
sending to use Lord Timon myself, these gentle- 
men can witness; but I would not, for the 
wealth of Athens, I had done’t now. Com- 
mend ime bountitully to his good lordship; 
and I hope his honour will conceive the 
fairest of me, because I have no power to be 
kind; and tell him this from me, I count it 
one of my greatest afllictions, say, that I can- 
not pleasure such an honourable gentleman. 
Good Servilius, will you befriend me so far, as 
to use mine own words to him? 
Se. Yes, sir, I shall. 
Inc. Vil look you outa good turn, Servilius. 
, ; [Zvcit Servilius. 
True, as you said, Timon is shrunk indeed ; 
And he that’s once denied will hardly spect. ‘i 
eacit. 
First Stran, Do you observe this, Hostilius? 
ec. Stren, . , Ay, too well. 70 
First Stran. Why, this is the world’s soul ; 
and just of the same piece : 
Ts every flatterer’s spirit. Who can call him 
His friend that dips in the same dish? for, in 
My knowing, Timon has been this lord’s father, 
And kept his credit with his purse, 
Supported his estate; nay, ‘fimon’s money 
Las paid his men their wages: he ne’er drinks, 
But Timon’s silver treads upon his lip; 
‘And yet—O, see the monstrousness of man 
When he looks out in an ungrateful shape !— 
e does deny him, in respect of his, 8x 
hat charitable men afford to beggars. 
Third Stran. Religion groans at it. 
First Stran. or mine own part, 
Tnever tasted Timon in my life, 
Nor came eny of his bounties over me, 
To mark me for his friend; yet, I protest, 
For his right noble mind, illustrious virtue 
And honourable carriage, 
ad his necessity made use of me, 
Iwould have pul my wealth into donation, 90 
And the best half should have return’d to him, 
So much I love his heart: but, I perceive, 
Men must learn now with pity to dispense; 
For policy sits above conscience, [Ezeunt. 


Scene IL. A room in Sempronius’ house. 
Enter Semprontus, and a Servant of TIMON’s. 


Sem. Must he needs trouble me in *,—hum! 
—bove all others? 
He might have tried Lord Lucius or Lucullus; 


And now Ventidius isav | 
hom he redeem’d tot B RRgareh 









TIMON OF ATHENS 797 


Owe their estates unto him. 


rv. My lord, 

They have all been touch’d and found base 
metal, for 

They have all denied him. - . 

Sem. How! have they denied him? 

Has Ventidius and Lucullus denied him? 

And does he send tome? Three? hum! | 

It shows but little love or judgement in him: 

Must I be his last refuge? His friends, like 
physicians, IL 

tThrive, give him oyer: must I take the cure 
upon me? 3 

Has much disgraced me in’t; I’m angry at 


1im, 

That might have known my place: I see no 
sense for’t, 

But his occasions might have woo’d me first; 

Tor, in my conscience, I was the first man 

‘That e’er received gift from him: 

And does he think so backwardly of me now, 

That I'll requite it last? No: 

So it may prove an argument of laughter _ 20 

To the rest, and 'mongst lords I be thought a 


‘ool. 
I’ld rather than the worth of thrice the sum, 
Had sent to me first, but for my mind’s sake ; 
I’d such a courage to do him good. But now 
xetum, 5 on 
And with their faint reply this answer join; 
Who bates mine honour shall not know my 


coin. (Exit. 
Serv. Excellent! Your lorcet sa Foodly 
villain. The devil knew not what he did when 


he made man pallies he crossed himself by’t: 

and I cannot think but, in the end, the villanics 

of man will set him clear. How fairly this lord 

strives to appear foul! takes virtuous copies to 

be wicked, like those that under hot ardent zeal 

would set whole realms on fire : 

Of such a nature is his politic love. 

This was my lord’s best hope; now all are fled, 

Save only the gods: now his friends are dead, . 

Doors, that were ne’er acquainted with their 
wards 

Many a bounteous year, must be employ’d 

Now to guard sure their master. 40 

And this is all a liberal course allows ; 

Who cannot keep his wealth must keep his 
house. [£xit. 


Scene IV. The same. A hall in Timon’s 
house. 


Enter two Servants of VaRno, and the Servant 
of Luctus, meeting Titus, HorteNnstvs, 
and cther Servants of Trmon’s creditors, 
waiting his coming out. 


First Var. Serv. Well met; good morrow, 
Titus and Hortensius. 
Tit. The like to you, kind Varro. 


Hor. Lucius! 
What, do we meet together? 
Tne. Serv. Ay, and I think 


One business does command us all; for mine 


HEARED igitzed by eGangotr 
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Why then preferr’d you not your sums and 
ills, 

When your false masters eat of my lord’s meat? 
















Enter PHILOTus. 


Ine. Serv. And Sir Philotus too! Then they could smile and fawn upon his debts 
Ee paced day at One eae good brother ‘And take down the interest into their glutton. 
C. SCI. ? : us Maws. : 
‘What do you think the hour? You do yourselyes but wrong to stir me up; 


Labouring for nine. A ly: 
cbr Serv. So much? Let me pass quietly 


7 Believe t, my lord and I have made an end; 
ie ae Ss Isnof my lord seeniyer! T have no more to meckon)ihe tospend, _ J 
Pla. ‘Tovonder on’t; he was wont to shine Ine. Serv. Ay, but this answer will not 
seven. 10 
ae ‘Serv. Ay, but the days are wax'd 
shorter with him: : 

You must consider that a prada course 
Js like the sun’s; but not, like his, recoverable. 
T fear’ tis deepest winter in Lord Timon’s purse; 
That is, one may reach deep enough, and yet 
Find little. 

Phi. | Lamof your fear for that. 

Tit. Tilshow you how to observe a strange 


serve. 5 we 
Flav. If ‘twill not serve, ‘tis not so base as 
you; : 
For you serve knaves. Exit. 
First Var. Serv. How! what does his eash- 
iered worship mutter? Gx 
Sec. Var. Serv. No matter what; he’s poor, 
and that’s revenge enough. Who can speak 
broader than he that has no house to put his 
head in? such may rail against great buildings, 


Enter SERVILIUS. 


Tit. O, here’s Servilius; now we shall know 
some answer. | 
Ser, If I might beseech you, gentlemen, to 


event. 
Your lord sends now for money, 

or. Lost true, he does. 
Tit, And he wears jewels now of ‘Timon’s 


gift, s $ repair some other hour, I should derive much 
Fee ral ONO 2°) from’t; for, take’t of my soul, my lord leans 


wondrously to discontent : his comfortable tem- 
per has forsook him; he’s much out of health, 
and keeps his chamber, ; 
LIne. Serv.. Many do keep their chambers 
are not sick: 4 
And, if it be so far beyond his health, 
Methinks he should the sooner pay his debts, 
And make a clear way to the gods. 
Ser. Good gods! 
Tit. We cannot take this for answer, sir. 
Flam. [Within] Servilius, help! My lord! 
my lord! 


Enter Timon, in a rage; FP LAMINIUS 
Sollowing. 
Zim. What, are my doors opposed against 
my passage? 80 
Have I been ever free, and must my house 
Be my retentive enemy, my gaol? | 
The place which I have feasted, does it now, 
Like all mankind, show me an iron heart? 
Luc. Serv. Putin now, Titus. 
Zit. My lord, here is my bill. 
Lue. Serv, Here’s mine. 
Hor. And mine, my lord. 
Both Var. Serv, And ours, my lord. 
Phi. Allour bills. 99, 
Tim. Knock me down with ’em: cleave me 
to the girdle. 
Tnuc. Serv. Alas, my lord,— 
Lim. Cut my heart in sums. 
Tit. Mine, fifty talents. 
Lim. Tell out my blood. 
Lue. Serv. Five thousand crowns, my lord. 
Zim. Five thousand drops pays that. What 
yours?—and yours? 
cee Meer Sei a lord,— 
ec. Var, Serv. My lord,— . 
tittite. Dibjlired dose aAgOltid the gods fall 
upon you! (eet. 100 


Lue, Serv, Mark, how strange it shows, 
Timon in this should pay more than he owes: 
And een as if your lord should wear rich 

jewels, 
And send for money for em. 

Hor. I’m weary of this charge, the gods can 

witness : ‘ 
Iknow my lord hath spent of Timon’s wealth, 
And now ingratitude makes it worse than 
stealth. 2 

First Var. Serv. Yes, mine's three thousand 

crowns: what’s youre 

Luc. Serv. Five thousand mine. 

First Var. Serv. “Tis much deep; and it 

should seem by the sum, ° 
Your master’s confidence was above mine; 
Else, surely, his had equall’d. 


Enter FLAsINis. 


Fit. One of Lord Timon’s men. 

Luc. Serv. YVlaminius! Sir, a word: pray, 
is my lord ready to come forth? 

Flam, No, indeed, he is not. 

Tit. We attend his lordship; pray, signify 
s0 much, 

Flam. I need not tell him that; he knows 
you are too diligent. [Evit. 40 


Enter Fuayius in a cloak, mufiled. 
Inc. Serv, Hal is not that his steward 
mufiled so? 
€ goes away in a cloud: call him, call him. 
t. Do you hear, sir? 
Sec. Var. Serv. By your leaye, sir,— 
Flav. What do ye ask of me, my friend? 
ee We wait for certain money here, sir. 
v. : 


If money were ssc ei Kur REBETch | 


*T'wwere sure enougl 
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Hor. ’Faith, I perceive our masters may 
throw their caps at their money: these debts 
may well be called desperate ones, for a mad- 
jan owes em. [Exeunt. 


Re-enter TOION and FPLAVIUS. 
Tim. They have e’en put my breath from 
me, the: tact 
Creditors? devils! 

Flav. My dear Jord,— 

Tim, What if it should be so? 

Flav. My lord,— 

Tim. Vllhave itso. My steward! 

Flav. Were, my ord. 110 

“im, So fitly ? Go, bid all my friends again, 
Lucius, Lucullus, and Sempronius : 

‘All, sirrah, all: 
I'll once more feast the rascals. 

flav. _ Omy lord, 

You only speak from sees distracted soul ; 
There is not so much left, to furnish out 
A moderate table, 

Tim. Be’é not in thy care; go, 
Icharge thee, invite them all: let in the tide 
Of knaves once more; my cook and I'll provide. 

[Exeunt. 


Scrnr V. Zhe same. The senate-house. 
The Senate sitting. 


First Sen. My lord, you have my voice to it; 
the fault’s 
Bloody ; ’tis necessary he should die: 
Nothing emboldens sin so much as mercy. 
oe Sen. Most true; the law shall bruise 
him, 


Enter ALCIBIADES, with Attendants. 


Alcib. Honour, health, and compassion to 

the senate ! 

First Sen. Now, captain? 

Alcib. Taman humblesuitor to yonr virtues ; 

‘or pity is the virtue of the law, 

And none but tyrants use it cruelly. 

It pleases time and fortune to lie heavy 

Upon a friend of mine, who, in hot blood, 

Hath stepp’d into the law, which is past depth 

To those that, without, heed, do plunge into’t. 
Te is a man, setting his fate aside, 

OF comely virtues : ; 

Nor did he soil the fact with cowardice— 

n honour in him which buys out his fault— 
But, with a noble fury and fair spirit, 
Seeing his reputation touch’d to death, 

He di ;ppose his foe : 

And with such sober and unnoted passion 

He did behave his anger, ere ’twas spent, 

As if he had but proved an argument. 

s Ke irst Sen. You undergo too strict a paradox, 
triving to make an ugly deed look fair : 

Gur words have took such pains as if they la- 


10 


20 


ir 
To bring manslaughter into form and set quar- 
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He’s truly valiant that can wisely suffer ; 
The worst that man can breathe, and make his 
: wrongs 4 < ‘ 
His outsides, to wear them like his raiment, 
carelessly, 


And ne'er prefer his injuries to his heart, 
To bring it into danger. 
lf wrongs be evils and enforce us kill, 
What folly ’tis to hazard life for ill! 
Alcib. “My lord,— 
First Sen. 
sins look clear: 
To revenge is no valour, but to bear. 
‘Alcib. My lords, then, under favour, pardon 


me 5 40 

Tf I speak like a captain. 

Miby do fond men expose themselves to battle, 

And not endure all threats? sleep upon’t, 

‘And let the foes quietly cut their throats, 

Without repugnancy? If there be 

Such valour in the bearing, what make we 

Abroad? why then, women are more valiant 

That stay at home, if bearing carry it, 

And the ass more captain than the lion, the 
50 


You cannot make gross 


felon 
Loaden with irons wiser than the jud ey 
If wisdom be in eu erne: O my lords, 
As you are great, be pitifully good : 
Who cannot condemn rashness in cold blood? 
To kill, I grant, is sin’s extremest gust ; 
But, in defence, by mercy, ‘tis most just. 
To be in anger is impiety ; 
But who is man that is not angry? 
Weigh but the crime with this. 

Sec. Sen. You breathe in vain. 

Alcib. In vain! his service done 
At Lacedeemon and Byzantium | 60 
Were a sufficient briber for his life. 

First Sen. Whai’s that? 

Alcib. Isay, my lords, he has done fair ser- 


vice, 
And slain in fight many of your enemies: 
How full of valour did he bear himself 
Tn the last conflict, and made plenteous wounds! 
See. Sen. He has made too much plenty with 
He’s a sworn rioter: he has a sin that often 
Drowns him, and takes his valour prisoner : 
Tf there were no foes, that were enough 
‘to overcome him: in that beastly fury 
He has been known to commit outrages, 
And cherish factions: ’tis inferr’d to us, 
His days are foul and his drink dangerous. 
First Sen. He dies. E 
Alcib. Hard fate! he might have 
died in war. * ; 
My lords, if not for any parts in him— 
Though his right arm might purchase his own 


7° 


time, 
And be in debt to none—yet, more to move 


you, 

Take my deserts to his, and join *em both: 
And, for I know your reverend ages love 
Security, 17ll pawn my victories, all 


Bo 


If by this crime he owes the law his life, 
Why, let the war receive’t in valiant gore ; 
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First Sen. We are for law: he dies; urge it 
no more, ‘ 
On height of our displeasure : friend or brother, 
He forfeits his own blood that spills another. 
Alcib. Mustit beso? it must not be. My 


lords, 
I do bescech you, know me. go 
c. Sen. How! 
Alcib. Call me to your remembrances. 
Third Sen. What! 
Alcib. I cannot think but your age has for- 


got me; 
It could not else be, I should prove so base, 
To sue, and be denied such common grace: 
My wounds ache at you. 
First Sen. Do you dare our anger? 
“Tis in few words, but spacious in effect ; 
We banish thee forever. 
Alcib, Banish me! 
Banish your dotage; banish usury, 
That makes the senate ugly. : 100 
First Sen. Ii, after two days’ shine, Athens 
contain thee, | 
Attend our weightier judgement. And, not to 
swell our spirit, 
He shall be executed presently. 
[Zceunt Senators. 
Alcib. Now the gods keep you old enough; 
that you may live 
Only in bone, that none may look on you! 
I’m worse than mad: I have kept back their 


foes, 

While they have told their money and let out 

Their coin upon large interest, I myself 

Rich only in large hurts. All those for this? 

is this the balsam that the usuring senate 110 

Pours into captains’ wounds? Banishment! 

It comes not ill; I hate not to be banish’d; 

It is a cause worthy my spleen and fury, 

That I may strike at Athens. Ill cheer up 

My discontented troops, and lay for hearts. 

Tis honour with most lands to be at odds; 

Soldiers should brook as little wrongs as pes, 
cit. 


SoENE VI. The same. A banqueting-room 
in Timon’s house. 


Afusic. Tables set out: Servants attending. 
Enter divers Lords, Senators and others, at 
several doors. 


First Lord. The good time of day to you, sir. 
Sec. Lord. I also wish it to you. I think 
this honourable lord did but try us this other 


day. 

_ Hirst Lord. Upon that were my thoughts 
tiring, when we encountered: I hope it is not 
so low with him as he made it seem in the trial 
of his several friends, 

_ Sec. Lord. 1t should not be, by the persua- 
sion of his new feasting. 9 

First Lord. I should think so: he hath sent 
me an earnest inviting, which many my near 
Cecasions did urge me to put off; but he hath 
conjured me beyond them, and I must needs 


Appear, 
Sec. Lord. Tn like manner was I in debt to 





[Act ur 


hear my excuse. I am sorry, when he sent to 
borrow of me, that my provision was out. 

First Lord. Lam sick of that grief too, as I 
understand how all things go. 20 

Sec. Lord. Every man here’s so. What 
would he have borrowed of you? 

First Lord. A thousand pieces. 

Sec. Lord. A thousand pieces 

First Lord. What of you? z 

Sce. Lord. He sent to me, sir,—Here he 
comes. 


Enter T1mon and Attendants, 


Tim. With all my heart, gentlemen both; 
and how fare you? fc 

First Lord. Ever at the best, hearing well 
of your dona jo 

Sec. Lord. The swallow follows not summer 
more willing than we your lordship. 

Tim. [Aside] Nor more willingly leaves 
winter; such summer-birds are men. Gentle- 
men, our dinner will not recompense this long 
stay : feast your ears with the music awhile, if 
they will fare so harshly o’ the trumpet’s sound; 
we shall to iepresently. 0 ts 

First Lord. J hope it remains not unkindly 
with your lordship that I returned you an 
empty messenger. _ 4u 

Lim._ O, sir, let it not trouble you. 

Sec, Lord. My noble lord,— 

Zim, Ah, my good friend, what cheer? 

Sec. Lord. My most honourable lord, I am 
een sick of shame, that, when your lordship 
this other day sent to me, I was so unfortunate 
abeguar. 

ZLim._ Think not on’t, sir. 

Sec. Lord. If you had sent but two hours 
before—_ 51 

Lim. Let it not cumber your better remem- 
brance. [Lhe banquet brought in.] Come, 
bring in all together. 

Sec. Lord. All covered dishes! 

Pirst Lord. Royal cheer, I warrant you. 

Third Lord. Doubt not that, if money and 
the season can yield it. 

First Lord. How do you? What’s the 
news? E 

Phird Lord. Alcibiades is banished: hear 
you of it? 61 

First and Sec. Lord. Alcibiades banished! 

Third Lord. "Tis so, be sure of it. 

pair HOM iH How! how! 

ec. Lord. I pray you, upon what? 

Tim. My worthy friends, will you draw 
near? 

Third Lord, T'lltellyoumoreanon. Here's 
a noble Tey toast, : 

ec, Lord. is is the old man still. 

Phird Lord. Will’t hold? will’t hold? 70 

Sec. Lord. St does: but time will—and so— 

Third Lord. J do conceive. 

Tim. Each man to his stool, with that spur 
as he would to the lip of his mistress: your dict 
shall be in all places alike. Make not a city 
east of it, to let the meat cool ere we can agree 
upon the first place: sit, sit. The gods require 
our thanks. 
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with thankfulness. For your own gifts, make 
yourselves praised: but reserve still to give, lest 
your deities be despised. Lend to each man 
enough, that one need not lend to another; 
for, were your godheads to borrow of men, men 
would forsake the Roast Make the meat_be 
beloved more than the man that gives it. Let 
no assembly of twenty be without a score of 
villains: if there sit twelve women at the table, 
Iet a dozen of them be—as they are. +The rest 
of your fees, O gods—the senators of Athens, 
together with the common lag of people—what 
js amiss in them, you gods, make suitable for 
destruction. or these my present friends, as 
they are to me nothing, so in nothing bless 
them, and to nothing are they welcome. 


Uncover, dogs, and Jap. 
[Lhe dishes are uncovered and seen to be 
Sull of warm water, 
Some speak. What does his lordship mean ¢ 
Some other. I know not. 
Tim. May you a better feast never behold, 
You knot of mouth-friends! smoke and luke- 
warm water cet on 
Ts your perfection, This is Timon’s last; _ 100 
Who, stuck and s angled with your flatteries, 
Washes it off, and sprinkles in your faces 
Your reeking villany. 3 . 
[Lhrowing the water in their faces. 
ive loathed and long, 
Most smiling, smooth, detested parasites, 
Courteous destroyers, affable wolves, meck 


cars, 
You fools of fortune, trencher-friends, time’s 


ies 
Cap, and nee slaves, vapours, and minute- 
jacks 

Of man and beast the infinite malady 

Crust you quite o’er! What, dost thou go? 

Soft! take thy physic first—thou too—and 
Ou ;— 110 

Stay, L will lend thee money, borrow none. 
[Throws the dishes at them, and drives 

3 them out. 
What, all in motion? Henceforth be no feast, 
hereat a villain’s not a welcome guest. 
Hen house! sink, Athens! henceforth hated 


e 
Of Timon man and all humanity! [E£cit. 
Re-enter the Lords, Senators, &c. 
First Lord. How now, my lords! 
Sec. Lord. Know you the quality of Lord 
imon’s fury ? 
Third Lord. Push! did you see my cap? 
fourth Lord, Ihave lost my gown. 120 
First Lord. He's butamad lord, and nought 
ut humour sways him. He gave me a jewel 
fh other day, and now he has beat it out of my 
at: did you see my jewel? 
Lhird ord. Did you see my cap? 
Sec. Lord, Here ‘tis. 
Fourth Lord. Here lies my gown. 
First Lord. Let’s make no stay. 
ec. Lord. Lord Timon’s mad. 


Third Lord. I feel’t upon my bones. 
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ACT Ivy. 2 
Without the walls of Athens. 
Enter Troon. 
Tim. Let me look back upon thee. O thou 


ScENE J. 


wall, 

That girdlest in those wolves, dive in the earth, 

And fence not Athens! Matrons, turn incon- 
tinent! 

Obedience fail in children! slaves and fools, 

Pluck the grave wrinkled senate from the 
bench, 

And minister in their steads! to general filths 

Convert o’ the instant, green virginity, 

Do ‘ in your parents’ eyes! bankrupts, hold 

‘ast; 

Rather than render back, out with your knives, 

And cut your trusters’ throats! bound servants, 
steal! 10 

Large-handed robbers your grave masters are, 

And pill by law. | Maid, to thy master's bed; 

Thy mistress is o’ the brothel! Son of sixteen, 

Pluck the lined crutch from thy old limping 


Ptah) R a ; 
With it beat out his brains! Piety, and fear, 
Religion to the gods, peace, justice, truth, 
Domestic awe, night-rest, and neighbourhood, 
Instruction, manners, mysteries, and trades, 
Degrees, observances, customs, and laws, 
Decline to youneonfoun ding: contraries, 20 
And Jet confusion live! Plagues, incident to 

men, 

Your potent and infectious fevers heap ae 
On Athens, ripe for stroke! Thou cold sciatica, 
Cripple our senators, that their limbs may halt 
As lamely as their manners! Lust and liberty 
Creep in the minds and marrows of our youth, 
That ’gainst the stream of virtue they may 


strive, ~ 
And drown themselves in riot! Itches, blains, 
Sow all the Athenian bosoms; and their crop 
Be general leprosy! Breath infect breath, 30 
That their society, as their friendship, may, 
Be merely poison! Nothing 1’ll bear from 


thee, 
But nakedness, thou detestable town! 
Take thou that too, with multiplying bans! 
Timon will to the woods; where he shall find 
The unkindest beast more kinder than man- 


kind. 
The gods confound—hear me, you good gods 
all— 


The Athenians both within and out that wall! 
And grant, as Timon grows, his hate may grow 
To the whole race of mankind, high and low! 

Amen. [Exit. 


Athens. A room in Timon’s 
house. 


Scene II. 


Enter FLavius, with two or three Servants. 
First Serv. Hear you, master steward, 


Fourth Lord. O; he ci i 1 _,., Wheres, our master? f 
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Flav. Alack, my fellows, what should I say 


to you? é 
Let nek be recorded by the righteous gods, 
I am as poor as you. 

First ee Such a house broke ! 
So noble a master fall’n! All. gone! and not 
One tlend to gale nis fortune by the arm, 
And go along with him! 
see. Serv. As we do turn our backs 
From our companion thrown into his graye, 
So his familiars to his buried fortunes | _. 10 
Slink all away, leave their false vows with him, 
Like empty purses pick’d; and his poor self, 
A dedicated beggar to the air, 
With his disease of all-shunn’d poverty, 
war like contempt, alone. More of our 
ellows. 


Enter other Servants. 


Flav. All broken implements of a ruin’d 
house. : 
ie Serv. Yet do our hearts wear Timon’s 
livery ; 4 
That see I by our faces; we are fellows still, 
Serving alike in sorrow: leak’d is our bark, 
And we, poor mates, stand on the dying deck, 
Hearing the surges threat: we must all part or 


Into this sea of air. 
av. Good fellows all, 
The latest of my wealth I’ll share amongst 


you. 

Wherever we shall meet, for Timon’s sake, 

Let’s yet be fellows; let’s shake our heads, 
and say, 

As "twere a knell unto our master’s fortunes, 

‘We have seen better days” Let each take 


some; 

Nay, put out all your hands. Not one word 
more: 

Thus part we rich in sorrow, parting poor. 29 
Servants embrace, and part several ways. 

Q, the fierce wretchedness that glory brings us! 

Who would not wish to be from wealth exempt, 

Since riches pain’ to misery and contempt? 

Who would be so mock’d with glory? or to live 

But in a dream of friendship? 

To have his pomp and all what state compounds 

But only painted, like his varnish’d friends? 

Poor honest lord, brought low by his own 


eart, 
Undone by goodness! Strange, unusual blood, 
When man's worst sin is, he does too much 


good! 
Who, then, dares to be half so kind again? 
For bounty, that makes gods, does. still The 


mien. 
My dearest lord, 
ich, onl ibe 
e made i 
lord! : 
He’s flung in Tage from this ingrateful seat 


OF monstrous fnends, nor has he with him to 


Supply his lif i 
Fifi andinauie isi eae 
ver serve his mind with my best will: 

Thave gold, I'll be his tensed 


bless'd, to be most accursed, 
wretched, thy great fortunes 
chief aftlictions. Alas, kind 
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[Act Iv 

Scene II. Woods and cave, near the 
sea-shore. 

Enter Tron, from the cave. 


Tim. O blessed breeding sun, draw from 
the earth as 
Rotten humidity; below thy sister's orb 
Infect the air! Twinn’d brothers of one womb, 
‘Whose procreation, residence, and birth, 
Scarce is dividant, touch them with several 
fortunes ; 
The greater scorns the lesser : not nature, 
To whom all sores lay siege, can bear great 
fortune, 
But by contempt of nature. i 
Raise me this beggar, and deny ’t that lord ; 
The senator shall bear contempt hereditary, 10 
The beggar native honour. =H, 
It is the pasture lards the rother’s sides, 
The want that makes him Jean. Who dares, 
who dares, ‘ 
In purity of manhood stand upright, 
And say ‘This man’s a flatterer’? if one be, 
So are they all; for every grise of fortune 
Is smooth'd by that below: the learned pate 
Ducks to the golden fool; all is oblique ; 
There’s nothing level in our cursed natures, 
But direct villany. Therefore, be abhorr'd 20 
All feasts, societies, and throngs of men! | 
His semblable, yea, himself, Timon disdains : 
Destruction fang mankind! Earth, yield me 
roots! igging. 
Who seeks for better of thee, sauce his palate 
With thy most operant poison! What is here? 
Gold? yellow, glittering, precious gold? No, 


go 
Tam no idle yotarist: roots, you clear heavens! 
Thus much of this will make black white, foul 


air, 
Wrong. right, base noble, old young, coward 
valiant. 
Ha, you gods! why this? what this, you gods? 
_ Why, this 30 
Will jug your priests and servants from your 
sides, 
Pluck stout men’s pillows from below their 
heads: 
This yellow slave 
Will knit and break religions, bless the ac- 


cursed, 

Make the hoar leprosy adored, place thieves 
And give them title, knee and approbation. 
With senators on the bench ; this is it 

That makes the wappen'd widow wed again; 
She, whom the spital-house and ulcerous sores 
Would cast the gorge at, this embalms and 


Spices _ 40 

To the April day again. Come, damned earth, 

Thou camnion whore of mankind, that put’st 
odds 

Among the rout of nations, I will make thee 

Do thy right nature. [March afar of.) Ha! 
a drum? Thou ’rt quick, 

But yet I'll bury thee : thou'lt go, strong thief, 

When ey ah keepers of thee cannot stand. 
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Enter ALCIBIADES, with drum and fife, in 
warlike manner ; PHRYNIA and TIMANDRA. 


Alcib. What art thou there? speak. 
Tim. A beast, as thou art. The canker gnaw 
thy heart, - 
For showing me again the eyes of man! 50 
‘Alcib. Whatis thy name? Is man so hate- 
ful to thee, 
That art thyself a man? < 
Tim. Lam Misanthropos, and hate mankind. 
For thy part, I do wish thou wert a dog, 
That [might love thee something. 
Alcib. know thee well ; 
But in thy fortunes am unlearn’d and strange. 
Tim. {now thee too; and more than that 
LT know thee, 
Tnot desire to know. Follow thy drum; 
With aan blood paint the ground, gules, 
ules : 
Religious canons, civil laws are cruel; 60 
Then what should war be? This fell whore 
of thine : 
Hath in her more destruction than thy sword, 
For all her cherubin look. é 2 
Thy lips rot off! 


hiry. 
Tim, I will not kiss thee; then the rot 
returns 
To thine own lips again. 5 x 
‘Alcib, How came the noble Timon to this 
change? “ " 
aie. _ As the moon does, by wanting light 
0 give : 
But then renew I could not, like the moon ; 
There were no suns to borrow of, z 
Alcib. Noble Timon, 
What friendship may I do thee? 


Bim. None, but to 70 
Maintain my opinion. on po 
Alcib. What is it, Timon? 


Tin. Promise me friendship, but perform 
none; if thou wilt not promise, the gods plague 
thee, for thou arta man! if thou dost perform, 
confound thee, for thou art a man! 

Aleib. I have heard in some sort of thy 

miseries. 

Tim. Thou saw’st them, when I had pros- 


perity. 
Alcib. I see them now; then was a blessed 


time. ; 
Tim. As thine is now, held with a brace of 
harlots. 
Timan. Is this the Athenian minion, whom 
_the world 80 
Voiced so regardfully ? 
Tim. Art thou Timandra? 
Timan. 


es. 
Tim. Be a whore still: they love thee not 
__ that use thee ; 
Give them diseases, leaving with thee their lust. 
Make use of thy salt hours: season the slaves 
For tubs and baths; bring down rose-cheeked 


youth ¢ 
To the tub-fast and the diet. y 
Timan. Hang thee, monster! 
Alcib. Pardon him, sweet Timandra; for 
his wits C-0 Kashmir Research In: 
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Are drown’d and lost in his calamities. 
T have but little gold of late, brave Timon, 
The want whereof doth daily make revolt 
In my penurious band: T have heard, and 
grieved ; 
How cursed Athens, mindless of thy worth, 
Forgetting thy great deeds, when neighbour 
states, 
EEG, 20 thy sword and fortune, trod upon 
hem,— 
Tim. prithee, beat thy drum, and get thee 


go 


gone. ‘ 
at Lam thy friend, and pity thee, dear 
Timon. 
Tim. How dost thou pity him whom thou 
dost trouble? 
I had rather be alone. 
Alcib. Why, fare thee well: 
Here is some gold for thee. i 
Lim. Keep it, I cannot eat it. 100 
Alcib. When I 


have laid proud Athens on 
a se a 
Tim. Waxr'st thou ’gainst Athens? 
Alcib. Ay, ‘Timon, and have cause. 
Tim. The gods confound them all in thy 
conquest ; 

And thee after, when thou hast conquer’! 
Alcib. Why me, Timon? |. pe 
Tim. That, by killing of villains, 

Thou wast born to conquer my, country. 

Put up thy gold: go on,—hcere’s gold,—go on; 

Be as a planetary plague, when Jove . A 

Will o'er some high-viced city hang his poison 

In the sick air: let not thy sword skip one: 1x0 

Pity not honour’d age for his white beard; — 

He is an usurer: strike me the counterfeit 
_ Matron ; ; 

It is her habit only that is honest, 

Herself ’s a bawd : let not the virgin’s cheek 

Make snot thy trenchant sword; for those 

milk-paps, 

That through the window-bars bore at men’s 


eyes, 

Are not within the leaf of pity writ, 

But set them down horrible traitors : spare not 
the babe, F 

Whose dimpled smiles from fools exhaust their 
mercy; 

Think ita bastard, whom the oracle 120 

Hath doubtfully pronounced thy throat shall 


cut, 
And mince it sans remorse: swear against 
objects; 
Put armour on thine ears and on thine eyes; 
Whose proof, nor yells of mothers, maids, nor 


babes, 
Nor sight of priests in holy vestments bleeding, 
Shall pierce a jot. There’s gold to pay thy 
Male lege confusi d, thy f 
Make large confusion ; and, thy fury spent, 
Confounded be thyself! Speak not, beg one. 
Alcib. Hast thou gold yet? Ill take the 
gold thou givest me, 
Not all ey counsel. 130 
Tim. Dost thou, or dost thou not, heaven's 
curse upon thee! 
Phr. and Timan. Give us some gold, good 
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Tim. Enough to make a whore forswear her 


trade, 
And to make whores, a bawd. Hold up, you 
sluts, 
Your aprons mountant : you are not oathable,— 
Although, I know, you'll swear, terribly swear 
Into strong shudders and to heavenly agues 
The immortal gods that hear you,—spare your 
oaths, ok, 
T’ll trust to your conditions: be whores still ; 


‘And he whose pious breath seeks to convert. 


you, . 2 140 
Be aie in whore, allure him, burn him up ; 
Let your close fire predominate his smoke, _ 
and be no turncoats: yet may your pains, six 
months, 3 
Be quite contrary: and thatch your poor thin 


roois 
ath Wine of the dead;—some that were 
hang’d, b 
No matter :—wear them, betray with them: 
whore siill; . 
Paint till a horse may mire upon your face : 
A pox of wrinkles! 
ae Cel Liman. Well, more gold: what 
then 
Believe’t, that we'll do any thing for gold. 150 
Tim. Consumptions sow _ q 
In polar bones of man; strike their sharp 
shins, : ‘ 
And mar men’s spurring. Crack the lawyer's 
voice, . 
That he may never more false title plead, 
Nor sound his quillets shrilly : hoar the flamen, 
That scolds against the auatity of flesh, 
And not believes himself : down with the nose, 
Down with it flat; take the bridge quite away 
Of him that, his particular to foresee, 
Smells from the general weal; make curl’d-pate 
ruflians bald; 1 
And let the unscarr’d braggarts of the war 
Derive some pain from you: plague all; 
That your activity may defeat and quell 
The source of all erection. There’s more gold: 
Do you damn others, and let this damn you, 
‘And ditches grave you, all! 
Phx. and Timan. More counsel with more 
money bounteous Timon. 
Tim. } lore whore, more mischief first; I 
have given you earnest. 
Alcib. Strike up the drum towards Athens! 
Farewell, Timon: 
Tf T thrive well, I'll visit thee again. 170 
Tim. If I hope well, I'll never see thee 
more. 
Alcib, I never did thee harm. 
Tim. Yes, thou spokest well of me. 
Alcib. F Call’st thou that harm? 
tie Men daily find it. Get thee away, and 
e 


tal 
Thy beagles with thee. 
Alcid, We but offend him. Strike! 
[Drum beats. Exeunt Alcibiades, 
: Phrynia, and Vimandra. 
Tim. That nature, being sick of man’s un- 


indness 
Should yet be hungry! Common moth 
‘GC-0 Kashi’ bebeaeeh 
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Whose womb unmeasurable, and infinite breast, 

Teems, and feeds all; whose self-same meitle, 

Whereof, thy proud child, arrogant man, is 
uff’d, s 

Baeenderd the black toad and adder blue, 

The gilded newt and eyeless yenom’d worm, 

With all the abhorred births below crisp heaven 

Whereon Hyperion’s quickening fire doth shine; 

Yield him, who all thy human sons doth hate, 

From forth thy plenteous bosom, one poor root! 

Ensear thy fertile and conceptious womb, 

Let it no more bring out ingrateful man ! 

Go a with tigers, dragons, wolves, and 
ears ; 

Teem with new monsters, whom thy upward 


face 
Hath to the marbled mansion all above 


| Never presented !—O, a root,—dear thanks !— 


Dry up thy marrows, vines, and plough-torn 


leas ; ees F 
Whereof ingrateful man, with liquorish draughts 
And morsels unctuous, greases his pure mind, 
That from it all consideration slips! 


Enter APEMANTUS. 


More man? plague, plague! : 
Apem. Iwas directed hither: men report 
Thou dost atfect my manners, and dost use 

them. i 
Tim. “Tis, then, because thou dost not keep 
a dog, eye. , 200 
Mnone { would imitate: consumption catch 
thee! 
Apem. This is in thee a nature but infected ; 
A poor unmanly melancholy sprang 
From change of fortune. Why this spade? this 


_ Place? 
This slave-like habit? and these looks of care? 


60 | ‘Thy flatterers yet wear silk, drink wine, lic 


soft; 
Hug their diseased perfumes, and have forgot 
That ever Limon was, Shame not these woods, 
By putting on the cunning of a carper. 
Be thou a flatterer now, and seek to thrive 210 
By pine which has undone thee: hinge. thy 
knee, 
And let his very breath, whom thou’lt observe, 
Blow off thy cap ; praise his most vicious strain, 
And call it excellent: thou wast told thus; 
Thou gavest thine ears like tapsters that bid 
welcome 
To knaves and all approachers : ’tis most just 
That thou turn rascal; hadst thou wealth again, 
Rascals should have’t. Do not assume my 
likeness. 
Tim. Were I like thee, I’ld throw away 
myself. 
Apem. Thou hast cast away thyself, being 
ike thyself ; 220 
A madman so long, now a fool. What, think’st 
That the bleak air, thy boisterous chamberlain 
W allipat thy shirt on warm? will these moss’ 
ees, 
That have outlived the cagle; page thy heels, 








And ia thou point’st out? will the 
BY 
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Yo cure thy o’er-night’s surfeit? Call the 
creatures P 
Whose naked natures live in all the spite 
Of wreakful heaven, whose bare unhoused 
trunks, | 
To the conflicting elements exposed, 230 
Answer mere nature; bid them flatter thee; 
O, thou shalt find— 
Tim. A fool of thee: depart. 
Apem. I love thee better now than e’er I did. 


Tim. Tate thee worse. _ 
Apem. hy? t , 
Lin. Thou flatter’st misery. 


Apem. I flatter not; but say thou art a 


caitiff. 
Zim. Why dost thou seek me out? 
Apen. To vex thee. 


Tim. Always a villain’s office or a fool's. 
Dost please thyself in ’t? 
Me ¥ 
Tim. What! a knave too? 
‘Apem. If thou didst put this sour-cold 
habit on 239 
To castigate thy pride, ’twere well: but thou 
Dost it enforcedly ; thou’ldst courtier be again, 
Wert thou not beggar. Willing misery 
Outlives incertain pomp, is crown’d before: 
The one is filling still, never complete ; 
The other, at high wish: best state, contentless, 
Hath a distracted and most wretched being, 
Worse than the worst, content. j 
Thou shouldst desire to die, being miserable. 
Tim. Not by his breath that is more miser- 


able. 

Thou art a slave, whom Fortune’s tender arm 

With favour never clasp’d; but bred a dog. 251 

Hadst thou, like us from our first swath, 
proceeded 

Zhe sweet degrees that this brief world affords 

Yo such as may the passive drugs of it 

Bieely command, thou wouldst have plunged 
thyself 

In general riot ; melted down thy youth 

In ifferent beds of lust; and never learn’d 

The icy precepts of respect, but follow’d 

The sugar'd game before thee. But myself, 

Who had the world as my confectionary, 260 

The mouths, the tongues, the eyes and hearts of 


men 
At duty, more than I could frame employment, 
hat numberless upon me stuck as leaves 
Do on the oak, have with one winter's brush 
Fell from their boughs and left me open, bare 
For every storm that blows: I, to bear this, 
that never knew but better, is some burden : 
hy nature did commence in sufferance, time 
Hath made thee hard in’t. Why shouldst thou 
hate men? 
They never flatter'd thee: what hast thou 
given? 270 
Té thou wilt curse, thy father, that poor rag, 
Lust be thy subject, who in spite put stutt 
‘© some’she beggar and compoun: led thee 
i oor rogue hereditary. Hence, be gone! 
Mt thou hadst not been born the worst of men, 
‘hou hadst been a knave and flatterer. 
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Apem. I, that I was 
No prodigal. 
Tim. I, that lam one now: | 
Were all the wealth I have shut up in thee, 
[’ld give thee leave to hang it. Get thee gone. 
That the whole life of Athens were in this! 28: 
Thus would I eat it. (Lating a root. 
Apen. Here ; I will mend thy feast. 
3 : [Ogering him a root. 
Tim. First mend my company, take away 
thyself. - ‘ 
Apem. $0 I shall mend mine own, by the 
ack of thine. ae 
Tim. "Tis not well mended so, it is bul 
boteh'd; 
If not, [ would it were. 5 
Apem, What wouldst thou have to Athens! 
Tim, Thee thither ina whirlwind. If thou 


wilt, 

Tell them there I have gold; look, so I have. 

Apem. Here is no use for gold. 

Zim. . The best and truest; 294 
For here it sleeps, and does no hired harm. 

Apem. Where liest o’ nights, Timon? 

Dim. nder that’s above me, 
Where feed’st thou o’ days, Apemantus? 

Apem. Where my stomach finds meat; or, 
rather, where I eat it. 

Tim. Would poison were obedient and knew 


my mind! ‘ 
‘Apem. Where wouldst thou send it? 
Tim. To sauce thy dishes. 209 
Apem. The middle of humanity thou never 


knewest, but the extremity of both ends: when 
thou wast in thy gilt and thy perfume, they 
mocked thee for too much curiosity; in thy 
rags thou knowest none, but art despised for 
the contrary. There’s a medlar for thee, eat it. 

Tim. On what I hate I feed not. 

Apem. Dost hate a medlar? 

Tim. Ay, though it look like thee. 

Apem. An thou hadst hated meddlers sooner, 
thou shouldst have loved thyself better now. 
What man didst thou ever know unthrift that 
was beloved after his means? 

Tim. Who, without those means thou talkest 
of, didst thou ever know beloved ? 

Apem._ Myself. 

Tim. L understand thee; thou hadst some 
means to keep a dog. 

Apem. What things in the world canst thou 
nearest compare to thy flatterers? 319 

Tim. Women nearest; but men, men are 
the things themselves. What wouldst thou do 
with the world, Apemantus, if it lay in thy 
power? ee s 

‘Apem. Give it the beasts, to be rid of the 
men. 

Zim, Wouldst thou have thyself fall in the 
confusion of men, and remain a beast with the 
beasts? i 

Apem. Ay, Timon. 

Tim. <A. beastly ambition, which the gods 

nt thee t’ attain to! If thou wert the lion, 
the fox would beguile thee: if thou wert the 
lamb, the fox would eat thee: if thou wert the 





Apem. th ‘oud yet? | fox, the lion would_suspect tl 1: - 
Tim. Ay, thaG Gah agent RESSateH hs ddten! on eeueeaeaiby the aes “te t! a 
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wert the ass, thy dulness would torment thee, 
and still thou livedst but as a breakfast to the 
wolf: if thou wert the wolf, thy greediness 
wwould afflict thee, and oft thou shouldst hazard 
thy life for thy dinner: wert thou the unicorn, 
pride and wrath would confound thee and make 
thine own self the conquest of thy fury: wert 
thou a bear, thou wouldst be killed by the 
horse: wert thou a horse, thou wouldst be 
seized by the leopard: wert thou a leopard, 
thou wert german to the lion and the spots of 
kindred were jurors on thy life: all thy 
satiety were remotion and thy defence absence. 
What beast couldst thou be, that were not 
subject to a beast? and what a beast art thou 
already, that seest not thy loss in transforma- 
ion! 349 

Apem. If thou couldst please me with 5 eak- 
ing to me, thou mightst have hit upon it here: 
the commonwealth of Athens is become a forest 
of beasts. 

Tim. Wow has the ass broke the wall, that 
thou art out of the city? 

Apem. Yonder comes a poet and a painter: 
the plague of company light upon thee! I will 
fear to catch it and give way; when I know not 
what else to do, I'll see thee again. 3590 

Tim. When there is nothing living but thee, 
thou shalt be welcome. I had rather be a beg- 
gar’s dog than Apemantus. 

Apen, Thou art the cap of all the fools 


alive. 

Tim. Would thou wert clean enough to spit 
upon! 

Apem. <A plague on thee! thou art too bad 
tocurse. 

Zim. <All villains that do stand by thee are 


pure. 
Apem. There is no leprosy but what thou 
speak’st. 
Tim. If I name thee. 
Tl beat thee, but I should infect my hands. 
eae I would my tongue could rot them 
off! 370 
Tim. Away, thou issue of a mangy dog! 
Choler does kill me that thou art alive) 
I swound to see thee. 
Apem. Would thou wouldst burst! 
mou tedi 1I Tanallicyaae 
ious rogue! I am sorry I shall lose 
A stone by thee. [Lhrows a stone at him, 


Apem. Beast! 
Tim. Slave! 
Apem. Toad! 
vm. Rogue, ro; 
Tam sick of this false world, an wilt inva 
nought 


But even the mere necessities upon’t. 
Then, Timon, peeenely prepare thy grave; 
rae where the light foam of the sea may beat 
aby grave-stone daily : make thine epitaph, 
ine ue ay me ae others’ Brees ney lene. 
ou sweet king-ki 
dea tor ng-killer, and 
xt natural son and sire! thou bright defil 
Hymen’s purest bed! thou allan Mars! cf 
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Whose blush doth thaw the consecrated snow 
That lies on Dian’s lap! thou visible god, 
That solder’st close impossibilities, . 
‘And makest them kiss! that speak’st with 
every tongue, 389 
To er purpose! O thou touch of hearts! 
Think, thy slave man rebels, and by thy virtue 
Set them into confounding odds, that beasts 
May have the world in empire! 
oe pen. Would *twere so! 
But not till lam dead. I'll say thou’st gold : 
Thou wilt be throng’d to shortly. 
Tim. Throng’d to! 
Apem. us Ay. 
Tim. Thy back, Lprithee. f 
Apen. Live, and love thy misery. 
Tim. Long live so, and so die. [Hxit Ape- 
mantus.| Tam quit. ‘ 
Moe things like men! Eat, Timon, and abhor 
them, 


Enter Banditti. 
First Ban. Where should he have this gold? 





Tt is some pode fragment, some slender ort of 
his remainder: the mere want of gold, and the 
falling-from of his friends, drove him into this 
melancholy. i i 

Sec. Ban. It is noised he hath a mass of 
treasure. 

Third Ban. Let us make the assay upon 
him: if he care not for’t, he will supply us 
easily ; if he covetously reserve it, how shall’s 
get it ; 

Sec, Ban. True; for he bears it not about 

him, ’tis hid. 

First Ban. Is not this he? 410 

Banditti. Where? va 

Sec, Ban. *Tis his description. 

Third Ban. He; I know him. 

Bandittt. Save thee, Timon. 

Lim. Now, thieves? 

Banditti. Soldiers, not thieves. 

Tim. Both too; and women’s sons. 

Banditti. We are not thieves, but men that 

much do want. i 
Tim. Your greatest want is, you want much 


of meat. 
Why should you want? Behold, the earth hath 
420 


roots; 
Within this mile break forth a hundred springs ; 
The oaks bear mast, the briers scarlet hips; 
The bounteous housewife, nature, on each bush 
Lays her full mess before you. Want! why 
want? 
First Ban. We cannot live on grass, on 
berries, water, 
As beasts and birds and fishes. 


Tim. Nor_on the beasts themselves, the 
birds, and fishes: bes 
Youmusteatmen. Yet thanks I mustyou con 
That you are thieves profess'd, that you work not 
In holier shapes: for there is boundless theft 
In limited professions, Rascal thieves, 43t 
Here’s gold. Go, suck the subtle blood o’ the 


7) STADE, 
Till the high fever seethe your blood to froth, 
Stitt dagithadahyce H GOsEIthe physician; 
13 antidotes are poison, and he slays 








a 


Scene m1 


Moe han you rob; take wealth and lives to- 
ether; Z 

Do Siany, do, since you protest to do’t, 

Like workmen. I’llexample you with thievery : 

The sun’s a thief, and with his great attraction 

Robs the vast sea: the moon’s an arrant thief, 

‘And her pale fire she snatches from the sun: 

The sea’s a thief, whose liquid surge resolves 

The moon into salt tears: the earth’s a thief, 

That feeds and breeds by a composture stolen 

From general excrement: each thing’s a thief : 

The laws, your curb and whip, in their rough 
power 

Have uncheck’d theft. 
away, 

Rob one another. There’s more gold, Cut 
throats : 

‘All that you meet are thieves: to Athens go, 

Break open shops; nothing can you steal, 450 

But thieves do lose it: steal no less for this 

Igive you; and gold confound you howsoe’er ! 


Love noé yourselves: 


nen. 

Third Ban. Has almost charmed me from 
my profession, by persuading me to it. 

First Ban. “Tis in the malice of mankind 
that he thus advises us; not to have us thrive in 
our mystery. i 

Sec. Ban. I'll believe him as an enemy, 
give over my trade. 460 

First Ban, Let us first see peace in Athens: 
there is no time so miserable but aman may be 


and 


true. [Eveunt Banditti. 
Enter FLAvivs. 
Flav. O you gods! 


Is ont despised and ruinous man my lord? 
Full of decay and failing? O monument. 
And wonder of good deeds evilly bestow'd! 
What an alteration of honour 
Has desperate want made! 469 
What viler thing upon the earth than friends 
Who can bring noblest minds to basest ends! 
How rarely does it meet with this time’s guise, 
When man was wish’d to love his enemies! 
Grant I may ever love, and rather woo 
store ee would mischief me than those that 
Has caught me in his eye: I will present 
ayy honest grief unto him; and, as my lord, 
a Eee him with my life. My dearest 
aster ! 
Tim. Asay! what art thou? 
Flav. Have you forgot me, sir? 
T ine Why dost ask that? I have forgot all 


Then, if se 
hen, if thou grant’st thou’rt a man, I have 
forgot thee. 


Flav. An honest poor servant of y: 
k a yours. 
Tim. Then I know thee not: 


I neve had honest man about me, I; all 
Ff t were, knaves, to serve in meat to villains. 
N av, The gods are witness, 
eer did poor steward wear.a truer grief 
or his undone lord than mine eyes for you. 
tm. What, dost thou weep? Come nearer. 
Then I love thee, 


Because thou art copped Regen Oy 
Flinty mankind ; hese Mee fk € yeererh 
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Butthoroughlustand laughter. Pity’s sleeping: 
Strange times, that weep with laughing, not 
with weeping! 
Flav. I beg of 
lord, 
To pecent my grief and whilst this poor wealth 
asts 
To entertain me as your steward still. 
Tim. Had Ia steward 
So true, so just, and now so comfortable? 
Tt almost turns my dangerous nature mild, 
Let me behold thy face. Surely, this man sco 
Was born of woman. 
Forgive my general and exceptless rashness, 
You perpetual-sober gods! I do proclaim 
One honest man—mistake me not—but one; 
No more, I pray,—and he’s a steward. | 
How fain would I have hated all mankind! 
And thou redeem’st thyself: but all, save thee, 
I fell with curses. 7 
Mcthinks thou art more honest now than wise ; 
For, by oppressing and betraying me, 510 
Thou mightst have sooner got another service: 
For many so arrive at second masters, 
Upon their first lord’s neck. But tell me truc— 
For I must ever doubt, though ne'er so sure— 
Is not thy kindness subtle, covetous, 
If not if usuring kindness, and, as rich men deal 
gifts, 
Expecting in return twenty for one? | 
Flav. No, my most worthy master; in whose 


breast 
peubl and suspect, alas 
ou should have fear’ 
did feast : ‘ 
Suspect still comes where an estate is least. 
That which I show, heaven knows, is merely 


love, 
Duty and zeal to your unt 
Care of your food and living ; 
My most honour'd lord, 
Tor any benefit that points to me, 
{either in hope or present, I’ld exchange 
Yor this one wish, that you had power and 


you to know me, good my 


are placed too late: 
false times when you 
520 


unmatched mind, | 
and, believe it, 


wealth ie 
To requite me, by making rich yourself. 
Tim. Look thee,*tisso! Thou singly honest 
man, 530 


my misery 


Here, take: the gods out of lisery’, 
Go, live rich and 


Have sent thee treasure. 
happy; sane 

But thus condition’d: thou shalt build from 
men; 

Hate all, curse all, show charity to none, 

But let the famish’d flesh slide from the bone, 

Ere thou relieve the beggar; give to dogs 

‘What thou deny’st to men; let prisons swallow 


‘em, 
Debis wither ’em to nothing; be men like 
blasted, woods, 





And may diseases fick up their false bloods! 
‘And so farewell and thrive. 


Flav. O, Jeb messtay, sso 
And comfort you, my master. 
Tim. If thou hatest curses, 


tay not; fly, whilst thou art blest and free : 


Stay 
iE PRUE 


d let me ne'er see thee. 
WV eBange¥vrires to his cave 
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ACT Y. 
Scene I. Zhe woods. Before-Timon’s cave. 


Enter Poet and Painter; Timon watching 
them from his cave. 


Pain. As I took note of the place, it cannot 
be far where he abides. Hs IR 

Poet. What’s to be thought of him? does 
are rumour hold for true, that he’s so full of 

‘old? 

Pain. Certain; Alcibiades reports it ; Phrynia 
and Timandra had gold of him: he likewise 
enriched poor straggling soldiers with great 
quantity; ‘tis said he gave unto his steward a 
mighty sum. a . 

Poet. Then this breaking of his has been but 
a try for his friends. zt 

Pain. Nothing else: you shall see him a 
palm in Athens again, and flourish with the 
highest. Therefore ’tis not amiss we tender our 
loves to him, in this supposed distress of his: it 
will show honestly in us; and is very likely to 
load our purposes with what they travail for, if 
it be a just and true report that goes of i 
having. 

i patet: What have you now to present unto 
him 

_ Pain. Nothing at this time but my visita- 
tion: only I will promise him an excellent 
Piece. 2 2 

Poet. I must serve him so too, tell him of 
an intent that’s coming toward him, . 

Pain, Good as the best. Promising is the 
very air o’ the time: it opens the eyes of 
expectation: performance is ever the duller for 
his act; and, but in the plainer and simpler 
kind of people, the deed of saying is quite out 
of use. ‘'o promise is most courtly and fashion- 
able: performance is a kind of will or testament 
which argues a great sickness in his judgement 
that makes it. 

i Timon comes from his cave, behind. 

Tim. [Aside] Excellent workman! thou 
canst not paint a man so bad as is thyself. 

Yoet. Lam thinking what I shall say I have 
rovided for him: it must be a personating of 
himself; a satire against the softness of pros- 
perity, with a discovery of the infinite flatteries 
that follow youth and opulency. 

Lim. [Aside] Must thou needs stand for a 
villain in thine own work? wilt thou whip thine 
own faults in other men? Do so, I have gold 
for thee. _ 

Poet. Nay, let’s seek him: 

Then do we sin against our own estate, 
When we may profit meet, and come too late. 

Pain. True; 

a day serves, before black-corner'd 
andy hat thou want’st by free and offerd light. 
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Setilest admired reverence in a slave: 
To thee be worship! and thy saints for aye 
Be crown’d with plagues that thee alone obey ! 
Fit I meet them. _ [Coming forward. 
Hail, worthy Timon! 

Our late noble master! 

Tim. Have I once lived to see two honest 

men? 

Poet. Sir, 60 
Having often of your open bounty tasted, 
Hearing you were retired, your friends fall’n off, 
Whose thankless natures—O abhorred spirits !— 
Not all the whips of heaven are large enough : 
What! to you i z 
Whose star-like nobleness gave life and in- 


fluence ‘ 
To their whole being! I am rapt and cannot 


cover 
‘The monstrous bulk of this ingratitude 
With any size of words. 
Yim. Let it go naked, men may see’t the 
etter : Bs 72 
You that are honest, by heing what you are, 
Make them best seen and known. 
ain. He and myself 
Have travail’d in the great shower of your gifts, 
And sweetly felt it. 
Tim. Ay, you are honest men. 
Pain.. We are hither come to offer you our 


service. ¥ 
Tim. Most honest men! W hy, how shall I 
requite you? 3 
Can you eat roots, and drink cold water? no. 


Both. What we can do, we’ll do, to do you 
service. 

Tim. Ye’re honest men: ye’ve heard that I 
have gold; 

Lam sure you haye: speak truth; ye’re honest 

men, me 80 

Pain. So it is said, my noble lord; but 
therefore 


Came not my friend nor I. 
Tim. Good honest men! 
counterfeit 
Best in all Athens: thou’rt, indeed, the best ; 
Thou counterfeit’st most lively. 
Pain. y . So, so, my lord. 
Tim. Wen so, sir, as I say. And, for thy 
fiction, 
Why, thy verse swells with stuff so fine and 
smooth : 
That thou art even natural in thine art. 
But, for all this, my honest-natured friends, 
Ti must needs say you have alittle fault: 99 
Marry, tis not monstrous in you, neither wish I 
ou take much pains to mend. 
‘oth. Beseech your honour 
To make it known to us. 
Tim. tL You’ll take it ill. 
Both. Most thankfully, my lord. 
Tim. : Will you, indeed? 
Both. Doubt it not, worthy lord. 


Thou draw’st a 





q im, [Aside] I'll meet you at the tum. 
7 What a go ’s gold,, ‘} 

hat he is worshipp’d in a baser temple 
where swine feed ! 


“is fpou that gets bak a uRua Ee 


Tim. There’s never a one of you but trusts 

a knave, 
That mightily deceives you. 

Both. Do we, my lord? 


ii iti him 
S|  Pgiaed ¥guelangaini cog, see : 
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Know his gross patchery, love him, feed him, 
Keep in your bosom : yet remain assured x00 
That he’s a made-up villain. 
Fain. know none such, my lord. 
Poet. Nor I. 
Tim. Look you, I love you well; [ll give 
yougold, | : 
Rid me these villains from your companies: 
Hang them or stab them, drown them in a 
raught, 
Confound them by some course, and come fo 


me, 
I'l give you gold enough. 
Both. Name them, my lord, let’s know 
them. 
Tim. Youthat way and you this, but two in 
company ; 
Fach man apart, all single and alone, 
Yet an arch-villain keeps him company. 
If where thou art two villains shall not be, 
Come not near him. If thou wouldst not 
reside ; 
But where one yillain is, then him abandon. 
Hence, pack! there’s gold; you came for gold, 
ye slaves : 
[Zo Painter] You have work’d for me; there’s 
payment for you: hence! 
[Zo Poet] You are an alchemist; make gold of 


IIo 


that. 
“Out, rascal dogs! [Beats them out, and then 


retires to his cave. 


Enter Fusvius and two Senators. 


Flav, Tt is in vain that you would speak 
_ With Timon ; 
For he is set so only to himself 120 
That nothing but himself which looks like man 
_ Is friendly with him. 
First Sen. Bring us to his caye: 
It is our part and promise to the Athenians 
To speak with Timon. 
Sec, Sen. _ _Aé all times alike 
Men are not still the same: ‘twas time and 


griefs 
Ghat framed, him thus: time, with his fairer 
Offering the fortunes of his former days, 

e former man may make him. Bring us to 


im, 
And chance it as it may. 
Flav, Here is his cave. 


Peace and content be here! Lord Timon! 
L Timon! 130 
‘ook out, and speak to friends : the Athenians, 
xy two of their most reverend senate, greet 


ec: 
Speak to them, noble Timon. 


TIMON comes from his cave. 


Tim. Thousun, that comfort’st, burn! Speak, 
Fr and be hang’'d 
or each true word, a blister! and each false 
¢ as a cauterizing to the root o’ the tongue, 
onsuming it with gpeaking! 
First Sen. Worthy Timon,— 
ie Of none but such as you, and you o! 
mon. CC-0 Kashmir Research | 
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Finst Sen. The senators of Athens greet 
thee, Timon. 
Tim. I thank them; and would send them 
back the plague, 149 
Could I but catch it for them. 
First Sen . O, forget 


What we are sorry for ourselves in thee. 

The senators with one consent of love 

Entreat thee back to Athens; who have 
thought, 

On special dignities, which vacant lie 

For thy best use and wearing. 

c. Sen. They confess 
‘Toward thee forgetfulness too general, gross: 
Which now the public body, which doth seldom 
Play the recanter, feeling in itself 
‘A lack of Timon’s aid, hath sense withal 
Of it own fail, restraining aid to Timon ; 
And send forth us, to make their sorrow’d 

render, 

Together with a recompense more fruitful 
Than their offence can weigh down by the . 


159 


ram; 

Ay, even'such heaps and sums of love and. 
wealth 

As shall to thee blot out what wrongs were 
theirs ‘ 

And write in thee the figures of their love, 

Ever to read them thine, i \ 

Lim. You witch me in it; 

Surprise me to the very brink of tears: 

Lend me a fool's heart and a woman's eyes, 

‘And I'll beweep these comforts, worthy sena- 


Ors. 166 
First Sen. Therefore, so please thee to return 
with us 


And of our Athens, thine and ours, to take 

The captainship, thou shalt be met with thanks 

Allow'd with absolute power and thy goo 
name 

Live with authority: so soon we shall drive 


ack 
Of Alcibiades the approaches wild, 
Who, like a boar too savage, doth root up 
His country’s peace. 2 5 E 
Sce. Sen. And shakes his threatening sword 
Against the walls of Athens. 
trrst Sen. _ Therefore, Timon,— 
Tim. Well, sir, I will; therefore, I will, sir; 


thus: 17% 
Tf Alcibiades kill my countrymen, 
Let Alcibiades know this of Timon, : 
That Timon cares not. But if he sack fair 
Athens, 
And take our goodly aged men by the beards, 
Giving our holy virgins to the stain 
Of contumelious, beastly, mad-brain’d war 
Then let him lmow, and tell him ‘Timon speaks 


it, 
In pity of our aged and our youth, 
I cannot choose but tell him, that I care not, 
‘And let him take’t at worst; for their knives 
care not, 18a 
While you have throats to answer: for myself, 
There’s not a whittle in the unruly camp 
But I do prize it at my love before 
So I leave 


stitute" Digitzed by eGangotri 
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To the protection of the prosperous gods, 

As thieves to keepers. 3 : 
Flav. Stay not, all’s in yain. 
Tim. Why, I was writing of my epitaph ; 

It will be seen to-morrow: my long sickness 

Of health and living now begins tc mend, 19° 

And not brings me all things. 

still; K 

Be Alcibiades your plague, you his, 

‘And last so long enough! Z z 
First Sen. We speak in vain. 
Tim. But yet I love my country, and am 





Go, live 


not 
One that rejoices in the common wreck, 
As common bruit doth put it. 
First Sen. That’s well spoke. 
Tim. Commend me to my loving country- 


men,— is 

First Sen. These words become your lips as 

they pass thorough them. Bs 

See. Sen. And enter in our ears like great 

triumphers 199 
In their applauding gates. 

Tim. Commend me to them, 
And tell them that, to ease them of their griefs, 
oheis fears of hostile strokes, their aches, 

losses, 
Their pangs of love, with other incident throes 
That nature's fragile vessel doth sustain, 
In life’s uncertain voyage, I will some kindness 
do them: a icf 
I'll teach them to prevent wild Alcibiades’ 


wrath. 
First Sen. 1 like this well; he will return 


again. 2 
Nee Ihave a tree, which grows here in my 
close, 
That mine own use invites me to cut down, 
And shortly must I fell it: tell my friends, 2:0 
Tell Athens, in the sequence of degree 
From high to low throughout, that whoso 


please 

To tap affliction, let him take his haste, 

Come hither, ere my tree hath felt the axe, 

And hang himself. I pray you, domy ting. 
Flay. Trouble him no further; thus you 

still shall find him. 

Tim, Come not to me again: but say to 
_ Athens, 4 

Timon hath made his everlasting mansion 

Upon the beached verge of the salt flood ; 

0 once a day with his embossed froth 220 
The turbulent surge shall cover: thither come, 
And let my grave-stone be your oracle. 

Lips, let sour words go by and language end; 
W hat is amiss plague.and infection mend! 
Graves only be men’s works and death their 


gain! 
Ba hide thy beams! pe hath cone his 
reign, wife etires to his cave. 
Hirsh Sen. His discontents are unremove- 
Coupled to nature. 
Sec. Sen. Our hope in him is dead: let us 


return, 22! 
And strain what i 
Tes in what other means is left unto us 


ur dear peril. 
Firat Sen. Tt GnidSasteredReseatehn!! 


TIMON OF ATHENS 


{Act y 


Scene IL. Before the walls of Athens, 
Enter two Senators and a@ Messenger. 
First Sen. Thou hast painfully discover'd: 


a his nee ha 
thy report? 
eo ue Ihave spoke the least : 


Besides, his expedition promises 
Present approach. é 
Sec. Sen. We stand much hazard, if they 
bring not Timon. | . . 
Mess. I met a courier, one mine ancient 
friend ; 
Whom, though in general part we were opposed, 
+ Yet our ond love made a particular force, 
And made us speak like friends: this man was 
riding nik? 
From Alcibiades to Timon’s cave, 10 
With letters of entreaty, which imported | 
His fellowship 7’ the cause against your city, 
In part for his sake moved. 
inst Sen. Here come our brothers, 


Enter the Senators from Timon. 


Third Sen. No talk of Timon, nothing of 
him expect. | s 
The enemies’ drum is heard, and fearful scour- 





ing 
Doth choke the air with dust: in, and prepare: 
Ours is the fall, I fear ; our foes the snare. 
[Exeunt. 


Scene IL. The woods. Timon’s cave, and 
a rude tomb seen. 


Enter a Soldier, seeking Timon. 
Sold. By all description this should be the 


place. 
Who phere] speak, ho! No answer! What 
is this 
Tinzon is dead, who hath outstretch’d his span : 
Some beast rear’d this; there does not live a 


man. 
Dead, sure; and this his graye. What’s on 
this tomb 

I cannot read; the character I'll take with wax: 
Our captain hath in every figure skill, 

An aged interpreter, though young in days: 
Before pron Athens he’s set down by thi 
Whose fall the mark of his ambition is. [Zzté. 10 


ScenE IV. Before the walls of Athens. 


Trumpets sound. Enter Auoisranes with 
his powers. 


Alcib. Sound to this coward and lascivious 


town 
Our terrible approach. [A parley sounded. 


Enter Senators on the walls. 


Till now you have gone on and fill’d the time 
With all licentious measure, making your wills 
The scope of justice; till now myself and such 


9 | As slept within the shadow of your power 


Have wander'd with our traverse 
2 pray 
tuts 


anos and 


SGRRSREE time is flush, 





Scenz Iv] 


When crouchitig marrow in the bearer strong ~ 
Cries of itself ‘ No more :’ now breathless wrong 
Shall sit and pant in your preat chairs of ease, 
‘And pursy insolence shall break his wind 

With fear and horrid flight, 

First Sen. ‘ Noble and young, 
When thy first griefs were but a mere conceit, 
Ere thou hadst power or we had cause of fear, 
We sent to thee, to give thy rages balm, 

To wipe out our ingratitude with Joves 
Above their quantity, 

Sec. Sen. So did we woo 
Transformed Timon to our city’s love 
By humble message and by promised means : 

e were not all unkind, nor all deserve 21 
The common stroke of war. 
First Sen. _ . These walls of ours 
Were not erected by their hands from whom 
You aS received your griefs; nor are they 
such 

That these pret towers, trophies and schools 
should fall 

For private faults in them, ss 

Sec. Sen. 7 Nor are they living 
Who were the motives that you first went out ; 
Shame that they wanted cunning, in excess 
Hath broke their hearts. March, noble lord, 
Into our city with thy banners spread : 

By decimation, and a tithed death— 
thy revenges hunger for that food 
uel ALTE loathes—take thou the destined 
enth 
And by the hazard of the spotted die 
Let die the spotted. 
Tirst Sen. All have not offended ; 
For those that were, it is not square to take 
On those that are, revenges: crimes, like lands, 
Are not inherited. Then, dear countryman, 
Bring in thy ranks, but leave without thy rage: 
Spare thy Athenian cradle and those kin 40 
hich in the bluster of thy wrath must fall 
With those that have offended : like a shepherd, 
Approach the fold and cull the infected forth, 
But kill not all together. 
c. Sen. ‘What thou wilt, 
Thou rather shalt enforce it with thy smile 
Than hew to’t with thy sword, 
‘inst Sen. , Set but thy foot 
Against our pameed gates, and they shall ope; 
So thou wilt send thy gentle heart before, 


go 
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To say thou’lt enter friendly. 
Sec. Sen. Throw thy glove, 
Or any token of thine honour else, 5° 


That thou wilt use the wars as thy redress 
And not as our confusion, all thy powers 
Shall make their harbour in our town, till we 
Have seal’d thy full desire. 

Alcib. Then there’s my glove; 
Descend, and open your uncharged ports: 
Those enemies of Timon’s and mine own 
Whom you yourselves shall set out for reproof 
Fall and no more; and, to atone your fears 
With my more noble meaning, not a man 
Shall pass his quarter, or offend the stream 60 
Of regular justice in your city’s bounds, 

But shall be render’d to your public laws 
At heaviest answer. 

Both. *Tis most nobly spoken. 

‘Alcib. Descend, and keep your words. 

[Lhe Senators descend, and open the gates. 


Enter Soldier. 


Sold. My noble general, Timon is dead; 
Entomb’d upon the very hemo’ the sea; 
And on his prvestone this insculpture, which 
With wax I brought away, whose soff im- 
pression r ; 

Interprets for my poor ignorance. E 

Alcib. [Reads the epitaph} ‘Here lies a 

wretched corse, of wretched soul bereft: 70 

Seek not my name: a plague consume -you 
wicked caitifis left! ae 

Here lie I, Timon; who, alive, all living men 
did hate : 

Pass by and curse thy fill, but pass and stay not 
here thy gait.’ ve 

These well express in thee thy latter spirits : 

Though thou abhorr’dst in us our human griefs, 

Soom tet our brain’s flow and those our droplets 
which 

From niggard nature fall, yet rich conceit 

aught thee to make yast Neptune ayeen for aye 

On thy low grave, on faults forgiven. ead 

Ts noble Timon: of whose memory 

Hereafter more. Bring me info your city, 

‘And I will use the olive with my sword, 

Make war breed peace, make peace stint war, 
make each 

Prescribe to other as cach other's leech. 

Let our drums strike. Exeunt, 


80 
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JULIUS CHISAR 


DRAMATIS PERSONAE 


JuLius C#SAR. pacar f Lucittus, 
Octavius Casar, triumvirs after the TITINIUS, friends to Brutus and 
Marcus ANTONIUS, death of Julius MESSALA, Gaesinist 
M. Asuxius Lepipus,) Cresar. Young Cato, 
CIcERO, VoLuMNIUS, 
PuBLIUs, senators. VARRO, 
Poprnius LENA, Cuirus, 
TAnoUS Brutus, CLAUDIUS, remrnnteltorBrutuss 
ASSIUS, STRATO, 
Casca, Lucius, 
TREBONIUS, conspirators against DARDANIUS, ; 3 
Licantivs, Julius Cresar. PINDARUS, servant to Cassius. 
Decius Brutus, . 
METELLUS CIMBER, CarurntA, wife to Cesar. 
Crxna, Portta, wife to Brutus. 


FLavius and MarRututs, tribunes. in 
ARTEMIDORUS of Cnidos, a teacher of Rhe-| Senators, Citizens, Guards, Attendants, &c, 


toric. 
A Soothsayer. Scene: Rome: the neighbourhood of Sardis; 
Cinna, a poet. Another Poet. the neighbourhood of Philippi. 
ACT I. Flav. Thou art a cobbler, art thou? : | 
Scene L Rome A street. Sec. Com. Truly, sir, all that I live by is 


: with the awl: I meddle with no tradesman’s | 
Enter Fuavios, Maruwus, and certain | matters, nor women’s matters, but with awl. | 
‘commoners. am, indeed, sir, a surgeon to old shoes; when 
i they are in great danger, I recover them. 
Flav. Hence! home, you idle creatures, get | proper men as ever trod upon neat’s leather 


you home: nave gone upon my handiwork. ° 30 
Is this a holiday? what! know you not, Flav. But whertore art not in thy shop to- 
Being mechamneayy you ought ae walk Wi ay 

n 2 labouring day without the sign hy dost thou lead these men about tl cts? 

(6) your profession? Speak, whattrade artthou?| See. Com. ‘Truly, sir, to wear out Ae reS, 

i st Cones Way ain a carpenter. to get myself into more work. But, indeed, sir, 

Afar, Where is thy leather apron and thy | we make holiday, to see Cesar and to rejoice in 
Seine a - his puma 

at dost thou with thy best apparel on? Mar. Wherefore rejoice? What conquest 


You, sit, what trade are you? bri 
1 Sit, ce you? 9 rings he home? 
c. Com. Truly, sir, in respect of a fine | What tributaries foll i 
¢ > SII, low hi 
jor mans am but, as you nvoulllsny acobbler. | To grace in captive bonds Te oo heelat 
an ut what trade art thou? answer me | You blocks, you stones, you worse than sens¢- 
irectly. less things ! 40 


Sec. Com. A trade, sir, that, I hope, I may | O youk 
ee , Sir, that, I hope, y | O you hard hearts, you cruel men of Rome | 
ue ale peut eouscience, which is, indeed, | Knew you not Pompey ? Many a time and oft \ 


. ave you climb’d up t ts, 

eee prades (ie knave? thou naughty To towers and wide et fo. a ireitates 
Seo en rade ' i Your infants in your arms, and there have sat 

pee Come ay, Nese A you, sir, be not | The live-long day, with patient expectation, 

aoe yet, if you out, sir, I can aol ne B eat, ompey es the streets of Rome: 
Mare Wnt Meme ‘hen you saw his chariot but appear, 

sit i ea mete thou by that? mend Have you not made an universal shout, * 


So 
812 





| Scene 1] JULIUS 
Made in her concave shores? F 
‘And do you now put on your best attire? 
‘And do you now cull out a holiday? 
} ‘And do you now strew flowers in his way 
| That comes in triumph over Pompey’s blood? 
Be gone! 
i Run to your houses, fall upon your knees, 
| Pray to the gods to intermit the plague 
That needs must light on this ingratitude. 60 
Flav. Go, go, good countrymen, and, for 
this fault, 
Assemble all the poor men of your sort ; 
Draw them to Tiber banks, and weep your tears 
| Into the channel, till the lowest stream 
[ Do kiss the most exalted shores of all. 
| [Zeeunt all the Commoners. 
Sce, whether their basest metal be not moved ; 
They vanish tongue-tied in their guiltiness. 
Go you down that way towards the Capitol ; 
This way will L: disrobe the images, 
If you do find them deck’d with ceremonies. 7o 
Mar. May we do so? . 
You know it is the feast of Lupercal. 
Flav. Tt is no matter; let no images 
Be hung with Cesar's trophies. Ill about, 
And drive away the vulgar from the streets : 
So do you too, where you perceive them thick. 
These growing feathers pluck’d from Czsar’s 


wing 
Will ante him fly an ordinary pitch, 

Vho else would soar above the view of men 79 
And keep us all in servile fearfulness. [Zzewnt. 


Scenr If. A public place. 


Flourish. Enter C#sarn; ANTONY, for the 
course; CALPURNLA, PorTraA, Dectus, CI- 
cERO, Brurvs, CASSTUS, and CAsca; agreat 
crowd following, among them a Soothsayer. 


Ces. Calpurnia! 
Casca. Peace, ho! Czesar speaks, 
Cees, Calpurnia! 
Cal. Here, my lord. 

Ces. Stand you directly in Antonius’ way, 
When he doth run his course. Antonius! 

Ant. Ccesar, my lord? 

Cees. Forget not, in your speed, Antonius, 
To touch Calpurnia ;,for our elders say, 

he barren, touched in this holy chase, 

hake off their sterile curse. 

Ant, _ shall remember: 
When Cesar says ‘do this,’ it is perform’d. 10 

s, Set on; and leave no ceremony out. 


Flourish. 
Sooth, Cesar! 
Ces, Ha! who calls? 
‘asca. Bid every noise be still: peace yet 
again | 
| Cees. Who is it in the (es that calls on me? 
I hear a tongue, shriller than all the music, 
cy Cesar!’ Spealc; Ceesar is turn’d to hear. 
jooth. Beware the ides of March. 
Ces, _, What man is that? 
Bru, _A soothsayer bids you beware the ides 
of March. 
ee: Set him before me; let_me see his 
ce. 
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Cas. Fellow, come from the throng; look 
upon Cesar. 3 

Ces. What say’st thou to me now? ‘speak 
once again. 

Sooth. Beware the ides of March. , 

Ces. He is a dreamer; let us leave him: 
pass. [Sennet. Exewnt all except 

Brutus and Cassius. 

Cas. Will you gosce the order of the course? 

Bru. Not L 

Gas. Lpray you, do. 

Bru. Tam not gamesome: I do lack some 


ar 
Of that quick spirit that is in Antony. 
Let me not hinder, Cassius, your desires ; 
I'll leave you. 
Cas. Brutus, I do observe you now of late: 
I have not from your eyes that gentleness 
And show of love as I was wont to have: 
You bear too stubborn and too strange a hand 
Over your friend that loves you. 
Bru. : .,, Cassius, 
Be not deceived : if I have veil’d my look, 
I turn the trouble of my countenance 
Merely upon myself. Vexed Lam 
Of late with passions of some difference, 
Conceptions only proper to myself, i 
Which give some soil perhaps to my behaviours; 
But let not therefore my good friends be 
grieved— ; 
Among which number, Cassius, be you one— 
Nor construe any further my neglect, 
Than that poor Brutus, with himself at war, 
Forgets the shows of love to other men. _ 
Cas. Then, Brutus, I have much mistook 
your passion; , ; 
By means whereof this breast of mine hath 
buried ma 
Thoughts of £ value, worthy cogitations. 50 
Tell me, good Brutus, can you see your face? 
Bru. No, Cassius; for the eye sees not 


3o 


40 


itself, 

But by reflection, by some other things. 

Cas. "Tis just: 
And it is very much lamented, Brutus, 
‘That you have no such mirrors as will turn 
Your hidden worthiness into your eye, 
an you might see your shadow. I have 

heard, 

Where many of the best respect in Rome, 
Except immortal Ceesar, speaking of Brutus 6o 
And groaning underneath this age’s yoke, 
Have wish’d that noble Brutus had his eyes. 

Bru. Into what dangers would you lead me, 

Cassius, 3 

That you would have me seck into myself 
For that which is not in me? 

Cas. Therefore, good Brutus, be prepared to 

hear: 

And since you know you cannot see yourself 
So well as by reflection, I, your glass, 
Will modestly discover to yourself 
That of yourself which you yet know not of. 7o 
And be not jealous on me, gentle Brutus ; 
.Were I a common laugher, or did use 
To stale with ordinary oaths love 
you know 


To every new protester; if 
‘Dhigitnecoaynexsamgal 


litig them hard 


814 


And after scandal them, or if you know 
That 1 profess myself in banqueting 
To all the rout, then hold me dangerous. 
Flourish, and, shout. 
Bru. iat means this shouting? I do fear, 
the people % 
Choose pers for their king. 2 
‘as. Ay, do you fear it? 80 
Then must I think you would not have it so, 
Bru. I would not, Cassius; yet I love him 


well. 

But wherefore do you hold me here so long? 
What is it that you would impart to me? 

T£ it be aught toward the general good, 

Set honour in one eye and death? the other, 
And I willlook on both indifferently : 

For let the gods so speed meas L love 

The name of honour more than I fear death. 

Cas. I know that virtue to be in you, 
Brutus, 

As well as £ do know your outward favour. 
Well, honour is the subject of my story, 

I cannot tell what you and other men 

Think of this life; but, for my single self, 
Thad as lief not be as live to be 

In awe of sucha thing as I myself. 

I was born free as Caesar; so were you: 

We both have fed as well, and we can both 
Endure the winter's cold as well as he: 

For once, upon a raw and gusty day, 100 
The troubled Tiber chafing with her shores, 
Cesar said to me ‘Darest thou, Cassius, now 
He in with me into this enery flood ; 
And swim to yonder point?” Upon the word, 
Accoutred as 1 was, I plunged in 

And bade him follow ; so indeed he did. 

The torrent roar'd, and we did buffet it 

With lusty sinews, throwing it aside 

And stemming it with hearts of controversy ; 


But ere we could arrive the point proposed, x10 | I 


Cesar cried ‘Help me, Cassius, or I sink 

T, as Aineas, our great ancestor, 

Did from the flames of ‘Troy upon his shoulder 
The old Anchises bear, so from the waves of 


Tiber 
Did I the tired Cesar. And this man 
Is now become a god, and Cassius is 
A wretched creature and must bend his body, 
If Ceesar carelessly but nod on him. 
He had a fever when he was in Spain, 
And when the fit was on him, I'did mark 20 
How he did shake: ’tis true, this god did shake : 
His coward lips did from their colour fly, 

d that same eye whose bend doth awe the 


wor! 
Did lose his lustre: I did hear him groan: 
A aad that tongue of his that bade the 


rans 
Mark him and write his speeches in their books, 
it cried ‘Give me some drink, Titinius,’ 

Asasick girl. Ye gods, it doth amaze me 

A man of such a feeble temper should 

So Bet the start of the majestic world 130 

And bear the palm alone. (Shout. Flourish. 
Bru. Another general shout ! 

Ido believe that these applauses are 
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Cas. Why, man, he doth bestride the narrow 
world 

Like a Colossus, and we petty men 
Walk under his huge legs and peep about 
To find ourselyes dishonourable graves. 
Men at some time are masters of their fates : 
The fault, dear Brutus, is not in our stars, 140 
But in ourselyes, that we are underlings, 
Brutus and Cesar: what should be in that 


‘ 


Ba 
Why should that name be sounded more than 


yours 
Write them together, yours is as fair a name; 
Sound them, it doth become the mouth as well; 
Weigh them, it is as heavy ; conjure with ’em, 
Brutus will start a spirit as soon as Caesar, 
Now, in the names of all the gods at once, 
Upon what meat doth this our Cesar feed, 
That he is grown so great? Age, thou art 
shamed | 150 
Rome, thou hast lost the breed of noble bloods! 
Win ren there by an age, since the great 
ood, 
But it was famed with more than with one 


man? = 
When could they say till now, that talk’d of 


‘onie, 
That her wide walls encompass’d but one man? 
Now is it Rome indeed and room enough, 
When there is in it but one only man. 
O, you and I have heard our fathers say, 
There was a Brutus once that would have 
brook’d A ‘ 
The eternal devil to keep his state in Rome 160 
As easily as a king. 
Babe, That you do love me, I am nothing 
jealous ; 
What i you would work me to, I have some aim; 
How I have thought of this and of these times, 
shall recount hereafter; for this present, 
I would not, so with love I might entreat you, 
Be any further moved. What you have said 
I will consider; what you have to say 
I will with patience hear, and find a time 
Both, meet to hear and answer such high 
.,, bnings. 170 
Till then, my noble friend, chew upon this: 
Brutus had rather be a villager 
Than to repute himself a son of Rome 
Under these hard conditions as this time 
Is like to lay upon us. 
Cas. Tam glad that my weak words 
Have eee but thus much show of fire from 
rutus. 
Bru. The games are done and Cwsar is 
returning. 


Cus. As they pass by, pluck Casca by the 


sleeve 
And he will, after his sour fashion, tell you 180 
What hath proceeded worth ‘y ROroHaRany 


Re-enter Cxsar and his Train. 


Bru. Iwilldoso, But, look you, Cassius, 
The angr spot doth glow on Czesar’s brow, 
And all the rest look like a chidden train : 
Calpurnia’s cheek is pale; and Cicero 
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Scuny U1] 
Being cross’d in conference by some senators. 


Cas. Casca will tell us what the matter is. 
Ces. Antonius! 190 
Ant, Cesar? 


Ces. Let me have men about me that are 


at; 
Sleelr-headed men and such as sleep o” nights: 
Yond Cassius has a lean and hungry look; 
He thinks too much: such men are dangerous. 
‘Ant. Fear him not, Cesar; he’s not danger- 


ous; : 
He is a noble Roman and well given. 
Ces. Would he were fatter! But I fear 
him not: i 
Yet if my name were liable to fear, 
{do not know the man I should avoid 200 
So soon as that spare Cassius. He reads much; 
He is a great observer and he looks 
Quite, through the deeds of men; he loves no 
ays, 
AS thou dost, Antony ; he hears no music; 
Seldom he smiles, and smiles in such a sort 
‘As if he mock’d himself and scorn’d his spirit 
That could be moved to smile at any thing. 
Such men as he be never at heart’s ease 
Whiles they behold a greater than themselves, 
And therefore are they very dangerous. 210 
Trather tell thee what is to be fear’d 
Than what I fear; for slways Tam Czsar. 
Come on my right hand, for this ear is deaf, 
And tell me truly what thou think’st of him. 
[Sennet. Exeunt Cesar wad all his 
Train, but Casca. 
Casea. You pull’d me by the cloak; would 
you speak with me? 
Bru. Ay, Casca; tell us what hath chanced 


to-day, 
That Cxesarlookssosad. 
Casea. Why, you were with him, were you 


not? 
Bru. I should not then ask Casca what had 
chanced. 219 
Casca. Why, there was a crown offered him: 
and being offered him, he put it by with the 
back of his hand, thus; and then the people fell 
eshouting? 
Bru, What was the second noise for? 
Casca._ Why, for that too. 
Cas. They shouted thrice: what was the 
ast cry for? 
Casca. Why, for that too. 
yu. ‘Was the crown offered him thrice? 
Casca. Ay, marry, was’t, and he put it by 
thrice, every time gentler than other, and at 
every potung by mine honest neighbours 
shouted. 231 
Cas. Who offered him the crown? 
Casca._ Why, Antony. 
vu. Tell us the manner of it, gentle Casca. 


Casca. I can as well be hanged as tell the | - 


Tanner of it: it was mere foolery; I did not 
Mark it. I saw Mark Antony offer him a 
crown ;—yet ’twas not a crown neither, ’twas 
One of these coronets ;—and, as I told you, he 
ut it by once : but, for all that, tomy thinking, 
he would fain have had it. Then he offered it 


to him again: i eae 
ryan ie ac a 
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off it. And then he offered it the third time; 
he put it the third time by: and still as he 
refused it, the rabblement hooted and clapped 
their chopped hands and threw up their sweaty 
night-caps and uttered such a deal of stinking 
breath because Cresar refused the crown that it 
had almost choked Cesar; for he swounded 
and fell down at it: and for mine own part, I 
durst not laugh, for fear of opening my lips and 
receiving the bad air. : 

Cas. But, soft, I pray you: what, did Czesar 

swound? 

Gasca. He fell down in the market-place, 
and foamed at mouth, and was speechless. 

Bru. "Tis very like: he hath the falling 

sickness. 

Cas. No, Cesar hath it not; but you and I 
And honest Casca, we have the falling sickness, 

Casca. I know not what you mean by that;; 
but, am sure, Cesar fell down. If the tag-rag 
people did not clap him’and hiss him, according 
as he pleased and displeased them, as they use 
to do the players in the theatre, I am no true 
man. 

Bru. What said he when he came unto 
himself? 

Casca. Marry, before he fell down, when he 
perceived the common herd was glad he refused 
the crown, he plucked me ope his doublet and 
offered them his throat to cut. An I had been 
a man of any occupation, if I would not have 
taken him at a word, I would I might go to 
hell among the rogues. And so he fell, When 
he came to himself again, he said, Jf he had 
done or said any thing amiss, he desired_ their 
worships to think it was his infirmity. ‘Three 
or four wenches, where I stood, cried ‘Alas, 
food soul!’ and forgave him with all their 
hearts: but there’s no heed to be taken of 
them; if Cesar had stabbed their mothers, 
they would have done no less. 


Bru. And aiter that, he came, thus sad, 
away? 
Caseu._-Ay. 280 


Cus. Did Cicero say any thing? 

Casca. Ay, he spoke Greek. 

Cas. To what ettect? 

Casca. Nay, an I tell you that, T’ll ne'er 
look you i’ the face again: but those that 
understood him smiled at one another and 
shook their heads; but, for mine own part, it 
was Greek to me. I could tell you more news 
too: Marullus and Flavius, for pulling scarfs 
off Ceesar’s images, are put to silence. Hare you 
well. There was more foolery yet, if I could 
remember it. af: Z 29K 
Cas. Will you sup with me to-night, Casca? 
Casca._ No, Lam promised forth. 

Gas. Will you dine with me to-morrow? 
Casca. Ay, if I be alive and your mind hold 
and your dinner worth the eating. 


Cas. Good: I will expect you. 

Casca._Doso. Farewell, both. [Exit. 

Brae ina a Dlunt fellow is this grown 
0 


He was ick mettle when he went to schooL 


So.is he now in execution jor 
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However he puts on this tardy form. 
This rudeness is a sauce to his good wit, 
Which gives men stomach to digest his words 
With better appetite. 
Bru. And so it is. 
leave you: 5 
To-morrow, if you please to speak with me, 
Twill come home to you; or, if you will, 
Come home to me, and 1 will wait for you. 310 
Cas. I will do so: till then, think of the 
world. [Exit Brutus. 
Well, Brutus, thou art noble; yet, I see, 
Thy honourable metal may be wrought 
rom that it is disposed : therefore it is meet 
That noble minds keep ever with their likes ; 
For who so firm that cannot be seduced? 
Cesar doth bear me hard; but he loves Brutus: 
Tf I were Brutus now and he were Cassius, 
He should not humour me. _ I will this night, 
In several hands, in at his windows throw, 320 
‘As if they came from several citizens, _ 
Writings all tending to the great opinion 
That Rome holds of his name; wherein ob- 
securely 
Ccesar’s ambition shall be glanced at: 
And after this let Ccesar seat him sure ; 
For we will shake him, or worse days endure: 
‘eit. 


For this time I will 


Scene II. The sume. A street. 


Thunder and lightning. eae opposite 
sides, CASCA, with his sword drawn, and 
CICERO, 


On Good even, Casca: brought you Czesar 
home 
Why are you breathless? and why stare you so? 
Casca. Are not you moved, when all the 
sway of earth i 
Shakes like a thing unfirm? 0 Cicero, 
Thave seen tempests, when the scolding winds 
Have rived the knotty oaks, and I have seen 
The ambitious ocean swell and rage and foam, 
To be exalted with the threatening clouds : 
But never till to-night, never till now, 
Did I go through a tempest dropping fire. 
Either there is a civil strife in heaven, 
Or else the world, too saucy with the gods, 
Incenses them to send destruction. 
Cic. Why, saw you any thing more wonderful? 
Casea, A common slaye—you know him well 


by sight — 
Bela up his left hand, which did flame and 
urn = 
Like twenty torches join’d, and yet his hz 
Not pane of fire, named 
ides—I ha’ not since put up my s | 
Against the Capitol I noe a lina POMS 
ho glared upon me, and went surly by, 
Without annoying me: and there were 
Upon a heap a hundred ghastly women, 
Transformed with their fear; who swore they 


saw 

Men all in fire walk up and down the street: 

And yesterday the bird of night did sit = 
en at noon-day upon the market-place, 


Hooti id igi 
Do so conjointly saetide ashi Rape ER 


10 


20 


Tawn 
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‘These are their reasons; they are natural;’ 30 
For, 1 believe, they are portentous things 
Unto the climate that they point upon. — 
Cic. Indeed, it is a strange-disposed time: 
But men may construe things after their 
fashion, : 
Clean from the purpose of the things them- 
selves. F 
Comes Czsar to the Capitol to-morrow? _ 
Cusca. He doth; for he did bid Antonius 
Send word to you he would be there to-morrow. 
Cic. Good night then, Casca: this disturbed 


sky ; 
Is not to walk in. 4 “45 eh 
Casca. Farewell, Cicero. [Lxit Cicei'o. 40 


Enter Cassius. 


Cas. Who’s there? 
Casca. A Roman. : 
Cas. Casca, by your voice. 


Casca. Yourearisgood. Cassius, what night 
is this! eaets 

Cus. A very pleasing night to honest men. 

Casca. Who ever knew the heayens menace 





so? 
Cas. Those that have known the earth so 

full of faults. 
For my part, I have walk’d about the strects, 
Submitting me unto the perilous night, 
And, thus unbraced, Casea, as you see, 
Have bared my bosom to the thunder-stone ; 
And when the cross blue lightning seem’d to 


open 
The breast of heaven, I did present myself 
Even in the aim and very flash of it. 
Casca. But wherefore did youso much tempt 
_ the heavens? 
It is the part of men to fear and tremble, 
When the most mighty gods by tokens send 
Such dreadful heralds to astonish us. 
Car ou are dull, Casca, and those sparks 
of life 
That should be in a Roman you do want, 
Or else you use not. You look pale and gaze 
And put on fear and cast yourself in wonder, 60 
‘To see the strange impatience of the heavens: 
But if you would consider the true cause 
Why all these fires, why all these gliding ghosts, 
Why birds and beasts from quality and kind, 
Why old men fool and children calculate, 
Why all these things change from their ordi- 
nance 
Their natures and preformed faculties 
Lo monstrous quality,—why, you shall find 
pert ee hath infused them with these 
spirits, 
To make them instruments of fear and warning 
Unto some monstrous state, 7 
Now could I, Casca, name to thee a man 
He HO pis Geel night, 
hat thunders, lightens, opens graves, and roars 
As doth the lion in the'Ga itolee 
ene no nauglitier than t hyselt or me 
nal action, yet prodigious grown 
And fearful, as these strange eriphGne are. 
Casca. *his Cassar that you mean; is it not, 


stele Disiaeq, by eG ANC eas now 80 
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Have thews and limbs like to their ancestors ; 
But, woe the while! our fathers’ minds are dead, 
‘And we are paver with our mothers’ spirits ; 
Our yoke and sufferance show us womanish, 
Casea. Indeed, they say the senators to- 
morrow : 
Mean to establish Czesar as a king ; 
‘And he shall wear his crown by sca and land, 
In every place, save here in Italy. 
Cas. know where I will wear this dagger 

then; iz A 
Cassius from bondage will deliver Cassius: 90 
Therein, ye gods, you make the weak most 

strong 5 
Therein, ye gods, you tyrants do defeat : 

Nor stony tower, nor walls of beaten brass, 
Nor airless dungeon, nor strong links. of iron, 
Can be retentive to the strength of spirit; 
But life, being weary of these worldly bars, 
Never lacks power to dismiss itself. 
jf 1 know this, know all the world besides, 
that part of tyranny that I do bear 
{can shake off at pleasure. (Lhunder still. 

Casea. _ ., Socani: 100 
So every bondman in his own hand bears 
The power to cancel his captivity. 

Ce Aa why should Cesar be a tyrant 

hen 

Poor man! I know he would not be a wolf, 
But that he sees the Romans are but sheep; 
He were no lion, were not Romans hinds. 
Those that with haste will make a mighty fire 
Begin it with weak straws : what trash is Rome, 
What rubbish and what offal, when it serves 
For the base matter to illuminate 110 
So vile a thing as Cesar! But, O grief, m 
Where hast thou led me? I perhaps speak this 
Before a willing bondman; then 1 know 
My answer must be made. But I am arm’d, 
And dangers are to me indifferent. 

Casca. You speak to Casca, and to such 

a man 
That is no ficerinipatell tale Hold, my hand: 
Be factious for redress of all these griefs, 

d I will set this foot of mine as far 
As who goes farthest. 

‘as. There’s a bargain made. 120 
Now know you, Casca, I have moved already 
Some certain of the noblest-minded Romans 
‘Yo undergo with me an enterprise 

£ honourable-dangerous consequence ; 
; nd I do know, by this, they stay for me _ 
7 Pompey’s porch : for now, this fearful night, 
There is no stir or walking in the streets ; 
And the complexion of the element 
ay favour’s like the work we have in hand, 
Most bloody, fiery, and most terrible. 


130 
Casca.. z 


Stand close awhile, for here comes 
one in. haste. 

ee eis Cinna; I do know him by his 
He is a friend. 


Cas. 


Enter CINNna. 


i Cinna, where haste you so? 
Cin, To find out you. Who’s that? Me- 
tellus Cimber 


Cas. No, it is Ged, keashieurfesearch In 





CASAR 


To our attempts. 
Cin. Iam glad on’t. 
is this! 
There’s two or three of us have seen strange 
sights. 
Cas. Am I not stay’d for? tell_me. 
Ci Yes, you are. 
140 
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Am I not stay’d for, Cinna? 
What a fearful night 





O Cassius, if you could 
But win the noble Brutus to our party— : 
Cas. Be you content: good Cinna, take this 
aper, é 
And look you lay it in the pretor’s chair, : 
Where Brutus may but find it; and throw this 
In at his window; set this up with wax 
Upon old Brutus’ statue: all this done, 
Repair to Pompey’s porch, where you shall 
find us. 
Is Decius Brutus and Trebonius there? 
Cin. All but Metellus Cimber; and he’s 


gone 

Toseek youatyourhouse. Well, I will hie, 150 

And so bestow these papers as you bade me. 
Cas. That done, repair to Pompey’ mene: 
inna. 





Come, Casca, you and I will yet ere day _ 

See Brutus at his house: three parts of him 

Is ours already, and the man entire 

Upon the next encounter yields him ours. | 
Casca. O, he sits high in all the people’s 


hearts : Rest oo 
And that which would appear offence in us, 
His countenance, like richest alchemy, 
Will change to virtue and to worthiness. 160 
cas Him and his worth and our great need 
of him 
You have right well conceited. Let us go, 
For itis after midnight; and ere day 
We will awake him and be sure of him. 
[Exeunt. 


ACT IL 
Scene I. Rome. 


Enter Brutus. 


Bru. What, Lucius, ho! 
T cannot, We the progress of the stars, 
Give guess how near to day. Lucius, Isay! 
I would it were my fault to sleep so soundly. 
When, Lucius, when? awake, I say! what, 
Lucius! 


Brutus's orchard. 


Enter Lucius. 


Luc. Call’d you, my lord? 

Bru. Get mea taper in my study, Lucius: 
When it is lighted, come and call me here. 
Luc. ivwiil, my lord. Exit. 
Bru. It must be by his death: and for my 

part, ? 10 
I know no personal cause to epumn at him, 
But for the general. He would be crown’d: 
How that might change his nature, there’s the 


question. 
It is the bright day that brings forth the adder; 
And that craves wary walking. Crown him ?— 
at ;— 
And then, I grant, we puta sting in him, 
utes Digitredlinue, iger with. 
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The abuse of greatness is, when it disjoins 
Remorse from power: and, to speak truth of 
. Cesar, z A 
I have not known when his affections sway 'd 20 
More than his reason. But’tisa common proof, 
That lowliness is young ambition’s ladder, 
‘Whereto the climber-upward turns his face; 
But when he once attains the upmost round, 
He then unto the ladder turns his back, 
‘Looks in the clouds, scorning the base degrees 
By which he did ascend. So Cesar may. 
Then, lest he may, prevent. And, since the 


quarrel ie z 
Will bear no colour for the thing he is, 
Fashion it thus; that what he is, augmented, 30 
‘Would run to these and these extremities : 
And therefore think him as a serpents egg . 
Which, hatch’d, would, as his kind, grow mis- 
chievous, 
And kill him in the shell. 


Re-enter Luctus. 


Inc. The taper burneth in your closet, sir. 
Searching the window for a flint, I found 
This paper, thus seal’d up; and, Tam sure, 
It did not lie there when I went to, bed. 
[Gives him the letter. 
Bru. Get you to bed again; it isnot day. 
Is not to-morrow, boy, the ides of March? 40 
Ine. Iknow not, sir. 2 
Bike Hook in the calendar, and bring me 
word. 
Lue. Iwill, sir. Mts, oh - 
Bru. The exhalations whizzing in the air 
Give so much light that I may read by them. 
Opens the letter and reads. 
‘Brutus, thou sleep’st: awake, and see thyself. 
Shall Rome, &c. Speak, strike, redress! 
Brutus, thou sleep’st : awake!’ 
Such instigations have been often dropp’d 
Where I have took them up. 50 
‘Shall Rome, &c.’ Thus must I piece it out: 
Shall Rome stand under one man’sawe? What, 


ome 

My ancestors did from the streets of Rome 
The Tarquin drive, when he was call’d a king. 
‘Speak, strike, redress!’ Am I entreated 

To speak and strike? O Rome, I make thee 


promise ; 
If the redress will follow, thou receivest 
Thy full petition at the hand of Brutus! 


Re-enter Luctvus. 


Ine. Six, March is wasted fourteen days. 
Be ‘ Knocking within, 
Bru. ‘Tis good. Go to the gate; somebody 
__ knocks. te 
Since Cassius first did whet me against Cyesar, 
L have not slept. 3 
Between the acting of a dreadful thing 
And the first motion, all the interim is 
Like a phantasma, or a hideous dream : 
‘The Genius and the mortal instruments 
Are then in council ; and the state of man, 


Like to a little ki 
ithe matara tle kipglemcsubhrelRBsearch In 





cit Lucius. 60 | H 





CHSAR (Acrir 


Re-enter Lucius 
Ine. Sir, ’tis your brother Casaus at the 

door, 79 
Who doth desire to see you. 
Bru. Is he alone? 
LIuc. No, sir, there are moe with him. 
Bru. : Do you know them? 
Luc. No, sir; their hats are pluck’d about 

theiz ears, IES : 
And half their faces buried in their cloaks, 
That by no means I may discover them 
By any mark of favour. 

Bru. Let ’em enter. [Hait Lucius. 
They are the faction. O conspiracy, 
Shanes thou to show thy dangerous brow by 

night, 
When evils are most free? O, then by day 
Where wilt thou find a cavern dark enough 80 
To mask thy monstrous visage? Seck none, 
conspiracy 5 Pere 
Hide it in smiles and affability : 
For if thou path, thy native semblance on, 
Not Erebus itself were dim enough 
To hide thee from prevention. 


Enter the conspirators, Casstus, Casaa, 
Dectus, CiNNA, METELLUS CIMBER, and 
TREBONIUS. 


Cas. I think we are too bold upon your rest: 
Good morrow, Brutus; do we trouble you? 
Bae have been up this hour, awake all 
night. 
Know I these men that come along with you? 
Cae: Yes, every man of them, and no man 
here go 
But honours you; and every one doth wish 
You had but that opinion of yourself 
Which every noble Roman bears of you. 
This is Trebonius. 
a penn He is welcome hither. 
Cas, This, Decius Brutus. 
Bru. He is welcome too. 
Cas, This, Casca; this, Cinna; and this, 
Metellus Cimber. 
Bru. They are all welcome. 
‘What watchful cares do interpose themselves 
twixt your eves and night? 
Cas. Shall I entreat a word? 100 
[Brutus and Cassius whisper. 
Dec. Here lies the east: doth not the day 
break here? 
Cascu. No. 
Cin. O, pardon, sir, it doth; and yon gray 


ines 
That fret the clouds are messengers of day. 
‘asca.. You shall confess that you are both 
leceived. 
ere, as I point my sword, the sun arises, 
Which is a great way growing on the south, 
Weighing the youthful season of the year. 
Romalero months hence up higher toward the 
h 
He first presents his fire; and the high east 11° 
Stands, as the Capitol, directly ieee 
_Bru._ Give me your hands all over, one bY 
iene ait eG by eGangotri 
as. d let us swear our resolution. 








Scene 1] 


Bru. No, not an oath: if not the face of 
men, 
The surance of our souls, the time’s abuse,— 
Ti these be nictives weak, break off betimes, 
‘And every man hence to his idle bed; 
So let high-sighted tyranny range on, 
Till each man drop by lottery. But if these, 
‘As Lam sure they do, bear fire enough 120 
To kindle cowards and to steel with valour 
The melting spirits of women, then, country- 
men, 
What need we any spur but our own cause, 
To prick us to redress? what other bond 
Than secret Romans, that have spoke the word, 
And will not palter? and what other oath 
Than honesty to honesty engaged, 
That this shall be, or we will fall for it? 
Swear priests and cowards and men cautelous, 
Old feeble carrions and such suffering souls 130 
That welcome wrongs; unto bad causes swear 
Such creatures as men doubt; but do not stain 
The even virtue of our enterprise, 
Nor the insuppressive mettle of our spirits, 
To think that or our cause or our performance 
Did need an oath; when every drop of blood 
That every Roman bears, and nobly bears, 
Ts fiuilty of a several bastardy, 
If he do break the smallest particle 
Of any promise that hath pass’d from him. 140 
Cas. But what of Cicero? shall we sound 


him ? 
I think he will stand very strong with us, 
Casca. Let us not leave him out. 
in, x 0, by no means, 
Met. Q, let us have him, for his silver-hairs 
Will purchase us a good opinion 
And buy men’s yoices to commend our deeds : 
It shall be said, his judgement ruled our hands; 
Our youths and wildness shall no whit appear, 
ut al! be buried in his gravity. 
Bru, O, name him not: let us not break 
with him; 150 
‘or he will never follow any thing 
That other men begin. 
Cas, Then leave him out. 
Casca,_ Indeed he is not fit. 
Dee. shall no man else be touch'd but only 
aesar 
Cas. Decius, well urged: I think it is not 


meet, 

Mark Antony, so well beloved of Cesar, 
Should outlive Caesar: we shall find of him 
A shrewd contriver; and, you know, his means, 

f he improve them, may well stretch so far 
As to annoy us all: which to prevent, 160 
Let Antony and Czesar fall together. 

Bru. Our course will seem too bloody, Caius 


assius, 
To cut the head off and then hack the limbs, 
Like wrath in death and envy afterwards; 
For Antony is but a limb of Cesar : 

tus be sacrificers, but not butchers, Caius. 
We all stand up against the spirit of Czesar ; 
And in the spirit of men there is no blood : 
O, that we then could come by Crsar’s spirit, 
And not dismember Czesar! “But, alas, 170 
Cesar must bleed for it! 


And, tle friends, 
Let's kill him bolaG- (bKiasbinicRieseer en 1h 
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Let’s carve him as a dish fit for the gods, 
Not hew him as a carcass fit for hounds : 
And let our hearts, as subtle masters do, 
Stir up their servants to an act of rage, 
And after seem to chide’em. This shall make 
Our purpose necessary and not envious : 
Which so appearing to the common eyes, 
We shall be call’d purgers, not murderers. 180 
And for Mark Antony, think not of him; 
For he can do no more than Czesar’s arm 
When Cesar’s head is off. - 
as. Yet I fear him; 

For in the ingrafted love he bears to Caxsar— 

Bru. Alas, good Cassius, do not think of 


him: 
If he love Cresar, all that he can do A 
Is to himself, take shought and die for Caesar: 
And that were much he should; for he is 


given 
To sports, to wildness and much company... 
Treb. There is no fear in him; Jet him 
not die; $ 190 

For he will live, and laugh at this hereafter. 
[Clock strikes. 

Bru. Peace! count the clock. _ 

‘a3. _ The clock hath stricken three. 

Treb. "Tistimeto part. |. 

Cas. s But it is doubtful yet, 
Whether Cresar will come forth to-day, or no; 
For he is superstitious grown of late, 

Quite from the main opinion he held once 
Of fantasy, of dreams and ceremonies : 
It may be, these apparent prodigies, 
The unaccustom’d terror of this night, 
And the persuasion of his augurers, 200 
May hold him from the Coal to-day. 

ec. Never fear that: if he be so resolved, 
IT can o’ersway him; for he loves to hear 
That unicorns may be betray’d with trees, 
And bears with glasses, elephants with holes, 
Lions with toils and men with flatterers ; 
But when I tell him he hates flatterers, 
He says he does, being then most flattered. 
Let me work; 
For I can five his humour the true bent, 210 
And I will bring him to the Capitol. 

Case Nay, we will all of us be there to fetch 

him. 

Bru. By the eighth hour: is that the utter- 

most? . 

One Be that: the uttermost, and fail not 

then. 

Met. Caius Ligarius doth bear Cxsar hard, 
Who rated him for speaking well of Pompey : 
I wonder none of you have thought of him, 

Bru. Now, good Metellus, go along by him: 
He loves me well, and I haye ioe him reasons; 
Send him but hither, and I'll fashion him. 220 

Cas. The morning comes upon’s: 


leave you, Brutus. 
And, friends, disperse yourselves; but all re- 


we'll 


member 
What you have said, and show yourselves true 
Romans. 
Bru. Good gentlemen, look fresh and 
ie ner; = 
et not our looks put on our purposes, 
iRitebéaigitzad wy. @ttbrs do, 
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With pated spirits and formal constancy : 

so good morrow to you every one. 
Saeees (Brccwnt all but Brutus. 
Boy! Lucius! Fastasleep? It is no matter; 
Enjoy the honey-heavy dew of slumber: — 230 
Thou hast no figures nor no fantasies, 
Which busy care draws in the brains of men ; 
Therefore thou sleep’st so sound. 


Enter Portia. 


Por. Brutus, my lord! 
Bru. Portia, what mean you? whereiore rise 
you now ? 2 
It is not for your health thus to commit _ 
Your weak condition to the raw cold morning. 
Por. Nor for yours neither. You've un- 
gently, Brutus, : 
Stole from my bed: and yesternight, at supper, 
You suddenly arose, and walk’d about, 
Musing and sighing, with your arms across, 240 
‘And when IT ask’d you what the matter was, 
You stared upon me with ungentle looks; 
I mined vou further; then you scratch’d your 
hea 


And too impatiently stamp'd with your foot; 
Yet L insisted, yet you answer'd not, 

But, with an angry wafture of your hand, 
Gave sign for me to leave you: so I did; 
Fearing to strengthen that impatience . 
Which seem'd too much enkindled, and withal 
Hoping it was but an effect of humour, —_250 
Which sometime hath his hour with every man. 
It will not let you eat, nor talk, nor sleep, 

And could it work so much upon your shape 
As it hath much prevail‘d on your condition, 


I should not know you, Brutus. Dear my lord, 


Make me acquainted with your cause of grief. 
Bru. Iam not well in health, and that is all. 
iors apenas is wise, and, were he not in 

ealth, 

He would embrace the means to come by it. 
Bru. Why, soIdo, Good Portia, go to bed. 
Por. Is Brutus sick? and is it physical 26x 

To walk unbraced and suck up the humours 

Of the dank morning? What, is Brutus sick, 

And will he steal out of his wholesome bed, 

To dare the vile contagion of the night 

And tempt the rheumy and unpurged air 

To add unto his sickness? No, my Brutus; 

You have some sick offence within your mind, 

Which, by the right and virtue.of my place, 

Tought to know of: and, upon my knees, 270 

m. you, by my once-commended beauty, 

By all your vows of love and that great vow 

Which did incorporate and make us one, 

That you unfold to me, ourself, your half, 

Why you are heavy, and what men to-night 

Haye had resort to you: for here haye been 

Some six or seven, who did hide their faces 

Even from darkness. 

ru. Kneel not, gentle Portia. 
op I should not need, if you were gentle 


rutus, 
Within the bond of marriage, tell me, Br 
i ; , Brui 
Is it excepted I should know no secrets ee 
That appertain to you? Am I yourself 
But, as it Were, in sort or limitation 
To keep with you apmealk, 
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And talk to you sometimes? Dwell I but in 
the suburbs : 
Of your good pleasure? If it be no more, 
Portia is Brutus’ harlot, not his wife. 
Bru. You are my true and honourable wife, 
As dear to me as are the ruddy drops 
That visit my sad heart. 290 
Por. If this were true, then should I know 
this secret. ; 
Igrantlamawoman; but withal | 
A woman that Lord Brutus took to wife : 
I grant Lama woman; but withal 
A woman well-reputed, Cato’s daughter. 
Think you I am no stronger than my sex, 
Being so father’d and so husbanded ? 
Tell me your counsels, I will not disclose em: 
Ihave made strong proof of my constancy, 
Giving myself a voluntary wound je 
Here, in the thigh: can I bear that with 


patience, i 
And not my husband's seerets? 
Mtb. O ye gods, 


Render me worthy of this noble wife! 
Knocking within. 

Hark, hark! one knocks: Portia, goin awhile; 

‘And by and by thy bosom shall partake 

The secrets of my heart. 

All my engagements I will construe to thee, 

All the charactery of my sad brows : : 

Leave me with haste. [Hit Portia.] Lucius, 

who’s that knocks? 


Re-enter Lucius with Licartus. 


Inc. Here is a sick man that would speak 
with.you. 





1O 
Bru. Caius Ligarius, that Metellus spake of, 
Boy, stand aside. Caius Ligarius! how ? 


tg. Wouchsafe good morrow from a feeble 
tongue. 


Bru. O, what a time have you chose out, 
brave Caius, 
To wear a kerchief! Would you were not sick! 
ig. Lam not sick, if Brutus have in hand 
Any exploit worthy the name of honour, 
rt. Such an exploit have I in hand, 


igarius, 

Had you a healthful ear to hear of it. 

Zig. By all the gods that Romans bow 
before, 320 

There discard my sickness! Soul of Rome! 

Brave son, derived from honourable loins ! 

Thou, like an exorcist, hast conjured up 

My mortified spirit. Now bid me run, 

And I will strive with things impossible; 

Yea, get the better of them. What’s to do? 
vu. A piece of work that will make sick 
men whole. 
ig. But are not some whole that we must 
make sick? 

Be That must we also. What it is, my 


aius, 

Tshall unfold to thee, as i 3 

Lothar it must be dione, spa te xt a 
t, 


ig. Set on your foot, 
And with a heart new-fired I folie you, 


up do I know not what: but it sufficeth 


asmfirtRemebrdh nsBuie: DiseAY BF eBanadti [Zxeunt. 


ae 
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Scene IL. Cesar’s house. 


Thunder and lightning. Enter Cxsar, in 
his night-gown. 
Cus. Nor heaven nor earth have been at 
peace to-night: | 
Thrice hath Calpurnia in her sleep cried out, 
*Help, ho! they murder Cesar!’ Who's 
within? 


ScENE 0) 


Enter a@ Servant. 


Serv. Mylord? | 
Ces. Go bid the priests do present sacrifice 

And bring me their opinions of success. 
Serv. 1 will, my lord. 


Enter CALPURNIA. 
Cal. What mean you, Cresar? think you to 
walk forth ? 
You shall not stir ont of your house to-day. 
Ces. Cesar shall forth: the things that 
threaten’d me 10 
Neer look’d but on my back; when they shall 


[Ezit. 


see 
The face of Czesar, they are vanished. | 

Cal. Czsar, I never stood on ceremonies, 
Yet now they fright me. There is one within, 
Besides the things that we have heard and seen, 
Recounts most horrid sights seen by the watch. 
A lioness hath whelped in the streets ; - 
Ee have yawn’d, and yielded up their 

ead ; 

Fierce fiery warriors fought upon the clouds, 
In ranks and squadrons and right form of war, 
Which drizzled blood upon the Capitol; 21 
The noise of battle hurtled in the air, 
Horses did neigh, and dying men did groan, 
And pelosi did shriek and squeal about the 

streets. 
O Cassar! these things are beyond all use, 
And I do fear them. 

Cees. ? What can be avoided 
Whose end is purposed by the mighty gods? 
Yet Cesar shall go forth; for these predictions 
Are to the world in general as to Cesar. 

Cal. When beggars die, there are no comets 


seen 5 30 
The heavens themselves blaze forth the death 
of princes. 
Cee pcowards die many times before their 
leaths ; 
The valiant never taste of death but once. 
OF all the wonders that I yet have heard, 
£ Beem to me most strange that men should 
ears 
Seeing that death, a necessary end, 
ill come when it will come. 


Re-enter Servant. 


What say the augurers? 
Serv. They would not have you to stir forth 


to-day, 
Plucking the entrails of an offering forth, 
hey could not find a heart within the beast. 40 








CHSAR 


That Cresar is more dangerous than he: 
We are two lions litter'd in one day, 
And I the elder and more terrible : 
And Cesar shall go forth. 
Cal. | x Alas, my lord, 
Your wisdom is consumed in contidence. 
Do not go forth to-day : call it my fear 50 
That keeps you in the house, and not your own. 
We'll send Mark Antony to the senate-house ; 
And he shall say you are not well to-day: 
Let me, upon my knee, prevail in this. 
Ces. Mark Antony shall say Iam not well; 
And, for thy humour, I will stay at home. 


Enter DEctus. 


Here’s Decius Brutus, he shall tell them so. 

Dec. Cizesar, all hail! good morrow, worthy 
Cesar: 

I come to fetch you to the senate-house. | 
Cex, And you are come in very happy time, 

To bear my greeting to the senators 6r 

And tell them that I will not come to-day : 

Cannot, is false, and that I dare not, falser : 

I will not come to-day : tell them so, Decius. 
Cal. Say he is sick. 2 
Cees. | Shall Cesar send a lie? 

Have I in conquest stretch’d mine arm so far, 

To be afeard to tell graybeards the truth? 

Decius, §0 tell them Czsar will not come. 

Dec. Most mighty Cesar, let me know some 
cause, 

Lest I be laugh’d at when I tell themso. 7a 
Ces. The cause is in my will: I will not 
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come ; 
That is enough to satisfy the senate. 
But for your private satisfaction, 
Because I love you, I will let you know: 
Calpurnia here, my wife, stays me at home: 
She dreamt to-night she saw my statua, 
Which, like a fountain with an hundred spouts, 
Did run pure blovd ; and many lusty Romans 
Came smiling, and did bathe their hands in it: 
And these does she apply for warnings, and 
jortents, . 8a 
And evils imminent ; and on her knee 
Hath bege'd that I will stay at home to-day. 
Dec. ‘This dream is all amiss interpreted ; 
Tt was a yision fairand fortunate: 
Your statue spouting blood in many Dipes 
In which so many smiling Romans bat! hed, 
Signifies that from you great Rome shall suck 
Reviving blood, and that great men shall press 
Yor tinctures, stains, relics and cognizance, 
‘This by Calpurnia’s dream is signified. 90 
Gees, And this way have you well expounded 


it. : 
Dec. Ihave, when you have heard what I 
can say.: 
And know it now: the senate have concluded 
To give this day a crown to mighty Cuesar. 
If you shall send them word you will not come, 
Their minds may change. Besides, it were a 
mock 
Apt to be renderd, for some one to say 


Ces. ‘The gods do this in shame of cowardice : | ‘ Break up the senate till another time, 


Czesar should be a beast without a heart, 
If he should sta: 


When Czsar’s wife shall meet with better 


No, Cresar St CHARS La HAE Ede etetnIn itutenLienseechbyceGanal they not whisper 
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‘Lo, Cesar is afraid’? 104 
Pardon me, Cesar ; for my dear dear love 
To your proceeding bids me tell you this; 
And reason to my love is liable. 
Ces. How foolish do your fears seem now, 
Calpurais Vie pes Bees 
Iam ashamed I did yield to them. 
Give me my robe, for I will go. 


Enter Pusiius, Brutus, Licartus, METEL- 
Ls, CASCA, TREBONIUS, and CINNA. 


And look where Publiusis come to fetch me. 
Pub. Good morrow, Cresar. és 
Ces. _ Welcome, Publius. 

What, Brutus, are you stirr’d so early too? 110 

Good morrow, Casca. Caius Ligarius, 

Cesar was ne’er so much your enemy 

‘As that same ague which has made you lean. 

What is’t o'clock ? 7 3 

< Cwsar, ’tis strucken eight. 
Ces. I thank you for your pains and 
courtesy. 


Enter ANTONY. 


See! Antony, that revels long o’ nights, 
Isnotwithstanding up. Good morrow, Antony. 
Ant. So tomost noble Cesar, eet 

Ces, Bid them prenere within : 
Lam to blame to be thus waited for. 3 
Now, Cinna: now, Metellus: what, Trebonius! 
T have an hour's talk in store for you; 121 
Remember that you call on me to-day: 

Be near me, that I may remember you. 
Treb, Cwsar, I will: [Aside] and so near 


will I be, E ; 
That your best friends shall wish I had been 
further. . : 
Ces. Good friends, go in, and taste some 
wine with me; 
And we, like friends, will straightway go to- 


gether. 
Bru. [Aside] That every like is not the 


same, O Ceesar, 
The heart of Brutus yearns to think upon! 
Lzteunt. 


SoENeE IM. A street near the Capitol. 


Enter ARremiporvs, reading a paper. 


Art. ‘Cesar, beware of Brutus; take heed 
of Cassius; come not near Casca; have an eye 
to Cinna; trust not Trebonius ; mark well Me- 
tellus Cimber: Decius Brutus loves thee not: 
thou hast wronged Caius Ligarius, There is 
but, one mind in all these men, and itis bent 
hina ea If thou beest not immortal, look 

Wl: security gives way to conspiracy. 
The mighty gods defend thee ! et loser ae 
fs TEMIDORUS.’ 
Here will I stand till Cesar pass along, 11 
4 as O frltog pl T give him this. 
eart laments that virtue cannot li 
Out of the teeth of emulation. Zs 


Te ju read this, Q Czesar, thou mayst live 


ipthe Fates wath traitor rif REL I 
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ScENE IV. Another part of the same strect, 
before the house of Brutus. 
Enter Portia and Lucius. 

Por. I prithee, boy, run to the senate-house; 
Stay not to answer me, but get thee gone: 
Why dost thou stay ? 

UC. 'o kmow my errand, madam. 
Por. would have had thee there, and here 


[Acr x 


again, 
Ere I can tell thee what thou shouldst do there, 
O constancy, be strong upon my side, 
Set a huge mountain ’tween my heart and 
tongue! 2 Ea pit? 
I have a man’s mind, but a woman’s might. 
How hard it is for women to keep counsel! 
Art thou here yet? 
Luce. Madam, what should I do? 10 
Run to the Capitol, and nothing else? 
And so return to you, and nothing else? 
Por. Yes, bring me word, boy, if thy lord 
look well, 2 
For he went sickly forth: and take good note 
What Cesar doth, what suitors press to him. 
Hark, boy! what noise is that? 
Ine, Lhear none, madam. > 
on, " Prithee, listen well; 
Theard a bustling rumour, like a fray, 
And the wind brings it from the Capitol. 
Lac. Sooth, madam, I hear nothing. 20 


Enter the Soothsayer. 
Por. Come hither, fellow: which way hast 
thou been? 
Sooth. At mine own house, good lady. 
Por, What is’t o'clock? 
Sooth. About the ninth hour, lady. 
Por. Is Cresar yet gone to the Capitol ? 
Sooth. ; Madam, not yet: I go to take my 
stand, 
To see him pass on to the Capitol. 
Por. Thou hast some suit to Czesar, hast 
thou not? 
Sooth. That I haye, lady: if it will please 


eesar 

To be so good to Cesar as to hear me, 

I shall beseech him to befriend himself. 30 
Por. Why, know’st thou any harm’s intende 

towards him? 
Sooth. None that I mow will be, much that 
fear may chance. 
Good morrow to you. Here the street is 


narrow ; 

The throng that follows Cesar at the heels, 

Of senators, of praetors, common suitors, 

Will crowd a feeble man almost to death: 

Tl get me to a place more void, and there 

Speak to great Czesar as he comes along. [Eit. 
Eee e must go in. Ay me, how weak a 

The heart of woman is! O Brutus, 40 

The heavens speed thee in thine enterprise! 

Sure, the boy. heard me: Brutus hath a suit 

That Cesar will not grané._ O, I grow faint. 

fun, Lucius, and commend me to my lord ; 

Say [am merry : come to me again, 

SHEL BRE BaTD PoRicraHh say to thee. 


meunt severally. 
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ACT III. 


SoznnI. Rome. Before the Capitol; the 
Senate sitting above. 


A crowd of people; among them ARTEMI- 
porus and the Soothsayer. Flourish. Enter 
CGxsar, Brutus, Cassius, Casca, DEctus, 
METELLUS, TREBONIUS, CINNA, ANTONY, 
Levipus, PoriLrus, PuBiius, and other's. 


Ces. [Z'o the Soothsayer] The ides of March 
are come. 
Sooth. Ay, Czesar; but not gone. 
Art. Hail, Cresar! read this schedule. 
Dec. Trebonius doth desire you to o’er-read, 
At your besé leisure, this his humble suit. 
tte O Caesar, read mine first; for mine’s a 
sui 
That touches Cresar nearer : read it, great Czesar. 
Ces. What touches us ourself shall be last 
served. ae 
Art. Delay not, Cresar; read it instantly. 
Ces. What, is the fellow mad? | 
Pub. Sirrah, give place, 10 
Cas. What, urge you your petitions in the 
street ? ; 
Come to the Capitol. 
CxSAR goes up to the Senate-House, the rest 
following. 


Eo .. I wish your enterprise to-day may 
rive, 
Cas. What enterprise, Popilius? 


Pop. [Aa areyon well. 
vances to Ccesar. 
Bru. What said Popilius Lena? 


Cae _ He wish’d to-day our enterprise might 
rive, 
I fear our purpose is discovered. 
Be ook. how he makes to Cresar: mark 
im, a 
Cas. Casca, be sudden, for we fear preven- 


tion. 
Brutus, what shall be done? If this be known, 
Cassius or Cesar never shall turn back, aI 
For I will slay myself. 
Bru, Cassius, be constant : 
Popilius Lena speaks not of our purposes; 
or, look, he smiles, and Ceesar doth not change. 
‘as, Trebonius knows his time; for, look 
you. Brutus, 
He draws Mark Antony out of the way. i 
[Bxeunt Antony and Trebonius. 
Dec, Whereis Metellus Cimber? Let him go, 
And presently prefer his suit to Caesar. 
Bras Heis address’d: press near and second 
c Cin, | Casea, you are the first that rears your 
\ 30 
T Cees. Are we allready? What is now amiss 
hat Cesar and his senate must redress? 
Met. Most high, most mighty, and most 


puissant Cesar, 
Metellus Cimber throws before thy seat 
An humble heart,— (Kneeling. 
Ce I must prevent thee, Cimber. 


es, 
These couchi, these lowl tesi 
Might fre the bloscebokHOarMiniagsearch In 


CESAR 


And turn pre-ordinance and first decree 

Into the law of children. Be not fond 

To think that Cxsar bears such rebel blood 40 

That will be thaw'd from the true quality 

With wiry which melteth fools; I mean, sweet 
words, 

Low-crooked court’sies and base spanicl-fawn- 
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ing. 
Thy brother by decree is banished : i 
Tf thou dost bend and pray and fawn for him, 
I spurn thee like a cur out of my way. 
Know, Cesar doth not wrong, nor withouw! 


_ cause 
Will he be satisfied. 
Me. Is there no voice more worthy thaa 
my own, 
To sound more sweetly in great Cmsar’s ear 51 
For the repealing of my banish’d brother? 
Bru. I kiss thy hand, but not in flattery, 


seSar 5 
Desiring thee that Publius Cimber may 
Have an immediate freedom of repeal. 
Ces. What, Brutus! : 
Cas. Pardon, Ceesar; Cesar, pardon: 
As low as to thy foot doth Cassius fall, 
To beg enfranchisement for Publius Cimber. 
Ces. I could be well moved, if I were as you; 
If I could pray to move, prayers would move 
me: 
But I am constant as the northern star, 60 
Of whose true-fix’d and resting quality 
There is no fellow in the firmament. 
‘The skies are painted with unnumber’d sparks, 
‘They are all fire and every one doth shine, 





But there’s but one in all doth hold his place: 
So in the world; ’tis furnish’d well with men, 
And men are flesh and blood, and apprehensive; 
Yet in the number I do know but one 
That unassailable holds on his rank, 
Unshaked of motion : and that I am he, 
Let me a little show it, even in this; ¥ 
That I was constant Cimber should be banish’d, 
And constant do remain to keep him so. 
Cin. O Ceesar— . ; 
Ces. Hence! wilt thou lift up Olympus? 
Dec. Great Ceesar,— 
Ces. Doth not Brutus bootless kneel? 
Casca. Speak, hands, for me! 
[Gasca first, then the other Conspirators and 
Marcus Brutus stab Cesar 
Ces. Et tu, Brute! Then fall, Cesar! [Dies 
~ Cin. Liberty! Freedom! Tyranny is dead! 
Run hence, proclaim, cry it about the streets. 
Cas. Some to the common pulpits, and cry 
8 


out 
‘Liberty, freedom, and enfranchisement!” 
Bru. People and senators, be not affrighted ; 
Fly not; stand still: ambition’s debt is paid. 
Casca. Go to the pulpit, Brutus. 


Dec. And Cassius too. 
Bru. Where's Publius? 
Cin. Here, quite confounded with this 


mutiny. 
Met. Stand fast together, lest some friend of 
Ceesar's 


jo 


Should chance— 
_Bru._ Talk not of standing. Publius, good 
titutehdaigitzed by eGangotri 
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is no harm intended to your person, 90 
Ravtono Roinan else: so tell them, Publius. 
Cas. And leave us, Publius; lest that the 
eopl 
Rus Ree fon us, should do your age some 
mischief. - 5 
Bru. Do so; and letno man abide this deed, 
But we the doers. 


Re-enter TREBONIUS. 
Where is Antony? 

Fed to his house amazed : 
Men, wives and children stare, cry out and run 
‘As it were doomsday. | 

Bru. Fates, we will know your pleasures : 
That we shall die, we know; ’tis but the time 
‘And drawing days out, that men stand upon. 

Cas, Why, he that cuts off twenty years of 
101 


Cas. 
Tre. 


ife 
Cuts off so many years of fearing death. 
Bru. Grant that, and then is death a benefit: 
So are we Cresar’s friends, that have abridged 
His time of fearing death. Stoop, Romans, 


stoop, ; 
And let us bathe our hands in Ceesar’s blood 
Up to the elbows, and besmear our swords: 
Then walk we forth, even to the market-place, 
And, waving our red weapons o'er our heads, 
Let’s all cry ‘Peace, freedom and liberty !’ 110 
Cas. Stoop, then, and wash. How many 
ages hence 
Shall this our lofty scene be acted over 
In states unborn and accents yet unknown! | 
Bru. 2 many times shall Cesar bleed in 
sport, 
That now on Pompey's basis lies along 
No worthier than the dust! 
U3. So oft as that shall be, 
So often shall the knot of us be call’d 
The men that gave their country liberty. 
Dec. What, shall we forth? 
as. Ay, every man away : 
Brutus shall lead; and we will grace his heels 
With the most boldest and best hearts of Rome. 


Enter a Servant. 
Bru, Soft! who comes here? A friend of 


Antony's. 
Serv. Thus, Brutus, did my master bid me 


neel ; 
‘Thus did Mark Antony bid me fall down ; 
And, being prostrate, thus he bade me say : 
Brutus is noble, wise, valiant, and honest; 
Cesar was mighty, bold, royal, and loving : 
Say Llove Brutus, ‘and I honour him 5 
Say T : fea ‘d Ciesar, honour'd him and loved 
Jf Brutus will vouchsafe that Antony 
May safely come to him, and be resolved 
How Cwsar hath deserved to lie in death, 
Mark Antony shall not love Cwsar dead 
So well as Brutus living ; but will follow 
The fortunes and aflairs of noble Brutus 
Thorou h the hazards of this untrod state 
ith all true faith. So says my master Antony. 
Bru. Thy master isa wise and valiant Roman ; 
Tnever thought : 
ell him, so plea: 


130 
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He shall be satisfied; and, by my honour, ryr 
Depart untouch’d. * 
Serv. I'll fetch him presently, [Zwit, 
Bru. Ilmow that we shall have him well to 
friend. ? 
Cas. I wish we may: but yet have Ia mind 
That fears him much; and my misgiving still 
Falls shrewdly to the purpose. 
Bru. But here comes Antony. 


Re-enter ANTONY. 
Welcome, Mark Antony, 
Ant. O mighty Cesar! dost thou lie so low? 
Are all thy conquests, glories, triumphs, spoils, 
Shrunk to this little measure? Fare thee well. 
T know not, gentlemen, what you intend, 151 
Who else must be Ict blood, who else is rank: 
If I myself, there is no hour so fit 
‘As Cresar’s death's hour, nor no instrument 
Of half that worth as those your swords, made 


rich 
With the most noble blood of all this world. 
I do beseech ye, if you bear me hard, 
Now, whilst your purpled hands do reek and 
smoke, ; 
Fulfil your pleasure. Live a thousand years, 
I shall not find myself so apt to die: 1 
No place will please me so, no mean of death, 
‘As here by Cesar, and by you cut off, 
The choice and master spirits of this age. 

Bru. O Antony, beg not your death of us. 
Though now we must appear bloody and cruel, 
As, by our hands and this our present act, 

You see we do, yet see you but our hands 

And this the bleeding business they have done: 

Our hearts you see not; they are itiful ; 

And Pity to the general wrong of Rome— 170 
re dri 








As fire drives out fire, so pity pity— 
Hath Ghost) this deed on Cusar. For your 
part, 
To poulous swords have leaden points, Mark 
ony: 
+Our arms, in strength of malice, and our 
hearts 


Of brothers’ temper, do receive you in 
With all kind love, good thoughts, and rever- 
ence. 
Cas. Your yoice shall be as strong as any 


man’s 
In the disposing of new dignities. 
Bru. Only be patient till we have appeased 


The multitude, beside themselves with fear, 180 
And then we will deliver you the cause, 





Why I, that did love Cesar when I struck him, 
Haye thus proceeded. oF 
Ant. I doubt not of your wisdom. 
Let each man render me his bloody hand: 
First, Marcus Brutus, will I shake with you; 
Next, Caius Cassius, do I take your hand; 
Woy reat: Brutus, yours; now yours, Me- 
ellus ; 
Yours, Cinna; and, my valiant Casca, yours ; 
Though last, not least in love, yours, good 
Trebonius. 
Gentlemen all,—alas, what shall I say ? 190 
My credit now stands on such slippery ground, 


A Kash MHERARAAECD, inspite nsipivenad woaRgaarust conceit me, 
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That I did love thee, Cesar, O, ’tis true: 

If then thy spirit look upon us now, 

Shall it not grieve thee dearer than thy death, 

'To see thy Antony making his peace, é 

Shaking the bloody fingers of thy foes, 

Most noble! in the presence of thy corse? 

Had I as many eyes as thou hast wounds, 200 

Weeping as fast as they stream forth thy blood, 

It would become me better than to close 

In terms of friendship with thine enemies. 

Pardon me, Julius! Here wast thou bay’d, 
brave hart; 

Here age thou fall; and here thy hunters 
stand, r 

Sign’d in thy spoil, and crimson’d in thy lethe. 

0 world, thou wast the forest to this hart ; 

And this, indeed, O world, the heart of thee. 

How like a deer, strucken by many princes, 

here lie! 


Dost thou 210 
Cas. Mark Antony,— 
Ant. Pardon me, Caius Cassius : 


The enemies of Cresar shall say this; 
Then, in a friend, it is cold modesty. 

Cas. I blame you not for praising Cresar so; 
But what compact mean you to have with us? 
Will you be prick’d in number of our friends ; 
Or shall we on, and not depend on you? 

Ant. Therefore I took your hands, but was, 

indeed, : r 
Byard from the point, by looking down on 
wesar, 
Friends am I with you all and love you all, 220 
Minot this hope, that you shall give me reasons 
Why and wherein Czesar was dangerous. 

Bru, Or else were this a savage spectacle: 
Our reasons are so full of good regard 
That were Xu Antony, the son of Cesar, 
You should be satisfied. 

Ant. _, That's all I seek: 
And am moreover suitor that I may 
Produce his body to the market-place ; 
And in the pulpit, as becomes a friend, 
Speak in the order of his funeral. 

Bru. You shall, Mark Antony. 3 

‘as. Brutus, a word with you. 
[Aside to Brw.] You know not what you do: 
do not consent 
That Antony speak in his funeral : 
Know you how much the people may be moved 
By that which he will utter? 

Bru. . By your pardon ; 
Iwill myself into the pulpit first, 
snd show the reason of our Ciesar's death : 

Vhat Antony shall speak, I will protest 

© speaks by leave and by permission, 

nd that we are contented Cesar shall 

Ave all true rites and lawful ceremonies. 
It shall advantage more than do us Wrong ; 

Cas. I know not what may fall; I like it 


230 


240 


not. 
oe Mark Antony, here, take you Cesar's 


ly. 
You shall not in your funcral speech blame us, 
ane speak all ‘Bood you can devise of Czesar, 
nd say you do’t by our permission ; 
Ise shall you not have any hand at al 


1 
About his funeral : you shall speak 
In the same De lpi tan ASAE earch 
3c 
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After my speech is ended. 
Ant. Be it so; 


825 


I do desire no more. 
Bru. Prepare the body then, and follow us. 
[Exeunt all but Antony, 

Ant. O, pardon me, thou bleeding piece of 


earth, 
That [am meek and gentle with these butchers! 
‘Thou art the ruins of the noblest man 
That ever lived in the tide of times. 
Woe to the hand that shed this costly blood! 
Over ay wounds now do I prophesy,— 259 
Which, like dumb mouths, doope theirruby lips, 
To beg the voice and utterance of my tongue— 
A curse shall light upon the + limbs of men ; 
Domestic fury and fierce civil strife 
Shall cumber all the parts of Italy ; 
Blood and destruction shall be so in use 
And dreadful objects so familiar 
That mothers shall but smile when they behold 
Their infants quarter'd with the hands of war; 
All pity choked with custom of fell deeds: 
And Cvsar’s spirit, ranging for zevente 270 
With Ate by his side come hot from hell, 
Shall in these confines with a monarch’s v ‘ice 
Cry ‘ Havoc,’ and let slip the dogs of war 
That this foul deed shall smell above the earth 
With carrion men, groaning for burial. 


Enter a Servant. 


You serve Octavius Cesar, do you not? 
Serv. Ido, Mark Antony. |. 
ae Ciesar did write for him to come to 
ome. 
Serv. He did receive his letters, and is 
coming ; 
And bid me say to you by word of mouth— 280 
O Cresar !— , (Seeing the body. 
Ant. Thy heart is big, get thee apart and 
WEED: A ‘ ci 
Passion, I see, is catching; for mine eyes, 
Seeing those beads of sorrow stand in thine, 
Began to water. Is thy master coming? 
Serv. He lies to-night within seven leagues 
of Rome. ‘ 4 
Ant. Post back with ‘speed, and tell him 
what hath chanced: 
Here is a mourning Rome, a dangerous Rome, 
No Rome of safety for Octavius yet ; 289 
Hie hence, and tell him so. Yet, stay awhile ; 
Thou shalt not back till I have borne this corse 
Into the market-place: there shall I try, 
In my oration, how the people take 
The cruel issue of these bloody men ; 
According to the which, thou shalt discourse 
To young Octavius of the state of things. 
Lend me yourhand. © [#xeunt with Cesar’s 


body. 
Scene I. The Forwm. 


Enter Brutus and Cassius, and a throng 
of Citizens, 
Citizens. We will be satisfied; let us be 
satisfied. b 
Bru. Then follow me, and give me audience, 
friends. 
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‘And part the numbers. 5 
Those that will hear me speak, let ’em stay here ; 
hose that will follow Cassius, go with him ; 
And public reasons shall be ren ered 
Of Cresar’s death. 
First Cit. I will hear Brutus nde 
Sec. Cit. Iwill hear Cassius; and compare 
their reasons, 
‘When severally we hear them rendered. 10 
[Exit Cassius, with some of the Citizens. 
Brutus goes into the pulpit. 
Third Cit. The noble Brutus is ascended : 
silence! . 
Bru. Be patient till the last. 
Romans, countrymen, and lovers! hear me for 
my cause, and be silent, that you may hear: 
Delieve me for mine honour, and have respect 
to mine honour, that you may believe : censure 
me in your wisdom, and awake your senses, 
that you may the better judge. If there be any 
jn this assembly, any dear friend of Ciesar’s, to 
himtI say, that Brutus’ love to Cvesar was no 
less than his. If then that friend demand why 
Brutus rose against Cresar, this is my answer :— 
Not that I loved Cesar less, but that I loved 
Rome more. Had you rather Ciesar were diving 
and die all slaves, than that Cesar were dead, 
to live all free men? As Cwsar loved me, 1 
weep for him; as he was fortunate, I rejoice at 
it; as he was valiant, I honour him: but, as he 
was ambitious, I slew him. ‘There is tears for 
his love; joy for his fortune; honour for his 
valour; and death for his ambition. Who is 
here so base that would bea bondman? If any, 
speak; for him have I offended. Who is here 
so rude that would not be a Roman? lf any, 
speak; for him have Toffended. Who is here 
so vile that will not love his country? If any, 
speak; for him have I offended. I pause fora 


reply. 

All, None, Brutus, none. 

Bru. Then none have I offended. I have 
done no more to Cwsar than you shall do to 
Brutus. The question of his death is enrolled 
in the Capitol ; his glory not extenuated, where- 
in he was worthy, nor his offences enforced, for 
which he suffered death. 


Enter ANTONY and others, with CzSAR’s body. 
Here comes his body, mourned by Mark An- 
tony: who, though he had no hand in his 
death, shall receive the benefit of his dying, a 
place in the commonwealth; as which of you 
shall not? With this I depart,—that, as I slew 
my best lover for the good of Rome, I have the 
same dagger for myself, when it shall please my 
country to need my death. 

All. Live, Brutus! live, live! 

First Cit. Bring him with triumph home 

unto his house, 
Sec. Cit. Give him a statue with his an- 


cestors. 
Third Cit, Let him be Cesar. 


Fourth Cit. Cvesar’s bei 
all be crown’d in Brutus. ieee 


First Cit, We’ll bring him to his house 
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Sec. Cit. Peace, silence! Brutus speaks. 
First Cit. Peace, ho! 
Bru. Good countrymen, let me depart alone, 
And, for my sake, stay here with Antony: 6r 
Do grace to Cresar’s corpse, and grace his 
speech i 3 4 
Tending to Czsar’s glories ; which Mark An- 
tony, 5 
By Si eemissiOn is allow'd to make. 
T do entreat you, not a man depart, ) 
Save I alone, till Antony have spoke. [Zwit, 
First Cit. Stay, ho! and let us hear Mark 
Antony. t : 
Third Cit. Let him go up into the public 


chair; 
We'll hearhim. Noble Antony, goup. — 69 
Ant. For Brutus’ sake, I am beholding to 
you. [Goes into the pulpit. 
Fourth Cit. What does he say of Brutus? 
Third Cit. He says, for Brutus’ sake, 
He finds himself beholding to us all. 
Fourth Cit. *Lwere best he speak no harm 
of Brutus here. 
First Cit. This Cesar was a tyrant. . 
Third Cit. _ Nay, that’s certain: 
We are blest that Rome is rid of him. 
Sec. Cit. Peace! let us hear what Antony 
can say. 
Ant. You gentle Romans,— . 
Citizens. Peace, ho! let us hear him. 
Ant. Friends, Romans, countrymen, lend 
* me your ears; P P 
T come to bury Ciesar, not to praise him. 
The evil that men do lives after them ; 
The good is oft interred with their bones ; 
So let it be with Ciesar. The noble Brutus 
Hath told you Ciesar was ambitious : 
If it were so, it was a grievous fault, | 
And grievously hath Czesar answer'd it. 
Here, under leave of Brutus and the rest— 
For Brutus is an honourable man; 
So are they all, all honourable men— 
Come I to spealc in Ciesar’s funeral. 
He was my friend, faithful and just tome: 90 
But Brutus says he was ambitious ; 
And Brutus is an honourable man. 
He hath brought many captives home to Rome, 
Whose ransoms did the general coflers fill: 
Did this in Cesar seem ambitious? 
When that the poor have cried, Cesar hath 


wept: 
Ambition should be made of sterner stuff: 
Yet Brutus says he was ambitious ; 
And Brutus is an honourable man. 
You all did see that on the Lupercal 
I thrice presented him a kingly crown, 
Which he did thrice refuse: was this ambition ? 
Yet Brutus says he was ambitious ; 
And, sure, he is an honourable man. 
I speak not to disprove what Brutus spoke, 
But here I am to speak what I do know. 
You all did love him once, not without cause : 
W Gab eaise withholds you then, to mourn for 

‘im 


109 





And men have lost their reason. Bear wit 
., woe - 110 
tity Hee gitzed DY, § ie Agee ith Cresar, 


li judgement! thou art fled to brutish beasts, 
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d I must pause till it come back to me. 
‘First Cit. Methinks there is much reason 
in his Es 7 Q 
Sec. Cit. If thou consider rightly of the 
matter, 
Cesar has had great wrong. 
Third Cit. | Has he, masters? 
TL fear there will a worse come in his place. 
Fourth Cit. Mark’d ye his words? He would 
not take the crown; 
Therefore ’tis certain he was not ambitious. 
First Cit. Tf it be found so, some will dear 
abide it. x 
Sec. Cit. Poor soul! his eyes are red as fire 
with weeping. 120 
Third Cit. VThere’s not a nobler man in 
Rome than Antony. i 
Fourth Cit. Now mark him, he begins 
again to speak, 
Ant. But yesterday the word of Caesar might 
Baye stood ‘against the world; now lies he 
there, 
And none so poor to do him reverence. 
O masters, if L were disposed to stir 
Your hearts and minds to mutiny and rage, 
Lshould do Brutus wrong, and Cassius wrong, 
Who, you all know, are honourable men : 
au will not do them wrong; I rather choose 130 
To wrong the dead, to wrong myself and you, 
Than I will wrong such honourable men, 
But here’s a archment, with the seal of Ccesar; 
» I found it in his closet, ’tis his will: 
Let but the commons hear this testament— 
Which, pardon me, I do not mean to read— 
And they would go and kiss dead Czsar’s 
wounds 7 
And dip their mapilan in his sacred blood, 
es beg a hair ot him for memory, 
And, dying, mention it within their wills, 140 
Bequeathing it as a rich legacy 
Unto their issue. . , 
Fourth Cit. We'll hear the will: read it, 
Mark Antony, : 
All, ieee will, the will! we will hear Cesar’s 
will. 
Ant. Have patience, gentle friends, I must 
. Not read it ; 
It is not meet you know how Czesar loved you. 
You are not wood, you are not stones, but men; 
nd, being men, hearing the will of Csesar, 
twill inflame you, it will make you mad: 149 
‘Tis good you know not that you are his heirs; 
For, if you should, O, what would come of it! 
Fourth Cit. Read the will; .we’ll hear it, 
Antony ; 
ou shall read us the will, Ceesar’s will. 
Ate ae you be patient? will you stay 
awhile 
have o’ershot myself to tell you of it: 
fear I wrong the honourable men = 
Whose daggers have stabb'd Czesar ; I do fear it. 
Fourth Cit. They were traitors: honourable 


men! 
All. The will! the testament! 
Sec. Cit. They were villains, murderers: the 
Will! read the will. 


160 
Ant. You wilbgerang aint Releeith tsti 
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Then make a ring about the corpse of Czesar, 
And let me show you him that made the will. 
Shall I descend? and will you give me leave? 
Several Cit. Come down. 
Sec. Cit. Descend. 
Third Cit. You shall have leave. 
i ; [Antony comes down. 
Fourth Cit. Aring; stand round. 
First Cit. Stand from the hearse, stand from 
the body. 
See, Cit. Room for Antony, most noble 
Antony. 170 
Ant. Nay, press not so upon me; stand far 


off. 
Several Cit. Stand back; room; bear back. 
Ant. If you have tears, prepare to shed them 


now. 
You all do know this mantle: I remember 
The first time ever Caesar put it on; 
"Twas on a summer's evening, in his tent, 
That day he overcame the Nervii 
Look, in this place ran Cassius’ dagger through: 
See what a rent the envious Casca made: 
Through this the well-beloved Brutus stabb'd; 
And as he pluck’d his cursed steelaway, 18 
Mark how the blood of Czesar follow’d it, 
As rushing out of doors, to be resolved 
If Brutus so unkindly knock’d, or no; 
For Brutus, as you know, was Ciesar’s angel : 
Judge, O you gods, how dearly Czesar loved him! 
This was the most unkindest cut of all; 
For when the noble Cesar saw him stab, 
Ingratitude, more strong than traitors’ arms, 
Quite vanquish’d him: then burst his mighty 
heart; 5 % 190 
And, in his mantle muffling up his face, 
yen at the base of Pompey’s statua, 
Which all the while ran blood, great Cresar fell. 
O, what a fall was there, my countrymen! 
Then I, and you, and all of us fell down, 
Whilst bloody treason flourish’d over us. 
O, now you weep; and, I perceive, you feel 
The dint of pity: these are gracious drops. 
Heng Raul what, weep you when you but 
eho! 
Our Cesar's yesture wounded? Look you here, 
Here is himself, marr’d, as you see, with 
traitors. , 20 

First Cit. O piteous spectacle! 

Sec. Cit. O noble Cwsar! 

Third Cit. Owofulday!  . 

Fourth Cit. O traitors, villains! 

First Cit. O most bloody sight! 

Sec. Cit. We will be revenged. 

All. Revenge! About! Seek! Burn! Fire! 
Kill! Slay! £ not a traitor live! 

Ant. Stay, countrymen. 210 

First Cit. Peace there! hear the noble 


Antony. | as . 
Sce. Cit. We'll hear him, we'll follow him, 
we'll die with him. 
Ant. Good friends, sweet friends, let me not 
stir you up ‘ 
To such a sudden flood of mutiny. 
They that have done this deed are honourable: 
What private poets they have, alas, I know not, 
Phat em do it; they are wise and 


de t 
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And will, no doubt, with reasons answer you. 
T come not, friends, to steal away your hearts: 
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Ant. And thither will I straight to visit him: 
Fre comes upon a wish. _ Fortune is merry, 271 


Tam no orator, as Brutus is; 221 | And in this mood will give us any thing. 


But, as you know meal, a plain blunt man. 


Serv. heard him say, Brutus and Cassius 


That love my friend; and that they know full | Are rid like madmen through the gates of 


well 
That gave me public leave to speak of him: 
For I have neither wit, nor words, nor worth, 
‘Action, nor utterance, nor the power of speech, 
To stir men’s blood: t only speak right on ; 
T tell you that which you yourselves do know ; 
Show you sweet Czsar’'s wounds, poor poor 
dumb mouths 229 
And bid them speak for me: but were I Brutus, 
‘And Brutus Antony, there were an Antony 
Would ruffle up your spirits and put a tongue 
In every wound of Ceesar that should move 
The stones of Rome to rise and mutiny. 
All. We'll mutiny. 
First Cit. We'll burn the house of Brutus. 
Third Cit. Away, then! come, seek the con- 
spirators. 
Ant. Yet hear me, countrymen; yet hear 


me speak. 
All. Peace, hol Hear Antony. Most noble 


Antony! 
Ant. Why, friends, you go to do you know 
not what: 240 
Wherein hath Cisar thus deserved your loves? 
Alas, you know not: I must tell you, then: 
You have forgot the will I told you of. 
All. Most true. The will! Let’s stay and 
hear the will. ’ 
Aes Here is the will, and under Cwsar’s 
seal. 
To every Roman citizen he gives, 
To every several man, seventy five drachmias. 
Sec. Cit. Most noble Caesar! We'll revenge 
his death. 
Third Cit. O royal Cesar! 
Ant. Hear me with patience. 250 
All. Peace, ho! 
Ant, Moreover, he hath left you all his 
__ Walks, 
His Nis arbours and new-planted orchards, 
On this side Tiber ; he hath Jeft them you, 
And to your heirs for ever, common pleasures, 
To walk abroad, and recreate yourselves. 


Here was a Cesar! when comes such another? | poet. 


First Cit. Never, never. Come, away, a- 


way | 
We'll burn his body in the holy place, 
And with the brands fire the traitors’ 
Take up the body. 
Sec, Cit. Go fetch fire. 
Third Cit, Pluck down benches. 


ouses, 
261 


Fourth Cit. Pluck down forms, windows, | b 
any thing. [Zxeunt Citizens with the body. | bun all: 
Ant. Now let it work. Mischief, thou art Casca’s ; 


‘oot, 
Take thou what course thou wilt! 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv, Sir, Octavius is alread 
‘Ant. Where i a ly come to Rome. 


ome. : 
Ant. Belike they had some notice of the 


How CO ered them. Bring me to Octavius, 
[Exeunt. 

Scene IIL. A street. 

Enter Cinna the poet. 
Cin. I dreamt to-night that I did feast with 


weSar, 
And things unluckily charge my fantasy : 
T have no will to wander forth of doors, 
Yet something leads me forth. 


Enter Citizens. 


First Cit. What is your name? 

Sec. Cit. Whither are you going? 

Third Cit, Where do you dwell? 

Fourth Cit. Are you a married man or a 
bachelor? f 

Sec. Cit. Answer every man directly. 10 

First Cit. Ay, and briefly. 

Fourth Git. Ay, and wisely. 

Third Cit. Ay, and truly, you were best. _ * 

Cin. What is my name? Whither am I 
going? Where do I dwell? Am I a married 
inan or a bachelor? Then, to answer every man 
directly and beats wisely and truly: wisely I 
say, I am a bachelor. 

Sec. Cit. That’s as much as to say, they are 
fools that marry: you’ll bear me a bang for 
that, I fear. Proceed; directly. Bs 

Cin. Directly, Lam going to Cresar’s funeral. 

First Cit. Aso friend or an enemy? 

Cin. As a friend. E 

Sec. Cit. That matter is answered directly. 

Fourth Cit. For your dwelling,—briefly. 

Cin. Briefly, I dwell by the Capitol. 

Third Cit. Your name, sir, truly. 

Cin. Truly, my name is Cinna. 

First Cit. Tear him to pieces; he’s a con- 
spirator. : 3 3r 

Cin. I am Cinna the poet, I am Cinna the 

Fourth Cit. Tear him for his bad verses, 
tear him for his bad verses. 

Cin. Lam not Cinna the conspirator. 

Fourth Cit. It is no maiter, his name’s 

inna; pluck but his name out of his heart, 


and turn him going. 39 
Third Cit. Tear him, tear him! Come, 
rands, ho! fire-brands ; to Brutus’, to Cassius’; 
some to Decius’ house, and some to 

some to Ligarius’: away, go! 
[Exeunt. 


ACT Iv. 
Sozne I. A house in Rome. 


How now, fellow! | ANTONY, Ocravrus, one Lepipvs, seated ut a 


able. 
Serv. He and CaaS IME RaseRTSE.| stig: Digrse chien Gdeagoshall die; their 
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Oct. Your, brother too must die; consent 

you, Lepidus? 

Lep. Idoconsent— 

Oct. Prick him down, Antony, 

Lep. Upon.condition Publius shall not live, 
Who is your sister's son, Mark Antony. 

‘Ant. He shall not live; look, with a spot I 

damn him. 
But, Lepidus go you to Cresar’s house; 
¥etch the will nither, and we shall determine 
How to cut off some charge in legacies. 

Lep. What, shall I find you here? 10 

Oct. Or here, or at the Capitol. _ 

[Exit Lepidus. 

Ant. This is a slight unmeritable man, 
Meet to be sent on errands : is it fit, 

The three-fold world divided, he should stand 
One of the three to share it? 

Oct. teri So mou thought him ; 
And took his voice who should be prick’d to die, 
In our black sentence and proscription. 

‘Ant. Octavius, I have seen more days than 


Oy 
And’ though we lay these honours on this man, 
To ease ourselves of divers slanderous loads, 20 
He shall but bear them as the ass bears gold, 
To groan and sweat under the business, 

Either led or driven, as we point the way; 
‘And having brought our treasure where we will, 
Then take we down his load, and turn him off, 
Like to the empty ass, to shake his ears, 
And graze in commons, 3 
ct. . You may do your will; 

But he’s a tried and valiant soldier. 

Ant. So is my horse, Octavius; and for that 
T do appoint him store of provender : 30 
It is a creature that I teach to fight, 
‘To wind, to stop, to run directly on, 
His corporal motion govern’d by my spirit. 
And, in some taste, is Lepidus but so; 
He must be taught and train’d and bid go forth ; 
A barren-spirited fellow; one that feeds 
On abjects, orts and imitations, 
Which, out of use and staled by other men, 
Begin his fashion: do not talk of him, 
But asa property. And now, Octavius, 40 
Listen great things :—Brutus and Cassius 
Are levying powers: we must straight make 


ead : 

Therefore let our alliance be combined, 

Our best friends made, our means stretch’d ; 
And let us presently go sit in council, 
How covert matters may be best disclosed, 
And open perils surest answered. 

Oct. Letus do so: for we are at the stake, 

And bay’d about with many enemies ; 
And some that smile have in their hearts, I 


_ dear, o 
Millions of mischiefs. [Exeunt. 


SceNE I. Camp near Sardis. Before 
Brutus's tent. 


Drum. Enter Brutus, Luoitus, Lucius, 
and Soldiers; Titmnrus and PiINDARUS 
meeting them. 


Bru, Stand, ba! ; 
Trot, GneGk-pdseshminReasaach Insti 


JULIUS CAESAR 


829 


Bru, What now, Lucilius! is Cassius near? 
Ineil. He is at hand; and Pindarus is come 
To do you salutation from his master. 
Bru. He greets me well. Your master, 
Pindarus, 
Tn his own change, or by ill officers, 
Hath given me some worthy cause to wish 
Things done, undone: but, if he be at hand, 
I shall be satisfied. 
Pin. Ido not doubt Io 
But that my noble master will appear 
Such as he is, full of regard and honour. 
Bru. Heis not doubted. A word, Lucilius; 
How he received you, let me be resolved. 
Lucil. With ‘courtesy and with respect 
enough; ange 
But not with such familiar instances, 
Nor with such free and friendly conference, 
‘As he hath used of old. . 
Bru. , __ Thou hast described 
A hot friend cooling: ever note, Lucilius, 
When love begins to sicken and decay, 20 
It useth an enforced ceremony, i 
‘There are no tricks in plain and simple faith ; 
But hollow men, like horses hot at hand, 
Make gallant show and promise of their mettle ; 
But when they should endure the bloody. spur 
They fall their crests, and, like deceitful jades, 
Sink in the trial. Comes his army on? | 
Lucil. They mean this night in Sardis to be 
quarter'd ; ‘ 
The greater part, the horse in general, 
Are come with Cassius. eV aH 332 
Bru, Hark! he is arrived. 30 
[Low march within, 


March gently on to meet him. 
Enter Cassius and his powers. 


Cas. Stand, ho! 
Bru. Stand, ho! Speak the word along. 
First Sol. Stand! 
Sec. Sol. Stand! 
Third Sol. Stand! 
Cas. Most noble brother, you have done me 
BTOnRs ‘ 
Bru. Judge me, you gods! wrong I mine 
enemies? 
And, if not so, how should I wrong a brother? 
Cas. Brutus, this sober form of yours hides 
Wrongs; 40 
And when youdothem—_ | 
Bru. = Cassius, be content; 
Speak your griefs softly : I do know you well. 
Before the eyes of both our armies here, 
Which should perceive nothing but love from 
us, : 
Let us not wrangle: bid them move away ; 
Then in my tent, Cassius, enlarge your griefs, 
And I will give you audience. 
Cas. Pindarus, 
Bid our commanders lead their charges off 
A little from this ground. 
Bru. Lucilius, do you the like; and let no 
man 4 : 50 
Come to our tent till we have done our con- 
Let Lucius and Titini rd our d 
et Lucius and Titinius guard our door. 
ute. Digitzed by eGangotri [Exeunt. 
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Scene IL. Brutus's tent. 
Enter Brutus and Casstus. 


Cas. That you have wrong’d me doth appear 


in this: 
You have condemn’d and noied Lucius Pella 
For taking bribes here of the Sardians; 
‘Wherein my letters, praying on his side, 
Because 1 knew the man, were slighted off. 
Bru. You wrong'd yourself to write in such 
a case. . eo ses 
Cas. In sucha time as this it is not meet 
That every nice offence should bear his com- 


ment, 
Bru. Let me tell you, Cassius, you yourself 
Are much condemmn’d to have an itching palm; 
To sell and mart your offices for gold 11 
Toundeservers. |. 

‘as. Tan itching palm! 
You know that you are Brutus that speak this, 
Or, by the gods, this speech were else your last. 

ru. ‘The name of Cassius honours this cor- 


ruption, Haha 
And chastisement doth therefore hide his head. 
Cas. Chastisement! ‘ 
Bru. Remember March, the ides of March 
_ remember; aD 
Did not great Julius bleed for justice’ sake? 
What villain touch’d his body, that did stab, 20 
And not for justice? What, shall one of us, 
That struck the foremost man of all this world 
But for supporting robbers, shall we now 
Contaminate our fingers with base bribes, 
And sell the mighty space of our large honours 
Tor so much trash as may be grasped thus? 
Thad rather be a dog, and bay the moon, 
Than such a Roman, 
Cas, : Brutus, bay not me; 
Tl not endure it: you soreet yourself, 
To hedge me in; Lam aso 
Older in practice, abler than yourself 
To make conditions. 
Bru. Go to; you are not, Cassius. 
Cas. Lam. 
Bru. Isay you are not. 
Cas. 
self; 


Have mind upon your health, tempt me no 


farther. 
Bru. Away, slight man! 
Cas. Is’t possible? 
Bru. | Hear me, for I will speak. 
Must I give way and room to your rash choler? 
Shall I be frighted when a madman stares? 40 
Ci 0 ye gods, ye gods! must I endure all 
Bru, All this! a: y, more : fret till 
é Hote reals Z 1 aoe 
0 show your slaves how choleric you are. 
fea mek your bondmen trembles Must I 
Must I observe you? must I stand and crouch 
Under your testy humour? By the Tose z 
You shall digest the venom of your spleen, 
Thoughit do split you; for, from this day forth, 


T’ll use you f i 
When You are wa RO Raa SMElHER, 
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dier, I, 30 








Urge me no more, I shall forget my- 
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[Act iv 


‘a8. Isit come to this? 50 

Bru. You say you are a better soldier: 

Let it appear so; make your vaunting true, 

‘And it shall please me well: for mine own part, 

I shall be glad to learn of noble men. 
Cas. You wrong me every way; you wrong 

me, Brutus; ___* 

T said, an elder soldier, not a better: 

Did I say ‘better’? 4 

Bru. Tf you did, T care not, 

Cas. When Czsar lived, he durst not thus 
have moved me. 

Bru. Peace, peace! you durst not so have 
tempted him. 

Cas. Idurst not! 60 

Bru. No. , 

Cas. What, durst not tempt him! 

Bru. Tor your life you durst not. 

Cas. Do not presume too much upon my 


ove; 
I may do that I shall be sorry for. 
Bru. You have done that you should be 
sorry for. ork 
There is no terror, Cassius, in your threats, 
Yor I am arm’d s0 strong in honesty 
That they pass by me as the idle wind, 
Which Trespect not. I did send to you, 
For certain sums of gold, which you denied me: 
For I can raise no money by vilemeans: — 71, 
By heaven, I had rather coin my heart, 
And drop my blood for drachmas, than to 
wring 
or dite hard hands of peasants their vile 
rash 
By any indirection: I did send 
To you for gold to pay my legions, u 
Which you denied me: was that done like 
Cassius? ke 
Should I have answer’d Caius Cassius so? 
When Marcus Brutus grows so covetous, 
To lock such rascal counters from his friends, 80 
Be ready, gods, with all your thunderbolts; 
Dash him to pieces! 


‘as. 
Bru. You did. 4 
Cas. I did not: he was but a fool that 
brought 
My answer back. Brutus hath rived my-heart: 
A friend should bear his friend’s infirmities, 
But Brutus makes mine greater than they are. 


vu. I do not, till you practise them on me. 
Cas, You love me not. 


T denied you not. 


Bru. I do not like your faults. 
Cas. A friendly eye could never see such 
es 


go 
A flatterer’s would @ 
do appear not, though they 


As huge as high Olympus. 


‘as. Come, Antony, and bavius, 
core’ 7 Ys young Oct y 


Revenge yourselves alone on Cassius, 


For Cassius is aweary of the world : 
Hated by ge he loves; braved by his brother; 


ke a bondman; all his faults ob- 


served, 
TOte: Yd, and conn’d by rote, 
8S iDigiigechny. eR Iastiid weep 


Y spirit from mine eyes! There is my dagger, 


re 


Scenx ut] 


d here my naked breast; within, a heart rox 
Dearer than Plutus’ mine, richer than gold: 
3f that thou be'st a Roman, take it forth ; 
T, that denied thee gold, will give m heart: 
Girike, as thou didst at Caesar; for, I know, 
When thou didst hate him worst, thou lovedst 

him better : 

Than ever thou lovedst Cassius. 

Bru. . Sheathe your dagger: 
Be angry when you will, it shall have scope 
Do what you will, dishonour shall be humour. 
© Cassius, you are yoked with a lamb 110 
That carries anger as the flint bears fire ; 

Who, much enforced, shows a hasty spark, 
And straight is cold again. ‘ 

Cas. Hath Cassius lived 
To be but mirth and laughter to his Brutus, 
When grief, and blood ill-temper’d, vexeth 


him? 

Bru. When I spoke that, I was ill-temper'd 
too. 

Cas. Do you confess so much? Give me 
your hand. 

Bru. And my heart too. P 

O Brutus! 


Cas. 
Bru. What’s the matter? 
Cas, Have not you love enough to bear 
with me, i 
When that rash humour which my mother 
gave me 120 
Makes me forgetful? 
Bru. Yes, Cassius; and, from henceforth, 


When you are over-earnest with your Brutus, 
He'll think your mother chides, and leave 


you so. G 
Poet. [Within] Let me go in to see the 
generals ; 2 
There is some grudge between ’em, tis not 
mee 
They be alone. 
LIncil. [Within] You shall not come to 


them. 
Poet. [Within] Nothing but death shall 
stay me, 
Enter Poet, followed by Lucius, TITINIUs, 
and Lucius. 
Cas. How now! what’s the matter? 


Poet. Forshame, you generals! what do you 
mean? 


uf 130 
Love, and. be friends, as two such men should |. 


2; 

For I have seen more years, I’m sure, than ye. 

Cas. Ha, ha! how vilely doth this cynic 
thyme! 


Bru. Get you hence, sirrah; saucy fellow, | 


hence! e 
Cas. Bear with him, Brutus; "tis his fashion. 
Bru. Tl know his humour, when he knows 

his time: ater 

What should the wars do with these jigging 
fools? 
mpanion, hence! 
Cas. Away, away, be gone! 
(eae Poet. 
Bru. Lucilius and Titinius, bid the com- 
Manders 


Prepare to lodge frenOcashans Resgarch:|estitutésDigitzed by 
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Cas. And come yourselves, and bring Mes- 
sala with you 
Immediately to us. 
_ LExeunt Lucilius and Titinius. 
Bru, Lucius, a bowl of wine! [Hit Lucius. 
Cas. I did not think you could have been so 
angry. b : 4 
Bru. O Cassius, I am sick of many griefs. 
Cas. Of your philosophy you make no use, 
If you give place to accidental evils. ih 
vu. Noman bears sorrow better. Portia is 


ea 
Cas. Ha! Portia! 
Bru. She is dead. 
Cas. How ’scaped I killing when I cross’d 
_ you so? 150 
O insupportable and touching loss! 
Upon what sickness? i: 
7. Impatient of my absence, 
And grief that young Octavius with Mar 
Antony 
eye ae themselves so strong :—for with her 
leath x 
That tidings came;—with this she fell dis- 


tract, 
And, her attendants absent, swallow’d fire. 


Cas. And died so? 
Bru. Even so. 
Cas. O ye immortal gods! 


Re-enter Luctus, with wine and taper. 


Bru, Speak no more of her. Give me a 
bow] of wine. 4 
In this I bury all unkindness, Cassius, 
Cas. My heart is thirsty for that noble 


pledge. 4 160 
Fill, Lucius, till the wine o’erswell the cup; 
T cannot drink too much of Brutus’ love, 
Bru. Come in, Titinius! [Batt Dnucius. 


Re-enter TITINIUS, with MESSALA. 


Welcome, good Messala. 
Now sit we close about this taper here, 
And call in question our necessities, 
Cas. Portia, art thou gone? 
Bru. No more, I pray you. 
Messala, I have here received letters, 
That young Octavius and Mark Antony 
Come down upon us with a mighty power, 
Bending their expedition toward Philippi, 170 
‘Mes. Myself haye letters of the selfsame 


tenour. ec: 
Bru. With what addition ? te 
Mes. That by proscription and bills of out- 
lawry, z 
Octavius, Antony, and Lepidus, 
Haye put to death an hundred senators. 
Bru. Therein our letters do not well agree; 
Mine speak of seventy senators that died 
By their proscriptions, Cicero being one. 
Caz. Ciceroone! | i 
Mes. Cicero is dead, 
And by that order of proscription. 180 
Had you your letters from your wife, my lord? 
Bru. No, Messala. 
Mes. Nor nothing in your letters writ of her? 
Bru. Nothing, Messala. 
bahgotthinks, is strange. 





832 


Bru. Why ask you? hear you aught of her 
in yours? 
Mes. No, my lord. 
Bru. Now, as youarea Roman, tell me true. 
‘Mes. ‘Then like a Roman bear the truth 
I tell: 
For certain she is dead, and by strange manner. 
Bru. Why, farewell, Portia. We must die, 
Messala: - 190 
With meditating that she must die once, 
Lhave the patience to endure it now. 
‘Mes. Even so great men great losses should 
endure. ts 
2 Cas. Lhave as auch of vi in art as you, 
ut yet my nature could not bear it so. 
Bru. Well, to our work alive. What do 
you think 
Of marching to Philippi presently ? 
es I do not think it good. 
7 


Cas. 
Tis better that the enemy seck us: | 199 
So shall he waste his means, weary his soldiers, 
Doing himself offence ; whilst we, lying still, 
Are full of rest, defence, and nimbleness. 

Bru. Good reasons must, of force, give place 


Your reason? 
This it is: 


to better. _ ena , 
The people ’twixt Philippi and this ground 
Do stand but in a forced affection ; | 
For they have grudged us contribution : 
The enemy, marching along by them, 
By them shall make a fuller number up, 
Come on refresh’d, new-added, and encouraged ; 
From which advantage shall we cut him off, 210 
If at Philippi we do face him there, 
These people at our back. 
Cas. Hear me, good brother. 
Bru. | urate your pardon. You must note 
ide, 
That we have tried the utmost of our friends, 
Our legions are brim-full, our cause is ripe: 
The enemy increaseth every day ; 
We, at the height, are ready to decline. 
‘There is a tide in the affairs of men, 
Which, taken at the flood, leads on to fortune ; 
Omitted, all the voyage of their life 220 
Is bound in shallows and in miseries. 
On such a full sea are we now afloat; 
And we must take the current when it serves, 
Or lose our yentures. 
Then, with your will, go on; 


‘as. 
We'll along ourselves, and meet them at| 7 


hilippt. e 
Ban he deep of night is crept upon our 
And nature must obey necessity ; 
Which we will niggard with a Litle rest. 
There is no more to say? 
Cas, ., Nomore. Good night: 
Early to-morrow will we rise, and hence. 230 
Bru. Lucius! fanter Hucius.| we. gown. 
i A 


Exit Lncius.) Farewell, good Messala: 

Good night, Titinius. Noble, noble Cassius, 

Goo night, and good repose. he 
as. 
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Bru. Every thing is well. 

Cas. Good night, my lord. 

Bru. Good night, good brother, 
Tit. Mes. Good night, Lord Brutus. 

Bru. Farewell, every one, 
[Exeunt all but Brutus, 


Re-enter Luctus, with the gown. 


Give me the gown. Where is thy instrument? 
Ine. Here in the tent. 3 ; 
Bru. What, thou speak’st drowsily? 240 

Poor knave, I blame thee not; thou art o’er- 

watcl’d. 

Call Claudius and some other of my men; 

T'll have them sleep on cushions in my tent. 
Inc. Varro and Claudius! 


Enter Varro and CLAUDIUS. 


Var. Calls my lord? os 
Bru. I pray you, sirs, lie in my tent and 


sleep; 
It may te I shall raise you by and by 
On business to my brother Cassius. 
Var. So please you, we will stand and watch 
your pleseare. ; ; 
Bru. 1 will not have it so: lie down, good 


SITs; 250 
It may be I shall otherwise bethink me. 
Look, Lucius, here’s the book I sought for so; 
I put it in the pocket of my gown. 
Var. and Claw, lie down. 
Inc. Iwas sure your lordship did not give 
it me. 
Bru. Bear with me, good boy, I am much 
forgetful. G 
Canst thou hold up thy heavy eyes awhile, 
And touch thy instrument a strain or two? 
Inc. Ay, my lord, an’t please you. 
Bru. It does, my boy: 
I trouble thee too much, but thou art willing. 
Inc. Itis my duty, sir. 260 
Bru. I should not urge thy duty past thy 


might; 
I know young bloods look for a time of rest, 
Taw. Ihave slept my lord, already. 
Bru. It was well done; and thou shalt sleep 


again; 

I will not hold thee long: if I do live, 

I will be good to thee. — [Afusic, and a song. 

This is a sleepy tune. O murderous slumber, 

Lay’st thou thy leaden mace upon my boy, 
pals pe thee music? Gentle Imave, good 
; . 26 

I will not do thee so much wrong to wake thee: 

If thou dost nod, thou break’st thy instrument; 

Tl we) it from thee; and, good boy, good 


Let me see, let me see; is not the leaf turn’d 
down ‘i 
Where I left reading? Here it is, I think. 


" Enter the Ghost of Cxzsan. 
Seite taper burns! Ha! who comes 





ria O my dear broth 
This was an ill beginning of the night: ee 
Never come suclpdiv} 
Let it not, Brat 


RANA RESEARGh Ing 


I think it is 


the weal i 
That shapes Weakness of mine eyes 


re this monstrous apparition. ; 
eGangotrany thing = 
i cieeR« “TOL. some Angel, or some devil 
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That makest a b/ood cold and my hair to stare? 
Speak to me what thou art. 281 
Ghost. Thy evil spirit, Brutus. 
Bru. Why comest thou? 
Ghost. To tell thee thou shalt see me at 
Philippl - 
Bru. Well; then I shall see thee again? 
Ghost. Ay, at Philippi. Er: 
Bru. Why, I will see thee at Philippi, then. 
[cut Ghost. 
Now I have taken heart thou vanishest : 
Il spirit, I would hold more talk with thee. 
Boy, Lucius! Varro! Claudius! Sirs, awake! 
Claudius! 3 29: 
Luc. The strings, my lord, are false. 
Bru. He thinks he still is at his instrument. 
Lucius, awake! 
Lue. My lord? 
Bru. Didst thou dream, Lucius, that thou 
so criedst out? ‘ 
Luc. My lord, I do not know that I did cry. 
Bru. Yes, that thou didst: didst thou see 
any thing? 
Lue. Nothing, my lord. 3 E 
Bru. Sleep again, Lucius. Sirrah Claudius ! 
[Zo Var) Fellow thou, awake! 301 
Var. My lord? 
Clau. My lord? raat 
Bie Why did you so cry out, sirs, in your 
sleep 
Var. Clau. Did we, my lord? ft 
7. Ay: saw you any thing? 
Var. No, my lord, I saw nothing. 
Clau. Nor I, my lord. 
Bru. Go and commend me to my brother 
_, Cassius; i 
Bid him set on his powers betimes before, 
And we will follow. 
Var. Clau. - It shall be done, my lord. 309 
[Exeunt. 


ACT V. 
SoENE I. The plains of Philippi. 
Enter Ooravius, ANTONY, and their army. 


Oct. Now, Antony, our hopes are answered : 
You said the enemy would not come down, 
But keep the hills and upper regions ; 

It proves not so: their battles are at hand; 
‘hey mean to warn us at Philippi here, 
Answering before we do demand of them. 

Ant. Tut, Lam in their bosoms, and I know 
Wherefore they do it: they could be content 
To visit other places; and come down 
With fearful bravery, thinking by this face 10 

'o fasten in our thoughts that they have 
courage ; 
But tis not so. 


Enter « Messenger. 
Mess. Prepare you, generals: 
The enemy comes on in gallant show ; 
Their bloody sign of battle is hung out, 
And something to be done immediately. 
Ant. Octavius, lead your battle softly on, 
Upon the left hand of the even field. 


Id. 
Oct. i * Ie 
See ee ead peoeen el, 
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Ant. Why do you cross me in this exigent? 
Oct. Ido not cross you; but I will do so. 20 
(March. 


Drum. Enter Bruros, Cassius, and their 
Army; Lucritus, Trius, Messaa, and 
others. 


Bru. They stand, and would have parley. 
Cas. Stand fast, Vitinius: we must out and 


talk. 
Oct. Mark Antony, shall we give sign of 
battle? a _ 
Ant. No, Cesar, we will answer on their 


charge. 
Make forth; the generals would have some 
words. 7 : 
Oct. Stir not until the signal. | 
Bru. Mors before blows: is it so, country- 
men 
Oct. Not that we love words betier, as you do. 
Bru. Good words are better than bad strokes, 
Octavius. 5 
Ant. In your bad strokes, Brutus, you give 
_ good words: ¢ 30 
Witness the hole you made in Cresar's heart, 
Crying ‘ Long live! hail, Csesar!’ 
Cas. Antony, 
The posture of your blows are yet unknown; 
But for your words, they rob the Hybla bees, 
And leave them honeyless. : 
Ant. Not stingless too. 
Bru. O, yes, and soundless too ; 
For you have stol'n their buzzing, Antony, 
And very wisely threat before you sting. 
Ant, Villains, you did not so, when your 
vile daggers § 
Hack‘d one another in the sides of Cxsar: 40 
You show’d your teeth like apes, and fawn’d 
like hounds, Ain 
And bow'd like bondmen, kissing Czesar’s feet ; 
Whilst damned Casca, like a cur, behind 
Struck Czesar on the neck. _O you flatterers! 
Cas. Flatterers! Now, Brutus, thank your- 


self: 
This tongue had not offended so to-day, 
If Cassius might have ruled. 
Oct. Come, come, the cause: if arguing 
make us sweat, 
The proof of it will turn to redder drops. 


0 E 50 
I draw a sword against conspirators ; 
When think you that the sword goes up again? 


Never, till Cxesar’s three and thirty wounds 
Be well avenged ; or till another Cresar 
Have added slaughter to the sword of traitors. 
Bru. Cesar, thou canst not die by traitors’ 
hands, if 
Unless thou bring’st them with thee. 
Oct. e So I hope; 
I was not born to die on Brutus’ sword. 
Bru. O, if thou wert the noblest of thy strain, 
Young man, thou couldst not die more honour- 


able. 60 
Cas. A peevish schoolboy, worthless of such 
_ honour, 
Join’d with a masker and a reyeller ! 


tueebigt Sf ean an 


an@ettie, Antony, away! 


1 
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Defiance, traitors, hurl we in your teeth: 
Tf you dare fight to-day, come to the field ; 
If not, when you have stomachs. = 
[Exeunt Octavius, Antony, and their army. 
Cas. Why, now, blow wind, swell billow and 
swim bark! A 
The storm is up, and all is on the hazard. 
Bru. Ho, Lucilius! hark, a word with you. 
Tncil. Standing forth] My lord? 
[Brutus and Lnucilius converse apart. 
Cas, Messala! . 
Mes. [Standing forth] Whatsaysmy general? 
Cas, Messala, i 71 
This is my birth-day ;, as this very day. 
Was Cassius born. Give me thy hand, Messala: 
Be thou my witness that against my will 
‘As Pompey was, am I compell’d to set 
Upon one battle all our liberties. 
You know that I held Epicurus strong 
And his opinion: now I change my mind, 
And partly credit things that do presage. 
Coming from Sardis, on our former ensign | 80 
Two mighty eagles fell, and there they perch’d, 
Gorging and feeding from our soldiers’ ands ; 
Who to Philippi here consorted us : 
This morning are they fled away and gone; 
‘And in their steads do ravens, crows and kites, 
Fly o'er our heads and downward look on us, 
‘As we were sickly prey : their shadows seem 
A canopy most fatal, under which 
Our army lies, ready to give up the ghost. 
Mes, Believe not so, va 
‘as. _ I but believe it partly ; 90 
For I am fresh of spirit and resolved 
To meet all perils very constantly. 
Bru, Even so, Lucilius. 
as. Now, most noble Brutus, 
The gods to-day stand friendly, that we may, 
Lovers in peace, lead on our days to age! 
But since the affairs of men rest still incertain, 
Let’s reason with the worst that may befall. 
Jf we do lose this battle, then is this 
‘The very last time we shall speak together : 


WHEY are you hen aclerminediia fo i . 100 
vu. Hyen by the rule of that phi 
By which I did lara Cato for the. death me 


Whicb he did give himself, I know not how. 
But I do find it cowardly and vile, z 
For fear of what might fall, so to prevent, 

The time of life ; arming myself with patience 
To stay the providence of some high powers 
That govern us below. 


Cas. Then, if we lose this battle, 
You are contented to be led in triumph 
Thorough the streets of Rome? 110 


Bru. No, Cassius, no: think not, thou 
noble Roman, 
That ever Brutus will go bound to Rome; 
He bears too great a mind. But this same day 
Must end that work the ides of March begun ; 
And whether we shall meet again I know not. 
Therefore our everlasting farewell take : 
For ever, and for ever, farewell, Cassius | 
If we do meet again, why, we shall smile; 
If Boe why then, ae parting was well made. 

. Forever, v 
Tee and for ever, farewell, Brutus! 


1f not, ’tis true this parting was well made. 
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Bru. Why, then, lead on. O, that a man 
might know. 2 4 
The end of this day’s business ere it come! 
But it sufliceth that the day will end, 
‘And then the end isknown. Come, ho! away! 
Exeunt, 


Scene Il. he same. The field of battle, 
Alarwm. Enter Brutus and MEssata. 
Bee Ride, ride, Messala, ride, and give these 

ills 
Unto the legions on the other side. 
[Loud alarum., 
Let them set on at once; for I perceive 
But cold demeanour in Octavius’ wing, 
And sudden fuse gives them the overthrow. 
Ride, ride, Messala: let them all come down, 
Lxeunt, 


SornE III. Another part of the field. 
Alarums. Enter Cassius and TITINIUs, 


Cas. 0, look, Titinius, look, the villains fly! 
Myself have to mine own turn’d chey h 
This ensign here of mine was turning back; 
I slew the coward, and did take it from him, 
Tit. O Cassius, Brutus gave the word too 


early ; 

Who, having some edranieee on Octavius, 
Took it too eagerly : his soldiers fell to spoil, 
Whilst we by Antony are all enclosed. 


Enier Prnparus. 


Pin. Fly further off, my lord, fly further off; 
Mark Antony is in your tents, my lord: 10 
Fly, therefore, noble Cassius, fly far off. 

as. This hill is far enough. Look, look, 
‘Titinius ; ‘ 
Are those my tents where I perceive the fire? 

Tit. They are, my lord. . 

‘as. Titinius, if thou lovest me, 
Mount thou my horse, and hide thy spurs in 


him, 
Till he have brought thee up to yonder troops, 
And here again; that I may rest assured 
Whether yond troops are friend or enemy. 
Tit. I willbe here again, even witha thought. 
ne 


Cus. Go, Pindarus, get higher on that hill; 
My sight was ever thick; regard Titinius, 2t 
And tell me what thou notest about the field. 

e Pindarus ascends the hill. 
This day I breathed first : time is come round, 
And where I did begin, there shall I end; 

My life is run his compass. Sirrah, what news? 

Pin. [Above] O my lord! 

Cas. What news? 

Pin. [Above] Titinius is enclosed round 

_ about 
With horsemen, that make to him on the spurs 
Yet he spurs on._Now they are almost on hint. 
Now, Titinius! Now some light. O, he lights 


too. 3t 
He’s ta’en. [Shout.] And, hark! they shout 
for joy. - 
Cas. Come down, behold no more. 


Orabtmile Rdeebych iasti@teoWigited byeGangels long, 


‘To see my best friend ta’en before my face! 





SoENE 111} 
PINDARUS descends. 


me hither, sirrah : R 
Toethia did I take thee prisoner; 
‘And then I swore thee, saving of thy life, 
hat whatsoever I did bid thee do, 
Thou shouldst attempt it. Come now, keep 
thine oath; 2 40 
Now be a freeman : and with this good sword, 
That ran through Czsar’s bowels, search this 
bosom. + 
Stand not to answer: here, take thou the hilts; 
And, when my face is cover'’d, as "tis now, . 
Guide thou the sword. [Pindarus stabs him.] 
Cresar, thou art revenged, 
Even with the sword that kil?d thee. [Dies. 
tee So, Lam free; yet would not so have 
heen, 
Durst I have done my will. O Cassius, 
Far from this country Pindarus shall run, 
Where never Roman shall take note of him. 50 
[Bait 
Re-enter TITINIUS with MESSALA. 


Des. It is but change, Titinius ; for Octavius 

Is overthrown by noble Brutus’ power, 

As Cassius’ legions are by Antony. : 
Tit, These tidings will well comfort Cassius. 
Mes, Where did you leave him ?_ 

Tit. 5 All disconsolate, 
With Pindarus his bondman, on this hill. 

Mes. Is not that he that lies upon the 

ground? 

Tut. He lies not like the living. O my heart! 

Afes. Isnotthathe? _. 

Tebid we: 2h No, this was he, Messala, 
But Cassius is no more. _O setting sun, 60 
As in thy red rays thou dost sink to night, 

So in his red blood Cassius’ day is set ; 

The sun of Rome is set! Our day is gone; 

Clouds, devs, and dangers come; our deeds are 

lone 


- Mistrust of my success hath done this deed. 


Mes, Mistrust of good success hath done 
this deed. 
hateful error, melancholy’s child, 
Why dost thou show to the apt thoughts of 


men 
The things that are not? O error, soon con- 
ceived, 
Thou never comest unto a happy birth, jo 
ut Kill’st the mother that engender’d thee! _ 
un What, Pindarus! where art thou, Pin- 
US 
Ales. Seek him, Titinius, whilst I go to meet 
the noble Brutus, thrusting this report 
to his ears ; I may say, thrusting it; 
gr piercing steel and darts envenomed 
hall be as welcome to the ears of Brutus 
As tidings of this sight. 
Tit. Hie you, Messala, 


ub. 
And I will seek for Pindarus the while. 7 


79 

Wi . Exit Messala. 

Why didst thou send me forth, brave Cassius? 
id I not meet thy friends? and did not they 

ut on my brows this wreath of victory, 
d bid me give it thee? Didst thou not hear 
their shouts? _ . 
Alas, thou hast miseOnShitadlaneityRRegarch | 
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But, hold thee, take this garland on thy brow; 

‘Thy Brutus bid me give it thee, and I 

Will do his bidding. Brutus, come apace, 

And see how I regarded Caius Cassius. 

By your leave, gods :—this is a Roman’s part : 

Come, Cassius’ sword, aud find Titinius’ heart. 
[Kills himself. 


Alarum. Re-enter) MESSALA, with Brutus, 
young CATO, STRATO, VOLUMNIUS, and 
UCILIUS. 


Bru. Where, where, Messala, doth his body 
1e gr 
Mes. Lo, yonder, and Titinius mourning it. 
Bru. Titinius’ face isupward. | 
Cato. He is slain. 
Bru, O Julius Cesar, thou art mighty yet! 
Thy spirit walks abroad, and turns our swords 
In our own proper entrails. [Low alarums. 
‘alo. Brave Titinius! 
Look, whether he have not crown’d dead Cas- 
sius! 
Bru. Ayre yet two Romans living such as 


these? 
The last of all the Romans, fare thee well! 
It is impossible that ever Lome 100 
Should breed thy fellow. Friends, I owe more 


tears 
To this dead man than you shall see me pay. 
Tshall find time, Cassius, I shall find time. 
Come, therefore, and to Thasos send his body: 
His funerals shall not be in our camp, 
Lest it discomfort us. Lucilius, come; 
‘And come, young Cato; let us to the field. 
Labeo and Flavius, set our battles on: 
Tis three o’clock ; and, Romans, yet ere night 
We shall try fortune in a second fight. [Ezeunt. 


Scene IV. Another part of the field. 


Alarum. Enter fighting, Soldiers of both 
armies; then Brutus, young Cato, Lu- 
CILIUS, and other's. 


Bae Yet, countrymen, O, yet hold up your 
heads! 

Cato. What bastard doth not? Who will go 

with me? 

I will proclaim my name about the field : 
Lam the son of Marcus Cato, ho! 
‘A foe to tyrants, and my country’s friend ; 
Lam the son of Marcus Cato, ho! 

Bru. And Iam Brutus, Marcus Brutus, I; 
Brutus, my country’s friend; know me_ for 


Brutus ! [ Exit. 
Lucil. © young and noble Cato, art thou 


down? 
Why, now thou diest as bravely as Titinius; 10 
And mayst be honour’d, being Cato’s son. 
First Sold. Yield, or thou diest. _ 
Tatcil. ony I yield to die: 
There is so much that thou wilt kill me straight; 


[Offering money. 

Kill Brutus, and be honour’d in his death. 

First Sold. Wemustnot. A noble prisoner! 

See. pola Room, ho! Tell Antony, Brutus 
is ta’en. 

First Sold. Yl tell the news. Here comes 
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Enter ANTONY. 
Brutus is ta’en, Brutus is ta’en, my lord. 


Ant. Where is he? Fi 
Tucil. Safe, Antony ; Brutus is safe enough: 
J dare assure thee that no enem 21 


Shall ever take alive the noble Brutus: 

The gods defend him from so great a shame! 

‘When you do find him, or alive or dead, 

He Will be found like Brutus, like himself. 
‘Ant, This is not Brutus, friend; but, I 

assure you, 2 

A prize no fess in worth: keep this man safe ; 

Give him all kindness : I had rather have 

Such men my friends than enemies. Go on, 

‘And see whether Brutus be alive or dead; 30 

‘And bring us word unto Octayius’ tent 

How every thing is chanced. [Ecceunt. 


Scene V. Another part of the field. 


Enter Brutus, DARDANIUS, CLITUS, STRATO, 
and VOLUMNIUS. 


Bru, Come, poor remains of friends, rest on 


this rock. f 
Os pletilius show’d the torch-light, but, my 
lord, 
He came not back : he is or ta’en or slain, 
Bru. Sit thee down, Clitus: slaying is the 


word ; 
It is a deed in fashion. Hark thee, Clitus. 
(Whispers. 
Cli. ye I, my lord? No, not for all the 
worid. 
Bru. Peace then! no words. ‘ 
Cli. I'll rather kill myself. 
Bru. Hark thee, Dardanius. [Whispers. 


Dar. Shall I do such a deed? 
Cli. O Dardanius! 
Dar. _O Clitus! 1 


Gio What ill request did Brutus make to 
ee? 
Dar. To kill him, Clitus. Look, he medi- 


tates. 
Cli, Now is that noble vessel full of grief, 
That it runs over even at his eyes. 
Bru. Come hither, good Volumnius; list a 


word. 
Vol. What says my lord? 
Bru. Why, this, Volumnius: 
The ghost of Cesar hath appear’d to me 
Two several times by night; at Sardis once, 
And, this last night, here in Philippi fields : 
I Lisi my hour is come 
ol. ot so, my lord. 20 
Bru. Nay, Iam sure it is, Walmnainee 
Thou seest the world, Volumnius, how it goes ; 
Our enemies have beat us to the it: 
: w alarums. 
It is more worthy to leap in ourselves, 
Than tarry till they push us. Good Volumnius, 
hon now st that we two went to school to- 
er: 
Even for that our love of old, I prithce, 
old thou my sword-hilts, whilst I run on it. 


Vie That’s not an office for a friend, By y 


‘ord. [Alarum stil 
1. Bly, fecny Redintheredscur eerie 
30. 
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Bru. Farewell to you; and you; and you 
Volumnius. ae . : 
Strato, thou hast been all this while asleep; 
Farewell to thee too, Strato, Countrymen, 
My heart doth joy that yet in all my life 
I found no man but he was true to me. 
shall have glory by this losing day 
More than Octavius and Mark Antony 
By this vile conquest shall attain unto. 
So fare you well at once; for Brutus’ tongue 
Hath almost ended his life’s history : a 
Night anes upon mine eyes; my bones would 
res! 
That have but labour’d to attain this hour. 
Alarum. Cry within, ‘Fly, fly, fly? 
Cli. Wy, my lord, fly. : 
Bru. Hence! I will follow. 
(eee Clitus, Dardanius, and Volumnius, 
rithee, Strato, stay thou by thy lord: 
Thou art a fellow of a good respect ; 
Thy, HG hath had some smatch of honour 
in it: 
Hold then my sword, and turn away thy face, 
While Ido run upon it. Wilt thou, Strato? 
Stra. Give me your hand first. Fare you 
well, my lord. 
Bru. Farewell, good Strato. [Runs on his 
sword.) Cesar, now be still: 50 
[ kill’d not thee with half so good a will. [Dies, 


Alarum. Retreat. Enter OCTAVIUS, ANTONY, 
MEsSALA, LucILius, and the army. 


Oct. What man is that? . 
Mes. My master’s man. Strato, where is 
thy master? 2 
Stra. Free from the bondage you are in, 
Messala : ‘ 
The conquerors can but make a fire of him; 
For Brutus only overcame himself, 
And no man else hath honour by his death. 
Zacil. So Brutus should be found. I thank 
thee, Brutus, ; 
That thou hast proved Lucilius’ saying true. . 
Oct. All that served Brutus, I will entertala 


them. 
Fellow, wilt thou bestow thy time with me? 
Stra. _Ay, if Messala will prefer me to you. 
ct. Do so, good Messala. 
Mes. How died my master, Strato? 
Stra. Cheld the sword, and he did run onit. 
Mes. Octavius, then tale him to follow thee, 
That did the latest service to my master. 
ane This was the noblest Roman of them 


all: 
All the conspirators save only he 
Did that they did in envy of great Cxesar; 7° 
He only, in a general honest thought 

nd common good to all, made one of them). 
His life was gentle, and the elements 
So mix’d in him that Nature might stand up 
And say to all the world ‘his was a man! 

£ et. According to his virtue let us use him, 
With all respect and rites of burial. ‘ 
Within my tent his bones to-night shall lie, 
Most like a soldier, order'd honourably. 

) el fichi/teGangatri let’s WOT gu 
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DRAMATIS PERSON A 


Douncay, king of Scotland. 


Macon, i : 
DonaLpain,s his sons. 


RrACBE RG generals of the king’s army. 

MAcbuUrr, 

LENNOX, 

Ross, 

MENTEITH, 

ANGUS, 

CAITHNESS, 

FLEANCE, son to pandua: 

Siwarb, Earl of Northumberland, general 
of the English forces. 

Young S1waxp, his son. 

SEyTon, an officer attending on Macbeth. 

Boy, son to Macduff. 


noblemen of Scotland. 


ACT I. 
Sonne I. A desert place. 
Thunder and lightning. Enter three Witches. 
First Witch. When shall we three meet 


again 
In thunder, lightning, or in rain? 

Sec. Witch. When the hurlyburly ’s done, 
When the battle’s lost and won. 

Third Witch. That will be ere the set of 


sun. 
First Witch. Where the place? 

c, Witch. Upon the heath. 
Third Witch. There to meet with Macbeth. 
First Witch. Tcome, Graymalkin! 

Sec, Witch. Paddock calls. 
Third Witch. Anon. x10 
All. Fair is foul, and foul is fair: 

Hover through the fog and filthy air. [Zxewnt. 


Sonne II. .A camp near Forres. 


Alarum, within. Enter DUNCAN, MALCOLM, 
ONALBAIN, LENNOX, with Attendants, 
meeting a bleeding Sergeant. 


Dun. What bloody man is that? He can 


report, 
Asseemeth by his plight, of the revolt 
© newest state. 
wis Me This is the sergeant 
0 like a good and hardy soldier fought 


°Gainst my captivity. Hail, brave friend! 


An English Doctor. 
A Scotch Doctor. 

A Soldier. 

A Porter. 

An Old Man. 


Lapy MACBETH. 
Lapy MAcDUFF. 
Gentlewoman attending on Lady Macbeth. 


HEOATE. 
Three Witches. 
Apparitions. 


Lords, Gentlemen, Officers, Soldiers, Murderers, 
Attendants, and ‘Messengers. 


SoENE: Scotland: England. 


‘As two spent swimmers, that do cling together 

And cng ke their art. The merciless Macdon- 
wald— 

Worthy to be a rebel, for to that x0 

The multiplying villanies of nature . 

Do swarm upon him—from. the western isles 

Of kerns and gallowglasses is supplied; 

And fortune, on his damned quarrel smiling, 

Show’d like a rebel’s whore: but all’s too weak: 

For brave Macbeth—well he deserves that 
name— 

Disdaining fortune, with his brandish’d steel, 

Which smoked with bloody execution, 

Like valour’s minion carved out his passage 

Till he faced’the slave ; 20 

+ Which ne’er shook hands, nor bade farewell to 


him, 
Till he unseam’d him from the nave to the 


chaps, 

And fixd his head upon our battlements. 
‘Dun. O valiant cousin! worthy. gentleman! 
‘Ser. As whence the sun ’gins his reflection 

Shipwrecking storms and direful thunders 


reak, 
So from that spring whence comfort seem’d to 


come 

Discomfort swells. Mark, king of Scotland, 
mark: 

No sooner justice had with valour arm’d 

Compell’d these skipping kerns to trust their 


eels, 
But the Norweyan lord surveying vantage, 
With furbish’d arms and new supplies of men 


Say to the king the knowledge of the broil an a fresh assault. _ 
s thou didst leave it. , un. Dismay’d not this 
er. CODoutbbsthitistRebearch IMAHCPE AER ESR aA | 
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Ser. Yes; 
As sparrows capes, or the hare the lion. 
If I say sooth, I must report they were 

‘As cannons overcharged with double cracks, so 


they 
Doubly redoubled strokes upon the foe: 
Except they meant to bathe in reeking wounds, 
Or memorize another Golgotha, 40 
I cannot tell. 
But I am faint, my gashes cry for help. 
Dun. So well thy words become thee as thy 


wounds ; P 
They smack of honour both. Go get him sur- 

geons. [Exit Sergeant, atiended. 
Who comes here? 


Enter Ross. 


Meal. The worthy thane of Ross. 
Len. What a haste looks through his eyes! 
So should he look | 
That seems to speak things strange. 
‘088. God save the king! 

Dun. Whence camest thou, worthy thane? 

Ross. From Fife, great king ; 
Where the Nonvevan banners flout the sky 
And fan our people cold. Norway himself, 50 
With terrible numbers, F 
Assisted by that most disloyal traitor 
The thane of Cawdor, began a dismal conflict ; 
Till that Bellona’s bridegroom, lapp'd in proof, 
Confronted him with self-comparisons, 

Point against point rebellious, arm ’gainst arm; 
Curbing his lavish spirit : and, to conclude, 
The victory fell on us. f 

Dun. Great happiness ! 

Ross. z ‘That now 
Sweno, the Norways’ king, craves composition ; 
Nor would we deign him burial of his men 60 
Till he disbursed at Saint Colme’s inch 
‘Ten thousand dollars to our general use. 


ins _No more that thane of Cawdor shall 
leceive 
Our bosom interest: go pronounce his present 


death, 
And with his former title greet Macbeth. 
Ross. I'll see it done. oe . 
Dun. What he hath lost noble Macbeth 
hath won, [E£xeunt. 


Scene DI. A heath near Forres. 
Thunder. Enter the three Witches, 


First Witch. Where hast thou si 
Sec. Witch. Killing swine. peo, sites} 
Lhird Witch. Sister, where thou? 
First Witch. A sailor's wife had chestnuts 
in her lap, 
And munch’ d, and munch’d, and muneh’d :— 
«, Give me,’ quoth I: 
Aroint thee, witch!’ the rump-fed ronyon 


cries, 
Her “piusband ’s to Aleppo gone, master 0’ the 


ger: 
But ina sieve I'll thither sail, 
tiie sar ace 
lo, T’ll do, ? . 
Sec. Witch. rR " 
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First Witch. Thou’rt kind. 
Third Witch. And J another, 
First Witch. I myself have all the other, 
And the very ports they blow, 
All the quarters that they know 
T’ the shipman’s card. 
J will drain him dry as hay; 
Sleep shall neither night nor day 
Hang upon his pent-house lid; 20 
He shalllivea man forbid: 
Weary se‘nnights nine times nine 
Shall he dwindle, peak and pine: 
Though his bark cannot be lost, 
Yet it shall be tempest-tost. 
Look what I have. 
Sec. Witch. Show me, show me. 
First Witch. Here | have a pilot’s thumb, 
Wreck'd as homeward he did come. ¥ 
[Drune within. 
Third Witch. A drum, a drum! 30 
Macbeth doth come. F 
All. The weird sisters, hand in hand, 
Posters of the sea and land, 
Thus do go about, ahout : . 
Thrice to thine and thrice to mine 
And thrice again, to make up nine. 
Peace! the charm’s wound up. 


Enter MacbetuH and Banquo. 
Macb. So foul and fair a day I have not 


seen. 

Ban. How far is’t call’d to Forres? What 

are these 
So wither'd and so wild in their attire, fe 
‘That look not like the inhabitants o’ the earth, 
And yet are on’t? Live you? or are you aught 
That man may question? You seem to under- 
By each ae eee tor Adee) 

each at once her choppy finger laying 
Woot her skinny lips: you should be women, 
And yet your beards forbid me to interpret 
‘That you are so. 

Mach. Speak, if nou can: what are you? 

First Witch. All hail, Macbeth! hail to thee, 
thane of Glamis! 

Sec. Witch. All hail, Macbeth! hail to thee, 
thane of Cawdor! 

Third Witch. All hail, Macbeth, that shalt 
be king hereafter | 52, 
ae Good sir, why do you start ; and seem 

_ to fear 

cuitine ting do sound so fair? J’ the name of 
ruth, 
Are ye fantastical, or that indeed 
Which outwardly ye show? My noble partner 
You prec with present grace and great pre- 
nt 
Of noble having and of royal hope, 
That he seems rapt withal : to me you speak not. 
If you can look into the seeds of time, 5 
Anil say which grain will grow and which will 


01 

reals then to me, who neither beg nor fear 60 
our favours nor your hate. 
First Witch. Hail! 
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Scene 111] 
First Witch. Lesser than Macbeth, and 


eater. 
Seo, Witch. Notso happy, yet much happier. 
Third Witch. Thou shalt get kings, though 
thou be none: 
So all hail, Macbeth and Banquo! 
First Witch. Banquo and Macbeth, all hail! 
Macb. Stay, you imperfect speakers, tell me 
more: Wi) 
By Sinel's death I know I am thane of Glamis ; 
But, how of Cawdor? the thane of Cawdor 
ives, 
A prosperous gentleman ; and to be king 
Stands not within the prospect of belief, 
No more than to be Cawdor. Say from whence 
You owe this strange intelligence? or why 
Upon this blasted heath you stop our way 
With such prophetic greeting? Speak, I charge 
you. Uy ces vanish. 
Balt The earth hath bubbles, as the water 
has, 
And these are of them, Whither are they 
yanish’d? 80 
Me Gata the air; and whatseem’d corporal 
melted 
As breath into the wind. Would they had 
rd 


Ban. Were such things here as we do speak 
about? 
Or have we eaten on the insane root 
That takes the reason prisoner? |. 
Macb. Your children shall be kings. 
Ban. You shall be king. 
Macb, And thane of Cawdor too: went it 
not so? 
Ban. To the selfsame tune and words. 
Who’s here? 


Enter Ross and Anats. 


19 The king hath happily received, Mac- 
eth, 
The news of thy success; and when he reads 90 
Thy personal venture in the rebels’ fight, 

is wonders and his praises do contend ‘4 
Which should be thine or his: silenced with 


hat, 
In viewing o’er the rest o’ the selfsame day, 

€ finds thee in the stout Norweyan ranks, 
Nothing afcard of what thyself didst make, 
Strange images of death. As thick as hail 
Came post with post ; and every one did bear 
Thy praises in his kingdom’s great defence, 

id pour'd them down before him. 

Ang. Weare sent roo 
To give thee from our royal master thanks ; 
Only to herald thee into his sight, 
Not pay thee. 

Ross, And, for an earnest of a greater 


onour, 
He bade me, from him, call thee thane of 
Cawdor: 

In Which addition, hail, most worthy thane! 
For it is thine. 

Ban. What, can the devil speak true? 

Macb. The thane of Cawdor lives: why do 
In pot dress me 5 

n borrow’d robes€C-0 Kashmir Research In! 
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Ang. Who was the thane lives yet ; 
But under heavy judgement bears that life 110 
Which he deserves to lose. Whether he was 

_ combined 
With those of Norway, or did line the rebel _ 
wee pidded help and yantage, or that with 
oth 
He Jabour’d in his country’s wreck, I know not; 
But treasons capital, confess'd and proved, 
Have overthrown him. 

Macb. [ Aside] Glamis, and thane of Cawdor! 

The reat is behind. | {’o Ross and Angus| 
Thanks for your pains. 
[Zo Bun.] Do you not hope your children shall 


be kings, 
When those that gave the thane of Cawdor 


Oo me 
Promised no less to them? 

Ban. A That trusted home x20 
Might yet enkindle you unto the crown, 
Besides the thane of Cawdor. But’tis strange: 
And oftentimes, to win us to our harm, 

‘The instruments of darkness tell us truths, 
Win us with honest trifles, to betray ’s 

In deepest consequence: 

Cousins, a word, I pray you. 

Mach. [Aside] Bwo truths are told, 
As happy prologues to the swelling act 
Of the imperial theme.—I thank you, gentlemen. 
iets) ‘This supernatural soliciting 130 

Jannot be ill, cannot be good: if ill, 

Why hath it given me earnest of success, 
Commencingina truth? [am thane of Cawdor: 
If good, why do I yield to that suggestion 
‘Whose horrid image doth unfix my hair 
And make my seated heart knock at my ribs, 
Against the use of nature? Present fears 
Are less than horrible imaginings: 
My thought, whose murder yet is butfantastical, 
Shakes so my single state of man that function 
Ts smother'd in surmise, and nothing is 14 
But what is not. 

Ban. Look, how our partner’s rapt. 

Macb. (Aeidal If chance will have me king, 

why, chance may crown me, 

Without my stir. 





Ban. New honours come upon him, 
Like Sur saat garments, cleave not to their 
mould 


But with the aid of use. 
Macb. [Astde] Come what come may, 
Time and the hour runs through the roughest 


lay. 
Ban. Worthy Macbeth, we stay upon your 
leisure. 
Macb. Give me your favour: my dull brain 
was wrought _ £5 : 
With things forgotten. Ikind gentlemen, your 
pains; 150 
Are register'd where every day I turn f 
‘The leaf to read them. Let us toward the king. 
chins upon what hath chanced, and, at more 
ime, 
The interim having weigh’d it, let us speak 
Our free hearts each to other. 
Ban. 5 Very gladly. 
Macb. Till then, enough. Come, friends. 
titute. Digitzed by eGangotri [Biceunt. 
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Sorne IV. Forres. The palace. 


Flourish. Enter Duncan, MALconm, DoNAL- 
BAIN, LENNOX, and Attendants. 


Dun. Is execution done on Cawdor? Are 


not 
Those in commission yet return’d ? x 
Mal. My liege, 


They are not yet come back. But I have spoke 
With one that saw him die: who did report 
That very frankly he confess'd his treasons, 
Implor'd your highness’ pardon and set forth 
A deep repentance : nothing in his life 
Became him like the leaving it; he died 
As one that had been studied in his death 
To throw away the clearest thing he owed, 
As ’twere a careless trifle. 

Dun, There’s no art. 
To find the mind’s construction in the face: 
He was a gentleman on whom I built 
An absolute trust. 


Enter MacBeEtu, BANQvo, Ross, and ANGUS. 


O worthiest cousin ! 

The sin of my ingratitude even now 

Was heavy on me thou art so far before 

That swiftest wing of recompense is slow 

To overtake thee, Would thou hadst less de- 
served, 
t ile) proportion both of thanks and pay- 
men! 

Might have been mine! only I have left to say, 
More is thy due than more than all can pay. 21 
Mach. The service and the loyalty I owe, 

In doing it, pays itself. Your highness’ part 
Is to receive our duties; and our duties 
Are to your throne and state children and 


servants, 
Which do but what they should, by doing every 


10 


thing 
Bele toward your love and Ne i 
un, me hither : 
Thave begun to will ina 


plant thee, and will Jabour 

To make thee full of growing. Noble Banquo, 

‘That hast no less deserved, nor must be known 

No less to have done so, let me infold thee 31 

aod hold thee to my heart. 
an, 


The harvest is your own. 
Di My plenteous joys, 


un. 

Wanton in fulness, seek to hide themselves’ ' 
In drops of sorrow. Sons, kinsmen, thanes, 
And you whose places are the nearest, know 
We will establish our estate upon 

Our eldest, Malcolm, whom we name hereafter 


The Prince of Cumberland; which honour 
must 


Not unaccompanied invest him only, 40 
But signs of nop etess ae stars, shall shine 

all deservers, Fro es: 
And bind us further to. : aire ae 


Aacb. The Test is labour, which is not used 


for you: 
I 1 peaeaelt he harbinger: and make joyful 
of my wife y 8 
So humbly take m y leane Seep 


Din, CC-0 Kabilrwiorkes@arabrin 


There if I grow, 
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Macb. [Aside] The Prince of Cumberland! 
that is a step 
On which I must fall down, or else o'erleap, 
For in my way it lies. Stars, hide your fires ; 50 
Let not light see my black and deep desires : 
The eye wink at the hand; yet let that be, 
Which the eye fears, when it is done, to see. 


_ [ Bait, 
Dun. True, worthy Banquo; he is full go 
valiant, z 
And in his commendations I am fed ; 
Itis a banquet tome. Let’s after him, 
Whose care is gone before to bid us weleome; 
Itisa peerless kinsman. [Plourish. Exeunt. 


Scene V. Inverness. Macheth’s castle. 
Enter Lavy MacBETH, reading a letter, 


Lady M. ‘They met me in the day of 
success ; and I have learned by the perfectest 
report, they haye more in them than mortal 
knowledge. When I burned in desire to ques- 
tion them further, they made themselves air, 
into which they vanished. Whiles I stood rapt 
in the wonder of it, came missives from the 
king, who all-hailed me ‘‘Thane of Cawdor;” 
by which title, before, these weird sisters saluted 
me, and referred me to the coming on of time, 
with “Hail, king that shalt be!” ‘This have I 
thought good to deliver thee, my dearest partner 
of greatness, that thou mightst not lose the 
dues of rejoicing, by being ignorant of what 
greatness is promised thee. Lay it to thy heart, 
and farewell.’ 

Glamis thou art, and Cawdor ; and shalt be 
What thou art promised: yet do I fear thy 


nature; 
It is too full o’ the milk of human kindness 
To catch the nearest way: thou wouldst be 


at 
Art Bob without ambition, but without 20 
The illness should attend it: what thou wouldst 


highly, 
That wouldst thou holily; wouldst not play 


‘alse, 

And yet wouldst wrongly win: thou’ldst have, 
great Glamis, 

abst picts cries ‘Thus thou must do, if thou 

ave it; 

And that which rather thou dost fear todo * 

Than, wishest should be undone.’ Hie thee 
hither, 

That I may pour my spirits in thine ear; 

And chastise with the valour of my tongue 

All that impedes thee from the golden round, 

Which fate and metaphysical aid doth seem 30 

To haye thee crown’d withal. 





Enter a Messenger. 


- What is your tidings? 
Afess. ‘The king comes here to-night. y 
Lady M. Thou’rt mad to say it: 
Is not thy master with him? who, were’t s0, 
Would haye inform’d for preparation. r 
Mess. So please you, it is true: our thane is 


ubeotg adhe PARGgKed of him, 
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Who, almost dead for breath, had scarcely |. Buttress, nor coign of vantage, but this bird 


more 
Than would make up his message. a 
Lady M. Give him tending; 
He brings great news. [Exit Messenger. 
The raven himself is hoarse 
That croaks the fatal entrance of Duncan — 40 
Under my battlements. Come, you spirits 
That tend on mortal thoughts, unsex me here, 
And fill me from the crown to the toe top-full 
Of direst cruelty ! make thick my blood; 
Stop up the access and passage to remorse, 
That no compunctious visitings of nature 
Shake my fell purpose, nor keep peace between 
The eftect and it! Come to my woman’s breasts, 
And take my milk for gall, you murdering 
ministers, . 
Wherever in your sightless substances 
You walt on nature’s mischief! Come, 
night, 
And pall thee in the dunnest smoke of hell, 
That my keen knife see not the wound it makes, 
Nor heaven peep through the blanket of the 


dark. 
To ery ‘Hold, hold!’ 


Enter MAoBETH. 
Great Glamis! worthy Cawdor! 
Greater than both, by the all-hail hereafter! 
Thy letters have transported me beyond 
This ignorant present, and I feel now 
The future in the instant. 


50 
thick 


Macb. _ My dearest love, 59 
Duncan comes here to-night. 

Lady M. And when goes hence? 

Macb. To-morrow, as he purposes. 


dy M. O, never 
Shall sun that morrow see! 
Your face, my thane, is as a book where men 
May read strange matters. ‘To beguile the time, 
ok like the time ;, bear welcome in your eye, 
pote hand, your tongue: look like the innocent 
lower, 
But be the serpent under’t. He that’s coming 
Must be provided for: and you shall put 
This night's great business into my dispatch ; 
Which shall to all our nights and days to come 
Give solely sovereign sway and masterdom. 7: 
difach. We will speak further. 
Lady M. Only look up clear ; 
To alter favour ever is to fear: 


eave all the rest to me. [Ezeunt. 


SornE VI. Before Macbeth’s castle. 


Hautboys and torches. Enter DUNCAN, MAL- 
OoLM, DonaLBAIN, BANQUO, LENNOX, Mac- 
Durr, Ross, ANGUS, and Attendants. 


Dun. This castle hath a pleasant seat; the 


air 
Nimbly and sweetly recommends itself 
nto our gentle senses. 
Ban, This guest of summer, 
The femple-haunting martlet, does approve, 
By his loved mansionry, that the heaven’s 


breath ae 
Smells wooinel y Wele Dlgasiepithesearch In 
3H 





Hath made his pendent and procreant 
cradle: 

Where they most breed and haunt, I have 
observed, 

The air is delicate. 


Enter Lavy MaAcBetH. 


Dun. Sce, see, our honour'd hostess! 10 
The love that follows us sometime is our 


trouble, 
Which stillwe thank aslove. Herein I teach you 
How you shall bid God ‘ild us for your pains, 
And thank us for your trouble. 4 
Lady M. | All our service 
In ery point twice done and then done 
double 


Were poor and single business to contend 

een those honours deep and broad where- 
with 

Your mayestyloatls our house ; for those of old, 

And the late dignities heap'd up to them, 

We rest your hermits. 

Dun. Where's the thane of Cawdor? 20 
We coursed him at the heels, and had a purpose 
To be his purveyor: but he rides well; 

And his great love, sharp as his spur, hath holp 


him 
To his home before us. Fair and noble hostess, 
We are your guest to-night. 

Lady M. Your servants ever 

Have theirs, themselves and what is theirs, in 
compt, ¥ r 

To make their audit at your highness’ pleasure, 

Still to return your own. 

Dun. Give me your hand ; 
Conduct me to mine host: we love him highly, 
And shall continue our graces towards him. 3o: 
By your leave, hostess. [Exeunt. 


Scene VII. Afacbeth’s castle. 


Hautboys and torches. Enter a Sewer, and 
divers Servants with dishes and service, and 
pass over the stage. Then enter MACBETH. 


Mach. If it were done when ’tis done, then 
*twere well _ a ; 

It were done quickly : if the assassination 
Could trammel up the consequence, and catea 
With his surcease success; that but this biow 
Might be the be-all and the end-all here, 
But here, upon this bank and shoal of time, 
We'ld jump the life to come. But in these 


cases 3 
We still have judgement here; that we but 


teac! 
Bloody instructions, which, being taught, re- 


turn 
To plague the inventor: this even-handed 
justice : IO 
Conimends the ingredients of our poison’d 
chalice 


To our own lips, He's here in double trust; 
First, as I am his kinsman and his Bubjech 
Strong both against the deed ; then, as his host, 
Who should against his murderer shut the door, 
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Hath borne his faculties so meek, hath been 
So clear in his great office, that his virtues 
‘Will plead like angels, trumpet-tongued, against 
The deep damnation of his taking-off; 20 
And pity, like a naked new-born babe, 


Striding the blast, or heaven’s cherubim, horsed _ 


Upon the sightless couriers of the air, 
Shall blow the horrid deed in every eye, 
That tears shall drown the wind. I have no 


spur 

To pack the sides of my intent, but only 
Vaulting ambition, which o’erleaps itself 
And falls on the.other. 


Enter Lavy MAcBETH. 


How now! what news? 
Lady M, He has almost supp’d: why have 
you left the chamber ? 
Macb._ Hath he ask’d for me? 
Lady DM, Know you not he has? 30 
Mach. We will proceed no further in this 
business : 
He hath honour’d me of late; and I have bought 
Golden opinions from all sorts of people, 
Which would be worn now in their newest gloss, 
Not cast aside so soon. 


Lady M. Was the hope drunk 
‘Wherein ain dress’d yourself? hath it slept 
since 


And wakes it now, to look so green and pale 
At what it did so freely? From this time 
Such I account thy love. Art thou afeard 
To be the same in thine own act and valour 40 
As thou artin desire? Wouldst thou have that 
Which thou esteem’st the ornament of life, 
And live a coward in thine own esteem, 
Teta ‘I dare not’ wait upon ‘I would,’ 
Like the poor cat i’ the adage?__ 

Mach. Prithee, peace: 
I dare do all that may become a man}; 
Who dares do more is none. 

Lady M. What beast was’t, then, 
That made you break this enterprise to me? 
When you durst do it, then you were a man; 
And, to be more than what you were, you 

would 50 
Be so much more the man. Nor time nor 


place 

Did then adhere, and yet you would make both: 

They have made themselves, and that their 
fitness now 


Does unmake you. I have given suck, and | In 


kuow 
How tender’tis to love the babe that milks me: 
Lwould, while it was smiling in my face, 
Have pluck'd my nipple from his boneless 
ims, 
And dasa the brains out, had I so sworm as 
you 
Have done to this. 
peacb: If we should fail? 
But ee ee col to the sticki we nee 
ce es | 
And we'll not fail. When Duncans ieee 


Whereto the rather shall his day’s hard j 
Soundly invite him—his two chamberieee 


That memory ee HIS NE REREarch | 
Y 


‘ 
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Shall be a fume, and the receipt of reason 

A limbeck only: when in swinish sleep 

Their drenched natures lie as in a death, 
What cannot you and I perform upon 

The unguarded Duncan? what not put upon 70 
His spongy officers, who shall bear the guilt 
Of our great quell ? ‘ 

Mach. Bring forth men-children only ; 
For thy undaunted mettle should compose 
Nothing but males. Will it not be received, 
When we have mark’d with blood those sleepy 


tivo 
Of his own chamber and used their very daggers, 
That they have done’t? NA : 

Lady M, Who dares receive it other, 
As we shall make our griefs and clamour roar 
Upon his death ? 

Maceb. Iam settled, and bend up 
Each corporal agent to this terrible feat. 80 
Away, and mock the time with fairest show: 
False face must hide what the false heart doth 

know. [Bceunt. 


ACT IL. 
Scene I. Court of Macheth's castle. 


Enter Banquo, and FLEANCE bearing a torch 
before him. 


Ban. How goes the night, boy? 

Fle. The moon is down; L have not heard 
the clock. 

Ban. And she goes down at twelve. d 
es I take’t, tis later, sir. 

Ban. Hold, take my sword. There’s hus- 





bandry in heaven ; 

Their candles are all out. Take thee that too. 

A heavy summons lies like lead upon me, 

And yet I would not sleep: merciful powers, 

Restrain in me the cursed thoughts that nature 

Gives way to in repose! 

Enter Macsetu, and a Servant with a torch. 

Give me my sword. 

Who’s there? 
Dfacb.__A friend. 
Boe AES sir, not yet at rest? The king’s 

a-bed : 

He hath been in unusual pleasure, and 

Sent forth great largess to your offices. 

This diamond he greets your wife withal, 

By the name of most kind hostess; and shut up 
pnesstreless contents 4 
Macb. eing unprepared, 

Our will became the servant to defect ; 

Which else should free have wrought. 

an. hi All’s well. 
IT dreamt last night of the three weird sisters : 
Lo you they have show’d some truth. 


10 





Mach. I think not of them: 
Yet, when we can entreat an hour to serve, 
We would spend it in some words upon that 


eines 

If you would grant the time. 

Ban. At your kind’st leisure. 
Mach. Af you shall cleave to my consent, 


when ‘tis, 
stghell DigitzechbyréGangotri 


So I lose none 














: ‘The handle toward my hand? Come, let me 
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In seeking to augment it, but still kee 
My bosom franc! hised and allegiance clear, 
{ shall be counsell’d. 
Macb. 
Ban. 


_ Good repose the while! 
Thanks, sir: the like to you! 30 
Exeunt Banquo and Fleance. 
Macb. Go bid thy mistress, when my drink 


is ready, 
She strike upon the bell. Get thee to bed. 
[Exit Servant. 


Js this a dagger which I see before me, 


clutch thee. i 
Lhave thee not, and yet I see thee still. 
‘Art thou not, fatal vision, sensible 
To fecling as to sight? or art thou but 
‘A dagger of the mind, a false creation, | 
Proceeding from the heat-oppressed brain? 
T sec thee yet, in form as palpable 
‘As this which now I draw. , 
Thou marshall’st me the way that I was going; 
‘And such an instrument I was to use. 

Mine eyes are made the fools o’ the other 


40 


senses, 

Or else worth all the rest ; I see thee still 
And on thy blade and dudgeon gouts of blood, 
Which was not so before. There’s no such 


thing : 
It is the bloody business which informs 
Thus to anine eyes. Now o'er the one half- 
wor 
Nature seems dead, and wicked dreams abuse 
The curtain’d sleep ; witchcraft. celebrates. 5x 
Pale Hecate’s offerings, and wither'd murder, 
‘Alarum’d by his sentinel, the wolf, 
Whose howl’s his watch, thus with his stealthy 


: paces ; 2 
With ‘Larquin’s ravishing strides, towards his 


seen 

Moves ti a ghost. Thou sure and firm-set 
earth, 

Hear not my steps, which way they walk, for 


ear 

Thy very stones prate of my whereabout, 
And take the present horror from the time, 
Which now suits with it. Whiles I threat, 


lives : 
Words to the heat of deeds toe seold breath 


gives, [A bell rings. 
Igo, and it is done; the bell invites me. 
Hear it not, Duncan; for it is a knell 


That summons thee to heaven orto hell. [Zait. 


he 


Scene Il. Zhe same. 
Enter Lapy MACBETH. 


Lady M. That which hath made them drunk 
hath made me bold; 
What hath quench’d them hath given me fire. 
Hark! Peace! 
It was the owl that shriek’d, the fatal bellman, 
wich gives the stern’st good-night. He is 
about it: 
he doors are open ; and the surfeited grooms 
lo mock their charge with snores: I have 
druge’d their, possets, i 
That death and Kasbntinkedeatchams: 
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Whether they live or die. 
Macb. [Within] Who’s there? svhat, ho! 
Lady M. Alack, I am afraid they have 
awaked, 10 
ena ee not done. The attempt and not the 
lee 
Confounds us. 
ready ; 
He could not miss’em. Had he not resembled 
My father as he slept, I had done’t. 


Enter MACBETH. 


My husband! 
Macb. Ihave done the deed. Didst thou 
not hear a noise? . 
Lady M. 1 heard the owl scream and the 
__ crickets cry. 

Did not you speak ? 
Macb. ‘When? 
Tad M. ow. 

Mach. As I descended? 
Lady M. 5 
Mach, Wark! 

Who lies? the second chamber? 
Lady M. ; 
Mach. This is a sorry sight. 

‘Looking on his hands. 
Lady i A foolish thought, to say a sorry, 
sight. 
Macb. There’s one did laugh in’s sleep, and 
one cried ‘ Murder!” 

That they did wake each other: I stood and 

heard them: 

But they did say their prayers, and address’ 
them 
Sgaid to sleep. 
dy Mf. There are two lodged together. 
Macb. One cried ‘God bless us!’ and ‘A- 

*men’ the other; 

As they; had \seen me with these hangman’s 

hands. 

Listening their fear, I could not say ‘Amen,’ 

When they did say ‘God bless us! 

Lady M. Consider it not so deeply. 30 
Afacb. But wherefore could not I pronounce 


Hark! I laid their daggers 


onalbain, 20 


Amen’? 
60 | I had most need of blessing, and ‘Amen’ 


Stuck in my throat. 
Lady M. These deeds must not be thought 
After these ways; so, it will make us mad, 
‘Macb. Methought I heard a voice cry ‘Sleep 
no more! ; 
Macbeth does murder sleep,’ the innocent sleep, 
Sleep that knits up the ravell'd sleave of care, 
The death of each davis life, sore labour’s bath 
Balm of hurt minds, great nature’s second 


course, ae 
Chief nourisher in life’s feast, — 
Tay Mega ‘What do you mean? 
Macb. Still it cried ‘Sleep no more!’ to all 
the house: 4r 
‘Glamis hath murder’d sleep, and therefore 
Cawdor 
Shall sleep no more; Macbeth shall sleep no 
more. 
Lady M. Who was it that thus cried? Why, 
worthy thane, 


dignzeahyooeaekieirensth, to think 
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So brainsickly of things. Go get some water, 
And wash this filthy witness from your hand. 
Why did you bring these daggers from the 


place? 
.They must lie there: go carry them; and 
smear P 
The sleepy grooms with blood. 
Mach. Ill go no more: 50 
Tam afraid to think what I haye done; 
Look on ’t again I dare not. 
Lady HM. Infirm of purpose! 
ore, ane the daggers: the sleeping and the 
dea 
Are but as pictures : ’tis the eye of childhood 
That fears a painted devil. If he do bleed, 
I'll gild the faces of the grooms withal ; 
For it must seem their guilt. - oct 
. Exit. Knocking within. 
Mach. Whence is that knocking ? 
How’is’t with me, when every noise appals me? 
What hands are here? ha! they pluck out mine 


eyes. 
Will all great Neptune's ocean wash this blood 
Clean from my hand? No, this my hand will 
rather x .. 6x 
The multitudinous seas incarnadine, 
Making the green one red. 


Re-enter LADY MACBETH. 
Lady M. My hands are of your colour; but 
Ishame ‘ i 
To wear a heart so white. [Knocking within.] 
Theara knocking _ 
At the south entry : retire we to our chamber: 
A little water clears us of this deed : 
How easy is it, then! Your constancy 4 
Hath left you unattended. [Knocking within.] 
Hark! more knocking. ‘ 4 
Get.on your nightgown, lest occasion call US, 70 
And show us to be watchers. Be not lost 
So poorly in your thoughts. 
Bach. To know my decd, ’twere best not 
know myself. . Knocking within. 
Wake Duncan with thy knocking! I would 
thou couldst! [Exeunt, 


Scene III, The same. 
Knocking within. Enter a Porter. 


Porter. Here’s a knocking indeed! If a 
man were porter of hell-gate, he should have 
old turning the key, Knocking within.) 
Knock, knock, knock) Who’s there, i’ the 
name of Beelzebub? Here’s a farmer, that 
hanged himself on the expectation of plenty : 
come in time; have napkins enow about you: 
here you'll sweat for’t. [Xnocking within. | 
Knoel knock! Who’s there, in the other 
devil's name? Faith, here’s an equivocator, 
that could swear in both the scales against 
either scale; who committed treason enough 


for God’s sake, ye as 
heavens!) » Yet could not equivocate to 


ary come in, equi % aie 
within.) Kn aa pwocstorr nocking x 


t 10ck, knock, kno. 0’s there? 
faith, lere’s an English tailor come hither, 
‘or stealing out of a French hose: come in, 

lor; here you may roast your goose. [Knock- 


tng within] Knogic knbekshmaireRes eat 


— 
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What are you? But this place is too cold for 
hell. Ill devil-porter it no further: I had 
thought to have Ict in some of all professions 
that _go the primrose way to the everlasting 
bonfire. [Knocking within.] Anon, anon! 
pray you, remember the porter. 

[Opens the gate, 


Enter Macpurr and LENNOX. 
Macd. Was it so late, friend, ere you went 


0 bed 
That you do lie so late? ? i 

Port. ’Faith, sir, we were carousing till the 
second cock: and drink, sir, is a great provoker 
of three things. % 4 

Macd. What three things does drink espe- 
cially provoke? = 30 

Port. Marry, sir, nose-painting, sleep, and 
urine. Lechery, sir, it provokes, and un- 
provokes ; it provokes the desire, but it takes 
away the performance: therefore, much drink 
may be said to be an equivocator with lechery ; 
it makes him, and it mars him ; it sets him on 
and it takes him off; it persuades him, and 
disheartens him; makes him ‘stand to, and 
not stand to; in conclusion, equivocates him in 
asleep, and, giving him the lie, leaves him. 40 

Jee I believe drink gave thee the lie last 
night. 

Port. That it did, sir, i’ the yery throat on 
me: but I requited him for his lie; and, I 
think, being too strong for him, though -he 
took up my legs sometime, yet I made a shift 
to cast him. 

Macd. Is thy master stirring? 


Enter MACBETH. 
Our knocking has awaked him ; here he comes. 
Zen. Good morrow, noble sir. 


Macb. _ Good morrow, both. 
Macd. Is the king stirring, worthy thane? 


Mach. Not yet. 
Macd. He did command me to call timely 
5t 


on him: 
I have almost slipp’d the hour. . 
‘ach. _ J’ll bring you to him. 
Dfacd. I know this is a joyful trouble to 
you; 
But yet ’tis one, 
Atach. The labour we delight in physics 
pain. 
This is the door. 
Macd. __I'll make so bold to call, 
For ’tis my limited service. Exit. 
Goes the king hence to-day ? 
_ ._ He does: he did appoint so. 
The night has been unruly : where we 


2 
Our chimneys were blown down ; and, as they 
say, 60 
Lamentings heard i’ the air; strange screams 
of death, 
nd prophesying with accents terrible 
Of dire combustion and confused events 
New hatch’d to the woeful time: the obscure 


bird 
Br ithe daakgreciatyctriome say, the 


Cl 
nsti 
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Was feverous and did shake. 
Mach, ” "Twas a rough night. 
Len. My young remembrance cannot parallel 

A fellow to it. F 

Re-enter MACDUFF. 


Macd. O horror, horror, horror! Tongue 
nor heart 
Cannot conceive nor name thee! 
M se What’s the matter? 
Macd. Confusion now hath madc his master- 
piece! 71 


Most sacrilegious murder hath broke ope 
‘he Lord’s anointed temple, and stole thence 
The life o’ the building! | ~ 
Macb. What is’t you say? the life? 
Len. Mean you his majesty ? 
Macd. Approach the chamber, and destroy 
your sight 7 
With a new Gorgon: do not bid me speak ; 
See, and then speak yourselves. 
Exeunt Macbeth and Lennox. 
Awake, awake! 
Ring the alarum-bell. Murder and treason! 
Banquo and Donalbain! Malcolm! awake! 80 
Shake off this downy sleep, death’s counterfeit, 
And look on death itself! up, up, and see 
The great doom’s image! Malcolm! Banquo! 
As from your graves rise up, and walk like 


sprites, - a 
To countenance this horror! Ring the bell. 
Bell rings. 


Enter LaDy MACBETH. 

Lady M. What’s the business, 
That such a hideous trumpet calls to parley 
The sleepers of the house? speak, speak! 

Macd. O gentle lady, 
*Tis not for you to hear what I can speak: 
The repetition, in a woman's ear, 
‘Would murder as it fell. 

Enter BANQuo. 


O Banquo, Banquo, 
Our royal master’s murder'd ! 5 : 


go 


ady M. Woe, alas! 
What, in our house? 
aN. Too cruel any where. 


Dear Duff, I prithee, contradict thyself, 
And say it is not so. 


Re-enter MacBetu and LENNOX, with Ross. 
Macb, Had I but died an hour before this 


chance, 
I had lived a blessed time; for, from this 
instant, 
here’s nothing serious in mortality : 
Allis but toys: renown and grace is dead; 
The wine of life is drawn, and the mere lees 
Is left this vault to brag of. 


Enter Matcoum and DONALBAIN. 
Don. What is amiss? 
Afacb. You and do not know’t: 


are, 
The spring, the head, the fountain of your 


101 
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Is "d: u #38 , 
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Tal. O, by whom? 
Len. Those of his chamber, as it seem’d, 
had done’t: a 
iets Hae and faces were all badged with 
ood ; 
So were their daggers, which unwiped we found 
Upon their pillows: 
They stared, and were distracted; no man’s’. 


ue 110 
Was to be trusted with them. 
Mach. O, Ree I do repent me of my fury, 
That I did kill them. 
Macd. Wherefore did you so? 
Mach. Who can be wise, amazed, temperate 
and furious, 
Loyal and neutral, ina moment? No man: 
The expedition of my violent love 
Outrun the pauser, reason. _ Here lay Duncan, 
His silver skin laced with his golden blood; 
his gash’d stabs look’d like a breach in 
nature 
For ruin’s wasteful entrance: there, the mur- 
120 


derers, 
Steep’d in the colours of their trade, their 


aggers 
Unminney breech’d with gore: who could 
refrain, 
That had a heart to love, and in that heart 
Courage to make ’s love known? 
Lady M, Help me hence, ho! 
Macd. Look to the lady. 
Mal. [Aside to Don.) 
tongues, 4 3 
That most may claim this argument for ours? 
Don. (Asideto Mal.) Whatshould be spoken 
_ here, where our fate, 
Hid in an auger-hole, may rush, and seize us? 
Let’s away; 
Our tears are not yet brew’d. 
Mal. [Aside to Don.] Nor our strong sorrow 
Upon the foot of motion. 
Ban. Look to the lady: 13x 
[Lady Macbeth is carried out. 
And when we have our naked frailties hid, 
That suffer in exposure, let us meet, 
And question this most bloody piece of work, 
To know it further. Fears and scruples shake 


us: 
In the great hand of God I stand; and thence 
Against the undivulged pretence I fight 
Of treasonous malice. 
Macd. And so do I. 
All, . So all. 
Macb. Let’s briefly put on manly readiness, 
And meet i’ the hall together. 
Ee ‘Well contented. 
Exeunt all but Malcolm and Donalbain. 
Bfal. What will you do? Let’s not consort 
with them: 141 
To show an unfelt sorrow is an office 
Which the false man does easy. 1711 to England. 
Don. To Ireland, 1; our separated fortune 
Shall keep us both the safer: where we are, 
There’s daggers in men’s smiles: the near in 
blood, 
The nearer bloody. 


AL 5 ’ 
tot Hiaitzec ay eRe ANGeaT space that's shot 
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Is to ayoid the aim. Therefore, to horse; 

And let us not be dainty of leave-taking, 150 

But shift away : there’s warrant in that theft 

Which steals itself, when there’s no mercy left. 
[Ezeunt. 


SonnE IV. Outside Macbeth’s castle. 
Enter Ross and an old Man. 


Old At . Threescore and ten I can remember 
well; 
Within the volume of which time I have seen 
Hours dreadful and things strange; but this 
sore night y 
Hath trifled former knowings. 
Ross. Ah, good father, 
Thou seest, the heavens, as troubled with man’s 


act, ; 
oreaten his bloody stage: by the clock, ’tis 
And a, dark night strangles the travelling 


lamp: 
Is’t Tahes predominance, or the day’s shame, 
That darkness does the face of earth entomb, 
When living light should kiss it? 
( Tis unnatural, 10 
laa Te the deed that’s done. On Tuesday 


A falcon, towering in her pride of place, 
‘Was by a mousing owl hawk’d at and kill’d. 
Ross. And Duncan's horses—a thing most 
strange and certain— oy 
Beauteous and swift, the minions of their race, 
Turn’d wild in nature, broke their stalls, flung 


out, 
Contending ’gainst obedience, as they would 


make 
Ave ye aaah, Ah en 
f is said they eat each other. 
Ross. They did so, to the amazement of 
mine eyes 


That look’d upon’t. Here hi d 
ee: ip comes the good 


20 
Enter Maovurr. 


How goes the world, sir, now? 


acd. ‘Why, 6? 
Ross, Is’t known who did this, eS that 
bloody deed? 
wee ‘acd. Those that Macbeth an slain. 
083, 
What good could they pretend? ‘Alas eday' 
Maced. _ ‘They were suborn’d: 
Malcolm and Donalbain, the King’s two sons, 
eae etal n away and fled; which puts upon 


Suspicion of the deed. C 
1088, *Gainst nati ill! 
Thriftless ambition, that wilt nore stall 
Thine own life’s means! ‘Then “tis most like 
he sovereignty will fall upon Macbeth. 0 
‘acd. He is already named, and gone 5 


ne 
eon be ieee 
083. ere is D; ¥ 
Maced. Carried to Colmekil, wed 


‘The sacred storchi isahediecRewea 
And guardian of thee His Kea 
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Ross. ran pou to Scone? 
facd. No, cousin, [’ll to Vife. 
ee 2 Well, I will thither. 
Macd. Well, may you see things well done 
there: adieu! a 
Lest our old robes sit easier than our new! 
Ross. Farewell, father. i 
Old M. God’s benison go with you; and 
with those r 40 
That would make good of bad, and friends of 
foes! [Exeunt. 


ACT IIL. 
The palace. 


Enter Banquo. 


Ban. Thou hast it now: king, Cawdor, 

Glamis, all, J 

As the weird women promised, and, I fear, 

Thou play’dst most foully for’t: yet it was 
sai 

It should not stand in thy posterity, 

But that myself should be the root and father 

Of RADY, kings. Jf there come truth from 
them— 

As upon thee, Macbeth, their speeches shine— 

Why, by the verities on thee made good, 

May they not be my oracles as well, 

And set me up in hope? But hush! no more. 10 


Sennet sounded. Enter MAoBETH, as king, 
Lavy Macnetu, as queen, LENNOX, Ross, 
Lords, Ladies, and Attendants. 


Mach. Here’s our chief guest. 
aay M, Af he had been forgotten, 
It had been as a gap in our great feast, 
And all-thing unbecoming. 
Macb. To-night we hold a solemn supper, 


Scorne I. Forres. 


sir, 
And Tl request your presence. 
Ban. 14 yous highness 
Command upon me; to the which my duties 
Are with a most indissoluble tie 
For ever knit, 
Mach. Ride you this afternoon? 
Ban. Ay, my good lord. 20 
Mach. e should have else desired your 


good advice, 
Which still hath been both grave and pros- 


Pedass ' 
Int is day’s council ; but we’ll take to-morrow. 
Is’t far you ride? 


Ban. As far, my lord, as will fill up the 
time 





*Twixt this and supper: go n se the 
etter, pp go not my horse t 


I must become a borrower of the ni 
For a dark hour or tiyain. emul 
Mach. Fail not our feast. 
Ban. My lord, I will not. 
Mach. We hear, our bloody cousins are 
bestow’d 30 
Zn England and in Ireland, not confessing 
shag uel parricide, filling their hearers 
ge invention: t to-morrow, 
Suh HUGO DV AATHEEE cones at aunts 
Taving us jointly. Hie you to horse: adieu, 








Sonnz I] 

Pll you return at night. Goes Fleance with 
‘ou 

Bun. Ay, my good lord: our time does call 


upon’s. ; 
Macb. I wish your horses swift and sure 

of foot; 2 

And so Ido commend you to their backs. 

Yarewell. Exit Banquo. 40 

Let every man_be master of his time 

il seven at night: to make society 

The sweeter welcome, we will keep ourself 

‘Till supper-time alone: while then, God be 
with you! 

[Baeunt all but Macbeth, and an attendant. 
Sirrah, a word with you: attend those men 
Our pleasure? 3 

‘Atten. They are, my lord, without the palace 


Bite. F 
Macb. Bring them before us. _ 
[Exit Attendant. 
To be thus is nothing ; 
But to be safely thus,—Our fears in Banquo 
Stick deep; and in his royalty of nature 
Reigns that which would be fear'd: "tis much 


he dares ; uD) 
‘And, to that dauntless temper of his mind, 
He hath a wisdom that doth guide his valour 
To act in safety. There is none but he 
Whose being I do fear : and, under him, z 
My Genius is rebuked ; as, it is said, 
He chid the 


sisters 
When first they put the name of king upon me, 
And bade them speak to him: then prophet- 


Mark Antony's was by Caesar. 


ike 
They hail'd him father to a line of kings: 60 
Upon my head they placed a fruitless crown, 
And put a barren sceptre in my gripe, 
Thence to be wrench’d with an unlineal hand, 
No son of mine succeeding. If’t be so, 
Yor Banquo’s issue have J filed my mind; 
For them the gracious Duncan have I murder'd; 
Put rancours in the vessel of my peace 
Only for them ; and mine eterna jewel 
Given to the common enemy of man, 
To inal} them kings, the seed ‘of Banquo 
ings jo 
Rather than so, come fate into the list, 
enc ychampion me to the utterance! Who’s 
here 


Re-enter Attendant, with two Murderers. 
Now go to the door, and stay there till we call. 

ne [Exit Attendant. 
Was it not yesterday we spoke together? 

First Mur. It was, so please your, highness. 

Alacb. Well then, now 
Have you consider'd of my speeches? Know 
‘That it was he in the times past which held you 
So under fortune, which you thought had been 

ur innocent self: this I' made good to you | 
In our last conference, pass’d in probation with 


you, 
How you were borne in hand, how cross’d, the 
,,, instruments, m 
Who wrought with them, and all things else 
that might 
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Say ‘Thus did Banquo.’ 
First Mur. | You made it Inown to us. 
Mach. I did so, and went further, which 
is now 
Our point of second meeting. Do you find 
Your patience so predominant in your nature 
That you can let this go? Are you so gospell’d 
‘To pray for this good man and for his issue, 
Whose heavy hand hath bow’d you to the grave 
And beggar’d yours for ever? 
First Mur. , We are men, my liege. 9r 
‘Macb._ Ay, in the catalogue ye go for men; 
As hounds and greyhounds, mongrels, spaniels, 


curs, 
Shoughs, water-rugs and demi-wolves are clept 
All by the name of dogs; the valued file 
Distinguishes the swift, the slow, the subtle, 
The housekeeper, the hunter, every one 
According to the gift which bounteous nature 
Hath in him closed, whereby he does receive 
Particular addition, from the bill 100 
That writes them all alike : and so of men. 
Now, if you have a station in the file, 
Not?’ the worst rank of manhood, say "t; 
And I will put that business in your bosoms, 
Whose execution takes your enemy off, 
Grapples you to the heart and loye of us, 
Who wear our health but sickly in his life, 
Which in his death were perfect. i 
Sec. Mur. , Tam one, my liege, 
Whom the vile blows and buffets of the world 
Have so incensed that Lam reckless what 110 
I do to spite the world. 
First Mur. |, And I another. 
So weary with disasters, tugg’d with fortune, 
That I would set my life on any chance, 
To mend it, or be rid on’t. 
Mach. Both of you 
Know Banquo was your enemy. 
Both Mur. True, my lord. 
Macb. So is he mine; and in such loody 
distance, | ales 
That every minute of his being thrusts 
Against my near'st of life: and though I could 
With barefaced power sweep him from my 


sight 
And bid my will avouch it, yet I must not, 120 
For certain friends that are both his and mine, 
Whose loves I may not drop, but wail his fall 
Who I myself struck down; and thence it is, 
That I to your assistance do make love, 

Masking the business from the common eye 
For sundry weighty reasons. 


Sec. Mur. ‘We shall, my lord, 
Perform what you command us. 
First Mur. Though our lives— 


Macb. Your spirits shine through you. 
Within this hour at most 
I will advise you where to plant yourselves ; 
‘Acquaint you with the periect spy o’ the time, 
The moment on’t ; for’t must be done to-night, 
And something from the palace; always 
thought 5 j 
That I require a clearness: and with him— 
To leave no rubs nor botches in the work— 
Fleance his son, that keeps him company, 
Whose absence is no less material to me 


Bee thprecanse embrace the fate 
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Of that dark hour. Resolve yourselves apart: AMacb. Q, full of scorpions is my mind, 
I'll come to you anon. dear wife! 7 
Both Mur. We are resolved, my lord phon know’st that Banquo, and his Fleance, 
.. Ll call you_straight: abide ives. ‘ 5 ; 
Mace t ‘ Teun ae Fa 140 LE) M. But in them nature’s copy’s not 
it luded. B: , thy soul’s flight, eterne. 
i it oneal sauaetinal ie out toni Me aot There’s comfort yet; they are assail- 
it. able; 


Soene II. Lhe palace. 
Enter Lavy MacBetu and a Servant. 


Lady M. Is Banquo gone from court? 
Serv, Ay, madam, but returns again to- 


night. 
ada M. Say to the king, I would attend 
his leisure 
For a few words. 3 ; 
ery. Madan, I will. [Ecit. 
Lady M. | | Nought’s had, all’s spent, 
Where our desire is got without content ; 
*Tis safer to be that which we gesnoy 
Than by destruction dwell in doubtful joy. 


Enter MAcBETH. 
How now, my lord! why do you keep alone, 
Of sorriest fancies your companions maHing, 
Using those thoughts which should indeed 
have died c 10 
With them they think on? Things without all 


remedy 
Should be without regard: what’s done is 
lone, 
a Ne have scotch’d the snake, not 
il’d it: 
She'll close and be herself, whilst our poor 
malice 
Remains in danger of her former tooth. 
But let the frame of things disjoint, both the 
worlds suffer, i 
Ere we will eat our meal in fear and sleep 
In the affliction of these terrible dreams 
That shake us nightly: better be with the 


ead, 
Whom we, to gain our peace, have sent to 
peace, 20 
Than on the torture of the mind to lie 


In restless ecstasy. Dunean is in his grave; 
After life’s fitful fever he sleeps well ; o ; 


Treason has done his worst: nor steel, nor | T 


poison, 

Malice domestic, foreign levy, nothing, 

Can touch him further. 
Lady M. Come on; 

Gentle my lord, sleek o’er your rugged looks; 

Be bught and jovial among your guests to- 


night. 
Moe. So shall I, love; and so, I pray, be 
you: 
Let your remembrance apply to Banquo; 30 


resent him eminence, bot! i i 
foie , h with eye and 


{Unsafe the while, that we 


fu slave our honours in these flattering 


And make Gur faces vizards to our hearts, 
Disguising what they are. 
yi. CC-0 Kasnavetirese sich | 


Then be thou jocund: ere the bat hath flown 
His cloister’d flight, ere to black Hecate’s sum- 


mons weit} 41 
The shard-borne beetle with his drowsy hums 
Hath rung night’s yawning peal, there shall be 


lone 
A deed of dreadful note. 
Lady M. What’s to be done? 
Macb. Beinnocent of the knowledge, dearest 


chuck, 

Till mon applaud the deed. Come, secling 
night, ae 

Scarf up the tender eye of pitiful day ; 

And with thy bloody and invisible hand 

Cancel and tear to pieces that great bond 

Which keeps me pale! Light thickens; and 
the crow 50 

Makes wing to the rooky wood : 

Good things of day begin to droop and drowse; 

Whiles night’s black agents to their preys do 


rouse. 
Thou marvell’st at my words: but hold thee 
till : 


still: 
Things bad begun make strong themselves by ill. 
So, prithee, go with me. [Exceunt. 


Sorne II. A park near the palace. 


Enter three Murderers. 
es Mur. But who did bid thee join with 


us 
Third Mur. Macbeth. 
Sec. Mur. He needs not our mistrust, since 

he delivers 

Our offices and what we have to do 

To the direction just. 
First Mur. ‘Then stand with us. 

The PRES yet glimmers with some streaks of 


ay: 

Now spurs the lated traveller apace 

‘0 gain the timely inn; and near approaches 
he subject of our watch. 

Phird Mar. . _ Hark! I hear horses. 
Ban. [Within] Give us a light there, ho! 
Sec. Mur. Then ’tis he: the rest 
That are within the note of expectation 10 
Already are i’ the court. 


First Mar, His horses go about. 
HER Tea Almost a mile: but he does 
usually, 


So all men do, from hence to th i te 
Make it their walk. i Senos 


Sec. Mur. A light, a light! 


Enter Banquo, and FLEANCE with a torch. 
Third Mur, *Tis he. 
First Mur. Stand to’t. 
Ban. Jt will be rain to-night. 
First Mur, ne .it come down. 

stitute. Digitzed by pBawltinon Banquo. 








Scenz 01] 
Ban. , treachery! Fly, good Fleance, fly, 


fly, fly! 
Thou mayst revenge. O slave! 
(Dies. Fleance Sane 
Third Mur. Who did strike out the light? 
First Mut. Was’t not the way ? 
Third Mur. There’s butone down; the son 
a Oe 
ec. Mur. F 
Best half of our affair. 
First Mur, Well, let’s away, and say how 
much is done. [Exeunt. 


We have lost 20 


SorneE IY. Lhe same. Hail in the palace. 


A banquet prepared. Enter MacBEtH, LADY 
MacsetH, Ross, Lennox, Lords, and At- 
tendants, 


Macb. You know your own degrees; sit 
down: at first 
And last the hearty welcome. 2 
Lords. _,, Lhanks to your majesty. 
Macb. Ourscelf will mingle with society, 
And play the humble host. : i 
Our hostess keeps her state, but in best time 
We will require her welcome. ‘ 
Lady M. Pronounce it for me, sir, to all 
our friends ; 
For my heart speaks they are welcome. 


First Murderer appears at the door. 


Macb. See, they encounter thee with their 
hearts’ thanks, : Oe) 
Both sides are even: here I’ll sit i’ the midst: 
Be large in mirth; anon we'll drink a measure 
The table round, [Approaching the door.] 
There’s blood upon thy face. 
wr, *Tis Banquo’s then. _ 
Macb. "Tis better thee without than he 
within, 
Is he dispatch’d ? i P 
Afur. My lord, his throat is cut; that I did 
‘or him. 


Afacb. Thou art the best o’ the cut-throats: 
mm, Yet he’s good peat, 
hat did the like for Fleance: if thou didst it, 
Thou art the nonpareil. e 
Mur, Most royal sir, 
Fleance is *scaped. 20 
Sfacb. Then comes my fit again: I had else 
been perfect, 
Whole as the marble, founded as the rock, 
broad and general as the casing air: 
ut now I am cabin’d, cribb‘d, confined, 
, bound in é 
To saucy doubts and fears. But Banquo’s 
safe 
Afw, Ay, my good lord: safe in a ditch he 
ides, 
With twenty trenched gashes on his head; 


The least a death to nature. 
Mach, Thanks for that 


Titre the grown serpent lies; the worm that’s 
e 


Hath nature that in time will venom breed, 30 
0 teeth for the present. Get thee gone: to- 
morrow 


We'll hear, ourselyG@Crguikashinire Reaeasalr.| 
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Lady M. | My royal lord, 
You do not give the cheer: the feast is sold 
That is not often vouch’d, while ’tis a-making, 
"Tis piven with welcome: to feed were best at 

home ; 
From thence the sauce to meat is ceremony ; 
eee, were bare without it. 

Mach. _ Sweet remembrancer ! 
Now, good digestion wait on appetite, 

And health on both! 
en. May’t please your highness sit. 
[Lhe Ghost of Banquo enters, and sits in 
Macbeth’s place. 
Macb. Here had we now our country’s 
honour roof’d, ‘40 
Were the neaced person of our Banquo present; 
Who may J rather challenge for unkindness 
Than pity for mischance! 

Ross. _ _ His absence, sir, 

Lays blame upon his promise. Please’t your 
highness _ 
To grace us with your poral company. 

Macb. The table’s full. " 

Len. Here is a place reserved, sir. 

Mach. Where? : 

Len. Here, my good Jord. What is’t that 
moves your highness? 
Macb. Which of you have done this? 


Lords. What, my good lord? 
Macb. Thou canst not say I did it: never 
y a 


shake 
Thy gory locks at me. _ q , 
oe Gentlemen rise; his highness is not 
well. 
Lady M. Sit, worthy friends: my lord is 
often thus, 0 
And hath been from his youth: pray you, keep 


seat ; 
The fit is momentary) upon a thought 
He will again be well: if much you note him, 


‘You shall offend him and extend his passion: | 


Feed, and regard him not. Are you a man? 
Macb. Ay, and a bold one, that dare look on 


that 

Which might appal the devil. 

Lady M, shits O proper stuff! 60 
This is the very painting of yourfear; 
This is the air-drawn dagger which, you said, 
Led you to Duncan. 0, these flaws and starts, 
Impostors to true fear, would well become 
A woman’s story at a winter's fire, 
Authorized by her grandam. Shame itself! 
Why do you make such faces? When all’s 


done, 
You look but on a stool. 
Afacb. Prithee, see there! behold! look! lo! 
how say you? 
Why, what care I? If thou canst nod, speak 
0 


10. 7° 

If charnel-houses and our graves must send 
Those that we bury back, our monuments, 
Shall be the maws of kites. [Ghost vanishes, 

Lady Af, _ What, quite unmann’d in folly} 

Macb. If I stand here, I saw him, 

Lady M. Fie, for shame: 

Macb. Blood hath been shed ere now, i’ the 

olden time, . 

BituienDigisiechbypatedghtpentle weal; 


850 
Ay, and nee too, murders have been per- 
form’ 


Tm. 
Too terrible for the ear: the time has been, 
That, when the brains were out, the man would 


ie, : ~ 
‘And there an end; but now they rise again, 80 
With twenty mortal murders on their crowns, 
And push us from our stools: this is more 
strange 3 
Than such a murder is. 
ady M. My worthy lord, 
Your noble friends do lack you. ‘ 
Macb. I do forget. 
Do not muse at me, my most worthy friends ; 
Ihave a strange infirmity, which is nothing 
To those that know me. Come, Jove and health 


toall; i 

mbes ae sit down. Give me some wine; fill 
ull, 

I drink to the general joy o’ the whole table, 
And to our dear friend Banquo, whom we 

miss; y _ 90 
Would he were here! to all, and him, we thirst, 
And all to all. Ys 

Lords. Our duties, and the pledge. 


Re-enter Ghost. 


Macb, Avaunt! and quit my sight! let the 
earth hide thee! : 
Thy bones are marrowless, thy blood is cold ; 
Thou hast no speculation in those eyes 
Which thou dost glare with! 

Lady M. ‘Think of this, pood peers, 
But as a thing of custom: ’tis no other; 

Only it spoils the pleasure of the time. 

Mach. What man dare, I dare: 
Approach thou like the rugged Russian bear, 
The arm’d rhinoceros, or the Hyrcan tiger ; 
Take any shape but that, and my firm nerves | 
Shall never tremble: or be alive again, 

And dare me to the desert with thy sword 5 

+1f trembling I inhabit then, protest me 

The baby ofa girl. Hence, horrible shadow ! 

Unreal mockery, hence! [Ghost vanishes. 
i Why, so: being gone, 

Tama man posit Pray you, sit still. 

Lady M. You have isplaced the mirth, 

_ broke the good meeting, 
With most admired disorder. 

Macb. , Can such things be, 
And overcome us like a summer's cloud, 
Abou! our special wonder? You make me 

Tange 
Even to the disposition that I owe, 
‘ten Or : think sou oa yeild such sights, 
xeep the natural ruby of your cheek: 
hen mine is blanch’d with foun ‘ 
088. Vhat sights, my lord? 

Lady M. I pray you, speak not 5 Hey grows 

Gin aes At d 
es him, on ‘ood night : 
Stand not upon the order of eons Sane oe 
ay go at ones 4 
Ne ood night; and 
Attend his majesty better health x20 
y . 


A kind g ig 
eae nd good night fa inst 
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Macb. It will have blood; they say, blood 
will have blood: 
Stones have been known to move and trees to 
speak ; fe 
Augurs and understood relations have 
By magot-pies and choughs and rooks brought 
forth . 
The secret’st man of blood. What is the night? 
Lady M, Almost at odds with morning, 
which is which. ‘ 
Macb. How say’st thou, that Macduff denies 
his person. 
At our great bidding? __ ‘ 
Lady M. Did you send to him, sir? 
Mach. T hear it by the way; but I will send: 
There’s not a one of them but in his house 131 
Ikeep aservant fee'd. I will to-morrow, 
‘And betimes I will, to the weird sisters: 
More shall they speak; for now I am bent to 


now, : 
By the worst means, the worst. For mine own 


g000, x F 
All causes shall give way : I am in blood 
Stepp'd in so far that, should I wade no more, 
Returning were as tedious as go o’er: q 
Strange things [ have in head, that will to 
and ; 

Which must be acted ere they may be scann’d. 

Lady M. You lack the season of all natures, 


sleep. I4r 

Macb. Come, we'll to sleep. My strange 
and self-abuse 

Is the initiate fear that wants hard use : 

We are yet but young in deed. [E£xeunt. 


Sonne V. 4A Heath. 


Thunder. Enter the three Witches, 
meeting HEOATE. 


First Witch. Why, how now, Hecate! you 

look angerly. 

Hec. Have I not reason, beldams as you are, 
Saucy and overbold? How did you dare 
‘To trade and traffic with Macbeth 
In riddles and affairs of death ; 

And I, the mistress of your charms, 
The close contriver of all harms, 
Was never call’d to bear my part, 
Or show the glory of our art ¢ 
And, which 1s worse, all you have done 
Hath been but for a wayward son, 
Spiteful and wrathful, who, as others do, 
Loves for his own ends, not for you, 
But make amends now: get you gone, 
And at the bit of Acheron 
Mect mei’ the moming: thither he 
Will come to know his destiny : 
Your vessels and your spells provide, 
Your charms and every thing beside. 
Tam for the air; this night [’ll spend 
Unto a dismal and a fatal end : 
Great business must be wrought ere noon: 
Upon the corner of the moon 
There hangs @ vaporous drop profound ; 
I'll catch it ere it come to ground: 
And that distill’d by magic sleights 


10 


20, 
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Scunz Vv] 
Shall draw him on to his confusion : 
He shall spurn fate, scorn death, and bear 
His hopes ’bove wisdom, grace and fear ; 
‘And you all know, security 
Js mortals’ chiefest enemy... 
[Music and a song within : ‘Come away, 
: come away,’ &c. 
Hark! Iam call’d; my little spirit, see, 
Sits in a foggy cloud, and stays forme. [Zzit. 
First Wuch. Come, let’smake haste; she'll 
soon be back again. [Zxeunt. 


30 


SoeNE VI. Forres. The palace. 
Enter LENNOX and another Lord. 


Len. My former speeches have but hit your 
thoughts, 

Which can interpret further: only, I say, . 

pangs have been strangely borne. Thegracious 
uncan 

Was pitied of Macbeth: marry, he was dead : 

And the right-valiant Banquo walk’d too late ; 

bom, you may say, if’t please you, Fleance 
ill'd, 

For Fleance fled: men must not walk too late. 

Who cannot want the thought how monstrous 

It was for Malcolm and for Donalbain 

‘To kill their gracious father? damned fact! 10 

How it did grieve Macheth! did he not straight 

Tn pious rage the two delinquents tear, 

That were the slaves of drink and thralls of 


sleep? 
Was not that nobly done? Ay, and wisely too ; 
For twould have anger’d any heart alive 
To hear the men deny’t. So that, Isay, | 
He has borne all things well: and I do think 
That had he Duncan’s sons under his key— 
‘As, an’t please heaven, he shall not—they 
should find | 
What ’twere to kill a father ; so should Fleance. 
pub neace! for from broad words and ’cause he 
‘ai 21 
His presence at the tyrant’s feast, I hear 
Macduff lives in disgrace: sir, can you tell 
Where he bestows himself? 
nd. The son of Duncan, 
From whom this tyrant holds the due of birth, 
Lives in the English court, and is received 
Of the most pious Edward with such 
That the malevolence of fortune nothing 
Takes from his high respect: thither Macduff 
Is gone to. nd the holy king, upon his aid 30 
To wake Northumberland and warlike Siward : 
That, by the help of these—with Him above 
To ratify the work—we may again 
Give to our tables meat, sleep to our nights, 
Free from our feasts and banquets bloody 
aie 
Do faithful homage and receive free honours : 
All which we pine for now: and this report 
Hath so exasperate the king that he 
Prepares for some attempt of war. 


en. Sent he to Macduff? 
Lord. He did: and with an absolute ‘Sir, 
not I, 40 


The cloudy messenger turns me his back, 
And hums, as whe should say ‘You'll ru 
time 
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That clogs me with this answer.’ = 

Len. And that well might 
Advise him to a caution, to hold what distance 
His wisdom can provide. Some holy angel 
Fly tothe court of England andunfold 
His message ere he come, that a swift blessing 
May soon return to this our suffering country 
Under a hand accursed ! 


Lord. T’ll send my prayers with him. 
[Eaeunt. 
ACT IV. 
ScoeNEL <Acavern. Inthe middle, a boiling 
cauldron. 


Thunder. Enter the three Witches. 
First Witch. Thrice the brinded cat hath 


mew'd. 

Sec. Witch. Thrice and once the hedge-pig 
whined. 

Third Witch. Harpier cries "Tis time, ’tis 


time. - 
First Witch. Round about the cauldron 


0; 

In the poison’d entrails throw. 
+ Toad, that under cold stone 
Days and nights has thirty one 
Swelter’d venom sleeping got, 
Boil thou first i’ the charmed pot. 

All. Double, double toil and trouble; 
Fire bum, and cauldron bubble. 

Sec. Witch. Fillet of a fenny snake, 
In the cauldron boil and bake; 
Tye of newt and toe of frog, 
Wool of bat and tongue of dog, 
Adder’s fork and blind-worm’s sting, 
Lizard’s leg and howlet’s wing, 
For a charm of powerful trouble, 
Like a hell-broth boil and bubble. 

All. Double, double toil and trouble; 
Fire burn and cauldron bubble, 

Ha Witch. Scale of dragon, tooth of 

wo 

Witches’ mummy, maw and gulf 
Of the ravin’d salt-sea shark, 
Root of hemlock digg’d i’ the dark, 
Liver of blaspheming Jew, 
Gall of goat, and slips of yew 
Sliver'd in the moon’s eclipse, 
Nose of Turk and Tartar’s lips, 
Finger of birth-strangled babe 
Ditch-deliver'd by a drab, 
Make the gruel thick and slab: 
Add thereto a tiger’s chaudron 
Yor the ingredients of our cauldron. 

All. Double, double toil and trouble; 
Fire burn and cauldron bubble. 

See. Witch. Cool it with a baboon’s blood, 
Then the charm is firm and good. 


Enter Hecate to the other three Witches, 


Hec. O, well done! I commend your 
ains ; 
And every one shall share i’ the gains: 
And now about the cauldron sing, 
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Enchanting all that you putin. 
[Afusic and a song: ‘Black spirits,’ &c. 
_ (Hecate retires. 
Sec. Witch. By the pricking of my thumbs, 
Something wicked this way comes. 
n, locks, 
Whoever knocks! 


Enter MAcBETH. 


Macb. How now, you secret, black, and 
midnight hags! 
What is’t you do? 


All. A deed without a name. 
Macb. I conjure you, by that which you 
profess, 50 


Howe’er you come to know it, answer me: 
Though you untie the winds and let them fight 
Against the churches ; though the yesty waves 
Confound and swallow navigation up; 

Though bladed corn be lodged and trees blown 


own ; . 
‘Though castles topple on their warders’ heads ; 
‘Though palaces and pyramids do slo} 


Their heads to their foundations; though the | Of 


treasure 
Of nature’s germens tumble all together, 
Even till destruction sicken; answer me 
To what I ask you. 
First Witch. Speak. 
Sec. Witch. Demand. 
Third Witch. We'll answer. 
First Witch. Say, if thou’dst rather hear it 
from our mouths, 
Or from our masters? 
deb. Call ’em; let me see ’em. 
First. Witch. Pour in sow’s blood, that 
hath eaten 


Her nine farrow ; grease that’s sweaten 
From the murderer's gibbet throw 
Into the flame, 5 

All. Come, high or low ; 
Thyself and office deftly show ! 


Thunder, First Apparition: an armed Head. 
Mach, Tell me, thou unknown power,— 
First Witch. He knows thy thought : 

Hear his speech, but say thou nought. 70 
Hirst App. Macbeth! Macbeth! Macbeth! 

beware Macduff’; 

Beware the thane of Fife. Dismissme. Enough. 

(Descends. 
Macb, Whate’er thou art, for thy good 
caution, thanks ; 

Thou hast harp’d my fear aright; but one word 


more,— 
First Witch. He will not be commanded: 
here’s another, 
More potent than the first. 


Thunder. Second Apparition: a bloody Child. 
Sec. App. Macbeth! Macbeth! Macbeth! 
Macb. three ears, I*ld hear thee. 

Sec. App. Be bloody, bold, and resolute ; 

Tie laugh to scorn 


wer of man, for none of woman born 8 
Shall harm Macbeth, (Descends. 


60 


Mach, Thence Meech fir ROkeareH sth ioe ee 
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t yet J.’ll make assurance double sure, 
ate a bond of fate: thou shalt not live; 
That 1 may tell pale-hearted fear it lies, 

And sleep in spite of thunder. 


Thunder. Third Apparition : a Child crowned, 
with a tree in his hand. 


i What is this 
That rises like the issue of a king, 
And wears upon his baby-brow the round 
And top of sovereignty ? 
All. Listen, but speak not to’t. 
Third App. Be lion-mettled, proud; and 
take no care ‘ 90 
Who chafes, who frets, or where conspirers are: 
Macbeth shall never vanquish’d be until 
Great Birnam wood to high Dunsinane hill 
Shall come against him. ss [Descends. 
Macb. That will never be; 
Who can impress the forest, bid the tree 
Unfix his earth-bound root? Sweet bodements! 


‘ood ! 

Rebellion’s head, rise never till the wood 
Birnam rise, and our high-placed Macbeth 
Shall live the lease of nature, pay his breath 
To time and mortal custom. Yet my heart roo 
Throbs to know one thing; tell me, if your art 
Can tell so much: shall Banquo’s issue ever 
Reign in this kingdom? 

dl : k to know no more. 


All. See 
Mach. I will be satisfied: deny me this, 
And an eternal curse fall on you! Let me 


now. 
Why sinks that cauldron? and what noise is 
this? [Hautboys. 
First Witch. Show! 
Sec. Witch. Show! 


Third Witch.. Show! 
All. Show his eyes, and grieve his heart ; 
Come like shadows, so depart ! III 


A show of Hight Kings, the last with a glass 
in hishand; Banquo's Ghost following. 
Macb. hou art too like the spirit of Banquo; 
lown 
Thy crown does sear mine eye-balls. And thy 
air 
Thou other gold-bound brow, is like the first. 
A third is like the former. Filthy hags ! 
Why do you show me this? A fourth! Start, 


eyes! : 
What, will the line stretch out to the crack of 
doom? : “ 
Another yet! A seventh! I'll see no more: 
And yet the eighth appears, who bears a glass 
Which shows me many more; and some I see 
That two-fold balls an treble sceptres carry : 
Horrible sight! Now, I see, ’tis true ; 
For the blood-bolter’d Banquo smiles upon me, 
And Doints at them for his. [Appuritions 
vanish.] What, is this so? 

First Witch. Ay, sir, all this is so: but why 
Stands Macbeth thus amazedly ? 
Come, sisters, cheer we up his sprites, 
And show the best of our delights : 
I'll charm the air to give a sound, 
tic round ; 


me 130 
great king may kindly say, 


et 





Sonne 1] 


duties did his welcome pay. 
Ou [Music. The Witches dance, and then 
vanish, with Hecate. 
Macb. Where are they? Gone? Let this 
pernicious hour 3 
Stand aye accursed in the calendar! 
Come in, without there! 


Enter LENNOX. 


Len. What’s your grace’s will? 
Macb. Saw you the weird sisters? 
Len. No, my lord. 
‘Macb. Came they not by you? 
Len. No, indeed, my lord. 
Macb. Infected be the air whereon they ride; 
And damn’d all those that trust them! I did 


hear 
The galloping of horse: who was’t came by? 
Len. ‘Lis two or three, my lord, that bring 
you word 14t 
Macduff is fled to England. 
Macb. Fled to England! 
Len. af my good lord. | 
Dfacb. ‘Time, thou anticipatest my dread 
exploits : . 
The flighty purpose never is o’ertook, 
Unless the deed go with it: from this moment 
The very firstlings of my heart shall be 
The firstlings of my hand. And even now, 
To crown my thoughts with acts, be it thought 


and done: u 
The castle of Macduff I will surprise ; 150 
Seize upon Irife; give to the edge o’ the swor 
His wife, his babes, and all unfortunate souls 
That trace him in his line. No boasting like a 


‘ool : 
This deed Ill do before this purpose cool. 
But no more sights !—Where are these gentle- 


men? 
Come, bring me where they are. [Exeunt. 


Sonne I. Fife. Macduff’s castle. 
Enter Lapy Macpurr, her Son, and Ross. 


ZL. Macd. What had he done, to make him 
fly the land? 
ss, You must have patience, madam. 
LL. Macd. He had none: 
His flight was madness: when our actions do 


not, 
Our fears do make us traitors. 
088, You know not 
Whether it was his wisdom or his fear. 
. Macd. Wisdom! to leave his wife, to 
. leave his babes, 
ig mansion and his titles in a place 
rom whence himself does fly? He loves us 


not; 

He wants the natural touch : for the poor wren, 
Che most diminutive of birds, will fight, 10 
Ler young ones in her nest, against the owl. 

iu is the fear and nothing is the love; 

As little ig the wisdom, where the flight 

80 puns against all reason. 

88, 


I . My dearest coz, 
Pray you, school yourself: but for your 
usband, 


He is noble, wise, futicbKashas Reece | 
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The fits o' the season. I dare not speak much 
further ; 
But cruel are the times, when we are traitors 
‘And do not know ourselves, when we hold 
rumour 
From what we fear, yet know not what we fear, 
But float upon a wild and violent sea ar 
Each way and move. I take my leave of you: 
Shall not be long but I'll be here again: 
Things at the worst will cease, or else climb 
upward 
To what they were before. My pretty cousin, 
Blessing upon you! 
i Macd. Yather'd heis, and yet he’s father- 
ess. 
Ross. Iam so much a fool, should I stay 


Jonger, . 

It would be my disgrace and your discomfort : 

I take my leave at once. Tacit. 
I. Macd. | Sirrah, your father’s dead: 30 

Hae ae will you do now? How will you 

ive 

._ As birds do, mother. 

DL. Macd. What, with worms and flies? 

Son. With what I get, 1 mean; and so do 


they. 
LZ. Macd. Poor bird! thou’ldst never fear 
the net nor lime, 
The pitfall nor the gin. e 

Son. Why should I, mother? Poor birds 

they are not set for. i 
My father is not dead, for all your saying. 

L. Macd. Yes, he is dead: how wilt thou do 

forafather? 

Son. Nay, how will you do for a husband? 

L. Macd.. Why, I can buy me twenty at 

any market. i 
Son. Then you'll buy ’em to sell again. | 
L. Macd. Thou speak’st with all thy wit; 
and yet, i’ faith, 
With wit enough for thee. _ 

Son. Was my father a traitor, mother? 

LL. Macd. Ay, that he was. 

Son. What is a traitor? : 

LT. Macd. Why, one that swears and lies. 

Son. And be all traitors that do so? 

L. Macd. Ivery one that does so is a traitor, 
and must be hanged. 50 

Son. And must they all be hanged that 
swear and lie? 

LL. Macd. Every one. 

‘Son. Who must hang them? 

L. Macd. Why, the honest men. 

Son. Then the liars and swearers are fools, 
for there are liars and swearers enow to beat 
the honest men and hang up them. 

L. Macd. Now, God help thee, poor monkey ! 
But how wilt thou do for a father? 60 

‘Son. Ifhe were dead, you’ld weep for him: 
if you would not, it were a good sign that I 
should quickly have a new father. 

L. Macd. Poor prattler, how thou talk’st ! 


Enter a Messenger. 
Mess. Bless you, fair dame! I am not to 
you known, 
Though in your state of honour I am perfect. 
Tttlutdhs Bogitzéchbyr d@angptoach you nearly; 


854 


If you will take a homely man’s advice, 
Be not found here ; hence, with your little ones. 
To fright you thus, methinks, I am too savage; 
To do worse to you were fell cruelty, qr 
Which is too nigh your person. ‘Heaven pre- 
serve you! ¢ 
T dare abide no longer. Exit. 
L. Macd. Whither should I fly? 
Ihave done no harm. But I remember now 
Lam in this earthly world; where to do harm 
Is often laudable, to do good sometime 
Accounted dangerous folly: why then, alas, 
Do I put up that womanly defence, 
To say I have done no harm? 


Enter Murderers. 

‘ What are these faces? 
First Mur. Where is your husband? 80 
LL. Macd. I hope, in no place so unsanctified 

Where such as thou mayst find him. . 
First Mur. He’s a traitor. 
Son. Thou liest, thou shag-haird villain ! 
First Mur. What, you ege! 

[Stabbing him. 


! 
‘He has kill’d me, mother ; 
ray you! ¢ ies. 
dy Maciay, crying ‘Murder !” 
Exeunt Murderers, following her. 


Scene I. England. Before the King’s 
palace. 


Young fry of treache 
Son. 
Run away, I 
[Eat 


Enter Matcorm and Macpvurr. 


Mal. Let us seek out some desolate shade, | 


and there 
Weep our sad bosoms empty. 

Maced. Let us rather 
Hold fast the mortal sword, and like good men 
Bestride our down-fall’n birthdom: each new 

morn 
New widows howl, new orphans cry, new 
_SOIrOws 
Strike heaven on the face, that it resounds 
As if it felt with Scotland and yell’d out 
ae syllable of Cus, aca eat 
al. 3 a ieve I'll wail, 
What know believe, and what I can redress, 
As I shall find the time to friend, I will. 10 
What you have spoke, it may be so perchance, 


This tyrant, whose sole name blisters our | I 


tongues, 
Was once thought honest: you have loved him | Yi 


well; 
He hath not touch’d you yet. [amyoung; but 
something 


You may deserve of him through me, and | Th 


liom 
To offer up a weak poor innocent lamb 
os Dpease an angry god. 
i ee Iam not treacherous. 
a. 


A good and virtuous nature may recoil 
In gudaperal charge. But I shall crave your 
lon ; 
That which you are my thoughts canno' 
pose: 
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Angels are bright still, though the brightest 
fell: 

Though all things foul would wear the brows of 


grace, 
Yet grace must still look so. 
acd. T have lost my hopes, 
Mal. Perchance even there where I did End 
my doubts. é 
Why in that rawness left you wife and child, 
Those precious motives, those strong knots of 


ove, i 
Without leaye-taking? I pray you, 
Let not my jealousies be your dishonours, 
But mine own safeties. You may be rightly 


just, t 30 
Whatever I shall think. 

Maced. Bleed, bleed, poor country ! 
Great tyranny! lay thou thy basis sure, 
For goodness dare not check thee: wear thou 

thy wrongs ; 

The title is affeer'd! Fare thee well, lord: 
I would not be the villain that thou think’st 
For the whole space that’s in the tyrant’s grasp, 
And the rich East to boot. 

Mal. : Be not offended : 
I speak not as in absolute fear of you. 
I think our country sinks beneath the yoke ; 
It weeps, it bleeds; and each new day a gash 40 
Js added to her wounds: I think withal 
There would be hands uplifted in my right; 
And here from gracious England have I offer 
Of goodly thousands: but, for all this, 
When I shall tread upon the tyrant’s head, 
Or wear it on my sword, yet my poor country 
Shall have more vices than it had before, 
Lore suffer and more sundry ways than ever, 
By hit that shall succeed. 

Macd. What should he be? 

dal. It is myself I mean: in whom I know 
All the particulars of vice so grafted L 
That, when they shall be open’d, black Macbeth 
Will seem as pure as snow, and the poor state 
Esteem him as a lamb, being compared 
With my confineless harms. 

Macd. Not in the legions 
Of horrid hell can come a devil more damn’d 
In evils to top Macheth. 

Mal, ne I grant him bloody, 
Luxurious, avaricious, false, deceitful, 

Sudden, malicious, smacking of every sin 
That has a name: but there’sno bottom, none, 
N my voluptuousness: your wives, your 
daughters, 6r 
Our matrons and your maids, could not fill up 
The cistern of my lust, and my desire 
All continent impediments would o’erbear 
t did oppose my will : better Macbeth 
‘an such an one to reign. 
I acd. joundless intemperance 
Heaney Capaneg ore ea a 
emptying of the happy throne 
And fall of many ines, But fear not yet 


‘© take upon you what is yours: youmay 70 
Gonvey your Pleasures in a spacious plenty, 
ves seem cold, the time you may so hood- 
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That vulture in you, to devour so many 
will to greatness dedicate themselves, 
Finding it so inclined. ‘ 
Mal. With this there grows 
In my most ill-composed affection suc 
‘A stanchless avarice that, were I king, 
{should cut off the nobles for their Jands, 
Desire his jewels and this other's house: 80 
‘And my more-having would be as a sauce 
To make me hunger more; that I should forge 
Quarrels unjust against the good and loyal, 
Destroying them for wealth. 
Dacd. 4 This avarice 
Sticks deeper, grows with more pernicious root 
Than summer-seeming lust, and it hath been 
The sword of our slain kings: yet do not fear; 
Scotland hath foisons to fill up your will, 
Of your mere own: all these are portable, 
With other graces weigh’d. 90 
Mal. But Ihave none: the king-becoming 
graces, 
As justice, verity, temperance, stableness, 
Bounty, perseverance, mercy, lowliness, 
Devotion, patience, courage, fortitude, 
Ihave no relish of them, ‘but abound 
In the division of each several crimes 
Acting uf many ways. Nay, had I power, I 
shou 
Pour the sweet mill: of concord into hell, 
Uproar the universal peace, confound 
All unity on earth. 
Macd. O Scotland, Scotland! 100 
Mal. Té such a one be fit to govern, speak: 
Tam as I have spoken. 
Macd. Fit to govern! 
No, not to live. _ nation miserable, 
With an untitled tyrant bloody-scepter’d, 
When shalt thou see thy wholesome days again, 
Since that the truest issue of thy throne 
By his own interdiction stands accursed, 
And does blaspheme his breed? Thy royal father 
UES) a most sainted king: the queen that bore 
hee, 
Oftener upon her knees than on her feet, r10 
Died every day she lived. Fare thee well! 
hese evils thou repeat’st upon thyself 
Have banish’d me from Scotland. O my breast, 
hy hope ends here! P 
Atal. Macduff, this noble passion, 
Child of integrity, hath from my soul | 
Wiped the black scruples, reconciled my 
thoughts ie 
'o thy good truth and honour. Devilish 
Macbeth 
By many of these trains hath sought to win me 
nto his power, and modest wisdom bplueks me 
from over-credulous haste: but God above x20 
T eal between thee and me! for even now 
ut myself to thy direction, and c 
nspeak mine own detraction, here abjure 
The taints and blames I laid upon myself, 
Or strangers to my nature. am yet 
vnknown to woman, never was forsworn, 
carcely have coveted what was mine own, 
i no time broke my faith, would not betray 
he devil to his fellow and delight 
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Was this upon myself: what I am truly, 
Ts thine and my poor country’s to command: 
Whither indeed, before thy here-ap) roach, 
Old Siward, with ten thousand ice men, 
Already ata point, was setting forth. 
Now we'll together; and the chance of good- 
ness 
Be like our warranted quarrel! 
silent ¢ 
Macd. Such welcome and unwelcome things 
_ at once 
*Tis hard to reconcile. 


Enter a Doctor. 


Mal, Well; more anon.—Comes the king 
forth, I pray you? 140 
aon ‘Ay, sir; there are a crew of wretched 
souls 
That stay his cure: their malady convinces 
The great assay of art; but at his touch— 
Such sanctity hath heaven given his hand— 
They presently amend. 7 

Mal. I thank you, doctor. [Hxit Doctor. 

‘Macd. Whats the disease he means? 

Mal. . _ ‘Tis call’d the evil: 
A most miraculous work in this good kings 
Which often, since my here-remain in England, 
[have seen him do. How he solicits heayen, 
Himself best knows: but strangely-visited 
150 


Why are you 


beople, BG 

Allswoln and ulcerous, pitiful to the eye, 

The mere dese of surgery, he cures, 

Hanging a golden stamp about their necks, 

Put on with holy prayers : and tis spoken, 

To the succeeding royalty he leaves _ 

The healing benediction. With this strange 
virtue, - 

He hath a heavenly gift of prophecy, 

And sundry Dlessings hang about his throne, 

That speak him full of grace. ‘ 


Enter Ross. 
Macd. See, who comes here? 
Mal. My countryman ; but yet I know him 


not. 160 
Maced. My ever-gentlecousin, welcome hither. 
Mal. Iknowhim now. Good God, betime: 


remove 
The'means that makes us strangers! __ 
Ross. _, Sir, amen. 
Macd. Stands Scotland where it did? 
Ross. 0 f las, poor country ! 
‘Almost afraid to know itself. It cannot 
Be call’d our mother, but our grave; where 
nothing, —s: . 
But who knows nothing, is once seen to smile; 
Where sighs and groans and shrieks that ren 
the air g 
Are made, not mark’d; where violent sorrow 
seems 
‘A modern ecstasy: the dead man’s knell 170 
Is phere scarce ask'd for who; and good men’s 
ives 
Expire before the flowers in their caps, 
Dying or ere they sicken. 
O, relation 


Maced. 
FARE SiR Peas otnine newest grief? 
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Ross. That of an hour’s age doth hiss the] Did you say all? Ohell-kite! All? 
































speaker: What, all my pretty chickens and their dam 
Each minute teems a new one. S Atone fell swoop? _ 
Macd. How does my wife?|} JAZal. Dispute it like a man. 
Ross._ Why, well. Macd. ; I shall do so; 220 
Macd. And all my children? But I must also feel it as a man: 
Ross. Well too. | I cannot but remember such things were, 
Macd. The tyrant has not batter’d at their} That were most precious to me. Did heaven 
peace? look on, 


Ross. No; they were well at peace when 
Ididleave’em. 
Macd. Be not a niggard of your speech: 
how Gass tb? 7 180 
Ross. When I came hither to transport the 
tidings, 2 
Which I have heavily borne, there ran a rumour 
Of many worthy fellows that were out ; 
Which was to my belief witness’d the rather, 
For that I saw the tyrant’s power a-foot : 
Now is the time of help; your eye in Scotland 
Would create soldiers, make our women fight, 
To doff their dire distresses. . i 
al. : F Be’t their comfort 
We are. coming thither : eecione England hath 
Lent us good Siward and ten thousand men; 
An older and a better soldier none 191 
That Christendom gives out. 

Ross. . ., Would I could answer 
This comfort with the like! But Ihave words 
That would be howl'd out in the desert air, 
Where hearing should not latch them. 


And wouldnot take their part? Sinful Macduff, 
They were all struck for thee! naught that I 


am, 

Not for their own demerits, but for mine, 

Fell slaughter on their souls. Heaven rest 
them now! 

Mal. Be this the whetstone of your sword: 

let grief 
Convert to anger; blunt not the heart, enrage it. 
Macd. O, I could play the woman with 
mine eyes — 230 
And braggart with my tongue! But, gentle 
heavens, | i 
Cut short all intermission ; front to front 
Bring thou this fiend of Scotland and myself ; 
Within my sword’s length set him ; if he scape, 
Heaven forgive him too! 

Mal. ___ This tune goes manly. 
Come, go we to the king; our power is ready ; 
Our Jack is nothing but our leave: Macbeth 
Is ripe for shaking, and the powers above 
Put on their instruments. Receive what cheer 


Macd. _ ,, What concern they? you may: 
The general cause? or is it a fee-grief The night is long that never finds the day. 240 
Due to some single breast? [Exeunt. 
a HOS ‘ N @ rai eis honest 

ut in it shares some woe; though the main part 
eye to you COS ‘e ee ACT Y. 

acd, it be mine, ' 3 " i 

Keep it not from me, quickly let me hayeit. 200 SOENE I. anaes panetecroom: uvethe 


Ross. Let not your ears despise my tongue 
for ever, Z 
Which shall possess them with the Reaviest 


soun 
That ever yet they heard. 


Enter a Doctor of Physic and a 
Waiting-Gentlewoman. 


‘ Doct. I have two nights watched with you, 

Macd. Hum! I guess atit. | but i i 1 

sree on castle is surprised: your wife ban perceive no tut be 
and babes 


Gent. Since his majesty went into the field, 
T have seen her rise from her bed, throw her 
nightgown upon her, unlock her closet, take 
forth paper, fold it, write upon’t, read it, after- 


Savagely slaughter’d: to relate the manner, 
Were, on the quarry of these murder’d deer, 
To add the death o you. 


whafman ne'er pall you ear tet oon this when a oot fa cee bo bed; vovall 
eis) ae words: the grief that does not reacive at once the not of sleep, rad de the 
poe the lenfrught heart and bids it| besides hee walking and oir actual performs 
piaee. My children ee es eee say a = ry aes ee you heard her 
STR corer sa are 
M pute kill’'d Bots ee you should a me: and ’tis most ne 
tee dake us medicines of peeps aie no witness to confina ery eae seat La 
‘To cure this deadly grief. 


: 7 Enter Lapy Ma : _ 
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le comes! This is her very 
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uise ; and, upon my life, fast asleep. Observe Scene IL. The country near Dunsinane. 


her; stand close, 

Doct. How came she by that light? 

Gent. Why, it stood by her: she has light 
by her continually ; ’tis her command. 

Doct. You see, her eyes are open. 

Gent. Ay, but their sense is shut. 

Doct. What is it she does now? Look, how 
she rubs her hands. ¥ : 3x 

Gent. It is an accustomed action with her, 
to seem thus washing her hands: I have known 
her continue in this a quarter of an hour, 

Lady M, Yethere’saspot. _ 

Doct. Hark! she speaks: I will set down 
what comes from her, to satisfy my remem- 
brance the more strongly. 

Lady M. Out, damned spot! out, I say!— 
One: two: why, then ’tis time to do’t.—Hell 
is murky!—Fie, my lord, fie! a soldier, and 
afeard? What need we fear who Imows it, 
when none can call our power to account ?— 
Yet who would have thought the old man to 
haye had so much blood in him. 

Doct. Do you mark that? £ 

Lady M. The thane of Fife had a wife: 
where is she now?—What, will these hands 
ne'er be clean?—No more o’ that, my lord, no 
more o’ that: you mar all with this starting. 50 

Doct. Go to, go to; you have known what 
you should not. 

Gent. She has spoke what she should not, 
i am sure of that: heayen knows what she has 
known. : 

Lady M. Here’s the smell of the blood still: 
all the perfumes of Arabia will not sweeten 
this little hand. Oh, oh, oh! Z 

Doct. What a sigh is there! The heart is 
sorely charged. : 

Gent. I would not have such a heart in my 
*bosom for the dignity of the whole body. 

Doct. Well, well, well,— 

Gent. Pray God it be, sir. G 

Doct. This disease is beyond my practice : 
yet [have known those which have walked in 
their sleep who have died holily in their beds. 

Lady M. Wash your hands, put on your 
nightgown ; look not so pale.—I tell you yet 
again, Banquo’s buried ; he cannot come out 
ons graye. 7 

Doct. Even so? 

Lady M. To bed, to bed! there’s knocking 
at the gate: come, come, come, come, give me 
Your hand. What’s done cannot be undone.— 
{o bed, to bed, to bed! [Exit. 

Doct. Will she go now to bed? 

Gent. Directly. 

Doct. Foul whisperings are abroad: un- 
D natural deeds i 
ne breed unnatural troubles : infected minds 80 
a. their deaf pillows will discharge their secrets : 

fore needs she the divine than the physician. 

od, God forgive us all! ‘Look after her; 

‘Move from her the means of all annoyance, 
Hye still keep eyes upon her. So, good night : 
I yinind she has mated, and amazed my sight. 

think, but dare not speak. 
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Drum and colowrs. Enter MENTEITH, CAITH- 
Ness, ANGUS, LENNOX, and Soldiers. 
Ment. The English power is near, led on by 
_ Malcolm, 
His uncle Siward and the good Macduff: 
Revenges burn in them ; for their dear causes 
Would to the bleeding and the grim alarm. 
Excite the mortified man. E 
Ang. Near Birnam wood 
Shall we well meet them; that way are they 
coming. 
Caith. Who knows if Donalbain be with his 
brother? 
Len. For certain, sir, he is not: I have 


a file 
Of all the gentry : there is Siward’s son, 
And many unrough youths that even now 10 
Protest their first of manhood. 
Ment. ___ What does the tyrant? 
Caith, Great Dunsinance he strongly fortifies : 
Some say he’s mad: others that lesser hate 


him, 

Do call it valiant fury: but, for certain, 
He cannot buckle his distemper’d cause 
Within the belt of rule, 

Ang. _ Now does he feel 
His secret murders sticking on his hands ; 
Now minutely revolts upbraid his faith-breach ; 
Those he commands move only in command, 
Nothing in love: now does he feel his title 20 
Hang loose about him, like a giant’s robe 
Upon a dwarfish thief. 

Ment. Who then shall blame 
His pester’d senses to recoil and start, 
When all that is within him does condemn 


60 | Itself for being there? 


Caith, Well, march we on, 
To give obedience where ’tis truly owed : 
Meet we the medicine of the sickly weal, 
And with him pour we in our country’s purge 
Each drop of us. r 

Len. Or so much as it needs, 
To dew the sovereign flower and drown the 

weeds. . 30 

Make we our march towards Birnam. A 
[Exeunt, marching. 


Scene II. Dunsinane. A room in the 
castle. 


Enter MacseETH, Doctor, and Attendants. 
Macb. Bring me no more reports; let them 


Till nae wood remove to Dunsinane, 

I cannot taint with fear. What’s the boy 
Malcolm? a 

Was he not born of woman? The spirits that 
know 

All mortal consequences have pronounced me 


thus: 
‘Fear not, Macbeth; no man that’s born of 
woman 
Shall e’er have power upon thee.’ Then fly, 
e 


one hates lishtepieures\ 
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MACBETH 


[Act v 


Shall never sag with doubt nor shake with fear. | What rhubarb, senna, or what purgative drug, 


Enter a Servant. 
The devil damn thee black, thou cream-faced 
! 


oon! Ir 
Where got’st thou that goose look? 
Serv. There is ten thousand— eat 
Afacb. Geese, villain? 
Serv. Soldiers, sir. 
-Macb. Go, prick thy face, and over-red thy 


fear, 
Thou uly vera boy. What soldiers, patch? 
Death of thy soul! those linen cheeks of thine 
Are counsellors to fear. What soldiers, whey- 
‘ace 
Serv. The ep listy force, so please you. 
Macb. Take thy face hence. [Erit Servant. 
Seyton !—I am sick at heart, 
When I behold—Seyton, I say !—This push 20 
‘Will cheer me ever, or disseat me now. 
J have lived long enough: my way of life 
Is fall’n into the sear, the yellow leaf ; 
And that which should accompany old agi 
As honour, love, obedience, troops of friends, 
I must not look to have; but, in their stead, 
Clie 13 Joud but deep, mouth-honour, 
reath, 
Which the poor heart would fain deny, and 
dare not. 
Seyton! 


Enter SEYTON. 


Soy. What is your gracious pleasure? 
Mach, hat news more? 30 
Sey. All is confirm’d, my lord, which was 


reported. : 
Macb. a ay fight till from my bones my flesh 
e hack’d. 
Give me my armours hae 
ey. *Tis not needed yet. 
Macb. I'll put it on. | 3 
Send out moe horses; skirr the country round; 
Hang those that talk of fear. Give me mine 
armour, 
Bo does your patient, doctor! i 4 
oct. : ot so sick, my lord, 
As she is troubled with thick-coming fancions 
That keep her from her rest 
Macb. ae Cure her of that. 
Canst thou not minister to a mind diseased, 40 
Pluck from the memory a rooted sorrow, 
Raze out the written troubles of the brain 
And with some sweet oblivious antidote 
Cleanse the stuff’d bosom of that perilous stuff 
Which weighs upon the heart? 
Doct. Therein the patient 
Must minister to himself, 
Moos Throw physic to the dogs; I’ll none 
of it. 
Come, put mine armour on; give me my staff. 


Seyton, send out. Doctor, the thanes fly from | T! 


me, 
Come, sir, dispatch. If thou couldst, doctor, 
cas! 


= 50 
‘The water of my land, find her disease, 

And purge it to a sound and pristine health, 

i would applaud, thee to the very echo. 

That sho é 


ould scour these English hence? Hear’st thou 
of them? 
Doct. Ay, my good lord; your royal prepara- 


ion 
Makes ushear something. 
‘ach. F Bring it after me. 
I will not be afraid of death and bane, 
Till Birnam forest come to Dunsinane. 60 
Doct. [Aside] Were I from Dunsinane away 


and clear, 
Profit again should hardly draw me here. 
[Exceunt, 


SornE IV. Country near Birnam wood. 


Drum and colow's. Enter Ma.coum, old 
SrwarD_ and his Son, Macpurr, Men- 
TEITH, CAITHNESS, ANGUS, LENNOX, Ross, 
and Soldiers, marching. 


AA Cousins, I hope the days are near at 


han 
That chambers will be safe. 
Ment. ._ ,,.We doubt it nothing. 
Siw. What wood is this before us? 
Ment. The wood of Birnam. 
Mat. Let every soldier hew him down a 


boug! 
And bear’t before him: thereby shall we 
shadow ( 
The numbers of our host and make discovery 
Err in report of us. 
‘oldter's. It shall be done. ' 
Siw. We learn no other but the confident 
tyrant | ‘ 
Keeps still in Dunsinane, and will endure 
Our setting down before’t. 2 
Mal. *Tis his main hope: 10 
For where there is advantage to be given, 


Both more and less have given him the revolt, * 


And none serve with him but constrained 


things 
Whose hearts are absent too. 

Maca. Let our just censures 
Attend the true event, and put we on 
Industrious soldiership. 

Siw, _ The time approaches 
That will with due decision make us know 
What we shall say we haye and what we owe. 
Thoughts speculative their unsure hopes relate, 

ut certain issue strokes must arbitrate: 20 
Towards which advance the war. 


[Exeunt, marching. 


ScENE V. Dunsinane. Within the castle. 
Enter Macnrru, Srrron, and Soldiers, with 
drum and colours. 


Mach. Hang o tt 
ard wale ut our banners on the ou 


W Ss; 
he is still ‘ $ ’ 
wwaensth still “They come:’ our castle's 
1 augh a siege to scorn: here let them lie 
ww amine and the ague eat them up: 
ey not forced with those that should be 


rs, 
ho, We mij : 
SPDBRIO Rash Nbo cron Insti ue ZE>PeCUNgoHereful, beard to 


ae 





Scenz v] 


And beat them backward home. 
(A ery of women within. 


MACBETH 
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Scene VL Dunsinane. Before the castle, 


What is that noise?| Dyrwm and colours. Enter Macous, old 


Sey. Itis the cry of women, my good lord. 
De 


il a 

Mach: I have almost forgot the taste of 
ears: 

The time has been, my senses would have 


0. 

To hear a night-shriek; and my fell of hair 

Would at a dismal treatise rouse and stir 

As life were in’t: I have supp full with 
horrors; |. 

Direness, familiar to my slaughterous thoughts, 

Cannot once start me. 


Re-enter SEYTON. 


Wherefore was that cry? 

Sey. The queen, my lord, is dead. 

Macb. She should ave died hereafter ; 
There would have been a time for such a word. 
To-morrow, and to-morrow, and to-morrow, 
Creeps in this petty pace from day today 20 
To the last syllable of recorded time, 

And all our yesterdays have lighted fools 

The way to dusty death. Out, out, brief candle! 
Life’s but a walking shadow, a poor player 
That struts and frets his hour upon the stage 
And then is heard no more: it 1s a tale 
Told by an idiot, full of sound and fury, 
Signifying nothing. 


Enter a Messenger. — 


Thou comest to use thy tongue; thy story 
quickly. 
ess, Gracious my lord, 
Tshould report that which {say I saw, 
But know not how to do it. : 
ach. ell, say, sir. 
Mess. As I did stand my watch upon the 


30 


al, 
Llook’d toward Birnam, and anon, methought, 
The wood began to move. | 
Mac. Liar and slave! 
Mess. Let me endure your wrath, if’t be 


not so: 
Within this three mile may you see it coming ; 
Say, a moving grove. 
Mach. If thou speak’st false, 
U on the next tree shalt thou hang alive, 
‘Till famine cling thee: if thy speech be sooth, 
I care not if thou dost for me as much. 4 
I pull in resolution, and begin 
To doubt the equivocation of the fiend 
That He like truth: ‘Fear not, till Birnam 
Woo 
Do come to Dunsinane:’ and now a wood 
Comes toward Dunsinane. Arm, arm, and out! 
If this which he avouches does appear, 
There is nor flying hence nor tarrying here. 
gin to be aweary of the sun, 
And wish the estate o’ the world were now un- 
. cone, 50 
Ring the alarum-bell! Blow, windi come, 


wraci ! 
At least we'll die with@eaganar RepEAEN Jn 


Siwarp, MacpuFF, and their Army, with 
boughs. 


Mal. Now near enough: your leavy screens 
throw down, 


| And show like those you are. You, worthy 


uncle, 7 
Shall, with my cousin, your right-noble son, 
Lead our first battle: worthy Macduff and we 
Shall take upon’s what else remains to do, 
According to our order. 
Sio. Fare you well. _ 
Do we but find the tyrant’s power to-night, 
Let us be beaten, if we cannot fight. 
Macd. Make all our trumpets speak; give 
them all breath, | 9 
Those clamorous harbingers of blood and death. 
[Exeunt. 


ScENE VIL. Another part of the field. 
Alarums. Enter MacBETH. 
Macb. They have tied me to a stake; I 


cannot fly, 
EEG. I must fight the course. What’s 


ie 
That was not born of woman? Such a one 
Aim I to fear, or none. 


Enter young Stwarv. 


Yo. Siw. What is thy name? 
Macb. hou ‘lt be afraid to hear it. 
Yo. Siw. No; though thou call’st thyself a 
hotter name 
Than any is in hell. 
Mach. My name’s Macbeth. 
Yo. Siw. The devil himself could not pro- 
nounce a title 
More hateful to mine ear. 
Macb. No, nor more fearful. 
Yo. Siw. Thou liest, abhorred tyrant; with 


my sword 10 
Ill prove the lie thou speak’st. 

They fight and young Siward is slain. 
Mac. ., Zhou wast born of woman. 
But swords I smile at, weapons laugh to scorn, 

Brandish’d by man that’s of a woman born. 
[Ezit. 

Alarums. Enter MacpuFr. 


Macd. hat way the noise is. Tyrant, show 
thy face! : 
If thou be’st slain and with no stroke of mine, 
My ite and children’s ghosts will haunt me 
still. 
T cannot strike at wretched kerns, whose arms 
i to bear their staves: either thou, 


Or else my sword with an unbatter'd edge 
Isheathe again undeeded. There thou shouldst 


be; 
By this great clatter, one of greatest note 


pyteeeg im, fortune! 


cit, Alarms 
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Enter Matcoum and old SIWARD. 


Siw. This way, my lord; the castle’s gently 
render’d : % 
The tyrant’s people on both sides do fight ; 
The noble thanes do bravely in the war; 
The day almost itself professes yours, 
And little is to do. . 
Mal. We have met with foes 
That strike beside us. : 
Siw. Enter, sir, the castle. 29 
[Exeunt. Alarums. 


Scene VIII. Another part of the field. 
Enter Macsetu. 


Mat, a should I play the Roman fool, 
and die 
On mine own sword? whiles I see lives, the 


gashes 
Do better upon them. 


Enter Macvurs. 


Macd. Turn, hell-hound, turn! 

DMacb. Ofall men else I have avoided thee: 
But ect thee back; my soul is too much charged 
With blood of thine already. 

Macd.  . T have no words ; 
My voice is in my sword: thou bloodier villain 
Than terms can give thee out! [The; tages 

Bach. __, Lhou losest fa Ur : 
As easy many thou the intrenchant air 
wal hy een sword impress as make me 

eed + Io 
Let fall thy blade on vulnerable crests ; 
I bear a charmed life, which must not yield 
To one of woman born. ; 

Maced. Despair thy charm ; 
And let the angel whom thou still hast served 
Tell thee, Macduff was from his mother’s womb 
Untimely ripp’d. 

Mach. Accursed be that tongue that tells 

me so, 
For it hath cow’d my better part of man! 
And be these juggling tiends no more believed, 
That pale with us in a double sense ; 20 
That keep the word of promise to our ear, 
aul pee itto our hope. Ill not fight with 


thee, 

Macd. Then yield thee, coward, ? 
And live to be the show and gaze o’ the time: 
We'll have thee, as our rarer monsters are, 
Painted upon a pole, and underwrit, 

“Here may you sce the tyrant.’ ' 

Mach. I will not yield, 
To kiss the ground before young Malcolm’s 


feet, 
And to be baited with the rabble’s curse. 29 
Though Birnam wood be come to Dunsinane, 
And thou opposed, being of no woman born, 
Yet I will try the last. Betore my body 
I throw my warlike shield. Lay on, Macduff, 
And damn’d be him that first cries “Hold, 
enough!’ [zeunt, fighting. Alarums. 


MACBETH 


[Act v 


Retreat. Flourish. Enter, with drum and 
colours, MALCOLM, old SIWARD, Ross, the 
other Thanes, and Soldiers. 


Mal. Iwould the friends we miss were safe 
arrived. 
Siw. Some must go off: and yet, by these 


see, 
So great a day as this is cheaply bought. 
Mal. Macduff is missing, and your noble 
son. 
Ross. Your son, my lord, has paid a soldier's 


debt: 
He only lived but till he was a man ; 40 
The which no sooner had his OWE confirm’d 
In the unshrinking station where he fought, 
But like a man he died. : 
iw. Then he is dead? 
Ross. Ay, and brought off the field: your 
cause of sorrow 5 
Must not be measured by his worth, for then 
It hath no end. ' 
Sto. Had he his hurts before? 
Ross. Ay, on the front, 
Siw. Why then, God's soldier be he! 
Had Las many sons as I haye hairs, 
I would not wish them to a fairer death : 
And so, his knell is knoll’d. 
al. He’s worth more sorrow, 50 
And that I’ll spend for him. 
iw. He’s worth no more; 
They say he parted well, and paid his score : 
And so, God be with him! Here comes newer 
comfort. 


Re-enter MacnvrFr, with MAcBETH’S head. 


Macd. Hail, king! for so thou art: behold, 
where stands Saas 

The usurper’s cursed head : the time is free : 

I see thee compass’d with thy kingdom’s pearl, 

That speak my salutation in their minds; 

Whose voices I desire aloud with mine: 

Hail, King of Scotland! ‘i 
All. Hail, King of Scotland! [Flourish. 
Mal. We shall not spend a large expense of 

time 60 

Before we reckon with your several loves, 

And make us even with you. My thanes and 


nsmen, 
Henceforth be earls, the first that ever Scotland 
Insuchan honournamed. What’s more to do, 
Which would be planted newly with the time, 
As calling home our exiled friends abroad 
That fled the snares of watchful tyranny ; 
Producing forth the cruel ministers 
Of this dead butcher and his fiend-lile queen, 
Who, as ’tis thought, by self and violent hands 
poe off her life; this, and what needful else 
a pa calls upon us, by the grace of Grace, 
N e wall perform in measure, time and place: 
Wht anks to all at once and to each one, 

om we invite to see us crown'd at Scone. 

[Flourish Exeunt. 
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HAMLET, PRINCE OF 


DRAMATIS 


-CLAUDIUS, king of Denmark. 

HAMLET, son to the late, and nephew to 
the present king. 

Potonivs, lord chamberlain. 

Horat10, friend to Hamlet. 

‘LAERTES, son to Polonius. 

VOLTIMAND, 

CorNELIUS, 

ROSENORANTZ, 

GUILDENSTERN, 

Osrio, 

A Gentleman, 

a Priest. 

MaRcELLUS cs 

Brrnanno, f ficers. 

FRANCISCO, a soldier. 


courtiers. 


ACT L 
Scene I. Elsinore. A platform before the 
castle. 
FRANOISCcO at _his post. Enter to him 
BERNARDO. 


Ber. Who’s there? 

Fran. Nay, answer me: stand, and unfold 
yourself. 

Ber. Long live the king! 

Fran. Bernardo? 

Ber. He. 

ans You come most carefully upon your 

our. 

Ber. Tis now struck twelve; get thee to 
bed, Francisco. 

Fran. For this relief much thanks: ’tis 
bitter cold, 

And Tam sick’at heart. 
Ber. Have you had fault guard? | 
Fran. ot a mouse stirring. 10 
yee” Well, good night. 

you do meet Horatio and Marcellus, 

¢ rivals of my watch, bid them make haste. 

Fran. 1 think I hear them. Stand, ho! 
Who’s there? 


Enter Horatio and Manrce.uus. 
Hon. Friends to this ground. 
F ar, 3 And liegemen to the Dane. 
van. Give you pood night. 
Mar , farewell, honest soldier : 


CC DikeshminReagapnbedn 


dar, 
Who hath relieve 
Fran, 


DENMARK 


PERSONAS 


REYNALDO, servant to Polonius. 
Players. £ 

Two Clowns, grave-diggers. 
FortTInBRAS, prince of Norway. 
A Captain. 

English Ambassadors. 


GERTRUDE, queen of Denmark, and mother 
to Hamlet. 3 
OPHELIA, daughter to Polonius. 


Lords, Ladies, Officers, Soldiers, Sailors, Mes- 
sengers, and other Attendants. 


Ghost of Hamlet’s Father. 
Scene: Denmark. 


Give you good night. (Zxit, 


Mar. Holla! Bernardo! 


Ber. | 5 Say, 
What, is Horatio there? " 
or. A piece of him. 
Ber. Welcome, Horatio: welcome, good 
Marcellus. 


20 

Mar. What, has this thing appear'd again 

to-night? 4 

Ber. have seen nothing. 

Mar. Horatio says ’tis but our fantasy, 
And will not let belief take hold of him 
‘Touching this dreaded sight, twice seen of us: 
Therefore I have entreated him along 
With us to watch the minutes of this night ; 
That if again this apparition come, 

He may approve our eyes and speak to it. 

Hor. ‘Tush, tush, twill not appear. 

Ber. : Sit down awhile; 30 
And let us once again assail your cars, 

That are so fortified against our story 
What we have two nights seen. 

Hor. Well, sit we down, 
And let us hear Bernardo speak of this. 

Ber. Last night of all, 

Whee woud same star that’s westward from 
he pole | 
Had made his course to illume that part of 
_ heaven “ith on 4 
here now it burns, Marcellus an self, 
The bell then beating one,— a 


Enter Ghost. 
_Mar. Peace, break thee off; lo h i 
titutenrmigitzsid by eGangotri ee nnn 
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Gap In the same figure, like the king that’s 
lead - = 
Mar. Thou art a scholar; speak to it, 
Horatio. * = : 
Ber. Looks it not like the king? mark it, 
Horatio. : 
Hor. Most like: it harrows me with fear 
and wonder, 
Ber. It would bespoketo. * 
Mar. Question it, Horatio. 
Hor. What art thou that usurp’st this time 
of night, z 
Together with that fair and warlike form 
In which the majesty of buried Denmark 
Did eoniehines march? by heaven | charge thee, 
speak ! 
Mar, It is offended. 
Ber. 


See, it stalks away! 50 
Hor. Stay! speak, speak! I charge thee, 
speak! Z [Exit Ghost. 
Mar, 'Tis gone, and will not answer, 
‘ev. How now, Horatio! you tremble and 
look pale: 
Zs not this something more than fantasy? 
What think you on’t? } 5 
Bors Before my God, I might not this 
elieve 
Without the sensible and true avouch 
Of mine own eyes, — : : 
Mar, Is it not like the king? 
Hor. As thou art to thyself: 
Such was the very armour he had on 
When he the ambitious Norway combated ; 
So frown’d he once, when, in an angry parle, 
He smote the sledded Polacks on the ice, 
Tis Sane : 3 z 
Mar, Thus twice before, and jump at this 


lead hour, 
With martial stalk hath he gone by our watch. 
Hor. In what particular thought to work I 
know not; i 
But in the gross and scope of my opinion, 
This bodes some Strange eruption to our state. 
Mar. Good now, sit down, and tell me, he 
that knows, 70 
Why this same strict and most observant watch 
So nightly toils the subject of the land, 
And why such daily cast of brazen cannon, 
And foreign mart for implements of war ; 
Why auch impress of shipwrights, whose sore 
ele 


Sunday from the week ; 
ard, that this sweaty haste 


60 


Does not divide the 
What might be tow: 


Doth make the night joint-labourer with the 0. 


ay: 
Who is’t that can inform me? 
That canI; 
Our last king, 80 
ge even but now appear’d to us, 
as you know, by Fortinbras of N orway, 
to prick’d on by a most emulate pride, 

to the combat; in which our valiant 

Hamlet— 

For s0 this side of our known world esteem’d 


m— 
Did slay this Fortinbras; who, by a seal’d 


compact, 
‘Wellaied by, layand pest Research In 


or. 
At least, the whisper goes so. 
hose ima; 
Was, 
There 


HAMLET 


[Act x 


Did forfeit, with his life, all those his lands 
Which he Stood seized of, to the conqueror: 
Against the which, a moiety competent 
Was gaged by our king; which had return’d 
To the inheritance of Fortinbras, 
he been yanquisher; as, by the same 
covenant, ‘ es 
nd carriage of the article design’d, 
His fellto Hamlet. Now, sir, young 
Of unimproved mettle hot and full, 
Hath in the skirts of Norway here and there 
Shark’d up a list of lawless resolutes, 
For food and diet, to some enterprise 
That hath a stomach in’t; which is no other— 
As it doth well appear unto our state— or 
But to recover of us, by strong hand 
And terms compulsatory, those foresaid lands 
So by his father lost: and this, I take it, 
Ts the main motive of our preparations, 
The source of this our watch and the chief head 
Of this post-haste and romage in the land. 
Ber. Ithink it be no other but een so: 
Well may it sort that this portentous figure 
ants armed through our watch; so like the 
king : 110 
That was and is the question of these wars, 
Hor. A mote it is to trouble the mind’s eye. 
In the most high and palmy state of Rome, 
A little ere the mightiest Julius fell, 
The faves stood tenantless and the sheeted 


Did squeak and gibber in the Roman streets : 
TAs stars with trains of fire and dews of blood, 
Disasters in the sun; and the moist star 

Upon whose influence Neptune’s empire stands 
Was sick almost to doomsday with eclipse : 120 
And even the like Precurse of fierce events, 

As harbingers preceding still the fates 

And prologue to the omen comming on, 

Have heaven and earth together demonstrated 
and countrymen.— 


nto our climatures 
But soft, behold! Jo, where it comes again! 


Fortinbras, 


Re-enter Ghost. 


I'll cross it, though it blast me. 
thou hast any sound, or use 
Speake tome: 
If there be an: 
That may to t) 
. rae tome: 
nou art privy 
Which, happily, 
, Speak! 
Or if thou hast w 


Extorted treasw 
For which, thi 
leath, 


. Stay, illusion! 
of voice, 


good thing to be done, 
hee do ease and grace to me, 
[Cock crows. 
to thy country’s fate, 
foreknowing may avoid, 


Phoarded in thy life 
re in the womb of earth, & 
ley Say, you spirits oft walk in 


Speak of it: stay, and speak | Stop it, Marcellus. 
Mar. ShallT strike at it with my partisan ! 
KX Do, if it will not stand. ne 
*Tis here! 
’Tis here! 
._,, LExit Ghost. 
80 majestical, 
violence ; 
vulnerable, 


Ta@isieystmockery, 


130 


‘or. 
er. 
Hor. 
Mar. Tis gone} 


We do it wrong, bein 
To offer it the a ow of 


For it is, as the air, in 
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Scuxe 1] 
Ber. 


crew. 

Hor. And then it started like a guilty thing 
Upon a fearful summons. I have heard, 

The cock, that is the trumpet to the morn, 150 
Doth with his lofty and shrill-sounding throat 
Awake the god of day ; and, at his warning, 
Whether in sea or fire, in earth or air, 

The extravagant and erring spirit hies 

To his confine: and of the truth herein 

This present object made probation. 

Mar. It faded on the crowing of the cock. 
Some say that ever ’gainst that season comes 
Wherein our Saviour’s birth is celebrated, 

The bird of dawning singeth all night long: x60 
And then, they say, no spirit dare stir abroad ; 
The nights are wholesome; then no planets 
strike, 
No fairy takes, nor witch hath power to charm, 
So hallow’d and so gracious is the time. b 
Hor. So have I heard and do in part believe 


It was about to speak, when the cock 


it. 

But, look, the morn, in russet mantle clad, 
Walks o’er the dew of yon high eastward hill: 
Break we our watch up; and by my advice, 
Let us impart what we have seen to-night 
Unto young Hamlet; for, upon my life, 
This spirit, dumb to us, will speak to him, _ 
Do you consent we shall acquaint him with it, 
As needful in our loves, fitting our duty? | 

Mar, Let’s do’t, I pray; and I this morning 


170 


know 
Where we shall find him most conveniently. 
[Eeunt. 


Scmnz II, A room of state in the castle. 


Enter the Kine, QUEEN, HAMLET, PoLontus, 
Larrtes, VOLTIMAND, CORNELIUS, Lords, 
and Attendants, 


King. Though yet of Hamlet our dear bro- 
ther’s death " 
The memory be green, and that it us befitted 
To bear our hearts in grief and our whole 
Kingdom 
Lo be contracted in one brow of woe 
Yet so far hath discretion fought with nature 
That we with wisest sorrow think on him, 
Together with remembrance of ourselves. 
Therefore our sometime sister, now our queen, 
Lhe imperial jointress to this warlike state, 
ave we, as ’twere with a defeated joy,— 10 
With an auspicious and a dro: ping eye, 
With mirth in funeral and with dirge in 
marriage, : 
equal scale weighing delight and dole.— 
‘aken to wife: nor have we herein barr’d 
Your better wisdoms, which have freely gone 
With this affair along. For all, our thanks. 
ow follows, that you lmow, young Fortinbras, 
Golding a weak supposal of our worth, 
Or thinking by our late dear brother's death 
Qur atate to be disjoint and out of frame, 20 
Colleagued with the dream of his advantage, 
He hath not fail’d to pester us with message, 
Importing the surrender of those lands . 
Lost by his fathe@,QriiKelshoridsReideatch Insti 
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To our most valiant brother. So much for him. 

Now for ourself and for this time of meeting : 

‘Thus much the business is: we have here writ 

To Norway, uncle of young Fortinbras,— 

Who, impotent and bed-rid, scarcely hears 

Of this his nephew's purpose,—to suppress 30 

His further gait herein ; in that the levies, 

The lists and full proportions, are all made 

Out of his subject: and we here dispatch 

You, good Cornelius, and you, Voltamand, 

Yor bearers of this greeting to old Norway ; 

Giving to you no further personal power 

To business with the king, more than the scope 

Of these delated articles allow. 

Boreal) and let your haste commend your 
uty. 

Cor... In that and all things will we show’ 

Vol. our duty, 2 & 40 

King. We doubt it nothing: heartily fare- 

well. lee Voltimand and Cornelius. 
And now, Laertes, what’s the news with you? 
You told us of some suit; what is’t, Laertes? 
You cannot speak of reason to the Dane, 
And lose your yoice: what wouldst thou beg, 
Laertes, : 
That shall not be my offer, not thy asking? 
The head is not more native to the heart, 
The hand more instrumental to the mouth, 
Than is the throne of Denmark to thy father. 
What wouldst thou have, Laertes? 

Laer. My dread lord, 50 
Your leave and favour to return to France; 
From prhienice though willingly I came to Den- 

mark, 
To show my duty in your coronation, 
Yet now, I must confess, that duty done, 
My thoughts and wishes bend again toward 


France “ 
And bow them to your gracious leave and 
pardon. 
King. Have you your father’s leave? What 
says Polonius? 
Pol. He hath, my lord, wrung from me my 
slow leave 
a laboursome petition, and at last 
pon his will I seal’d my hard consent: 60 
I do beseech you, give him leave to go. 
ung Take thy fair hour, Laertes; time be 
hine, 


and thy best graces spend it at thy will! 
But now, my cousin Hamlet, and my son,— 
Ham. [Aside] A little more than kin, and 
less than kind. i 
King. How is it that the clouds still hang on 


you? 
‘am. Not so, my lord; I am too much i’ 
the sun. 
Queen. Good Hamlet, cast thy nighted 
colour off, 
And let thine eye look like a friend on Denmark. 
Do not for ever with thy vailed lids 7° 


Seek for thy noble father in the dust: 
pace know’st ’tis common; all that lives must 


e, 
| Passing through nature to eternity. 


Ham. Ay, madam, it is common. 


Re. : If it be, 
iihy Gisikaad-opeGangotrith thee? 
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Ham. Seems, madam! nay, it is; I know 
_ Nob ‘seems.’ — 
*Tis not alone my inky cloak, good mother, 
Nor customary suits of solemn black, 
Nor windy suspiration of forced breath, 
No, nor the fruitful river in the eye, 
Nor the dejected "haviour of the visage, 4 
Together with all forms, moods, shapes of grief, 
That can denote me truly: these indeed seem, 
For they are actions that a man might play S 
But I have that within which passeth show ; 
These but the trappings and the suits of woe. 
King. ’Tis sweet and commendable in your 
nature, Hamlet, " 
To give these mourning duties to your father : 
But, you must know, your father lost a father ; 
That father lost, lost his, and the survivor bound 
In filial obligation for some term 91 
To do obsequious sorrow : but to persever 
In obstinate condolement is a course F 
Of impious stubbornness ; ’tis unmanly grief; 
It shows n will most incorrect to heaven, 
A heart unfortified, a mind impatient, 
An understanding simple and unschool'd : 
For what we know must be and is as common 
As any the most vulgar thing to sense, 
hy should we in our peevish opposition roo 
Take it to heart? Fie! "tis a fault to heaven, 
A fault against the dead, a fault to nature. 
Lo reason most absurd; whose common theme 
Ts death of fathers, and who still hath cried, 
From the first corse till he that died to-day, 
‘This iat be so.’ We pray you, throw to 
earth 
This uoprerailing woe, and think of us 
As of a father; for let the world take note, 
You are the most immediate to our throne; 
And with no less nobility of love 110 
Than that which dearest father bears his son 
Do I impart toward you, For your intent 
In going back to school in Wittenberg, 
It is most retrograde to our desire: 
And we beseech you, bend you to remain 
Here, in the cheer and comfort of our eye, 
Our chiefest courtier, cousin, and our son. 
Queen. Let not thy mother lose her prayers, 
; Haralet oh 7 
pray thee, stay with us: go not to Wittenberg. 
Ham. I shall in all my best obey aan 
madam. : : 120 
King. Why, ’tis a loving and a fair Teply : 
Be as ourself in Denmark. Madam come} 
ani Bentle ag mn forcedl accord of Hamlet 
its smiling to my heart: in grace whereo! 
No jocund health that Denmark drinks to-day, 
But the great cannon to the clouds shall tell, 
And the king’s rouse the heavens shall bruit 


again, 
Re-speaking earthly thunder. Come away. 
_ [Exeunt all but Hamlet. 
mo O, that this too too solid flesh would 
me 


w and resolve itself into a dew! 
Or that the Everlasting had not fix'’d 
His canon’gainst self-slaughter! O God! God! 
How weary, stale, flat aA unprofitable, 
Seem to me all the uses of this world | 


80 


o 


130 
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That grows to seed; things rank and gross in 
nature i : 

Possessit merely. That it should come to this! 

But two months dead: nay, not so much, not 


two: 
So excellent a king; that was, to this, 139 
Hyperion to a satyr ; so loving to my mother 
That he might not beteem the winds of heaven 
Visit her face too roughly. Heaven and earth! 
Must [remember ? why, she would hang on him, 
As if increase of appetite had grown 
By what it fed on: and yet, within a month— 
Let me not think on’t—Frailty, thy name is 
woman !— 
A little month, or ere those shoes were old 
With which she follow’d my poor father’s body, 
Like Niobe, all tears :—why she, even she— 
O God! a beast, that wants discourse of reason, 
Would have mourn’d longer—married with my 


uncle, 151 
My father’s brother, but no more like my father 
Than I to Hercules: within a month : 
Ere yet the salt of most unrighteous tears 
Had left the flushing in her galled eyes, 
She married. ©, most wicked speed, to post 
With such dexterity to incestuous sheets ! 
It is not nor it cannot come to good : 
But break, my heart; for I must hold my 
tongue. 


Enter Horatio, MARoELus, and BERNARDO. 
Hor. Hail to your lordship! 
Hun. am glad to see you well: 160 
Horatio,—or I do forget myself. 
Hor. The same, my lord, and your poor 
servant ever. 
Ham. Sir, my good friend ; I'll change that 
name with you: x 
And what make you from Wittenberg, Horatio? 
Marcellus? 
Mar. My good lord— 
Ham. I'am very glad to see you. Good 


even, sir. 

But what, in faith, make you from Wittenberg? 
Hor. A truant disposition, good iny lord. 
Ham. I would not hear your enemy say SO, 

Nor shall you do mine ear that violence, ~ x71 

To make it truster of your own report 

Against yourself: I know you are no truant. 
ut what is your affair in Hsinore? 

We'll teach you to drink deep ere you depart, 
Hor. My lord, I came to see your father’s 

funeral. 
Ham. J pray thee, do not mock me, fellow- 
Tthinte ores her's wedd 
nn it was to see my mother's wedding. 
Hor. Indeed, my lord, it follow'd hard upon, 
Ham. Thrift, thrift, Horatio! the funeral 

Did raked furnish forth ; 

id co urnish forth the marriage tables. 

Would I had Met my dearest foe in heaven 

Or ever I had seen that day, Horatio! 

My father !—methinks I see my father. 

or. here, my Jord? : 
Ham. . In my mind’s eye, Horatio. 
Hor. Isawhim once ; he was a goodly lang. 
5 


GUIR or all in al 
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Hor. My lord, I think Isaw him yesternight. 
Ham. Saw? who? | 
Hor. My lord, the king your father. 
Ham. The king my father! 
Hor. Season your admiration for a while 
With an attent ear, till I may deliver, 
Upon the witness of these gentlemen, 
This marvel to you, 
Han. _ _ For God's love, let me hear. 
». Two nights together had these gentle- 
men, 
Marcellus and Bernardo, on their watch, 
Tn the dead vast and middle of the night, 
Been thus encounter'd. A figure like your 
father, | 
Armed at point exactly, cap-a-pe, 200 
Appears before ther, and with solemn march 
Goes slow and stately by them : thrice he walk’d 
By their oppress’d and fear-surprised eyes, 
Within lus truncheon’s length; whilst they, 
distill'd 
Almost to jelly with the act of fear, 
Stand dumb and speak not to him, This to me 
In dreadful secrecy impart they did; 
And I wa them the third night kept the 
watch : 
Where, as they had deliyer'd, both in time, 
Form of the thing, each word made true and 
good, | 210 
The apparition comes: I knew your father; 
These hands are not more like. 
Ham. But where was this? 
Mar. My lord, upon the platform where we 
wateh’d, r 
Ham. Did you not speak to it? 
Hor. My lord, I did; 
But answer made it none: yet once methought 
Jt lifted up it head and did address 
Itself to motion, like as it would speak; 
But even then the TAGES cock crew loud, 
d at the sound it shrunk in haste away, 
And yanish’d from our sight. 
Ham. ; Tis very strange. 220 
Hor, As I do live, my honour’d lord, ’tis 


true; 
* And we did think it writ down in our duty 


‘To let you know of it. 
Ham. Indeed, indeed, sirs, but this troubles 
Hold} Tain the watch to-night ? 
ars We do, my lord. 
Ham. Arm'd, say you? 
Har} Arm'd, my lord. 
Ham. From top to toe? 


Har My lord, from head to foot. 
Ham. Then saw you not his face? 


Hor. O, yes, my lord; he wore his beaver up. 
Ham. What, Took’d he frowningly ? 231 
Hor A countenance more in sorrow than 
_ in anger. 

Ham. Pale or red? 

Hor. Nay, very pale. 

And fix’d his eyes upon you? 
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It would have much amazed you. 

Ham. Very like, very like. Stay’d it long? 

Hor, While one with moderate haste might 
tell a hundred. 


ot Longer, longer. 
Hor. Not when ! saw’'t. 


Ham. His beard was grizzled,—no? 240 
How. It was, as J have seen it in his life, 
A sable silver'd. 
Han. I will watch to-night ; 
Perchance "twill walk again. it ett 
or. I warrant it will. 
Ham. Tf it assume my noble father’s person, 
I'll speak to it, though hell itself should gape 
And bid me hold my peace. J pray you all, 
If you have hitherto conceal'd this sight, 
Let it be tenable in your silence still; 
And whatsoever else shall hap tonight, 
Give it an understanding, but no tongue: 250 
I will requite your loves. So, fare you well: 
Upon the platform, ’twixt eleven and twelve, 
I'll visit you. 
All. Our duty to your honour, 
Ham. Your loves, as mine to you: farewell. 
_., [Bxeunt all but Hamlet. 
My father’s spirit in arms! all is not well; 
I doubt some foul play: would the night were 
come! Gas 
Till then sit still, my soul: foul deeds will rise, 
Though all the earth o’erwhelm them, to men’s 
eyes, Exit. 


Scene III. A room in Polonius’ house. 
Enter LAERTES and OPHELIA. 


Tea My necessaries are embark’d: fare- 
well : 
And, sister, as the winds give benefit 
And convoy is assistant, do not sleep, 
But let me hear from you. 
Oph. Do you doubt that? 
Laer. For Hamlet and the trifling of his 
favour, .. 5 
Hold it a fashion and a toy in blood, 
A violet in the youth of primy nature, _ 
Forward, not permanent, sweet, not lasting, 
‘fhe perfume and suppliance of a minute ; 
No more. : 
Oph. Nomorebutso? |, 
Laer. Think it no more: x0 
For nature, crescent, does not grow alone 
In thews and bulk, but, as this temple waxes, 
The inward service of the mind and soul 
Grows wide withal. Perhaps he loves you now, 
And now no soil nor cautel doth besmirch 
The virtue of his will: but you must fear, 
His greatness weigh’d, his will is not his own ; 
For he himself is pubic to his birth: 
He may not, as unvalued persons do, 
Carve for himself; for on his choice depends 20 
The safety and health of this whole state; 
And therefore must his choice be circumscribed 
Unto the voice and yielding of that body 
Whereof he is the head. ‘Chen if he says he 
loves you, 


Hor, Most constant! y. It fits your wisdom s0 far to believe it 
Ham. ~ Kadi: Rasearahuadtibisthe biditz edrHivwk@angaind place 
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May give his saying deed; which is no further 
Than the main voice of Denmark goes withal. 
Then weigh what loss your honour may sustain, 
If with too credent ear you list hissongs, 30 
Or lose your heart, or your chaste treasure open 
To his unmaster'd importunity. 
Fear it, Ophelia, fear it, my dear sister, 
And keep you in the rear of your affection, 
Out of the shot and danger of desire. 
The chariest maid is prodigal enough, 
If she unmask her beauty to the moon ; 
Virtue itself ’scapes not calumnious strokes : 
‘The canker galls the infants of the spring, 
Too oft before their buttons be disclosed, 
And in the morn and liquid dew of youth 
Contagious blastments are most imminent. 
Be wary then: best safety lies in fear: 
Youth to itself rebels, though none else near. 
Oph. I shall the eflect of this good lesson 


40 


keep 
‘As watchman to my heart. But, good my 
brother, ° 
© not, as some ungracious pastors do, 
Show me the steep and thorny way to heaven ; 
Whiles, like a putt’d and reckless libertine, 
Himself the primrose path of dalliance treads, 
And recks not his own rede. 
er. O, fear me not. 5: 
I stay too long: but here my father comes. 


Enter Potontus. 


A double blessing is a double grace ; 
Occasion smiles upon a second leave. 
Pol. Yet here, Laertes! aboard, aboard, for 
shame! : 
The wind sits in the shoulder of your sail, e 
And you are stay'd for. There; my blessing 
with thee! 
And these few precepts in thy memory 
See pitt character. Give thy thoughts no 
congue, 
Nor any unproportion’d thought his act. 60 
Be thou familiar, but by no means vulgar. 
nee pends thou hast, and their adoption 
ried, 
saute them to thy soul with hoops of steel ; 
But do not dull thy palin with entertainment 
Of each new-hatch’d, unfledged comrade. Be- 
ware 
Of entrance to a quarrel, but being in, 
Beart that the opposed may beware of thee, 
Give every man thy car, but few thy voice; 
- Take each man’s censure, but reserve thy judge- 
ment. 
Costly thy habit as thy purse can buy, 7° 
But not express’d in fancy; rich, not gaudy; 
For the apparel oft proclaims the man, 
And they in France of the best rank and station 
tT Are of amost select and Penerollg chief in that. 
Neither a borrower nor a lender be 3 
For loan oft loses both itself and friend, 
And borrowing dulls the edge of husbandry. 
This above all: to thine own self be true, 
And it must follow, as the night the day, 
hou canst not then be false to any man. 
Farewell: my blessing season this in thee ! 
Laer, Most humbly do I take my leaye, my 
lord. CC-0 Kashmir Research | 


Bo 
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Pol. ae time invites you ; go; yourservants 
tend. - 
Laer. Farewell, Ophelia; and remember 


wel 
What I have said to you. 
Oph. Tis in my memory lock’d, 
And. you yourself shall keep the key of it, 
Laer. Farewell. : ., LExit. 
Pol. Whatis’t, Ophelia, he hath said to you? 
Oph. So please you, something touching the 
Lord Hamlet. 
Pol. Marry, well bethought : 
Tis told me, he hath very oft of late 
Given private time to you; and you yourself 
Have of your audience been most free and 
bounteous: -, 
Tf it be so, as so ’tis put on me, 
And that in way of caution, I must tell you, 
You do not understand yourself so clearly 
As it behoves my daughter and your honour, 
What is between you? give me up the truth, 
Oph. He hath, my lord, of late made many 
tenders 
Of his affection to me. ‘ 100 
Pol. Affection! pooh! you speak like a green 


go 


Richie eet é - 
Unsifted in such perilous circumstance. 
Do you believe his tenders, as you call them? 
Oph iL do not know, my lord, what I should 
hink, 
ele Marry, I'll teach you: think yourself a 
Ady 5 
That you have ta’en these tenders for true pay, 
Mune h ae not sterling. Tender yourself more 
early; 
Or—not to crack the wind of the poor phrase, 
Running it thus—you ll tender me a fool. 
Oph. My lord, he hath importuned me with 
love 110 
In honourable fashion. 
Pol. Ay, fashion you may call it; go to, 


go to. 
Oph. And hath given countenance to his 
__ Speech, my lord, 
With almost al 1 the holy vows of heaven. 
Pol. Ay, springes to catch woodcocks. Ido 


ow, 
When the blood burns, how prodigal the soul 
Lends the tongue vows: these blazes, daughter, 
Giving more light than heat, extinct’in both, 
ven in their promise, as it is a-making, 119 
You must not take for fire. Irom this time 
Be somewhat scanter of your maiden presence; 
Sct your entreatinents af a higher rate 
Than a command to parley. For Lord Hamlet, 
Believe so much in him, that he is young, 
And with a larger tether may he walk 
Than may be given you: in few, Ophelia, 
Do not believe his vows ; for they are brokers, 
Not of that dye which their investments show, 
But mere implorators of unholy suits, 
reathing like sanctified and pious bawds, 130 
The better to beguile, This is for all : 
Iwould not, in plain terms, from this time forth, 
Have you so slander any moment leisure, 
na Fo give words or talk with the Lord Hamlet. 
x charge you: your ways. 
stithia, Drange Saget 


[Eceunt. 





ScENE IV] 


ScenE LV. Lhe platform. 


Enter Hamuet, Horatio, and Marcetius. 


Ham. Theair bites shrewdly ; it is very cold. 
Hor. It isa nipping and an eager air. 
‘Ham. Whathournow? | 
Hor. ue I think it lacks of twelve. 
‘Mar. No, itis struck. 
Hor, Indeed? Lheard it not: then it draws 
near the season P 
Wherein the spirit held his wont to walk. 
[A Nourish of trumpets, and ordnance 
shot off, within. 
What does this mean, ray lord? 
Ham. The king doth wake to-night and 
takes his rouse, ‘ 
Keeps essai and the swaggering up-spring 
reels ; 
And, as he drains his draughts of Rhenish down, 
The kettle-drum and trumpet thus bray out xr 
The triumph of his pledge. _ 
Hor. _ ,, Isita custom? 
Ham. Ay, marry, is’t: : 
But to my mind, though I am native here 
And to the manner born, it is a custom 
More honour'd in the breach than the obser- 


yance. 

This heavy-headed revel east and west | 
Makes us traduced and tax’d of other nations: 
They clepe us drunkards, and with swinish 


phrase 
Soil our addition ; and indeed it takes 20 
or ent achievements, though perform’d at 
eight, . 

The pith and marrow of our attribute. 
So, oft it chances in particular men, . 
That for some vicious mole of nature in them, 
As, in their birth—wherein they are not guilty, 
Since nature cannot choose his origin— 
By the o’ergrowth of some complexion, 
Oft breaking down the pales and forts of reason, 
Or by some habit that too much o’er-leavens 
The form of plausive manners, that these men, 
Carrying, I say, the stamp of one defect, 3r 
Being nature's livery, or fortune’s star,— 
Their virtues else—be they as pure as grace, 
As infinite as man may undergo— - 
Shall in the general censure take corruption 
From that particular fault: the dram of Teale 
Doth all the noble substance t of a doubt 
To his own scandal. ‘ 

on". Look, my lord, it comes! 


Enter Ghost. 
Ham. Angels and ministers of grace defend 


_ US 
Be thou a spirit of health or goblin damu’d, 40 
ring with thee airs from heaven or blasts from 


hell, 
Bo thy intents wicked or charitable, 
Thou comest in such a questionable Suane 
That I will speak to thee: Ill call thee Hamlet, 
King, father, royal Dane: O, answer me! 

{me not burst in ignorance; but tell 
Why thy canonized bones, hearsed in death, 
Mave burst their cerements; why the sepulchre, 
Wherein we saw@ t 


HAMLET 


ieshritiuRegearch Insti 


867 
Hath oped his ponderous and marble jaws, 50 
To cast thee up again. What may this mean. 
That thou, dead corse, again in complete steel 
Revisit’st thus the glimpses of the moon, 
Making night hideous; and we fools of nature 
So horridly to shake our disposition 
With thoughts beyond the reaches of oursouls? 
Say, why is this? wherefore? what should we 
lo? [Ghost beckons Hamlet. 
Hor. It beckons you to go away with it, 
As if it some impartment did desire 
To you alone. 3 
Mar. Look, with what courteous action 60 
It waves you to a more removed ground: 
But do not go with it. 
‘on. i No, by no means. 
Bane: It will not speak; then I will follow 
it. 
Do not, my lord. 
‘am. Why, what should be the fear? 
I do not set my life at a pin’s fee; 
And for my soul, what can it do to that, 
Being a thing immortal asitself? | 
It waves me forth again: I’ll follow it. 
Hor, nHY if it tempt you toward the flood, 
my lord, 
Or to the dreadful summit of the cliff 7° 
That beetles o'er his base into the sea, 
And there assume some other horrible form, 
Which might deprive your sovereignty of reason 
And draw you into madness? think of it: 
The very place puts toys of desperation, 
Without more motive, into every brain 
That looks so many fathoms to the sea 
And hears it roar beneath. 
Ham. It waves me still. 
Go on; Ill follow thee. 


Mar. You shall not go, my lord. 
Ham. Hold off your hands. to 
Hor. Beruled; youshallnot go. 
‘am. My fate cries out, 
And makes each petty artery in this body 
‘As hardy as the Nemeun lion’s nerve. 
Still am I call’d. Unhand me, gentlemen. 
By heaven, I’ll make a ghost of him that lets 


me! 
Isay, away! Goon; I’ll follow thee. 
(Lceunt Ghost and Hamlet. 
Hor. He waxes desperate with imagination. 
aot Let’s follow; ’tis not fit thus to obey 
nin, 
Hor. Have after. 


come? Meet 2 
Mar. Something is rotten in the state of 
Denmark. Rife Fis go 
Hor. Heaven will direct it. 
Mar. Nay, let’s follow him. [Eeunt. 


To what issue will this 


ScENE V. Another part of the platform. 
Enter Guost and HAMLET. 


Ham. Where wilt thou lead me? speak; 
Tl go no further. 

Ghost. Mark me. 

Ham. 


Wi 
Ghost. My hour is almost conze, 


When I to sulphurous and tormenting flames 
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Ham. Alas, poor ghost! | 
Ghost. Pity me not, but lend thy serious 
hearing 
To what I shall unfold. 
Ham. Speak ; Iam bound to hear. 
Ghost. So art thou to revenge, when thou 


shalt hear. 

Ham. What? ; 

Ghost. Iam thy father's spirit, 
Doom'd for a certain term to walk the night, 10 
‘And for the day confined to fast in fires, 

Till the foul crimes done in my days of nature 
‘Are burnt and purged away. But that I am 
forbid : 
To tell the secrets of my prison-house, 
Lcould a tale unfold whose lightest word 
Rigid USO up thy soul, freeze thy young 
ood, 
Make thy two eyes, like stars, start from their 
spheres, 
Thy knotted and combined locks to part. 
And each particular hair to stand an end, 
Like quills upon the fretful porpentine : 
But this eternal blazon must not be 3 
To ears of flesh and blood. _ List, list, O, list! 
If thou didst ever thy dear father loye— 
Ham. OGod! 
Ghost. Revenge his foul and most unnatural 


murder. 
Ham. Murder! Ba 
Ghost. Murder most foul, asin the best it is; 
But this most foul, strange and unnatural. | 
Ham. Haste me to ‘mow’t, that I, with 
wings as swift 
As meditation or the thoughts of love, 
May sweep to my revenge. 
host, I find thee apt; 
And duller shouldst thou be than the tat weed 
That roots itself in ease on Lethe wharf, 
Wouldst thou not stir in this. Now, Hamlet, 


20 


30 


ear : 
*Tis given out that, sleeping in my orchard, 
A. serpent stung me; so the whole ear of 
Denmark 

Is by a forged process of my death 
Rankly abused: but know, thou noble youth, 
‘The serpent that did sting thy father’s life 
Now wears his crown. 

Ham. O my prophetic soul! 40 
My uncle! 

Ghost, Ay, that incestuous, that adulterate 


ast, 
With, witchcraft of his wit, with traitorous 


gilts, —_ 5 
O wicked wit and gifts, that have the power 
So to seduce !—won to his shameful lust 
The will of my most seeming-virtuous queen : 
O Hamlet, what a falling-off was there! 
From me, whose love was of that dignity 
That it went hand in hand even with the vow 
Imade to her in marriage, and to decline _ 50 
Upon a wretch whose natural gifts were poor 
‘To those of mine! 
But virtue, as it never will be moved, 
‘Though lewdness court it in a shape of heaven, 
Sone pehoneh to a radiant angel link’d, 

ill sate itself i aetiel reds 
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But, soft! methinks I scent the morning air; 

Brief let me be. Sleeping within my orchard, 

My custom always of the afternoon. 

Upon my secure hour thy uncle stole, 

With juice of cursed hebenon in a vial, 

‘And in the porches of my ears did pour 

‘The leperous distilment ; whose effect 

Holds such an enmity with blood of man 

That swift as quicksilver it courses through 

The natural gates and alleys of the body, 

‘And with a sudden vigour it doth posset 

‘And curd, like eager droppings into mill, | 

The thin’ and wholesome blood: so did it 
mine; 

And a most instant tetter bark’d about, 

Most lazar-like, with vile and loathsome crust, 

All my smooth body. 

Thus was I, sleeping, by a brother's hand 

Of life, of crown, of queen, at once dispatel’d : 

Cut off even in the blossoms of my sin, 

Unhousel'd, disappointed, unaneled, 

No reckoning made, but sent to my account 

With all my imperfections on my head : 

O, horrible! O, horrible! most horrible! 

Tf thou hast nature in thee, bear it not; 

Let not the royal bed of Denmark be 

A couch for luxury and damned incest. 

But, howsoever thou pursuest this act, 

Taint not thy mind, nor let thy soul contrive 

Agaiist thy mother aught: leave her to heaven 

And to those thorns that in her bosom lodge, 

To prick and sting her. Jare thee well at once! 

The glow-worm shows the matin to be near, 


60 


80 


And gins to pale his uneffectual fire : go 
Adieu, adieu! Hamlet, remember me. [Exit. 
Ham. Oallyou host of heaven! O earth! 


what else? 

And shall I couple hell? 0, fie! Hold, hold, 
my heart; _ 

And you, my sinews, grow not instant old, 

But bear me stiffly up. Remember thee! 

Ay, thou poor ghost, while memory holds a 
se 


ab. 
In this distracted globe. Remember thee! 
Yea, from the table of my memory 
I'll wipe away all trivial fond records, 
All saws of books, all forms, all pressures past, 
‘That youth and observation copied there; ror 
And thy commandment all alone shall live 
Within the book and volume of my brain, 
Unmix’d with baser matter: yes, by heaven! 
O most pernicious woman ! 
O villain, villain, smiling, damned villain! 
My tables,—meet it is I set it down, 
That one may smile, and smile, and be a 
villain ; 
At least I’m sure it may be so in Denmark: 
Writing. 
So, uncle, there you are. Now to my word; 
It is ‘Adieu, adieu! remember me.’ rit 
I pate swort ’t. 
Hon} [Within] My lord, my lord,— 
Mar, Within] Lord Hamlet,—, } 
Hor. Within] Heaven secure him! 
Feowidiiven It! Jord! 
ituigon idi @@im dotrho, my lor 
am. Key ho, pest come, bird, come. 


» 





ScENE V] 
Enter Horatio and MARCELLUS. 


Mar. How is’t, my noble lord? 

Hor. What news, my lord? 
Ham. O, wonderful! 

Hor. Good my lord, tell it. 


Ham. No; you'll reveal it. 
Hor. NotI, my lord, by heaven. 
Mar. Nor I, my lord. 120 
Ham. How say you, then; would heart of 
man once think it? 
But you'll be secret ? 


ao Ay, by heaven, my lord. 
Ham. There’s ne’er a villain dwelling in all 


Denmark 

But he’s an arrant knaye. 

Hor. There needs no ghost, my lord, come 
» from the grave 
To tell us this, i : ‘ 

Ham. . Why, right; you are?’ the right ; 
And so, without more circumstance at all, 
Thold it fit that we shake hands and part: 
You, as your business and desire shall point 


you; i ‘ 
For every man has business and desire, 
Such as it is; and for mine own poor part, 
Look you, I'll go pray. . he 
‘Hor. These are but wild and whirling words, 
my lord. *, 
Ham, - 1’m'sorry they offend you, 


Yes, ’faith, heartily. 
Hor. here’s no offence, my lord. 
Ham. Yes, by Saint Patrick, but there is, 
Horatio, 
And much 
_ here, 
It is an honest ghost, that let me tell you: 

Yor your desire to know what is between us, 
O’ermaster ’t as you may. And now, good 
friends, : 

As you are friends, scholars and soldiers, 
Give me one poor request. abi 
Hor. What is’t, my lord? we will. 
Ham. Never make known what you have 
seen to-night. 


130 


heartily ; 


‘offence too. Touching this vision 


qe. My lord, we will not. 
Ham. Nay, but swear’t. 


For. In faith, 
My lord, not I. . 
Lar. Nor I, my lord, in faith. 
Ham. Upon my sword. 
Mar. We have sworn, my lord, already. 
Ham. Indeed, upon my sword, in 
Ghost. [Beneath] Swear. 
Ham. h. ha, boy! say’st thou so? art thou 
there, truepenny ? r 150 
ome on—you hear this fellow in the cellarage— 
Consent to swear. 
on. Propose the oath, my lord. 
Ham. Never to speak of this that you have 
seen, 


Swear by my sword. 
Ghost. [Beneath] Swear. F 
Ham. Hic ct ubique? then we’ll shift our 
ground. 
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And lay your hands again upon my sword : 
Never to speak of this that you have heard, 
Swear by my sword. 1 
Ghost. {Beneatii| Swear. ¢ 
Ham. ell said, old mole! canst work i” 
the earth so fast? 
A worthy pioner! Once more remove, good 
friends. : 
Hor. O day and night, but this is wondrous 
strange! 
Ham. And therefore as a stranger give it 
welcome. 
There are more things in heaven and earth, 
Horatio, : f 
Than are dreamt of in your philosophy. 
But come; 
Here, as before, never, so help you mercy, 
How strange or odd soe’er I bear myself, 
‘As I perchance hereafter shall think meet 
To put an antic disposition on, 
That you, at such times seeing me, never shall, 
With arms encumber'd thus, or this head- 
shake, é 3 
Or by pronouncing of some doubtful phrase, 
As ‘ Well, well, we know,’ or ‘ We could, an if 
we would,’ 
Or pewelisy to speak,’ or ‘ There be, an if they 
might, 
Or such ambiguous giving out, to note 
That you know aught of me: this not to do, 
So grace and mercy at your most need help 


170 


you, 180 
wear. 
Ghost. [Beneath] Swear, es 
Ham. Rest, rest, perturbed spirit! [They 


_ swear.| So, gentlemen, 
With all my love I do commend me to you: 
And what so poora man as Hamlet is 
May do, to express his love and friending to 


you . 
o| God willing, shall not lack. Let us go in 


together ; 5 
And still your fingers on your lips, I pray. 
The time is out of joint: O cursed spite, 
That ever I was born to set it right! 
Nay, come, let’s go together. 


ACT I. 
ScenE L A room in Polonius’ house, 
Enter Potontus and REYNALDO. 


Pol. Give him this money and these notes, 
Reynaldo. 
Rey. Iwill, my lord. 
Pol, You shall do marvellous wisely, good 
Reynaldo, 
Before you visit him, to make inquire 


Of his behaviour. 
Rey. My lord, I did intend it. 
Pol. Marry, well said; very well said. Look 
you, sir, 
Inquire me first what Danskers are in Paris ; 
‘And how, and who, what means, and where 
they keep, 


190 
[Exeunt. 


nse; and finding 
tdirift of question 10 
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H y And thus do we of wisdom and of reach, 
ae tte ima Oe ae a With windlasses and with assays of bias, 


Than your particular demands will touch it: _| By indirections find directions out : 
Take you re *twere, some distant knowledge of | So by my former lecture and advice, 


him Shall you my son. You have me, have you 
As thus, ‘I know his father and his friends, not? 

ine im? ; i -| Rey. My lord, Thave. | 
ae phim doen aa Pol, “i God be wi’ you; fare you well, 


Rey. Good m lord 70 
Bey: Ayey Sin ey oe you may say Pol. Observe his inclination in yourself. 


§ well: Rey. Ishall, my lord. _ : 
But, Ha be he I mean, he’s very wild; Pot: And let him ply his music. 
Addicted so and so:’ and there put on him Hey. Well, my lord. 
‘What Formenes you please; marry, none so| ol. Farewell! [Exit Reynaldo, 
» rank 20 z TTA 
As may dishonour him; take heed of that; Enter Or bier k 
But, sir, such wanton, wild and usual slips How now, gous ! what's the matter? 
‘As are companions noted and most known Oph. 0, my lord, my lord, I haye been so 
To youth and liberty. affrighted ! . 
Rey. As gaming, my lord. Pol. With what, 7’ the name of God? 
Pol, Ay, or drinking, fencing, swearing, |_ Oph. My lord, as I was sewing in my closet, 
uarrelling, Lord Hamlet, with his doublet all unbraced ; 
Dratbin : you may go so far. No hat upon his head; his stockings foul’d, 
Rey. iv lord, that would dishonour him. | Ungarterd, and down-gyved to his ancle; 80 
Pol. *Faith, no; as you may season it in the | Pale as his shirt; his knees knocking each 
charge. other ; 5 vi 
You must not put another scandal on him, And with a look so piteous in purport 
That he is open to incontinency ; 30 | Asif he had been loosed out of hell 
That’s not my meaning: but breathe his faults | To speak of horrors,—he comes before me. 
so quaintly Pol. Mad for thy love? : 
That they may seem the taints of liberty, Oph. _, My lord, I do not know; 
The flash and outbreak of a fiery mind, But truly, I do fear it. 4 
A savageness in unreclaimed blood, Pol. What said he? 
Of general assault, Oph. He took me by the wrist and held me 
d cy. But, my good lord,— hard ; 3 
Pol. Wherefore should you do this? Then goes he to the length of all his arm; 
Rey. Ay, my lord, | And, with his other hand thus o’er his brow, 
I would know that. : He falls to such perusal of my face 
ol. = Marry, sir, here’s my drift; | As he would draw it. Long stay’d he so; 
And, I believe, it is a fetch of wit: At last, a little shaking of mine arm 
You laying these slight sullies on my son, And thrice his head thus waving up and down, 
As ’twere a thing a little soil’d i’ the working, | He raised a sigh so piteous and profound 
Mark you, As it did seem to shatter all his bulk 


rt 
Your party in converse, him you would sound, And end his being: that done, he lets me fo: 
Having ever seen in the prenominate crimes And, with his head over his shoulder turn’d, 
The youth you breathe of guilty, be assured He seem'd to tind his way without his eyes; 


He closes with you in this consequence ; For out o’ doors he went without their helps, 
Good sir,’ or so, or ‘friend, or Bentleman,’ And, to the last, bended their Jight on me. 100 
According to the phrase or the addition Pol. Come, go with me: I will go seck the 


Of man and country. ing. 
Foe Very good, my lord. This is the very ecstasy of love, 
Pol. And then, sir, does he this—he does— | Whose violent property fordoes itself 
what was I about to say? By the mass, I was | And leads the will to esperate undertakings 
about to say something : where did I leave? sr | As oft as any passion under heaven 
A Rey. At ‘closes, in the consequence,’ at | That does afflict our natures, Iam sorry. 
friend or so,’ and ‘gentleman. What, have you given him any hard words of 
Pol. At ‘closes in the consequence,’ ay, late? 


al 
marry ; Oph. N you did 
He closes thus : ‘I know the gentleman ; ‘e eee. ord) Duby as yoR 


5 command, 
Isaw him yesterday, or t’ other day, ° I did repel his letters and denied 
Or then, or then; with such, or such; and, as | His access to me. 
you say, Pol. That hath made him mad. 110 





2 . + - 
ere was a gaming; there o’ertook in’s rouse ;} I am sorry that wi d judge 
There falling out at tennis:’ or perchance, z tee meoallt better heed, and ines 


me 
‘I saw him enter such a house of sale,’ 60 | I had not quoted him: I fear'd he did but trifle, 
Videlicet, a brothel, or so forth. id < . 3 n 
See younow; CC-0 Kashmir Research In: titged aaeeSd BY SANG at Beshrew 
Your bait of falsehood takes this carp of truth: | By heaven, it is as proper to our age 
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To cast beyond ourselves in our opinions 
‘As it is common for the younger sort 
To lack discretion. Come, go we to the king: 
This must be known; which, being kept close, 
might move 
More grief-to hide than hate to utter love. 
[Exeunt. 


Scene IL. A v00m in the castle. 
Enter K1nc, QUEEN, RosENcRANTZ, GUILD- 
ENSTERN, and Attendants. 


King. Welcome, dear Rosencrantzand Guild- 

enstern ! 

Moreover that we much did long to see you, 

The need we have to use you did provoke 

Our hasty sending, Something have you heard 

Of Hamlet's transformation ; so call it, 

Sith nor the exterior nor the inward man 

Resembles that it was, What it should be, 

More than his father's death, that thus hath 
put him bs u 

So much from the understanding of himself, 

I cannot dream of: I entreat you both, 10 

That, being of so young days brought up with 


im, 
And sith so neighbour’d to his youth and 
haviour, % 
That you vouchsafe your rest here in our court 
Some little time : so by your companies 
To draw him on to pleasures, and to Father 
So much as from occasion you may glean, _ 
Rubether aught, to us unknown, afflicts him 
hus, 
That, open’d, lies within our remedy. 
Queen. Good gentlemen, he hath much 
talk'd of you; 38s 
And sure I am two men there are not living 20 
To whom he more adheres. If it will please 
‘ou 
To show us so much gentry and good will 
As to expend your time with us awhile, 
For the supply and prone of our hope, 
our visitation shall receive such thanks 
As fits a king’s remembrance. mats 
Ros. Both your majesties 
Might, by the sovereign power you have of us, 
Put your dread pleasures more into command 
Than to entreaty. 
Guil. But we both obey, 
And here give up ourselves, in the full bent 30 
o lay our service freely at your fect, 
To be commanded. 
ing. Thanks, Rosencrantzand gentle Guild- 
enstern. 
Queen. Thanks, Guildenstern and gentle 
Rosencrantz: ay 
beseech you instantly to visit 
My too much changed son. Go, some of you, 
And Dring these gentlemen where Hamlet is. 
Guil. Heavens make our presence and our 
practices "i 
Pleasant and helpful to him! 
Queen. A 
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Enter Ponontus. 


Pol. The ambassadors from Norway, my 
‘ood lord, 40 
Are joyfully return’d. 
Kuz. Thou still hast been the father of 
good news. 
Pol. Have I, my lord? I assure my good 


liege, 

Thold my duty, asIhold my soul, __ 
Both to my God and to my gracious king: 
And I do think, or else this brain of mine 
Hunts not the trail of policy so sure 
As it hath used to do, that I have found, 
The yery cause of Hamlet’s lunacy. 

King. O, speak of that; that do I long to 


hear. 50 
Pol. Give first admittance to the ambas- 


sadors; 
My news shall be the fruit to that great feast, 
mg. Thyself do grace to them, and bring 
them in. [Ait Polonius. 
He tells me, my dear Gertrude, he hath found 
The head and source of all your son’s dis- 
temper. 
Queen. I doubt it is no other but the main; 
His father’s death, and our o’erhasty marriage. 
King. Well, we shill sift him. 


Re-enter POLONtus, with VOLTIMAND and 
CoRNELIUS. 


3 Welcome, my good friends! 
Say, Voltim and, what from our brother Norway? 
Volt. Most fair return of greetings and 
desires, 4 60 
Upon our first, he sent out to suppress 
His nephew’s levies; which to him appear'd 
To be a preparation ’gainst the Polack ; 
But, better Jook'd into, he truly found __ 
It was Beninst your highness: whereat grieved, 
That so his sickness, age and impotence 
Was falsely borne in hand, sends out arrests 
On Fortinbras; which he, in brief, obeys; 
Reccives rebuke from Norway, and in fine 
Makes vow before his uncle never more 70 
To give the assay of armsageinst your majesty. 
Whereon old Norway, overcome with joy, 
Gives him three thousand crowns in annual fee, 
And his commission to employ those soldiers, 
So levied as before, against the Polack : 
With an entreaty, herein further shown, 
[Giving a paper. 
That it might please you to give quict pass 
Through your dominions for this enterprise, 
On such regards of safety and allowance 
As therein are setdown, 

King. __ Lt likes us well; 
And at our more consider’d time we'll read, 
Answer, and think upon this business. 
ican Gte we thank you for your well-took 

abour : 
Go to your rest ; at night we’ll feast together: 
Most welcome home! 
[Exeunt Voltimand and Cornelius. 
This business is well ended. 


&0 


y,amen! ‘Pol. 
[Areunt Rossecry Was RMA aR ots MES IROURESDO duty i, 
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Wa day is day, night night, and time is 
ime, y 
Were nothing but to waste night, day and time. 


Therefore, since brevity is the soul of wit, 90 
And tedious the limbs and outward flour- 
ishes, 


L will be brief : your noble son is mad: 
Mad call I it; for, to define true maduess, 
What is’t but to be nothing else but mad? 
But let that go. Es 
Queen. ‘More matter, with less art. 
Pol, Madam, I swear I use no art at all. 
That he is mad, 'tis true: "tis true *tis pity 5 
And pity ’tis “tis true: a foolish figure ; 
But farewell it, for I will use no art. 2 
Mad let us grant him, then: and now remains 
That we find out the cause of this effect, ror 
Or rather say, the cause of this defect, 
For this etfect defective comes by cause: 
Thus it remains, and the remainder thus, 


Perpend. 2 Se 
J have a daughter—haye while she is mine— 
Who, in her duty and obedience, mark, 
Hath given me this: now gather, and surmise. 
f f (Reads. 
‘To the celestial and my soul's idol, the most 
pbeautified onal: ‘ 110 
‘'That’s an ill phrase, a vile phrase ; ‘beautified’ 
isa vile phrase: but you shall hear. Thus: 
F [Reads. 
In her excellent white bosom, these, &c.’ 
ween. Came this from Hamlet to her? 
‘ol. Good madam, stay awhile; I will be 
faithful. [Reads. 
“Doubt thou the stars are fire ; 
Doubt that the sun doth move; 
Doubt truth to be a liar; 
But never doubt I love. 119 
O dear Ophelia, I am ill at these numbers; I 
have not art to reckon my groans: but that I 
love thee best, O most best, believe it. Adieu. 
“Thine evermore, most dear lady, whilst 
BS this machine is to him, HAMLET? 
This, in obedience, hath my daughter shown 


me, : 
And more above, hath his solicitings, 
As they fell out by time, by means and place, 
All given to mine ear. 


ung. | But how hath she 
Received his love? 
Pol. What do you think of me? 
King. As of a man faithful and honourable. 
Pol. I would fain proveso. But what might 
you think, 131 
When I had seen this hot love on the wing— 
As I perceived it, I must tell you that, 
ipetore my daughter told me whe might you 
y dear majesty your queen here, think, 
If I had play’d the desk or table-book, 
Or piven my heart a winking, mute and dumb, 
Or look’d upon this love with idle sight ; 
What might you think? No, I went round to 


work, 
‘And my young mistress thus I did bespeak : 
Lord Yismlet is a prince, out of thy aise 141 


Thi a 
muse not be RAY 
That she should lock herself from his resort, 


rescri 


HAMLET 





y 
esea ug, SAM Reese ate: 


[Act ir 


Admit no messengers, receive no tokens. 
Which done, she took the fruits of my advice; 
And he, repulsed—a short tale to make— 

Fell into a sadness, then into a fast, 

Thence to a watch, thence into a weakness, 
‘Thence to a lightness, and, by this declension, 
Into the madness wherein now he raves, 150 
‘And all we mourn for. 


King. Do you think ’tis this? 
Queen. It may be, very likely. 
Pol. Hath there been such a time—I’d fain 


know that— | 5 Z 
That I have positively said ‘Tis $0,’ 
When it proved otherwise? 

King. _ Not that Ilnow, 
Pol. [Pointing to his head and shoulder] 

‘ake this from this, if this be otherwise : 
Tf circumstances lead me, I will a Se 
Where truth is hid, though it were hid indeed 
Within the centre. : 

King. How may we try it further? 
Pol. You know, sometimes he walks four 

hours together 160 

Here in the lobby. ; 
Queen. So he does indeed. 
Pol, At such a time 1’ll loose my daughter 

to him: F 
Be you and J behind an arras then ; 

Mark the encounter : if he love her not 

‘And be not from his reason fall’n thereon, 

Let me be no assistant for a state, 

But keep a farm and carters. % 
King. We will try it. 
Queen. But, look, where sadly the poor 

wretch comes reading. 

Pol. Away, I do beseech you, both away : 

T’ll board him presently. 

[Exeunt King, Queen, and Attendants. 


Enter Hamuet, reading. 
O, give me leave: 170 
How does my food Lord Hamlet? 

Ham. Well, God-a-mercy. 
Pol. Do you know me, my lord? 
‘Ham. Excellent well; you are a fishmonger. 
Pol. NotI, my lord. 
Ham. Then I would you were so honest a 


man. 

Pol. Honest, my lord! . 

Ham. Ay, sir; to be honest, as this world 
goes, is to be one man picked out of ten 
thousand. 

Pol. That’s very true, my lord. _ 180 

Ham. Yor if the sun, breed maggots in 4 
dead dog, being a god kissing carrion,—Have 
you a daughter 

Pol. Ihave, my lord. 

Ham. Let ‘her not walk i? the sun: col 
ception is a blessing: but not as your daughter 
may conceive. Friend, look to’t. ‘ 

Pol. [Aside] How say you by that? Still 
harping on my daughter: yet he knew me not at 
first; he said | wasa fishmonger: he is far gon 
far gone: and truly in my youth I suffered muc 
extremity for love; very near this. L'll speak to 


rou read, my lord? 
ASF ieas, 
Pol. What is the matter, my lord? 
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Ros. Why then, your ambition makes it 
one; ’tis too narrow for your mind. _ 259 

Ham. O God, I could be bounded in a nut- 
shell and count myself a king of infinite space, 
were it not that I have bad dreams. ne 

Guil. Which dreams indeed are ambition, 
for the very substance of the ambitious is 
merely the shadow of a dream. 

Ham. _A dream itself is but a shadow. __ 

Ros. Truly, and I hold ambition of so airy 
and light a quality that it is but a shadow’s 
shadow. * 

Ham, Then are our beggars bodies, and our 
monarchs and outstretched heroes the beggars’ 
shadows. Shall we to the court? for, by my 
fay, I cannot reason. __ 

qos} We'll wait upon you. 

Ham. No such matter: I will not sort you 
with the rest of my servants, for, to speak to 
you like an honest man, I am most dreadfully 
attended. But, in the beaten way of friendship, 
what make you at Elsinore ? 

Ros. To visit you, my lord; no other oc- 
casion, 279 

Ham. Beggar that Iam, Iam even poor in 
thanks; but I thank you: and sure, dear 
friends, my thanks are too dear a halfpenny. 

Vere you not sent for? Is it your own in. 
clining? Is it a free visitation? Come, deal 
justly with me: come, come; nay, speak. 

Guil, What should we say, my lord? 

Ham. Why, any thing, but to the purpose. 
You were sené for; and there is a kind of con. 
fession in your looks which your_modesties 
have not craft enough to colour: I know the 
good king and queen have sent for you. 291 

Ros. To what end, my lord? 

Ham, That you must teach me. But. let 
me conjure you, by the rights of our fellowship, 
by the consonancy of our youll by the obliga- 
tion of our ever-preserved love, and by what 
more dear a better proposer could charge you 
withal, be even and direct with me, whether 
you were sent for, or no? 

Ros. [Aside to Guil.] What say you? 399 

Ham. [Aside] Nay, then, I have an eye of 
you.—lf you love me, hold not off. 

Guil. “My lord, we were sent for. 

Ham. I will tell you why; so shall my 
anticipation prevent your discovery, and your 
secrecy to the king and queen moult no feather. 
I have of late—but wherefore I know not—lost 
all my mirth, forgone all custom of exercises; 
and indeed it goes so heavily with my dis- 
position that this goodly frame, the earth, seems 
to mea stcrile promontory, this most excellent 
canopy, theair, look you, this braye perianeIng 
firmament, this majestical roof fretted with 
golden fire, why, it appears no other thing to 
me than a foul and pestilent congregation of 
vapours. Whata piece of work is a man! how 
noble in reason! how infinite in faculty! in 
form and moving how express|and admirable! 
in action how like an angelf in apprehension 
how like a godi the beauty of the world! the 

‘om of: 
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Ham._ Between who? 
Pol. I mean, the matter that you read, my 











































lord. 

Ham. Slanders, sir: for the satirical ro; 
says here that old men have grey beards, that 
their faces are wrinkled, their eyes purging thick 
amber and plum-tree gun and that they have a 

lentiful lack of wit, together with most weak 
are all which, sir, though I most powerfully 
and potently believe, yet 1 hold it not honesty 
to have it thus set down, for yourself, sir, should 
be old as I am, if like a crab you could go 
backward. - 

Pol. ee RUE ERED be madness, yet 
there is method in't. Will you walk out of the 
air, my lord? 

Ham._ Into my grave. 210 

Pol. Indeed, that is out o’ the air, [Aside] 
How, pregnant sometimes his replies are! a 
happiness that, often madness hits on, which 
reason and sanity could not so prosperously be 
delivered of. I will leave him, and suddenly 
contrive the means of an eat between him and 

- my daughter.—My honourable lord, I will most 
humbly take my leave of you. 

Ham. You cannot, sir, take from me any 
thing that I will more willingly part withal: 
except my life, except my life, except my life. 

Pol. Ware you well, my lord. 

Ham. These tedious old fools! 


Enter RoseNcRantz and GUILDENSTERN. 


Pol. You go to seck the Lord Hamlet; 
there he is, 
Ros. [Z'o Polonius] God save you, sir! 


[Exit Polonius. 

Guil, My honoured lord! 

‘os. My most dear lord! 

Ham. My excellent good friends! How dost 
thou, Guildenstern? Ah, Rosencrantz! Good 
lads, how do ye both? 230 

Ros. As the indifferent children of the earth. 

Guil. Happy, in that we are not over-happy ; 
On fortune’s cap we are not the very button. 

Ham. Nor the soles of her shoe? 

Ros. Neither, my lord. 

am. Then you live about her waist, or in 
the middle of her favours? 

Guil. *Faith, her privates we. 

Ham. Tn the secret parts of fortune? O, most 
true; she isa strumpet. What’s the news? 

‘os. None, my lord, but that the world’s 
grown honest. 

Ham. Then is doomsday near: but your 
news is not true. Let me question more in 
Particular: what have you, my good friends, 
deserved at the hands of fortune, that she 
sends you to prison hither? 

Guil. Prison, my lord! 

Alam. Denmark's a prison. 

Ros. Then is the world one. 250 

am. A goodly one; in which there are 
many confines, wards and dungeons, Denmark 
Ing one o’ the worst. 

Ros. We think not so, my lord. 

‘am. Why, then, ’tisnone to you; for there 


is nothing either pod Rast tResbarsn: 


makes it so: to 
3K 


874 
me; no, nor woman neither, though by your 
smiling you seem to say so. F. 

Ros. My lord, there was no such stuff in my 
thoughts. . fe 

Ham. Why did you laugh then, when I said 
‘man delights not me’? i 

‘Ros. To think, my lord, if you delight not 
jn man, what lenten entertainment the players 
shall receive from you: we coted them on the 


way; and hither are they coming, to offer you 
service. , 
Ham. He that. plays the king shall be 


welcome; his majesty shall have tribute of 
me; the adventurous knight shall use his foil 
and target; the lover shall not sigh gratis ; the 
humorous man shall end his part in peace; the 
clown shall make those laugh whose lungs are 
tickle o’ the sere; and the lady shall say her 
mind freely, or the blank verse shall halt for’t. 
‘What players are they? 340 

Ros. Kven those you were wont to take 
delight in, the tragedians of the city. , 

Ham. How chances it, they travel? their 
residence, both in reputation and profit, was 
better both ways. | |... 

‘Ros. 1 think their inhibition comes by the 
means of the late innovation. Shes 

Ham. Do they hold the same estimation 
they did when I was in the city? are they so 
followed? | 350 

Ros. No, indeed, are they not. 

‘Ham. _How comes it? do they grow rusty? 

Ros. Nay, their endeavour keeps in the 
wonted pace: but there is, sir, an aery of chil- 
dren, little eyases, that cry out on the top of 
question, and are most t¢ rannically clapped 

‘ort: these are now the fashion, and so be- 
rattle the common stages—so they call them— 
that many wearing rapiers are. afraid of goose- 
quills and dare scarce come thither. 3 

Ham. What, are they children? who main- 
tains em? how are they escoted? Will they 
pursue the quality no longer than they can 
sing? will they not say afterwards, if they 
should grow themselves to common players— 
as it is most like, if their means are no better— 
their writers do them wrong, to make them 
exclaim against their own succession? 

Ros. ’Faith, there has been much to do on 
both sides; and the nation holds it no sin to 
tarre them to controversy: there was, for a 
while, no money bid for argument, unless the 
poet and the player went to cufis in .the 
question. 

oe Ae Possiblet te 1 

wil. O, there has been much throwin; 
ehodt of Trains tf . 
‘am. Do the boys carry it away? 

Ros, Ay, that they do, my lord; Hercules 
and his load too. 379 
_ Ham. _ It is not very strange; for mine uncle 
is king of Denmark, and those that would make 
mows at him while my father lived, give twenty, 
forty, fifty, an hundred ducats a-piece for his 
picture in fittle. *Sblood, there is something in 
this more than natural, if philosophy could 
find it out. [Flourish of trumpets within. 

Guil. hese eae players. 


i 
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men. 
60! Ham. O Jephthah, judge of Israel, what a 


[Act ir 
Ham. (Gentlemen, you are welcome to Elsi- 
nore. Your hands, come then: the appurten- 


ance of welcome is fashion and ceremony: Jet 

me comply with you in this garb, lest my extent 

to the players, which, I tell you, must show 

fairly outward, should more appear like enter- 

tainment than yours. You are welcome: but 

my uncle-father and aunt-mother are deceived, 
Guil. In what, my dear lord? 


Ham, I am but mad_north-north-west: 
when the wind is southerly 1 know a hawk 
from a handsaw. 


Re-enter POLONIUS. 


Pol. Well be with you, gentlemen } 

Ham. Hark you, Guildenstern; and you 
too: at each ear a hearer: that great baby you 
see there is not yet out of his aradiiingetovel 

Ros. Happily he’s the second time come ts 
meine for they say an old man is twice a 
child. 

Ham. 1 will prophesy he comes to tell me 
of the players mark it. You say right, sir: 
o’ Monday morning; *twas so indeed. ‘ 

Pol. My lord, I have news to tell you. 

Ham. My lord, I have news to tell you. 
When Roscius was an actor in Rome,— 410 

Pol. The actors are come hither, my lord. 

Ham. _ Buz, buz! 

Pol. upon mine honour,— 

Ham. ‘Then came each actor on his ass,— 

Pol. The best actors in the world, either for 
tragedy, comedy, history, pastoral, pastoral- 
comical, historical-pastoral, tragical-historical, 
tragical-comical-historical-pastoral, scene in- 
diyidable, or poem unlimited: Seneca, cannot 
be too heavy, nor Plautus too light. For the 


law of writ and the liberty, these are the only 
420 


treasure hadst thou! 
Pol. Whata treasure had he, my lord? 
Ham. Why, £ 
“One fair daughter, and no more, ¥ 
The which he loved passing well. 
Pol. [Aside] Stillon my daughter. 
Ham. Am Lnot? the right, old Jephthah! 
Pol. Tf you call me Jephthah, my lord, I 
have a daughter that I love passing well. 431 
Ham. Nay, that follows not. 
Pol. What follows, then, my lord? 
Ham. Why, 
“As by lot, God wot,’ 
and then, you know, 4 
It came to pass, as most like it was, — 
the first row of the pious chanson will show 
you more; for look, where my abridgement 
comes, 439 


Enter four or five Players. 


You are welcome, masters; welcome, all, I an 

ad to see thee well. Welcome, good frien + 

} my old friend! thy face is valanced since 
saw thee last: comest thou to beard mein. Den 
mark? What, my young lady and mistress | 
By’r lady, your ladyship is nearer to heave 
than when I saw you last, by the altitude o of 
‘our voice, like # Pl 
gotri 














ScENE 11] 


uncurrent gold, be not cracked within the ting. 
Masters, you are all welcome, We'll e’en to’t 
like French falconers, fly at any thing we see: 
we'll have a speech straight: come, give us a 
taste of your sunt come, a passionate speech. 

First Play. What speech, my lord? 

Ham. I heard thee speak me a speech once, 
but it was never acted; or, if it was, not above 
once; for the play, I remember, pleased not the 
million; ‘twas caviare to the general: but it was 
—as I received it, and others, whose judgements 
in such matters cried in the top of mine—an 
excellent play, well digested in the scenes, set 
down with as much modesty as cunning. 
remember, one said there were no sallets in the 
lines to make the matter sayoury, nor no matter 
in the phrase that might indict the author of 
affectation; but called it an honest method, as 
wholesome as sweet, and by yery much more 
handsome than fine. One‘specch in it I chiefly 
loved: ’twas Aineas’ tale to Dido; and there- 
about of it especially, where hespeaks of Priam’s 
slaughter: if it live in your memory, begin at 


this line: let me see, let me see— 47u 
‘The pened Pyrrhus, like the Hyrcanian 
ast,’ — 


it is not so :—it begins with Pyrrhus :— 

‘The rugged Pyrrhus, he whose sable arms, 
Black as his purpose, did the night resemble 
When he lay couched in the ominous horse, 
Hath now this dread and black complexion 

smear'd 
With heraldry more dismal ; head to foot 
Now is he total gules; horridly trick’d 
With blood of fathers, mothers, daughters, 
sons, & 480 
Baked and impasted with the parching strects, 
That lend a tyrannous and damned light 
To their lord’s murder: roasted in wrath and 


ire, 
And thus o’er-sized with coagulate gore, 
With eyes like carbuncles, the hellish Pyrrhus 
Old grandsire Priam seeks.’ 
So, proceed you. 
‘ol. ’Fore God, my lord, well spoken, with 
good accent and good discretion. 
First Play. ‘Anon he finds him, 
Striking too short at Greeks; his antique 


sword, 

Rebellious to his arm, lies where it falls, 
Repugnant to command: unequal mateh’d, 
pane at Priam drives; in rage strikes 

wide; 
But with the whiff and wind of his fell sword 
The unnerved father falls. Then senseless 


ium, 

Seeming to feel this blow, with flaming top 

Stoops to his base, and with a hideous crash 
akes prisoner Pyrrhus’ ear: for, lo! his 


sword, 

Which was declining on the milky head _ seo 
Of reverend Priam, seem’d i’ the air to stick : 
So, as a painted tyrant, Pyrrhus stood, 

And like a neutral to his will and matter, 
Did nothing, 

But, as we often see, against some storm, | 

A silence in the heavens, the rack stand still, 
The bold winds speechless and the orb below 
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As hush as death, anon the dreadful thunder 

Doth rend the region, so, after Pyrrhus’ pause, 

Aroused vengeance sets him new a-work ; 510 

And never did the Gyclons hammers fall 

On Mars’s armour forged for proof eterne | 

With less remorse than Pyrrhus’ bleeding 
sword 

Now falls on Priam. 

Out, out, thou strumpet, Fortune! All you 
gods, 

In general synod, take away her power ; 

Break all the spokes and fellies from her 


wheel, 
And bowl the round nave down the hill of 


eaven, 
As low as to the fiends!’ 
Pol. This is too long. Y 520 
Ham._ It shall to the barber’s, with your 
beard. Prithee, say on: he’s for a jig or a 
tale of bawdry, or he sleeps: say on: come to 
Hecuba. 
First Play. ‘But who, O, who had seen the 
mobled queen—’ 
Ham. ‘The mobled queen?’ . 
Pol. That's good; ‘mobled queen’ is ipootl 
First Play. ‘Run barefoot up and down. 
_ threatening the flames 
With bisson rheum; a clout upon that head 
Where late the diadem stood, and for a robe, 
About her lank and all o’er-teemed loins, 531 
A blanket, in the alarm of fear caught up; 
Who this had seen, with tongue in venom 


leer 5 

Gainst Fortune’s state would treason have 
ronounced : 

But if the gods themselves did see her then 

When she saw Pyrrhus make malicious sport 

In mincing with his sword her husband’s 


imbs, 

The instant burst of clamour that she made, 

Unless things mortal move them not at all, 

Would have made milch the burning eyes 

of heaven, 540 

And passion in the gods.’ K 

Pol. Look, whether he has not turned his 
colour and has tears in’s eyes. Pray you, no 
more. 

Ham. "Tis well; I'll have thee speak out 
the rest soon. Good my _lord, will you see the 
players well bestowed? Do you hear, let them 

well used; for they are the abstract and 
brief chronicles of the time: after your death 
you were better have a bad epitaph than their 
ill report while you live. _ 5st 

Pol. My lord, I will use them according to 
their desert. 

Ham. God's body ane) man, much better: 
use every man after his desert, and who should 
’scape whipping? Use them after your own 
honour and dignity: the less they deserve, the 
more merit is in your bounty. Take them in. 

Pol. Come, sirs. 559 

Ham. Follow him, friends: we'll hear a 

lay to-morrow. [Hit Polonius with ull the 
never but the First.] Dost thou hear me, 
old Fiend can you play the Murder of Gon- 


zago 
First Play. Ay, my lord. 
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876 
Ham, We'll ha’t. to-morrow night. You 
could, for a need, study a speech of some dozen 
or sixteen lines, which I would set down and 
insert in’t, could you not? 
First Play. Ay, my lord. 569 
Ham. Very well. Follow that lord; and 
look you mock him not. [Exit First Player.) 
My good friends, I’ll leave you till night: you 
are welcome to Klsinore. 
Ros. Good my lord! 2 
Ham. Ay, so, God be wi’ ye; [Bveunt 
LECT REE and Guildenstern.| Now I am 
alone. 
O, what a rogue and peasant slave am I! 
Is it not monstrous that this player here, 
Butina fiction, ina dream of passion, f 
Could force his soul so to his own conceit 
That from her working all his visage wann’d, 
Tears in his eyes, distraction in’s aspect, | 582 
A broken voice, and his whole function suiting 
With forms to his conceit? and all for nothing! 
For Hecuba! 5 
What’s Hecuba to him, or he to Hecuba, 
Thatheshould weep forher?, What would he do. 
ad he the motive and the cue for passion 3 
phat Thave? He would drown the stage with 
ears 
And cleave the general ear with horrid speech, 
Make mad the guilty and appal the free, 590 
Confound the ignorant, and amaze indeed 
The NENy faculties of eyes and ears. 
Vet 


A duil and muddy-mettled rascal, alk, 

Like Ji ohn-a-dreams, unpregnant of my cause, 
And can say nothing; no, not fora king, 
Upon whose property and most dear life 

A damn‘d defeat was made. Am Ia coward? 
Who calls me villain? breaks my pate across? 
Plucks off my beard, and blows it in m: y face? 
Tweaks me by the nose? gives me the lie ? the 


throat, 601 
He deep as to the lungs? who does me this? 
al 


*Swounds, I should take it : for it cannot be 
But Tam pigcon-liver'd and lack gall 
To make oppression bitter, or ere this 
I should have fatted all the region kites Met 
With this slave's offal: bloody, bawdy villain! 
Remorseless, treacherous, lecherous, kindless 
0 villain |! ‘ 
vengeance at; 610 
Why, what anassamI! This is most brave, 
That I, the son of a dear father murder’d 
Prompted to my revenge by heaven and hell, 
Must, dike a whore, unpack my heart with 
words, 
And fall a-cursing, like a very drab, 
Ascullion ! . 
Tie Upon *t! foh! About, my brain! I haye 
hear 
That guilty creatures sitting at a play 
Have by the very cunning of the scene 
n struck so to the soul that presently 
They have proclaim’d their malefactions; 
For murder, though it have no tongue, will 


620 


Withnost miraculous organ. I’ll have these 
players 


HAMLET 


[Act mg 


Play something like the murder of my father 
efore mine uncle: I'll observe his looks; 
I’ll tent him to the quick : if he but blench, 
know my course. The spirit that I have seen 
May be the devil: and the devil hath power 
To assume a pleasing shape; yea, and Perhaps 
Out of my weakness and my melancholy, 630 
As he is very potent with such spirits, 
Abuses me to damn me: I'll have grounds 
More relative than this: the play’s the thing 
Wherein I'll catch the conscience of the king, 
[£zit, 
ACT 11. 
Scene I. A room in the castle, 


Enter Kixc, QurEN, Ponont 
RoOseNcrAN'Tz, and GuiLp 


King. And can you, by no drift of circum: 





stance, - 
Get from him why he puts on this confusion, 
Grating so harshly all his days of quiet 
With turbulent and dangerous lunacy? 
Ros. He does confess he feels himself dis- 
tracted ; : 
But from what cause he will by no means speak. 
Guil. Nor do we find him forward to be 
sounded, 
But, with a crafty madness, keeps aloof, 
When we would bring him on to some con- 
fession 
Of his true state. 


ween. Did he receive you well? 10 


‘03. Most like a gentleman. apes 
Guil. But with much forcing of his dis- 
Position. - 
s. Niggard of question; but, of our 
demands, - 
Most free in his reply. . 
Queen. . Did you assay him 
To any pastime? r 
Ros. Madam, it so fell out, that certain 
players 
We o'er-raught on the way: of these we told 


him; 
And there did seem in him a kind of joy 
To hear of it: they are about the court, 
And, as I think, they have already order 
This night to play before him. 
Pol. Tis most true; 
And he beseech’d me to entreat your majesties 
'o hear and see the matter, 
King. With all my heart; and it doth much 
content me 
To hear him so inclined, 
Good gentlemen, give hima further edge, 
And drive his purpose on to these delights, 
Ros. We shall, my lord, 
[Exeunt Rosencrantz and Guildenstern. 
ing, Sweet Gertrude, leave us too ; 
For we have lonely sent for Hamlet hither, 
That he, as ‘twere by accident, may here 
Affront Ophelia ; 
Her father and myself, lawful espials, 
wall So bestow ourselves that, secing, unseen, 
We may of their encounter frankly judge, 
5 


20 


30 


And gather by him, as he is behay. 
If’t be the aftliction of his love or no 
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Scene 1] 
That thus he suffers for, 
Queen. I shall obey you. 


And for your part, Ophelia, I do wish 
That your good beauties be the happy cause 
Of Hamlet’s wildness: so shall £ hope your 
virtues — 4o 
Will bring him to his wonted way again, 
To both your honours, | 
Oph. Madam, I wish it may. [Hit Queen. 
Pol. Ophelia, walk you here. Gracious, so 
please you, 
We will bestow ourselves, [Z’o Ophelia] Read 
on this book ; 
That show of such an exercise may colour _ 
Your loneliness. We are oft to blame in this,— 
‘Tis too much proved—that with devotion’s 
visage 
And pious action we do sugar o’er 
The devil himself. 
King. [Aside] O, tis too true! 3 
How smart a lash that speech doth give my 
conscience ! 50 
The harlot’s cheek, beautied with plastering art, 
Is not more ugly to the thing that helps it 
Than is my deed to my most painted word: 
O heavy _burthen ! ~ 
Pol. I hear him coming: let’s withdraw, my 
lord. [Exeunt King and Polonius. 


Enter HAMLET. 
Han. To be, or not to be: that is the ques- 


tion : 

‘Whether ’tis nobler in the mind to suffer 

The slings and arrows of outrageous fortune, 
Or to take arms against a sea of troubles, 

And by opposing end them? To die: to sleep; 
No more; and by a sleep to say we end 6r 
The heart-ache and the thousand natural shocks 
That flesh is heir bo, ’tis a consummation 
Devoutly to be wish’d. ‘To die, to sleep; 

To sleep: perchance to dream: ay, there’s the 


rub; 
Forin that sleep of death what dreamsmay come 
When we have shuffled off this mortal coil, 
Must give us pause: there’s the respect 
That makes calamity of so long life: 
For who would bear the whips and scorns of 
time, 7° 
Pheloppressaus wrong, the proud man’s con- 
umely, 
The pangs of despised love, the law’s delay, 
The insolence of office and the spurns. 
That patient merit of the unworthy takes, 
When he himself might his quietus make 
With a bare bodkin? who would fardels bear, 
To grunt and sweat under a weary life, 
But that, the dread of something after death, 
The undiscover'd country from whose bourn 
Yo traveller returns, puzzles the will 
And makes us rather bear those ills we have 
Than fly to others that we know not of ? 
Thus conscience does make cawards of us all; 
nd thus the native hue of resolution 
Is sicklied o'er with the pale cast of thought, 
And enterprises of great pitch and moment 
With this regard their currents turn awry, 
And lose the name of action.—Soft you now! 
The fair Ophelia! Nymph, in thy orisons 


80 


HAMLET 


Be all my sins remember'd. 
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ph. Good my lord, ‘go 
How does your honour for this many a day? 
Ham. humbly thank you; well, well, well. 
Oph. My lord, I haye remembrances of 


yours, 
That I have longed long to re-deliver ; 
I pray you, now receive them. 
Ham. No, not I; 
I never gave you aught. ; 
Oph. My honour'd lord, you know right 
well you did; 
And, with them, words of so sweet breath 
composed _ ; i F 
As wane the things more rich: their perfume 
lost, } 
Take these again ; for to the noble mind _ 100 
Rich gifts wax poor when givers prove unkind. 
There, my lord. 
‘am. Ha, ha! are you honest? 
Oph. My lord? — 
am. _Are you fair? 3 
Oph. What means your lordship? 
am. That if you be honest and fair, your 
honesty should admit no discourse to your 


auty. 

Ook: Could beauty, my lord, have better 
commerce than with honesty ? 110 

Ham. Ay, truly; for the power of beauty 
will sooner transform honesty from what it is 
to a bawd than the force of honesty can 
translate beauty into his likeness: this was 
sometime a paradox, but now the time gives 
it proof. I did love you once. 

Opis Indeed, my lord, youmademe believe so. 

‘am. You should not have believed me; 
for virtue cannot so inoculate our old stock 
but we shall relish of it: Tloyed you not. x20 

Oph. Iwas the more deceived. 

Ham. Get thee toa nunnery: why wouldst 
thou_be a breeder of sinners? am myse! 
indifferent honest; but yet I could accuse me 
of such things that it were better my mother 
had not borne me: I am very proud, re- 
vengeful, ambitious, with more offences at my 
beck than I have thoughts to put them in, 
imagination to give them shape, or time to act 
them in. What should such fellows as I do 
crawling between earth and heaven? We are 
arrant knaves, all; believe none of us. Go thy 
ways toanunnery. Where’s your father? 

Oph. At home, my lord. 3 

Ham. Let the doors be shut uron him, that 
he may play the fool no where but in’s own 
house, *arewell. | 

Oph. QO, help him, you sweet heavens! 

Ham. Uf thou dost marry, I'll give thee this 
plague for thy dowry : be thou as chaste as ice, 
as pure as snow, thou shalt not escape calumny. 
Get thee to a nunnery, go: farewell. Or, if 
thou wilt needs marry, marry a fool; for wise 
men know well enough what monsters you 
make of them. Toa nunnery, go, and quickly 
too. Farewell. , 

Oph. O heavenly powers, restore him! 

Ham. I have heard of your paintings to: 
well enough ; God has given you one face, ani 
you make yourselves another: you i, you 
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amble, and you lisp, and nick-name God’s 

creatures, and make your wantonness your 

ignorance, (Qo to, I’ no more on’t; it hath 

made me mad. I say, we will have no more 

marriages: those that are married already, all 

but one, shall live; the rest shall keep'as they 

are. Toa nunnery, go. Satie Exit. 

Oph. O, what a noble mind is here o’er- 

thrown! = 

The courtier’s, soldier's, scholar’s, eye, tongue, 
sword; Bs 

The expectancy and rose of the fair state, 160 

The glass of fashion and the mould of form, _ 

The poosetven of all observers, quite, quite 
down 

And I, of ladies most deject and wretched, 

That suck’d the honey of his music yows, 

Now sce that noble and most sovereign reason, 

Like sweet bells angled, out of tune and harsh; 

That nraatch form and feature of blown 
youth, 

Blasted with ecstasy : O, woe is me, 

To have seen what I have seen, see what I sec! 


Re-enter Kine and Porontus. 
King. Love! his affections do not that way 


tend; 170 

Nor ayia he spake, though it lack’d form a 
le 

‘Was not like madness. There’s something in 


is soul, 

O'er which his melancholy sits on brood; 

And I do doubt the hatch and the disclose 
Will be some danger: which for to prevent, 
Thave in quick determination __ 

Thus set it down: he shall with speed to 


gland, 
For the demand of our neglected tribute : 
Haply the seas and countries different 
With variable objects shall expel 180 
This something-settled matter in his heart, 
W hereon his brains still beating puts him thus 
From factton of himself. What think you 


on 

Pol. It shall do well: but yet do I believe 
The origin and commencement of his grief 
soni Fore neglected love. How now, 

phelia 

You need not tell us what Lord Hamlet said; 
We heard it all. My lord, do as you please; 
But, if you hold it fit, after the play 

t his queen mother all alone entreat him 190 
To show his grief; let her be round with him; 
And I'll be placed, so please you, in the ear 
Of all their conference. If she find him not, 
Lo England send him, or confine him where 
Your wisdom best shall think. 

King. | It shall be so: 
Madness in great ones must not unwatch'd go. 

[Zveunt. 


Scene II. A hall in the castle. 


Enter Hamer and Players. 


Ham. Speak the speech, I pray you, as I 
ronounced it to you, trippingly on the tongue: 
but if you mouth it, as many of your players 

do, I had as lief the town-crier spoke my lines. 


HAMLET 


[Act mr 


Nor do not saw the air too much with your 
hand, thus, but use all gently; for in the ver 
torrent, tempest, and, as I may say, the whiri- 
wind of passion, you must acquire and beget a 
temperance that may give it smoothness, ), it 
offends me to the soul to hear a robustious 
periwig-pated fellow tear a passion to tatters, ° 
to very rags, to split the ears of the groundlings, 
who for the most hat are capable of nothing 
but inexplicable dumb-shows and_ noise; 
would have such a fellow whipped for o'er. 
doing Termagant; it out-herods Herod: pray 
you, avoid it. 

First Play. I warrant your honour. 

Ham. Be not too tame neither, but let your 
own diseretion be your tutor: suit the action to 
the word, the word to the action; with this 
special observance, that you o’erstep not the 
modesty of nature: for any thing so overdone 
is from the purpose of playing, whose end, 
both at the first and now, was and is, to hold, 
as ’twere, the mirror up to nature; to show 
virtue her own feature, scorn her own image, 
and the very age and body of the time his 
form and pressure. Now this overdone, or 
come tardy off, though it make the unskilful 
laugh, cannot but make the judicious grieve ; 
the censure of the which one must in your 
allowance o’erweigh a whole theatre of others. 
O, there be players that I have seen play, and 
heard others praise, and that highly, not to 
speak it profanely, that, neither having the 
accent of Christians nor the gait of Christian. 
pagan, nor man, have so strutted and bellowe 
that I have thought some of nature’s journey- 
men had made men and not made them well, 
they imitated humanity so abominably, 

_ Hirst Play. I hope we have reformed that 
indifferently with us, sir. 4r 

Ham. O,reformitaltogether. And let those 
that play your clowns speak no more than is 
set down for them; for there be of them that 
will themselves laugh, to set on some quantity 
of barren spectators to laugh too; though, in 
the mean time, some necessary question of the 
lay be then to be considered ; that’s willanous 
and shows a most pitiful ambition in the foo 
that uses it. Go, make you ready. 

[Zxeunt Players. 


Enter Potontus, RoseNcRANTz, and 
GUILDENSTERN. 
How now, my lord! will the king hear this 
Dc aan Eh too, and tl tl 
ot. ind the queen too, and that presently. 
Ham. Bid the players make haste, (et 
Polonius.] Will you two help to hasten them? 


diss) | “We will, my lord. 


[Zxeunt Rosencrantz and Guildenstern. 
Ham. What ho! Horatio! 


Enter Horatio. 

Hor. Here, sweet lord, at your service. 
Ham. Horatio, thou art e’en as just 2 man 
As eer my conversation coped withal. 6a 
Hor. O, my dear lord,— 7 
Ham. Nay, do not think I flatter + 
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ScENE 11] 


For what advancement may I hope from thee 

That no revenue hast but thy good spirits, 

To feed and clothe thee?’ Why should the poor 

flatter’d? 

No, let the candied tongue lick absurd pomp, 

And crook the pregnant hinges of the knee 

aWihers Bie may follow fawning. Dost thou 
hear 

Since my dear soul was mistress of her choice 

And could of men distinguish, her clection 

Hath seal’d thee for herself ; for thou hast been 

As one, in suffering all, that suffers nothing, 7 

A man that fortune’s buffets and rewards 

Hast ta’en with equal thanks: and blest are 


those 
Whose blood and judgement are so well com- 
mingled, , 
That they are not a pipe for fortune’s finger 
To sound what stop she please, Give me that 
man 
That is not passion’s slave, and I will wear him 
In my heart's core, ay, in my heart of heart, 
As I do thee.—Something too much of this.— 
There is a play to-night before the king; 80 
One scene of it comes near the circumstance 
Which I have told thee of my father's death: 
I prithee, when thou seest that act afoot, 
Even with the ver comment of thy soul 
Observe mine uncle : if his occulted guitt 
Do not itself unkennel in one speech, 
It is a damned ghost that we have seen, 
And my imaginations are as foul 
As Vulcan’s stithy. Give him heedful note; 
Yor I mine eyes will rivet to his face, 
And after we will both our judgements join 
In censure of his seeming. 
Hor. _. Well, niy lord: 
If he steal aught the whilst this play is laying, 
And ’scape detecting, I will pay the theft. 
Ham. They are coming to the play ; I must 
be idle: 
Get you a place. 


Danish march. A jlowrish. Enter Kune, 
QUEEN, POLONIUS, OPHELIA, ROSEN- 
ORANTZ, GUILDENSTERN, and. others. 


King. How fares our cousin Hamlet? 
Ham. Excellent, i’ faith; of the chame- 
leon’s dish: I eat the air, promise-crammed : 
you cannot feed capons so. ; 100 
King. I have nothing with this answer, 
amlet; these words are not mine. s 
am, 0, nor mine now. [Zo Polonius] 
ay dord, you played once i’ the university, you 


Pol. That did I, my lord; and was ac- 
counted a good actor. 

Ham._ What did you enact? 
., Pol. I did enact Julius Cesar: I was killed 
i the Capitol; Brutus killed me. 

Ham. It was a brute part of him to kill so 
anual acalf there. Be the players ready? rxz 

tos. Ay, my lord; they stay upon your 

patience, 

Queen. 
by me, 

Ham. No, good mother, here’s metal more 
attractive. 


Come hither, my dear Hamlet, sit 


HAMLET 


9°! Enter a King and a Queen ery) lovingly ; the 


&79 


mee [Zo the King] O, ho! do you mark 
at? 
Ham. Lady, shall I lie in your lap iD 
[Lying down at Ophelia’s feet. 
Oph. No, my lord. 120 
eieues I mean, ay, head upon your lap? 
rd. 


iph. Ay, my lo 
Ham. Do you think I meant country 
matters? 
Oph. I think nothing, my lord. “ 
Ham, That's a fair thotight to lie between 
maids’ legs. 
Ope Vhat is, my lord? 
am. 


Nothing. 
(ide You are merry, my lord. 
am. Who, I? 130 
Ope AY, my lord. Ry 
am. God, your only jig-maker. What 
should a man do but be merry? for, look you, 
how cheerfully my mother looks, and my father 
died within these two hours. 
Oph. Nay,’tis twice two months, my lord. 
Ham. So long? Nay then, let the devil 
wear black, for I'll have a suit of sables. O 
heavens! die two months ago, and not for- 
gotten yet? Then there’s hope a great man’s 
memory may outlive his life half a year: but, 
by’r lady, he must build churches, then; or 
else shall he suffer not thinking on, with the 
hobby-horse, whose epitaph is ‘For, O, for, O, 
the hobby-horse is forgot. 


Hautboys play. The dumbd-show enters. 


Queen embracing him, and he her. ° She 
kneels, and makes show of protestation unto 
him. He takes her up, and declines his 
head wpon her neck: lays him down upon 
@ bank of flowers: she, seeing him asleep, 
leaveshim. Anon comesin afellow, takes 
his crown, kisses it, and pours poison in the 
ings ears, and exit. he Queen returns; 
Jinds the King dead, and makes passionate 
action. Zhe Poisoner, with some two or 
three Mutes, comes in again, seeming to 
lament with her, The dead body is carried 
away. The Poisoner wooes the Queen with 
guts : she seems loath and unwilling awhile, 
ut in the end accepts his love. Eiecunie 


Oph. What means this, my lord? 

Ham. idan, this is miching mallecho; it 
means mischief. a 

Oph. Belike this show imports the argument 
of the play. 150 


Enter Prologue. 


Ham, We shall know by this fellow: the 
player cannot keep counsel; they'll tell all. 
ph, Willhe tell us what this show meant? 
Ham. Ay, or any show that youll show 
him: be not you ashamed to show, he’ll not 
shame to tell you what it means. 
Cole You are naught, you are naught: I’ll 
mark the play. 
Pro. Yor us, and for our tragedy, 
ere stooping, toyourclemency, — 16s 
We beg your hearing patiently. [2vzé. 
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880 
Ham. Is this a prologue, or the posy of a 


ting? ‘i 
hk. Tis brief, my lord. 
‘am. As woman's love. 


Enter two Players, King and Queen, 
P. King. Full thirty times hath Phebus’ 
cart gone round 
Neptune's salt wash and Tellus’ orbed | round, 
And thirty dozen moons with borrow’d sheen 
spout the world have times twelve thirties 
been, j 
sate love our hearts and Hymen did our 
ands 
Unite commutual in most sacred bands. 170 
P. Queen. So many journeys may the sun 
and moon 
Make us again count o’er ere Jove be done! 
But, woe is me, you are so sick of late, 
So far from cheer and from your former state, 
That I distrust you. aver une I distrust, 
Discomfort you, my Jord, it nothing must : 
Tor women’s fear and love holds quantity ; 
In neither aught, or in extremity. 
Now, what my love is, proof hath made you 


now 
And as my love is sized, my fear isso: 180 
Where love is great, the littlest doubts are 


ear; 
Where little fears grow great, great love 
grows there. 

P. King. ’¥aith, I must leave thee, love, 

and shortly too; 

‘Ty operant powers their functions leave todo: 
And thou shalt live in this fair world behind, 
Honour’d, beloved; and haply one as kind 
For husband shalt thou— 

P. Queen. O, confound the rest! 
Such love must needs be treason in my breast: 
In second husband let me be accurst! 189 
None wed the second but who kill’d the first. 
Ham. [Aside Wormwood, wormwood. 

P. Queen. The instances that second mar- 

riage move 
Are base respects of thrift, but none of love: 
A second time I kill my husband dead, 
‘When second husband kisses me in bed. 
P. King. I do believe you think what now 


you speak; 
But what we do determine oft we break. 
urpose is but the slave to memory, 
Of violent birth, but poor validity : 
ch now, like fruit unripe, sticks on the 


tree; 200 
But fall, unshaken, when they mellow be, 
Lost necessary ’tis that we forget 
To pay ourselves what to ourselves is debt : 
What to ourselves in passion we propose, ° 
he passion ending, doth the purpose lose, 
he violence of cither grief or joy 
Their own enactures with themselves destroy : 
ere joy most revels, grief doth most 
_ Jament ; - 
Grief joys, joy &rieyes, on slender accident. 


is World is not for aye, nor ’tis not strange | f: 


t even our loves should with our fortunes 
mange; air 
For ‘tis a question left us yet to prove, 


HAMLET 



















({Acr ur 


Whether love lead fortune, or else fortune 
love. . a 

The great man down, you mark his favourite 
te ‘ 

The poor advanced makes friends of enemies, 

And hitherto doth love on fortune tend ; 

For who not needs shall never lack a friend, 

And who in want a hollow friend doth try, 

Directly seasons him his enemy. 

But, orderly to end where I begun, 220 

Our wills and fates do so contrary run 

That our devices still are overthrown ; 

Our thoughts are ours, their ends none of our 


own: 
So think thou wilt no second husband wed 
But dies thy thoughts when thy first Jord is 
lead. 

P. Queen. Nor earth to me give food, nor 
heaven light! - 
Sport and repose lock from me day and night! 

To desperation turn my trust and hope! 
An anchor'’s cheer in prison be my scope! 
Each opposite that blanks the face of joy 230 
Meet what L would have well and it destroy ! 
Both here and hence pursue me lasting strife, 
If, once a widow, ever I be wife! 

am. If she should break it now ! 

P. King. 'Tis deeply sworn. Sweet, leave 

me here awhile; z 

My Spirits grow dull, and fain I would be- 


guile : 
The tedious day with sleep. [Sleeps. 
P. Queen. Sleep rock thy brain; 
And never come mischance between us twain ! 
Eiccut. 
Ham. Madam, how like you this play ? 
Queen. The lady doth protest too much, 
methinks, 240 
Ham. O, but she'll keep her word. 
King. Have you heard the argument? Is 
there no offence int? 
. am. No, no, they do but jest, poison in 
Jest; no offence 7 the world. 
King. What do you call the play? 
Ham. The Mouse-trap. Marry, how? Tro- 


pically. This play is the image of a murder . 


done in Vienna: Gonzago is the dule’s name ; 
his wife, Baptista: you shall see anon; "tis a 
knavish piece of work: but what o’ that? your 
majesty and we that haye free souls, it touches 
us not: let the galled jade wince, our withers 
are unwrung, 


Enter Luctanus. 
This is one Lucianus, nephew to the king. 


ph, You are as good as a chorus my lord, 
Ham. J could interpret between’ yoy and 


your love, if I could see the pe ppets dallying. 


kt. You are keen, my lord, you are keen. 
Ham. It would cost you a groaning to take 
off my edge, ee 
Oph. Still better, and worse. 
Ham, So you must take your husbands. 
egin, murderer; pox, leave thy_damnabie 
‘aces, and begin, Come: ‘the croaking raven 


doth bellow for revenge’ 


Je. Thoughts black, hands apt, drugs fit, 
and time agreeing ; 
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Scene 11] 


Confederate season, else no creature seeing ; 
ne BS rank, of midnight weeds col- 
lected, 
With Hecate’s ban thrice blasted, thrice 
infected, F 
Thy natural magic and dire property, 
On wholesome life usurp immediately, 
[Pours the poison into the sleeper’s ears. 
Ham. He poisons him i’ the garden for’s 
estate. His name’s Gonzago: the story is 
extant, and writ in choice Italian: you shall 
see anon how the murderer gets the love of 
Gonzago’s wife. 


270 


Oph. The king rises. 
Ham, What, frighted with false fire | 
pice How fares my lord? 
Ol. 


Give o’er the play, 
King. Give me some light: away ! 
Adl. Lights, lights, lights! 
[Ereunt all but Hamlet and Horatio. 
Ham. Why, let the stricken deer go weep, 
The hart ungalled play ; 
For some must watch, while some 
must sleep : 
So runs the world away. 
Would not this, sir, and a forest of feathers—if 
the rest of my fortunes turn Turk with me— 
with two Provincial roses on my razed shoes, 
get me a fellowship in a cry of players, sir? 
Hor. Half a share, 290 
Ham. A whole one, I. 
For thou dost know, O Damon dear, 
his realm dismantled was 
Of Jove himself; and now reigns here 
A very, very—pajock. 
Hor. You might have rhymed. 
Ham. O good Horatio, Dll take the ghost’s 
word fora thousand pound. Didst perceive? 
Hor. Very well, my lord. Sia 
Ham. Upon the talk of the poisoning{ 300 
Hor, Idid very well note him. r 
Ham. Ah, hal Come, some music! come, 
the recorders! 
For if the king like not the comedy, 
Why then, belike, he likes it not, perdy. 
Come, some niusic ! 


Re-enter RoSENoRANTZ and GUILDENSTERN. 
Guil. Good my lord, youchsafe me a word 
with you, 
Hum. Sir, a whole history. 
Guil. The king, sir— 
am, Ay, sir, what of him? ; 
Is ‘in his retirement marvellous dis- 


Cuil, 

tempered, 
am. With drink, sir? ; 

Ghuil, No, my lord, rather with choler, 
.4fam. Your wisdom should show itself more 
ticher to signify this to his doctor; for, for me 
to put him to his purgation would perhaps 
plunge him into far more choler. ee) 
. Guilt. Good my lord, put your discourse 
into some frame and start not so wildly from 
my affair, i 

Ham. Tam tame, sir: pronounce. 

Guil, The queen, your mother, in most great 
affiiction of spirit, hath sent me to you. 

4fam, You are welcome. 


280 


310 


HAMLET 


881 


Guil. Nay, food my lord, this courtesy is 
not of the right breed. ‘If it shall please you to 
make me a wholesome answer, I will do your 
mother’s commandment: if not, your pardon 
and my return shall be the end of my business. 

Han. Sir, I cannot. 331 

Guil. What, my lord? 

Ham. Make you a wholesome answer; my 
wit’s diseased: but, sir, such answer as I can 
make, you shall command; or, rather, as you 
say, my mother: therefore no more, but to the 
matter: my mother, you say,— § 

fos. Then thus she says; your behaviour 
hath struck her into amazement and admira- 
tion. 339 

Ham. O wonderful son, that can so astonish 
amother! But is there no sequel at the heels 
of this mother’s admiration ? mpart. 

tos. She desires to specs with you in her 
closet, ere wou go to bed. " 

Ham. We shall obey, were she ten times our 
mother. Have you any further trade with us? 

Ros. My lord. you once did love me. 

Ham. So I do still, by these pickers and 
stealers, 349 

fos. Good my lord, what is your cause of 
distemper? you do, surely, bar the door upon 
your own liberty, if you deny your griefs to 
your friend. 

‘am. _ Sir, I lack advancement. 

s. How can that be, when you have the 
voice of the king himself for your succession in 
Denmark + r fi 

Ham. Ay, sir, but ‘While the grass grows,’ 
—the proverb is something musty. 359 


Re-enter Players with recorders. 


O, the recorders! let me see one. To withdraw 
with you :—why do you go about to recover the 
wod of me, as if you would drive me into a 
toil? 

Guil. O, my lord, if my duty be too bold, 
my love is too unmannerly. 5 

jks Ido ae well me erstand that. Will 
you play upon this pipe 

Guil. My lord, 1 cannot. 

Ham. Ipray you. 

Guil. Believe me, I cannot. 

Ham. Ido beseech you. _ 

Guil. I know no touch of it, my lord. 

Ham. "Tis as eee as lying + govern these 
ventages with your fingers and thumb, give it 
breath with your mouth, and it will discourse 
most eloquent music. Look you, these are the 
stops. 

wil. But these cannot I command to any 

utterance of harmony ; I have not the skill. 

Ham. Why, look you now, how unworthy a 
thing you make of me! You would play upon 
me; you would seem to know my stops; you 
would pluck out the heart of my mystery; you 
would sound me from my lowest note’ to the 
top of my compass: and there is much music, 
excellent voice, in this little organ; yet cannot 
you make it speak. ’Sblood, do you think I am 
easier to be played on than a pipe? Call me 
what instrument you will, though you can fret 
me, yet you cannot play upon me. 


37° 
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Enter PoLonius. 


God bless you, sir! 39° 

Pol. My lord, the queen would speak with 
you, and presently. 

Ham. Do you see yondercloud that’s almost 
in shape of a camel? pas 

Pol. By the mass, and ’tis like a camel, 
indeed. k cide a 

Ham._ Methinks it is like a weasel. 

Pol. It is backed like a weasel. 

Ham._Or like a whale? 

Pol. Very like a whale. 399 

Ham. Then I will come to my mother by 
and by. They fool me to the top of my bent. 
I will come by and by. 

Pol; Iwillsay so. | E 2 a 
pa ie mand by oh easily said. [Zait 

‘olonius. ave me, friends. 

Exeunt all but Hamlet. 

*Tis now the very witching time of night, 
When churchyards yawn and hell itself breathes 


out 
Contagion to this world; now could I drink hot 


ood, 

And do such bitter business as the day 
Would quake to look on. Soft! now to my 

mother 410 
O heart, lose not thy nature; Jet not ever 
The soul of Nero enter this firm bosom : 
Let me be cruel, not unnatural : 
I will speak daggers to her, but use none; 
My tongue and soul in this be hypocrites; 
How. in my words soever she be shent, 
To give them seals never, my soul, cone ! 

cit. 


Scene III. A room in the castle. 


Enter Kixc, Rosencrantz, and 
GUILDENSTERN. 


ene, I like him not, nor stands it safe 
with us 
To let his madness range. Therefore prepare 
you; 
I your commission will forthwith dispatch, 
And he to England shall along with you : 
The terms of our estate may not endure 
azard so near us as doth hourly grow 
Out of his lunacies. £ 

wil, _ We will ourselves provide : 
Most holy and religious fear it is 
To keep those many many bodies safe 
au live and feed upon your majesty. 

08. 
With all the strength and armour of the mind, 
Lo keep itself from noyance ; but much more 

hat spirit upon whose weal depend and rest 
The lives of many The cease of majesty 
Dies not alone; but, like a gulf, doth draw 
What ’s near it with it: itisa massy wheel, 
T'ix'd on the summit of the highest mount, 
To prose huge spokes ten thousand lesser 


things 
Are mortised and adjoin’d; which, when it 
as, 20 
Each small annexment, petty consequence, 


HAMLET 


The single and peculiar life is bound, Th 


All may be well. 


{Act tir 


nds the boisterous ruin. Never alone 
Bit the king sigh, but with a general groan. 
King. Arm you, I pray you, to this speedy 


yoyage ; : 
For we will fetters put upon this fear, 
Which now goes too free-footed. 
Fios, We will haste us, 


L. 5 
SM eunt Rosencrantz and Guildenstern. 


Enter PoLoNius. 


Pol. My lord, he’s going to his mother’s 

closet : 

Behind the arras I'll conyey myself, Hy 

‘To hear the process; I'll warrant she’ll tax 
him home: 4 dates 

And, as you said, and wisely was it said, —_ 30 

‘Tis meet that some more audience than’a 
mother, FE ; 

Since nature makes them partial, should o’er- 
hear 

The speech, of vantage. Fare you well, my 


iege: 
I'l call upon you ere you go to bed, 
And tell you what I know. 
King. Thanks, dear my lord. 
(Lxit Polonius. 
O, my offence is rank, it smells to heaven; 
It hath the primal eldest curse upon’t, 
A brother's murder. Pray can I not, 
Though inclination be as sharp as will: 
My stronger guilt defeats my strong intent; 40 
d, like a man to double business bound, 
Istand in pause where I shall first begin, 
And both neglect. What if this cursed hand 
Were thicker than itself with brother's blood, 
Is there not rain enough in the sweet heavens 
To wash it white as snow? Whereto serves 


mercy 
But to confront the visage of offence? 
And what’s in prayer but this two-fold force, 
To be forestalled ere we come to fall 4 
Or pardon’d being down? Then I NT look up; 
My fault is past. But, O, what form of prayer 
Can serve my turn? ‘Forgive me my foul 
murder’? 
That cannot be; since I am still possess’d 
Of those effects for which I did the murder, 
My crown, mine own ambition and my queen. 
May one be pardon’d and retain the offence? 
In the pomaneed currents of this world 
Offence’s gilded hand may shove by justice, 
And oft ’tis seen the wicked prize itself 
Buys out the law: but’tis not so above; 
here is no shuffling, there the action lies 
In his true nature ; and we ourselves compell'd, 
Even to the teeth and forehead of our faults, 
To give in evidence. What then? what rests? 
Try what repentance can; what can it not? 
Yet what can it when one can not repent? 
Q wretched state! O bosom black as death! 
O limed soul, that, struggling to be free, 
Art more engaged! Help, angels! Make assay! 
‘ow, stubborn knees; and, heart with strings 
of steel, 7° 
Be soft as sinews of the new-born babe! 
[Retires and kneels. 


9 


60 
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Scunx 111] HAMLET 883 
Enter HAMLET. ene ould it were not sol—you are my 

d as: mother. 
Ham. Now might I do it pat, now he is} Queen. Nay, then, I’ll set those to you that 


raying ; 
Andnow I?ll do’t. And so he goes to heaven; 
AndsoamIrevenged. That would bescann‘d : 
A villain kills my father; and for that, 
|, his sole son, do this same villain send 
to heaven. | 
O, this is hire and salary, not revenge. 
He took my father grossly, fullof bread; 80 
With all his crimes broad blown, as flush as 


ay; 
And how his audit stands who knows save 
heaven ? 
But in our circumstance and course of thought, 
‘Tis heavy with him: and am I then revenged, 
To take him in the purging of his soul, 
When he is fit and season’d for his passage? 


No! 

Up, sword; and know thou a more horrid hent : 

When he is drunk asleep, or in his rage, 

Or in the incestuous pleasure of his bed ; go 

At gaming, swearing, or about some act 

That has no relish of salvation in’t; : 

et trip him, that his heels may kick at 
heaven, 

And that his soul may be as damn’d and black 

As hell, whereto it oes. My mother stays: 

This physic but prolongs thy sickly days. (Exit. 

King. [Rising] My words fly up, my thoughts 

remain below: 

Words without thoughts never to heaven go. | 

[Lxit. 


Scene IV. The Queen’s closet. 


Enter QUEEN and Potontus. 


Pol. He will come straight. Look you lay 
home to him: 
Tell him his pranks have been too broad to 
bear with, 
d that your grace hath screen’d and stood 
between 
Much heat and him. I'll sconce me even here. 
Pray you, be round with him. 
Ham. [Within] Mother, mother, mother! 
Queen. 5 I'll warrant you, 
Fear me not: withdraw, I hear him coming. 
[Polonius hides behind the arras. 


Enter HAMiet. 


Ham. Now, mother, what's the matter? 

Queen. Hamlet, thou hast thy father much 
offended, 

Ham. Mother, you have my father much 
offended. 10 

Queen. Come, come, you answer with an 
idle tongue. 

Ham. Go, go, you question with a wicked 


ongue. 
Queen, Why, how now, Hamlet! 
Ham. hat’s the matter now? 
ueen. Have you forgot me? 
_Ham. 0, by the rood, not so: 
You ate the queen, your husband's brother's 
wife; . 





can speak. " 
Ham. Come, come, and sit you down; you 
shall not budge ; 
You go not till I set you up a glass 
Where you may see the inmost part of you. 20 
Queen. What wilt thou do? thou wilt not 
murder me? 
Help, help, ho! 
Pol. [Behind] What, ho! help, help, help! 
Ham. reine) How now! arat? Dead, 
for a ducat, dead! 
[Dakes a pass through the arras. 


Pol. [Behind] O, Lam slain! J 
[alls and dies. 
Queen. Ome, what hast thou done? 
Ham. . ay, I know not: 
Is it the king? a 
Guten O, what a rash and bloody deed is 
his 
Ham. <A bloody deed! almost as bad, good 
mother, " 
As kill a king, and marry with his brother. 
ween, AS killa king! 


‘am. Ay, lady, twas my word. | 30 
[Lifts up the arras and discovers Polonius. 
Thou wretched, rash, intruding fool, farewell! 
I took thee for thy better: take thy fortune; 
Thou find’st to be too busy is some danger. 
eae wringing of your hands: peace! sit you 
own, 5 
And let me wring your heart ; for so I shall, 
If it be made of penetrable stuff, 
If damned custom have not brass’d it so 
That it be proof and bulwark against sense. 
Queen. What have I done, that thou darest 
wag thy tongue | 
In noise so rude against me? : 
Ham. Such an act 49 
That blurs the grace and blush of modesty, 
Calls virtue hypocrite, takes off the rose 
From the fair forehead of an innocent love 
And sets a blister there, makes marriage-vows 
As false as dicers’ oaths: O, such a deed 
As from the body of contraction plucks 
The very soul, and sweet religion makes 
A rhapsody of words: heaven’s face doth glow; 
Yea, this solidity and compound mass, 
With tristful visage, as against the doom, 50 
Is thought-sick at the act. 
UEEN. Ay me, what act, 
That roars so loud, and thunders in the index? 
Ham. Look here, upon this picture, and on 


this, 
The counterfeit presentment of two brothers. 
See, what a grace was seated on this brow; 
Hyperion’s curls; the front of Jove himself; 
An eye like Mars, to threaten and command; 
A station like the herald Mercury 
N ewclighted on a heaven-kissing hill; 
A combination and a form indeed, 60 
Where every god did seem to set his seal, 
To give the world assurance of a man : 
This was your husband. Look you now, what 
follows: ¥ c 
Here is your husband; like a mildew'd car, 
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Blasting aon wholesome brother. Have you 
eyes 

Could you on this fair mountain leave to feed, 

And batten on this moor? Ha! have you eyes? 

You cannot call it love; for at your age 

The hey-day in the blood is tame, it’s humble, 
d waits upon the judgement: and what 
Judgement 3 i jo 

‘Would step from this to this? Sense, sure, you 


ave 
Else could you not have motion; but sure, that 


sense 
As apoplex’d ; for madness would not err, 
Nor sense to ecstasy was ne'er so thrall’d 
But it reserved some quantity of choice, 3 
To Serve in such a difference. What devil 
was’t ‘ 
That thus hath cozen’d you at hoodman-blind? 
yes without feeling, feeling without sight, 
Ears without hands or eyes, smelling sans all, 
Or but a sickly part of one true sense So 
Could not so mope. ‘ 
‘O shame! where is thy blush? Rebellious hell, 
J£ thou canst mutine in a matron’s bones, 
‘Yo flaming youth let virtue be as wax, 
And melt in her own fire: proclaim no shame 
When the compulsive ardour gives the charge, 
Since frost itself as actively doth burn 
And reason pandars will. 

Queen. . O Hamlet, speak no more: 
Thou turn’st mine eyes into my very soul ; 
And there I see such black and grained spots 90 
As will not leave their tinct. 

Ham. Nay, but to live 
In the rank sweat of an enseamed bed, 5 
plewid in corruption, honeying and making 

love 
Over the nasty sty,— 
ween. O, speak to me no more ; 
These words, like daggers, enter in mine ears; 
No more, sweet Hamict! 
Ham. : A. murderer and a villain ; 
A slave that is not twenticth part the tithe 
f your precedent lord; a vice of kings; 
A cutpurse of the empire and the rule, 
That trom a shelf the precious diadem stole, 100 
And put it in his pocket! 

Queen. i No more! 

Ham. A king of shreds and patches,— 


Enter Ghost. 


Save me, and hover o’er me with your wings, 
You heavenly guards! What would your 
gracious figure? 
igre Alas, he’s mad! 
am. Do you not come your tardy son to 


chide 
That, lapsed in time and passion, lets go by 
The important acting of your dread command? 


, Say 

Ghost. Do not forget: this visitation 110 
Is but to whet thy almost blunted purpose. 
But, look, amazement on thy mother sits: 
Q, step between her and her fighting soul: 
Conceit in weakest bodies strongest works: 
Speak to her, Hamict. ee 

Ham. How is it with you, lady? 

Queen. Alas, how is’t with you, 


HAMLET 





{Act mr 


That you do bend your eye on vacancy 

And with the incorporal air do hold discourse? 

Forth at your eyes your spirits wildly peep; 

And, as the sleeping soldiers in the alarm, 120 

Your bedded hair, like life in excrements, 

Start up, and stand an end. O gentle son, 

Upon the heat and flame of thy distemper 

Sprinkle cool patience. Whereon do you look? 
Ham. On him, on him! Look you, how 

pale he glares! fa i: Ms 
His form and cause conjoin’d, preaching to 


stones, 
Would make them capable. Do not look upon 


me; 
Lest with this piteous action you convert 
My stern effects: then what I have to do 
Will want true colour; tears perchance for 
blood. , 
Queen. To whom do you speak this? 
Ham. Do you see nothing there? 
Queen. Nothing at all; yet all that is I see. 
Ham. Nor did you nothing hear? 
Queen. No, nothing but ourselves. 
Ham. Why, look you there! look, how it 
steals away! i 
My father, in his habit as he lived! 
Look, where he goes, even now, out at the 
portal! [Lit Ghost. 
Queen. This is the very coinage of your 
brain: 
This bodiless creation ecstasy 
Is very cunning in. 
‘am. Ecstasy | 
My pulse, as yours, doth temperately keep 


ime, 140 
And makes as healthful music: it is not mad. 


ness 
That I haye utterd: bring me to the test, 

And I the matter will re-word ; which madness 
Would gambol from. Mother, for love of 


grace, 
Lay not that flattering unction to your soul, 
That not your trespass, but my. magne speaks: 
Tt will but skin and film the ulcerous place, 
Whiles rank corruption, mining all within, 
Infects unseen. Confess yourself to heaven ; 
Repent what’s past ; avoid what is to come}; 150 
And do not spread the compost on the weeds, 
To make them ranker. Forgive me this my 


virtue; 
For in the fatness of these pursy times 
Virtue itself of vice must pardon beg, 
Yea, curb and woo for leave to do him good, 
Queen. | let, thou hast cleft my heart 
in twain. 
Ham. O, throw away the worser part of it, 
And live the purer with the other half. 
Good night: but 0 not to mine uncle's bed ; 
Assume a virtue, if you have it not. 160 
‘That monster, custom, who all sense doth eat, 
Of habits devil, is ange] yet in this, 
‘That to the use of actions fair and good 
He likewise gives a frock or livery, 
hat aptly is put on. Refrain to-night, 
And that shall lend a kind of easiness 
To the next abstinence: the next more easy ; 
For use almost can change the stamp of nature, 
tAnd either ..,. the devil, or throw him out 
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Scenu Iv] 


With wondrous potency. Once more, good 
night: A 170 

And when you are desirous to be bless’d 

Tl blessing beg of you. For this same lord, 

[Pointing to Polonius. 

Ido repent: but heaven hath pleased it so, 

To punish me with this and this with me, 

That I must be their scourge and minister. 

I will bestow him, and will answer well 

‘the death I gave him. So, again, good night. 

I must be cruel, only to be kind 5 

Thus bad begins and worse remains behind. 

One word more, good lady, 


What shall I do? 180 | T! 


Queen. 
Ham. Not this, by no means, that I bid 


you do: fi 
Let the bloat king tempt you again to bed; 
Pinch wanton on your cheek; call you’ his 
mouse ; _ f 
And let him, for a pair of reechy kisses, 
Or paddling in your neck with his ‘damn’d 
fingers, i 
Make you to rayel all this Inatter out, 
That I essentially am not in madness, 
Euma in craft. “Iwere good you let him 
know; 
For who, that’s but a queen, fair, sober, wise, 
Would from a paddock, from a bat, a gb, 190 
Such dear concernings hide? who would do so? 
No, in despite of sense and secrecy, 
Unpeg the basket on the house's top, 
Let the birds fly, and, like the famous ape, 
To iy conclusions, in the basket creep, 
And break your own neck down. 
Queen. Be thou assured, if words be made 
of breath, 
And breath of life, I have no life to breathe 
What thou hast said to me. 
Ham. I must to England; you know that? 
ueen, lack, 200 
Thad forgot : ’tis so concluded on. 
Ham. There’s letters seal’d: and my two 
. Schoolfellows, ¥ 
Whom I will trust as I will adders fang’d, 
They bear the mandate; they must sweep my 
way, 
And marshal me to knavery. Let it work; 
or tis the sport to have the enginer 
Hoist with his own petar: and ’t shall go hard 
ut I will delve one yard below their mines, 
nd blow them at the moon: O, ’tis most sweet, 
When in one line two crafts directly meet. 210 
318 man shall set me packing : 
lug the guts into the neighbour room. 
Mother, good night. Indeed this counsellor 
snow most still, most secret and most grave, 
,, 10 Was in life a foolish prating knaye. 
some, sir, to draw toward an end with you. 
ood night, mother. 
Lxeunt severally; Hamlet dragging 
tr Polonius. 
ACT IV. 


Scene I. A room in the castle. 
Enter Krxa, QuerNn, RosENcrantz, and 
GUILDENSTERN. 
King, There’s matter in these sighs, these 
profound heaves < 








HAMLET 885. 


You must translate: ‘tis fit we understand 
them. 
Vhere is your son? ? A 
Queen. Bestow this place onus alittle while. 
[Exeunt Rosencrantz and Guildenstern. 
», mine own lord, what have I seen to-night! 
King. What, Gertrude? How does Hamlet? 
. Queen. Mad as the sea and wind, when 
both contend i 
Which is the mightier: in his lawless fit, 
Behind the arras hearing something stir, 
Whips out his rapier, cries, ‘A Tat, arat!’ 10 
And, in this brainish apprehension, kills 
he unseen good old man. 
King. O heavy deed! 
It had been so with us, had we been there: 
His liberty is full of threats to all; 
To you yourself, to us, to every one. 4 
Alas, how shall’this bloody deed be answer'd? 
Tt will be laid to us, whose providence 
Should have kept short, restrain’d and out of 
aunt, 
This mad young man: butso much was ourloye, 
We would not understand what was most fit; 
But, like the owner of a foul disease, 2r 
To keep it from divulging, let it feed 
Even on the pith of life. “Where is he penel 
Gi To draw apart the body he hath 
sill'd: 
O’er whom his very madness, like some ore 
mong a mineral of metals base, f 
Shows itself pure ; he weeps for what is done. 
King. O Gertrude, come away | _ 
The sun no sooner shall the mountains touch, 


But we val ship him hence: and this vile 


cer 30 
We must, with all our majesty and skill, 3 
Both countenance and excuse. Ho, Guilden- 
stern 


Re-enter ROSENCRANTZ and GUILDENSTERN. 
Pecads both, go join you with some further 
aid : 
Hamlet in madness hath Polonius slain, 
Asay aca his mother’s closet hath he dragg’d 
im: 
Go seek him out; speak fair, and bring the 


ody s 
Into the chapel. I pray you, haste in this. 
[Exeunt Rosencrantz and Guildenstern. 
Come, Gertrude, we'll call up our wisest friends; 
And let them know, both what we mean to do, 
+And what’s untimely done... seve 
Whose whisper o'er the world’s diameter, 
As level as the cannon to his blank, f 
Transports his poison’d shot, may miss our 
name, . 
And hit the woundless air. O, come away! 
My soul is full of discord and dismay. [Exeunt. 


Scene IL. Another room in the castle. 
Enter Hamer. 

Ham. Safely stowed. 

Goi, } (viehin] Hamlet! Lord Hamlet! 


Ham. But soft, what noise? who calls on 
Hamlet? 0, here they come. 
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Enter ROSENORANTZ and GUILDENSTERN. 


Ros. What have you done, my lord, with 
the dead body? its 

pane Compouned it with dust, whereto 
tis kin. 

Ros. Tell us where’tis, that we may take it 
thence 

And bear it to the chapel. 

Ham._ Do not believe it. 

Ros. Believe what? 10 
Ham. That I can keep your counsel ani 
not mine own. Besides, to be demanded of a 
sponge | what replication should be made by 

the son of a king? 

Ros. Take you me for a sponge, my lord? : 

Ham. Ay, sir, that soa s—up the king's 
countenance, his rewards, his authorities, But 
such officers do the king best service in the 
end: he keeps them, like an ape, in the corner 
of his jaw; first mouthed, to be last swallowed : 
when he needs what you have gleaned, it is 
but squeezing you, and, sponge, you shall be 


'y again. 

Ros, I understand you not, my lord. 

Ham. Iam glad of it: a knavish speech 
sleeps in a foolish ear. 

Hos. My lord, you must tell us where the 
body is, and go with us to the king. 

Ham. The body is with the king, but the 
king is not with the body. The king is a thing— 

Guil, A thing, my lord! ¥ at 

Ham. Of nothing: bring me to him. Hide 
fox, and all after. [Exeunt. 


Scene IL. Another room in the castle. 
‘Enter Kine, attended. 


King. I have sent to seck him, and to find 
thebody. i 
How dangerous is it that this man goes loose! 
Yet must not we put the strong law on him: 
He’s loved of the distracted multitude, 
Who like not in their judgement, but their 


eyes ; 

And where "tis so, the offender’s scourge is 
weigh’ 

But never the offence. To bear all smooth and 


even, 
This sudden pending him away must seem 
Deliberate pause : diseases desperate grown 
By desperate appliance are relieved, 

Or not at all. 


Enter ROSENCRANTZ. 


How now! what hath befall’n? 
Ros. Where the dead body is bestow’d, my 


10 


ord, 1 
We cannot get from him. é 
King. But where is he? 
Ros. Without, my lord; guarded, to know 
Ken pleasure. 

ing._ Bring him before us. | 
Ros. Ho, Guildenstern! bring in my lord. 


Enter HAMLET and GUILDENSTERN. 
King. Now, Hamlet, where’s Polonius? 


HAMLET 





[Act 1v 


Ham, At supper. 

King. At supper! where? 19 

Ham. Not where he eats, but where he is 
eaten: a certain convocation of politic worms 
are e’en at him. Your worm is your only 
emperor for dict: we fat all creatures clse to 
fat us, and we fat ourselves for maggots your 
fat king and your lean beggar is but variable 
Berrie tio dishes, but to one table: that’s the 
end, 

King. Alas, alas! 0 

Ham. Aman may fish with the worm that 
hath eat of a king, and eat of the fish that hath 
fed of that worm. E 

King. What dost thou mean by this? 

Ham. Nothing but to show you how a king 
may goa progress, through the guts of a beggar, 

King. Where is Polonius? | 

Ham. In heaven; send thither to see: if 
your messenger find him not there, seek him 1’ 
the other place yourself. But indeed, if you 
find him not within this month, you shall nose 
him as you go up the stairs into the lobby. 

King. Go seek him there. 40 
[Lo some Attendants. 
Ham. He will stay till you come. 

[Zxeunt Attendants. 

King. 


% Hamlet, this deed, for thine especial 
satety,— 

Which we do tender, as we dearly grieve 

For that which thou hast done,—must send 


_ thee hence 
With fiery quickness: therefore prepare thy- 


self; 
The bark is ready, and the wind at help, 
The associates tend, and every thing is bent 
For England. 
Ham. For England! 
King. Ay, Hamlet. 
ECM | Good. 
King. So is it, if thou knew’st our purposes. 
am. Iseea cherub that sees them. But, 
come; for England! Farewell, dear mother. 
King. Thy loving father, Hamlet. : 
Ham. My mother: father and mother is 
man and wife; man and wife is one flesh; and 
80, my mother. Come, for England! — [£xit. 
King. Follow him at foot; tempt him with 
speed aboard ; 
Delay it not; I'll have him hence to-night: 
Away ! for every thing is seal’d and done 
au ae leans on the affair; pray you, make 
haste. 
[Zxeunt Rosencraniz and Guildenstern. 
And, England, if my love thou hold’st at 
aught— 60 
As my great power thereof may give thee 
sense, 
Since yet thy cicatrice looks raw and red 
After the Danish sword, and thy free awe 
Pays homage to us—thou mayst not coldly set 
Our sovereign process ; which imports at full, 
By letters congruing to that effect, 
T he present death of Hamlet. Do it, England; 
For like the hectic in my blood he rages, 
And thou must cure me: till I know’tis done, 
Howe'er my haps, my joys were ne’er peo iP 
eile 
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ScENE Iv] 
Scene IV. A plain in Denmark. 


Enter FORTINBRAS, @ Captain, and Soldiers, 
marching. 


For. 


king; x bee 
Tell him that, by his license, Fortinbras 
Crayes the conveyance of a promised march 
Over his kingdom. You know the rendezvous. 
If that his majesty would aught with us, 
We shall express our duty in his eye; 
And let him know so. 

ap. I will do ’t, my lord. 

For. Go softly on. 


[Zxeunt Fortinbras and Soldiers. 


Enter HAMLET, ROSENcRANTZ, GUILDEN- 
STERN, and others. 


Ham. Good sir, whose powers are these? 
Cap. They are of Norway, sir. 10 
Ham. How purposed, sir, I pray you? 

Cap. ete some part of Poland. 

Ham. Who commands them, sir? 

Cap. The nephew toold Norway, Fortinbras. 
Ham. Goes it against the main of Poland, 


sir, 
Or for some frontier? y G. 
Cap. Truly to speak, and with no addition, 
We go to gain a little patch of ground 
That hath in it no profit but the name. . 
To pay fiye ducats, five, I would not farm it; 20 
Nor will it yield to Norway or the Pole 
A ranker rate, should it be sold in fee. 
Ham. Why, then the Polack never will 
defend it. : 
Cap. Yes, it is already garrison’d. 
Ham. Two thousand souls and twenty 
thousand ducats 
Will not debate the question of this straw: 
This is the imposthume of much wealth and 


peace, ; 
That inward Wreaks, and shows no cause with- 


out . 

Why the man dies. I humbly thank you, sir. 
Cap. God be wi’ you, sir. [Zcit. 
Ros, Will’t please you 80, my lord? 30 
Ham. Jl be with you straight, Goa little 

before, Exeunt all except Hamlet. 

How all occasions do inform seainst me, 

And spur my dull revenge! What is a man, 

IEhis chief good and market of his time 

Be but to sleep and feed? a beast, no more. 

Sure, he that made us with such large discourse, 

Looking before and after, gave us not 

That capability and pod Uke reason 
‘0 fust in us unused. Now, whether it be 
estial oblivion, or some craven scruple 40 
£ thinking too precisely on the event, 

A thought which, quarter’d, hath but one part 

wisdom 

d ever three parts coward, I do not know 

W by yet Llive to say ‘This thing’s to do; 

Sith I have cause and will and strength and 

Means 

To dot. Examples gross as earth exhort me: 

Witness this army of such mass and charge 

:! ed by a delicate and tender prince, 

Whose spirit with divine ambition nuft’d 


HAMLET 


Go, captain, from me greet the Danish | I. 
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Makes mouths at the invisible event, £0 

Exposing what is mortal and unsure 

To all that fortune, death and danger dare, 

Even for an egg-shell. Rightly to be great 

S not to stir without great argument, 

But greatly to find quarrel in a straw 

When honour’sat the stake. How stand I then, 

That have a father kill’d, a mother stain’d, 

Excitements of my reason and my blood, 

And let all sleep? while, to my shame, I see 

The imminent death of twenty thousand men, 

That, for a fantasy and trick of fame, 6x 

Go to their graves like beds, fight for a plot 

Whereon the numbers cannot try the cause, 

Which is not tomb enough and continent 

To hide the slain? O, from this time forth 

My thoughts be bloody, or be nothing ae if 
eit, 


ScoENE V. Elsinore. A room in the castle. 


Enter QUEEN, Horatio, and a Gentleman. 


ueen. I will not speak with her, 
Gent. She is importunate, indeed distract: 
Her mood will needs be pitied. 


Queen. What would she have? 
Gent. She speaks much of her father; says 
she hears 


There’s tricks i’ the world; and hems, and 
beats her heart ; 
Spurn enyiously at straws; speaks things in 


loubt, 
That carry but half sense: her speech is 
nothing, j 
Yet the unshaped use of it doth move 
The hearers to collection ; they aim at it, 
And boich the words up fit to their own 
thoughts; _ 10 
Which, as her winks, and nods, and gestures 
yield them, FE ‘ 
Indeed would make one think there might be 
thought, | r 
Though nothing sure, yet much unhappily. 
Hor. *Twere good she were spoken with: 
for she may strev c : 
Dangerous conjectures in ill-breeding minds, 
Queen. Lethercomein. [Exit Horatio. 
To my sick soul, as sin’s true nature is, 
Each toy seems prologue to some great amiss : 
So full of artless jealousy is guilt, 
It spills itself in fearing to be spilt 


Re-enter Horatio, with OPHELIA. 


Oph. Where is the beauteous majesty of 
Denmark? ; 
uecen. How now, Ophelia! 
ph. [Sings] How should I your true love 
lnow 
From another one? 
By his cockle hat and staff, 
And his sandal shoon. 
Cueei Alas, sweet lady, what imports this 
song 
Oph. Say you? nay, pray you, mark. 
[Sings] He is dead and gone, lady, 
He is dead and gone ; 30 
At his head a grass-green turf, 
At his heels a stone. % 


20 
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es Nay, but, Ophelia,— 
ph. Pray you, mark. Es 
[Sings] White his shroud as the mountain 
snow,— 
Enter Kine. 
eae Alas, look here, my lord. 
nh. Sings] Larded with sweet flowers ; 
Which bewept to the grave did go 
With true-love showers. 


King. _How do you, pretty rane 40 
Oph. Well, God ’ild you! They say the 
owl was a baker's daughter. Lord, we know 


what we are, but know not what we may be. 
God be at your table! 
King. Conceit upon her father. ‘ 

Oph. Pray you, let’s have no words of this; 
put when they ask you what it means, say you 
this: 

LSings] To-morrow is Saint Valentine's day, 

Allin the morning betime, 

And Ia maid _at your window, 
To be your Valentine. - 

Then up he rose, and donn’d his clothes, 
And dupp'd the chamber door; 

Let in the maid, that out a maid 
‘Never departed more. 

King. _ Pretty Ophelia! 

Oph. Indeed, la, without an oath, 171] make 
an end on’t: 4 Ee 
[Sings] By Gis and by Saint Charity, 

lack, and fie for shame! 60 
Young men will do’t, if they come to’t; 
By cock, they are to blame. 
Quoth she, before you tumbled me, 
You promised me to wed. 
So would I ha’ done, by yonder sun, 
3 An thou hadst not come to my bed. 

King. _Eow long hath she been thus? 

Gph. I hope all will be well We must be 
patient: but 1 cannot choose but weep, to think 
they should lay him i’ the cold ground. My 
brother shall know of it: and so [ thank you 
for your good counsel. Come, my coach! Good 
night, ladies; good night, sweet ladies; good 
night, good night. [Lxit. 

ing. Follow her close; give her good 
watch, I pray you. Nis Horatio. 
O, this is the poison of deep grief ; it springs 
All from her father's death. 'O Gertrude, 
Gertrude, 
When sorrows come, they come not single spies, 
But in battalions, First, her father slain: 
Next, your son gone; and he most violent 
author 80 
Of his own just remove : the people muddied, 
Thick and unwholesome in their thoughts and 
nwalepers, 7 
For good Polonius’ death; and we have done 
but greenly, ; . m 
In hugeenmy ‘ger to inter him: poor Ophelia 
Divided from herself and her fair judgement, 
Without the which we are pictures, or mere 


beasts: 
Testfand as much containing as all these, 
Her brother is in secret come from France ; 
Feeds on his wonder, keeps himself in clouds, 
And wants not buzzers to infect his ear 90 


50 


HAMLET 


[Acr iv 


With pestilent speeches of his father’s death ; 

Wherein necessity, of matter beggar’d, 

Will nothing stick our person to arraign 

Inearandear. O-my dear Gertrude, this, 

Like to a murdering-piece, in many places 

Gives me superfluous death. {4 noise within. 

Gucen Alack, what noise is this? 

‘ing. Where are my Switzers? Let them 
guard the door. 


Enter another Gentleman. 


What is the matter? 

Gent. Save yourself, my lord : 
The ocean, overpeering of his list, 
Fats not the flats with more impetuous haste 
Than young Laertes, in a riotous head, ror 
Ov’erbears your officers. The rabble call him 


ord ; i 
And, as the world were now but to begin, 
Antiquity forgot, custom not known, 

The ratifers and props of every word, __ 
They cry ‘Choose we: Laertes shall be king:’ 
Caps, hands, and tongues, applaud it to the 


clouds: ; : 
‘Laertes shall be king, Laertes king!’ 4 
Queen. How cheerfully on the false trail 
they cry! ‘ 
O, this is counter, you false Danish dogs! 110 
‘King. The doors are broke. [Voise within. 


Enter LAERTES, armed ; Danes following. 
Laer. Where is this king? Sirs, stand you 
all without. i 
Danes. No, let’s come in. x 
Laer. . Ipray you, give me leave. 
Danes. We will, we will: 
[oie retire without the door. 
Laer. I thank you: keep the door. O thou 
_ Vile king, 
Give me my father! 
ween. Calmly, good Laertes. 
. That drop of blood that’s calm pro- 
_ claims me bastard, 
Cries cuckold to my father, brands the harlot 
Even here, between the chaste unsmirched brow 
Ofmy.true mother. | 
King. ___ What is the cause, Laertes, 120 
That thy rebellion looks so giant-like? 
Let him go, Gertrude; do not fear our person: 
There’s such divinity doth hedge a king, 
That treason can but peep to what it would, 
Acts little of his will. ‘Tell me, Laertes, 
Why. thou art thus incensed, Let him go, 
Gertrude, 
Speak, man. 
Laer. Where is my father? 


King. ead. 
Queen. “ But not by him. 
‘ing. Let him demand his fill. > 
Laer. How came he dead? Ill not be jug- 
gled with : 130 
‘To hell, allegiance! vows, to the blackest devil ! 
Conscience and grace, to the profoundest pit! 
I dare damnation. To this point I stand, 
That both the worlds I give to negligence, 
Let come what comes; only I’ll be revenged 
Most throughly for my father. 
King. Who shall stay you! 
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Laer. My will, not all the world: 
And for my means, Ill husband them so well, 
They shall go far with little, 
King. . Good Laertes, 
If you desire to know the certainty _ 140 
Of your dear father’s death, is’t writ in your 
revenge, 
That, swoopstake, you will draw both friend 
and foe, 
Winner and loser? 
Laer. None but his enemies. 
i $ Will you mow them then? 
Laer. To his good friends thus wide 1’Il ope 
my arms; is ¥ 
And like the kind life-rendering pelican, 
Repast them with my blood. 
ing. “ Why, now you speak 
Like a good child and a true gentleman, 
That Iam guiltless of your father’s death, 
And am most sensibly in grief for it, 150 
It shall as level to your judgement pierce 
As day does to your eye. ie 
Danes. __ [Within] Let her come in, 
Laer. How now! what noise is that? 


Re-enter OPHELIA. 
0 heat dry up my brains! tears seven times 


salt, . 
Burn out the sense and virtue of mine eyel 
By heaven, thy madness shall be paid with 


weight, 
- Till our scale turn the beam. O rose of May! 


Dear maid, kind sister, sweet Ophelia! kd 
O heavens! is’t possible, a young maid's wits 
Should be as mortal as an old man’s life? x60 
Natute is fine in love, and where "tis fine, 

It sends some precious instance of itself 

After the thing it loves. 


Us ings] 4 
they bore him barefaced on the bier; 
ey non nonny, nonny, hey nonny ; 
And in his grave rain’d many a tear :— 
are you well, my dove! A 
Laer. Hadst thou thy wits, and didst per- 
suade revenge, 
Tt could not move thus. F 
Oph. [Sings] You must sing a-down a-down, 
n you call him a-down-a. 171 
O, how the wheel becomes it! It is the false 
Steward, that stole his master’s daughter. 
aer, This nothing’s more than matter, 
Opk. There’s rosemary, that’s for remem- 
ranee; pray, love, remember: and there is 
Pansies, that’s for thoughts. 
Laer, A document in madness, thoughts 
and remembrance fitted. 279 
.Oph.. There’s fennel for you, and colum- 
bines: there’s rue for you; and here’s some 
for me: we may call it herb-grace 0’ Sundays: 
9, you must wear your rue with a difference. 
There *s adaisy: [would give you some yiolets, 
but they withered all when my father died: 
they say he made a good end,—_ i 
ings] Bor bonny sweet Robin is all my 1% 
saint Thought and affliction, passion, hell 
itself, “ 
She tums to favour and to prettiness. 


moe 
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Oph. [Sings] And will he not come again? 190 

And will he not come again? 

No, no, he is dead: 

‘Go to thy death-bed : 

e never will come again. 

His beard was as white as snow, 
All flaxen was his poll : 

He is gone, he is gone, 

And we cast away moan: 
God ha’ mercy on his soul ! 


And of all Christian souls, I pray God. God 


be wi’ ye. . [Lit 
Laer. Do you see this, 0 God? ; 201 
ing. Laertes, I must commune with your 


grief, 

Or you deny me right. Go but apart, 

Make sahgice of whom your wisest friends you 
will, 

And they shall hear and judge ’twixt you and 
mee 


ie: 
If by direct or by collateral hand 1 
‘They find us touch’d, we will our kingdom give, 
Our crown, our life, and all that we call ours, 
To you in satisfaction ; but if not, 
Be you content to lend your patience to us, 210 
And we shall jointly labour with your soul 
To give it due content. 2 

er", Let this be so; 
His means of death, his obscure funcral— 
No trophy, sword, nor hatchment o'er his bones; 
No noble rite nor formal ostentation— 
Cry to be heard, as *twere from heayen to earth, 
That I must call’t in question. 
Vig ing. So you shall; 

And where the offence is let the great axe fall, 
I pray you, go with me. [Ezewnt. 


Scene VL Another room in the castle. 
Enter Horatio and a Servant. 


Hor. , What are they that would speak with 
me 

Serv. Sailors, sir: they say they have letters 
for you. 


Hor. Let them come in. ate Servant. 
Ido not know from what part of the world 
I should be greeted, if not from lord Hamlet, 


Enter Sailors. 

First Sail. God bless you, sir. 

Hor, Let him bless thee too. 

First Sail. He shall, sir, an’t please him. 
There’s a letter for you, sir; it comes from the 
ambassador that was bound for England; if 
yourname be Horatio, as Iam let to know it is. 

Hor. (Reads) ‘Horatio, when thou shalt 
have overlooked this, give these fellows some 
means to the king: they have letters for him. 
Ere we were two days old at sea, a pirate of 
yery warlike appointment gave us chase, Find- 
ing ourselves too slow of sail, we put on a 
compelled valour, and in the grapple 1 boarded 
them: on the instant they got clear of our ship; 
so I alone became their prisoner. They have 
dealt with me like thieves of mercy: but they 
knew what they:did; Iam to doa good turn 
for them. Let the king have the letters I have 


CC-0 Kashmir Research Institute. Digitzed by eGangotri 


890 


sent; and repair thou to me withas much 
speed as thou: wouldst. fly death. Ihave words 
to speak in thine ear will make thee dumb; 
yet are they much too jight for the bore of the 
matter. These good fellows will. bring thee 
where Iam. Rosencrantz and Guildenstern 
hold their course for England: of them I have 
much to tell thee, Farewell. 3° 
‘He that thou knowest thine, HAMLET.’ 
Come, I will make you way for these your 
letters; 
And do’t the speedier, that you may direct me 
Yo him from whom you brought them. 
[Exeunt. 


Scene VII. Another room in the castle. 


Enter Kine and LAERtTEs. 


King. Now must your conscience my ac- 
quittance seal, i 
And you must put me in your heart for friend, 

Sith you have heard, and with a knowing ear, 
That he which hath your noble father slain 
Pursued my life. 

Laer. It well appears: but tell me 
‘Why you proceeded not against these feats, 
So crimeful and so capital in nature, 
As by your safety, wisdom, all things else, 
You mainly were stirr'd up. : 

ing. O, for two special reasons ; 

Which may to you, perhaps, seem much un- 
sinew’ 


A 10 
But yet to me they are strong. The queen his 
_ mother 
Lives almost by his looks; and for myself— 
My virtue or my plague, be it either which— 
She’s so conjunctive to my life and soul, 
‘That, as the star moves not but in his sphere, 
J could not but by her. _ ‘The other motive, 
to a public count I might not go, 
As the great love the general gender bear him; 
Who, dipping, all his faults in their affection, 
Would, ike the spring that turneth wood to 
stone, 20 
Convert his es to graces; so that my arrows, 
Too slightly timber’d for so loud a wind, 
‘Would have reverted to my bow again, 
And not where I had aim’d them. 
Lacr, And so have I a noble father lost ; 
A sister driven into desperate terms 
Whose worth, if praises may go back again, 
Stood challenger on mount of all the age 
Tor her perfections: but my revenge will come. 
King. Break not your sleeps for that: you 
must not think 
That we are made of stuff so flat and dull 
That we can Iet our beard be shook with 


nger 
And think it pastime. You shortly shall hear 


more: 
J loved your father, and we love ourself ; 
And that, I hope, will teach you to imagine— 


Enter a Messenger. 
How now! what news? 
Mess. Letters, my lord, from Hamlet : 
This to your majesty ; this to the queen. 
King. From ‘Hamlet! who brought them ? 


HAMLET 


[Act iv 

Mess. Sailors, my lord, they say; I saw 
them not: e . 

They were given me by Claudio; he received 


them 40 
Of him that brought them. 


King. aertes, you shall hear them, 
Teavenin *" [Exit Messenger. 


[Reads] ‘High and mighty, You shall know 
Iam set naked on your kingdom. To-morrow 
shall I beg leave to see your kingly eyes: when 
I shall, first asking your pardon thereunto, re. 
count the occasion of my sudden and more 
strange return. P 

HAMLET,’ 
What should this mean? Areall the rest come 
ack 3 
Or is it some abuse, and no such thing? 

Laer. Know you the hand? 

King. Lis Hamlet’s character. ‘Naked!’ 
And in a postscript here, he says ‘alone.’ 

Can you advise me? | ; 

Laer. I’m lost in it, my lord. But let him 

come; . 
It warms the very sickness in my heart, 
That I shall live and tell him to his teeth, 
“Thus didest thou.’ 
ing. If it be so, Lacrtes— 
As how should it be so? how otherwise ?— 
Will you be ruled by me? ° 
er. Ay, my lord; 60 
So you will not o’errule me to a peace. 
ing. To thine own peace. If he be now 
Teturn’d; : 
As checking at his voyage, and that he means 

o more to undertake it, I wiil work him 

To an exploit, now ripe in my device, . 
Under the which he shall not choose but fall : 
And for his death no wind of blame shall 
breathe, s 
ué even his mother shall uncharge the practice 
And call it accident. 

Laer. * My lord, I will be ruled ; 
The rather, if you could devise it so 79 
That I might be the organ. 

King. Tt falls right. 

You have been talk’d of since your travel much, 
And that in Hamlet's hearing, for a quality 
Wherein, they say, you shine: your sum of 


par! 
Did not together pluck such envy from him 
As did that one, and that, in my regard, 
Of the unworthiest siege. 
Incr. What part is that, my Jord? 
King. A very riband in the cap of youth, 


0 | Yet needful too; for youth no less becomes 


The light and careless livery that it wears 80 

Than settled age his sables and his wecds, 

Importing health and graveness. ‘Two months 
since, 

Here was a gentieman of Normandy :— 

I’ve seen myself, and served against, the French, 

And hey can well on’ horseback: but this 
gallan 

Had witchcraft in’t; he grew unto his seat; 

And to such wondrous doing brought his horse, 

As had he been incorpsed and demi-natured 

With the brave beast: so far he topp’d my 
thought, ; 
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That I, in forgery of shapes and tricks, 90 | I bought an unction'of a mountebauk, 
Come short of what he did. 4» | SQmortal that, but dip a knife in it, 
Laer. A Norman was’t? Where it draws blood no cataplasm so rare, 
King. A Norman. Collected from all simples that have virtue 
Laer. Upon my life, Lamond. Under the moon, can save the thing from 


King. . L The very same. leat 
Laer. I know him well: he is the’ brooch | That is Nas scratch’d withal: I’ll touch my 
join’ 
With: this contagion, that, if I gall him 


indeed 3 
And gem of all the nation, 
i slightly, 
It may be death. 


King. He made confession of you, 
Let’s further think of this; 


And gave you such a masterly report 
cing. : 
Weigh what convenience both of time and 


















For art and exercise in your defence 
And for your rapier most especial, 
That he cried out, twould be a sight indeed, 
Tf one could match you: the scrimers of their 
nation. 3 ‘ I0r 
He swore, had neither motion, guard, nor eye, 
If you opposed them. Sir, this report of his 
Did Hamlet so envenom with his envy 
hat he could nothing do but wish and beg. 
Your sudden coming o’er, to play with him. 
Now, out of this,— i Tha’t: ‘ ; 
Laer. What out of this, my lord? | When in your motion you are hot and dry— 
King. Laertes, was your father dear to you? | As make your bouts more violent to that vad 
Or are you like the painting of a sorrow, And that he calls for drink, I’ll have prepared 


A face without a heart? , him . x 
Laer. Why ask you this? 110] A chalice for the nonce, whereon but sipping, 

King. Not that I think you did not love If he by chance escape your venom’d stuck, 
your father; i f Our purpose may hold there. 

But that I knoy r love is begun by time; 

And that I see, in passages of proof, 

Time qualifies the spars and fire of it. 

There lives within the very flame of love 

A kind of wick or snutt that will abate it; 

And nothing is at a like goodness still; 

Yor goodness, growing to a plurisy, 

Dies in his own too much: that we would do, 

We should do when we would; for this ‘would? 
changes 120 

And hath abatements and delays as man: 

As there are tongues, are hands, are accidents ; 

And then this ‘should’ is likea ependEuritesigly 

That hurts by easing. But, to the quick o’ the 
ulcer :-— 

Hamlet comes back: what would you undertake, 

To show yourself your father’s son in deed 

fore than in words? 
Laer, To cut his throat i?’ the church. 


means . wy 150 
May fit us to our shape: if this should fail, 
And that our drift look through our bad’ per- 

formance, 7 x 
*Twere better not assay’d : therefore this project 
Should have a back or second, that might hold, 
If this should blast in proof. ‘Soft! let me see: 
We'll make a solemn wager on your cunnings: 


Enter QUEEN. 


How now, sweet queen! 
Queen. One woe doth tread upon another's 


heel, 
So fast they follow: your sister’s drown’d, 
Laertes. 


Laer. Drown’d ! O, where? 
Queen. There is a willow grows aslant a 


rook, 
That shows his hoar leaves in the lassy stream ; 
There with fantastic garlands did she come 
ff crow-flowers, nettles, daisies, and long 
purples 170 
That liberal shepherds give a grosser name, 
But one cold maids do dead men’s fingers call 
them: 
‘There, on the pendent boughs her coronet weeds 


King. No place, indeed, should murder sanc- Clambering to hang, an envious sliver broke; 
tuarize ;. When down her weedy trophies and herself 
Revenge jshould have no bounds. But, good | Fell athe weeping brook. Her clothes spread 

., uaertes, Wide ; . 
Will you do this, keep close within your | And, mermaid-like, awhile they bore her up: 
chamber, 130 | Which time she chanted snatches of old tunes; 
Hamlet retum’d shall know you are come | As one incapable of her own distress, 
home; ; d Or like a creature native and indued 180 
We’ll put on those shall praise your excellence | Unto that element: but long it could not be 


And set a double varnish on the fame 


Till that her garments, peat yrete their drink, 
e Frenchman gave you, bring you in fine to- 


Pull'd the poor wretch fron. her melodious lay 
To muddy death. K 

Laer. Alas, then, she is drown’d? 

pices Drown’d, drown’d. 

er. ‘Too much of water hast thou, poor 

putin 
And therefore I forbid my tears: but yet 
It is our trick; nature her custom holds, 
‘ Iwilldo’t: _140| Let shame say what it will: when these are 
And, for that purpose, I’ll anoint my sword. gone, 
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Ani Wager on your heads: he, being Temiss, 

Most generous and free from all contriving, 
ill not peruse the foils; so that, with ease, 
r with a little shuffling, you may choose 
Sword unbated, and in a pass of practice 
equite him for your father. 

der, 
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The woman will be out.» Adieu, my lord :. 190 

Lhave a speech of fire, that fain would blaze, | 

But that this folly douts it. (Exit. 
King. ‘Let’s follow, Gertrude : 

How much I had to do to calm his rage! 

Now fear I this will give it start again; 

Therefore let’s follow. (Exeunt. 


ACT V. 
SoErNE I. A churchyard. 
Enter two Clowns, with spades, &c. 


First Clo. Is she to be buried in Christian 
burial that wilfully seeks her own salvation? 

Sec. Clo, I tell thee she is; and therefore 
make her grave straight: the crowner hath sat 
on her, and finds it Christian burial, 

First Clo. How can that be, unless she 
drowned herself in her own defence? 

Sec. Clo. Why, ’tis found so. { 

First Clo, It must be ‘se offendendo;’ it 
cannot be else, For here lies the point: if I 
drown myself wittingly, it argues an act; and 
an act hath three branches; it is, to Bets ta do, 
and to perform: argal, she drowned erself 
wittingly. 

Sec. Clo, Nay, but hear you, goodman 
delver,— { 

First Clo. Give me leave. Here lies the 
water; good: here stands the man; good: if 
the man go to this water, and drown himself, it 
is, will he, nill he, he goes,—mark you that; 
but if the water come to him and drown him, 
he drowns not himself: argal, he that is not 
guilty of his own death shortens not his own life. 

Sec. Clo. But is this law? 

First Clo. Ay, marry, is’t; crowner’s quest 


aw. 
Sec. Clo. Will you ha’ the truth on’t? If 


this had not been a gentlewoman, she should> 


have been buried out o’ Christian burial. 

First,Clo. Why, there thou say’st : and the 
more pity that great folk should have counte- 
nance in this world to drown or hang them- 
selves, more than their even Christian. Come, 
my spade. There is no ancient gentlemen: but 
pardenets, ditchers, and graye-makers: they 

old up Adam’s professions 

Sec. Clo. Was hea gentleman? 

First Clo. A’ was the first that ever bore 
arms. 

Sec. Clo. Why, he had none, 39 

First Clo, What, arta heathen? How dost 
thou understand the Scripture? The Scripture 
says ‘Adam digged:’ could he dig without 
arms? I’ll put another question to thee: if 
thou answerest me not to the purpose, confess 
thyself— 

Sec. Clo. Go to. ‘ 

First Clo. What is he that builds stronger 
than either the mason, the shipwright, or the 
carpenter? 

Sec. Clo. The gallows-maker; for that frame 
outlives a thousand tenants, 5° 

First Clo._ I like thy wit well, in good faith : 
the gallows does well; but how does it well? it 


does well to those that do ill: now thoa dost ill | b 


HAMLET 


[Act vy 


the gallows is built stronger than the 

ae AeIK the gallows may do well to thee. 
H in, come... 

Toh oOo, ‘Who builds stronger than a mason, 


ipwright, ora enter 2” 
3 Mist Clo. may. tell me that, and unyoke. 
Sec. Clo, Marry, now I can tell. 


i lo. To’t. 
on ae Mass, I cannot tell. 


Enter HAMLET and HoRATIO, at a distance. 
First Clo. Cudgel thy brains no more about 
it, for your dull ass will not mend his pace with 
beating; and, when you are asked this question 
next, say ‘a grave-maker :’ the houses that he 
makes. last till doomsday, Go, get thee to 
+Yaughan } fetch me a ae of liquor, 


60 


Exit Sec. Clown, 
é digs, and sings, 
In youth, when I did love, did love, 
Methought it was very sweet, 70 
To contract, O, the time, for, ah, my behove, 
O, methought, there was pone meet. 
Ham. Has this fellow no feeling of his busi- 
ness, that he sings at grave-making ? 
Hor. Custom hath made it in him a property 
of easiness. 
Ham. "Tis een so: the hand of little employ- 
ment hath the daintier sense. 
First Glo. [Sings] 2 ; 
But age, with his stealing steps, 
Hath claw’d me in his clutch, 
And hath shipped me intil the land, 
As if I had never been such. 
[Throws up a, skull. 
Ham. That skull had a tongue in it, and 
could sing once: how the knave jowls it to the 
ground, as if it were Cain’s jaw-bone, that did 
the first murder! It might be the pate of a 
politician, which this ass now o’er-reaches; one 
that would circumvent God, might it not? 
Hor. Tt might, my lord. i 9 
Ham. Or of a courtier; which could say 
‘Good morrow, sweet lord! How dost thou, 
‘ood lord?’ ‘This might be my lord such-a-one, 
that praised my lord such:a-one’s horse, when 
he meant to beg it; might it not? 
Hor. Ay, my lord. 
Ham. Why, .c’en so: and now my Lady 
orm’s; chapless, and knocked about the maz- 
zard with a sexton’s spade: here’s fine revolu- 
tion, an we had the trick to see’t.. Did these 
hones cost no more the breeding, but to play ab 
loggats with em? mine ache to think on’t. 707 
First Clo, . [Sings i 
A pick-axe, and a spade, a spade, 
For and ashrouding sheet : 
0, a. pit of clay for to be made 
or such a guest is mect. 
[Phrows up another skull, 
Ham. There’s another: why may not thal 
pelts eeu ies a lawyer i Where Be ie qi 
now, his quillets, his cases, his tenure’, 
and his tricks? why’ does he suffer this rude 
knaye now to knock him about the sconce with 
a dirty shovel, and will not tell him of, his 
action of battery? Hum! This fellow. might 
e in’s time a great buyer of land, with 1s 


80 
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statutes, his recognizances, his fines, his double 
vouchers, his recoveries: is this the fine of his 
fines, and the recovery of his recoveries, to 
have his fine pate full of fine dirt? will’ his 
vouchers vouch him no more of his purchases, 
and double ones too, than the length and 
breadth of a pair of indentures?. The very con- 
veyances of his lands will hardly lie in this 
box; and must the inheritor himself have no 
more, ha? t 121 

Hor. Nota jot more, my lord. 

Ham. Isnot parchment made of sheep-skins? 


Hor. Ay, my lord, and of calf-skins too, 
Ham. They are sheep and calves which seek 


out assurance in that, I will speak to this 
fellow. Whose graye’s this, sirrah? 

Lirst Clo.. Mine, sir, 

[Sings] O, a pit of clay for to be made 

For such a guest is meet. _ 130 
_ Ham. I think it be thine, indeed; for thou 
liest in ’t. 3 
_, Hirst Clo, You lie out on’t, sir, and therefore 
it is not yours: for my part, I do not lie in’t, 
and yetitismine, 
., Ham. Thou dost lie in’t, to be in’t and say 
it is thine: ’tis for the dead, not for the quick; 
therefore thou liest. ’ af Ai 

First Clo. “Tis a quick lie, sir ; “twill away 
again, from me to you. 140 

Ham. Whatman dost thou dig it for? 

First Clo. For no man, sir, 

Ham. What woman, then? 

First Clo. For none, neither. 

Ham. Who is to be buried in’t? i 

First Clo, One that wasn woman, sir; but. 
rest her soul, she’s dead. 

Ham. How absolute the knave is! we must 
speak by the card, or equivocation will undo us. 
by the Lord, Horatio, these three years Ihave 
taken note of it; the age is grown so picked 


. that the toe of the peasant comes so near the 


heel of the courtier, he galls his kibe. How 
long hast thou been a grave-maker? 

Hirst Clo. Of all the days i’ the year, I came 
to’t that cay that our last king Hamlet: over- 
came Fortinbras, | a TBE) 20 283 

Tam. How long is'that since? if 

First Clo. Cannot you tell that? every fool 
can tell that: it was the very day that young 
Hamlet was born; he that is mad, and sent 
into England, : % 

Ham, Ay, marry, why was he sent into 
England? 

Hirst Clo. Why, because he was mad: he 
shall recover his wits there; or, if he do not, 
it’s no great matter there, 

Hum. Whyt Ue 

First Clo., “Twill not be seen in him there ; 
there the men are as mad as he. 179 

‘am. . How came he mad? 

First Clo. Very-strangely, they say; 

Ham. How strangely? |. i ie 

First Clo. Faith, e’en with losing his wits. 

am. Upon what ground? 

First Clo. Why, here in Denmark; I have 
been sexton here, man and boy, thirty years. 

» Ham. How long will a man lie i’ the earth 
ere he rot? i 179 
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First Clo. T faith, if he be not rotten before 
he die—as we have many pocky corses now-a- 
days, that will scarce hold the laying in—he 
will last you some eight year or nine year: a 
tanner will last you nine year. 

Ham. Why he more than another? 

First Clo. Why, sir, his hide is so tanned 
with his trade, that he will keep out water a 
great while; and your water isa sore decayer of 
your whoreson dead body. Here’saskull now; 
this skull has Jain in the earth three and twenty 


years. i ayt 

Ham. Whose was it? 

Furst Clo. A whoreson mad fellow’s it was: 
whose do you think it was? 

Ham. Nay, I know not. 

First Clo.” A pestilence on him for a mad 
rogue! a’ poured a flagon of Rhenish on my 
head once, This same skull, sir, was Yorick’s 
skull, the king’s jester. 

Ham. This? 

First Clo. Een that. 

Ham. Let me see. (Wakes the skull.] Alas, 
poor Yorick!) I knew him, Horatio: a fellow 
of infinite jest, of most excellent fancy: he 
hath borne me on his back a thousand times; 
and now, how abhorred in my imagination it 
is! my gorge rises at it. Here hung those lips 
that I have kissed I know not how oft. Where 
be your gibes now? your gambols? your songs? 
your flashes of merriment, that were wont to 
set the table on a roar? Not one now, tomock 
your own grinning? quite chap-fallen? Now 

et you to my lady’s chamber, and tell her, 
et her paint an inch thick, to this favour she 
must come; make her laugh at that. Prithee, 
Horatio, tell me one thing. 

Hor. What’s that, my lord? 

Ham. Dost thou think Alexander looked o’ 
this fashion i’ the carth? 

Hor. Hen so. - 220 

Ham. And smelt'so?:pah! 

Puts down the skull. 

Hor. -E’en so, my lord. H 

Ham. To what base uses we may return, 
Horatio! Why may not imagination trace the 
noble dust of Alexander, till he find it stopping 
a bung-hole? i x 

Hor. ‘were to consider too curiously, to 
consider so. é é iF st 

Ham. No, faith, not a jot; but to follow 
him thither with modesty enough, and likeli- 
hood to lead it: as thus: Alexander died, 
Alexander was buried, Alexander returneth 
into dust; the dust is earth; of earth we make 
loam; and md of that loam, whereto he was 
converted, might they not stop a beer-barrel? 

Imperious Cesar, dead and turn’d to clay, 

Might stop a hole to keep the wind away : 

O, that that earth, which kept the world in awe, 

Should Batch awall to expel the winter's flaw! 
But soft! but soft! aside: here comes the king, 


Enter Priests, &c..in procession; the Corpse 
of OPHELIA, LAERTES and Mourners follow- 
ing; KING, QUEEN, their trains, dc: 

The queen, ‘the courtiers: who is this they 

follow? 24 


200 


CC-0 Kashmir Research Institute. Digitzed by eGangotri 





894 
And with such maimed rites? This doth be- 


token 
The corse they follow did with desperate hand 
Fordo it own life: "twas of some estate. 
Couch we awhile, and mark. F 
[Retiring with Horatio. 
Laer. What ceremony else? c 
Ham. That is Laertes, 
A yery noble youth: mark, 
Laer. What ceremony else? 
First Priest. Her obsequies have been as 
far enlarged 
‘As we have warranty : her death was doubtful; 
‘And, but that great command o’ersways the 


order. i 251 
She should in ground unsanctified have lodged 
Till the last trumpet; for charitable prayers, 
Shards, flints and pebbles should be thrown on 

er: 
Yet here she is allow’d her praia crants, 
Her maiden strewments and the bringing home 
Of bell and burial. i 

Laer. Must there no more be done? 

First Priest. _No more be done: 
We should profane the service of the dead 
To sing a requiem and such rest to her 
As to peace-parted souls. 3 ‘ 

Laer. Lay her’ the earth: 
‘And from her fair and unpolluted flesh 
May violets spring! I tell thee, churlish priest, 
A ministering angel shall my sister be, 

When thou liest noWLIng: i 
Ham. What, the fair Ophelia! 
Queen. Sweets to the sweet : farewell! 


U Send ceneng onser ss 

I hoped thou shouldst have been my Hamlet’s 
wife; 

I thought thy bride-bed to have deck'd, sweet 


mai 
‘And not have strew’d thy grave. 

Laer, | O, treble woe 
Fall ten times treble on that cursed head, 270 
Whose wicked deed thy most ingenious sense 
Deprived thee of! Hold off the earth awhile, 

I have caught her once more in mine arms: 
: [Leaps into the grave. 
Now pile your dust upon the quick and dead, 
Till of this flat a mountain you have made, 
To o’ertop old Pelion, or the skyish head 
sam. ddvancing] Wi t is he whose grief 
fan. vancing] What is he whose grie 
Bears such an emphasis? whose phrase of 
SOrrOwW é 
Conjures the wandering stars, and makes them 
stan 
Like wonder-wounded hearers? This is I, 280 
Hanuet the Dane. [Leaps into the grave. 
Laer, The devil take thy. aoa 
{Grappling with him. 

Ham. Thou pray’st not well. 

i prithee, take thy fingers from my throat ; 
For, though Lam not splenitive and rash, 

Yet have J something in me dangerous, 
SEGA let thy wiseness fear: hold off thy 


King. Pluck them asunder. 
Queen. Hamlet, Hamlet! 
All, Gentlemen,— 


260 
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Good my lord, be quiet, 
[Zhe Attendants part them, and they 
come out of the grave, 
Ham. Why, Iwill fight with him upon this 


theme 0 
Until my eyelids will no longer wag. 290 
ueen. O my son, what theme? 
gue I loved Ophelia: forty thousand 
brothers f $ 
Could not, with all their quantity of love, 
Make up my sum. What wilt thou do for her? 
King. O, he is mad, Laertes. x 
Gicens ¥or love of God, forbear him. 
‘am. *Swounds, show me what thow’lt do: 
Woo’t weep? woo’t fight? woo’t fast? woo’t 
tear thyself? | { 
Woo't drink up eisel? eat a crocodile | 
I'll do’t. Dost thou come here to whine? 300 
To outface me with leaping in her grave? 
Be buried quick with her, and so will I: 
‘And, if thou prate of mountains, let them 


Hor. 


throw 
Millions of acres on us, till our ground, 
Bingetn his pate against the burning zone, 
Make ‘Osea e a wart! Nay, an thou’lt 
mi 


outh, 
I'll rant as well as thou. . 

Ween. This is mere madness : 
And thus awhile the fit will work on him ; 
Anon, as patient as the female dove, 

When that her golden couplets are disclosed, 
His silence will sit drooping. fy 
‘am. Hear you, sir; 311 
What is the reason that you use me thus? 
I loved you ever: but it is no matter ; 
Let Hercules himself do what he may, 
The cat will mew and dog will have his day P 
ait. 
King. I pray you, good Horatio, wait upon 
him. [Exit Horatio. 
[Zo Laertes] Strengthen your patience in our 
last night’s speech ; 
We'll Gut the matter to the present push. 
Good Gertrude, set some watch over your son. 
This grave shall have a living monument: 320 
An hour of quiet shortly shall we see; 
Till then, in patience our proceeding be. 
[Exeunt. 


Sorne II. A hall in the castle. 
Enter Hamurt and Horatio. 


Ham. So much for this, sir : now shall you 
___ See the other ; ; 
You do remember all the circumstance? 
Hor. Remember it, my lord! 9 
Ham. Sir, in my heart there was a kind of 


fig ting, 
That would not let me sleep: methought I lay 
Worse than themutines in the bilboes. Rashly, 
And praised be rashness for it, let us know, 
Our indiscretion sometimes serves us well, 
abeniony deep plots do pall; and that should 
ch us 


There’s a divinity that sh: ends, ag, 
Rough-hew ease how Sarai . 
That is most certain. 


or. 
Ham. Up from my cabin, 
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My sear eo ee scarf'd aboué me, in the dark 
Groped I to find out them; had my desire, 
Yinger'd their packet, and in fine withdrew 

To mine own room again ; making so bold, 
My feurs forgetting manners, to unseal 

Their grand commission; where I found, 

Horatio,— 

0 soil kmavery !—an exact command, 
Larded with many several sorts of reasons 20 
Importing Denmark's health and England’s 


too, 

With, ho! such bugs and goblins in my life, - 

That, on the supervise, no leisure bated, 

No, not to stay the grinding of the axe, 

My head should be struck off: 
Hor. _Is’t possible? 
Ham. Here's the commission: read it at 

more leisure. 

But wilt thou hear me how I did proceed? 
Hor. ‘I beseech you. 

Ham. Being thus be-netted round with 
villanies,— n 
I could make a prologue to my brains, 

They had begun the play—I sat me down, 

Devised a new commission, wrote it fair: 

Lonce did hold it, as our'statists do, 

A baseness to write fair and labour’d much 

How to forget that learning, but, sir, now 

It did me yeoman’s service: wilt thou know 

The'eflect of what I wrote? 

_ Hor. _ Ay, good my lord. 
Ham. An earnest conjuration from the king, 

As England was his faithful tributary, - 

As love between them like the palm might 

flourish, 4o 

As Bente should still her wheaten garland wear 

And stand a comma ’tween their amities, 

And many such-like ‘ As’es of great charge, 

That, on the yiew and knowing of these 
_ contents, 

Without debatement further, more or less, 

He should the bearers put to sudden death, 

Not shriving-time allow’d. 5 
Hor. How was this seal'd? 
Ham. Why, even in that was heaven or- 

- “dinant. : ‘ I 

Lhad my father’s signet in my purse, 

Which was the model of that Danish seal; 50 

Folded the writ up in form of the other, ¥ 

Subscribed it, gave’t the impression, placed it 


30 


safely, 
The changeling never known. Now, the next 
a, 
Was ue sea-fight; and what to this was 


sequent 
Thou know’st already, 
cetaie So Guildenstern and Rosencrantz go 
0b. 
Ham. Why, man, they did make love to 
this employment; » I 
They are not near my conscience; their defeat 
Does by their own insinuation grow: 
*Vis dangerous when the baser nature comes 60 
Between the pass and fell incensed points: 
Of mighty opposites. il patty 2s 
Hor, Why, what a king is this! 
Ham. Does it not, thinks’t thee, stand me 
now upon— 
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He that hath kill’d my king and whored my 
mother, 
Popp'd in between the election and my hopes, 
Thrown out his angle for my proper life, 
And with such cozenage—is’t not perfect con- 
science, 
To pate h 
amn’d, 
To let this canker of our nature come 
In further evil? 7° 
Hor. It must be shortly known to him from 
England, ‘ : 
What is the issue of the business there, 
Ham. It will be short: the interim is mine; 
And a man’s life’s no more than to say ‘ One.’ 
But I am very sorry, good Horatio, 
That to Laertes I forgot myself; 
For, by the image of my cause, I see 
The portraiture of his: I'll court his favours: 
But, sure, the bravery of his grief did put me 
Into a towering passion. 
Hor. Peace! who comes here? 8 


Enter Osric. 


Osr. Your lordship is right welcome back 
to Denmark. 

Ham. [humbly thank you, sir. Dost know 
this water-fly ? 4 

Hor. No, my good lord. 5 

Ham. Thy state is the more gracious; for 
*tis a vice to know him. He hath much land, 
and fertile: let a beast be lord of beas' and 
his crib shall stand at the king’s mess: ’tis a 
chough; but, as I say, spacious in the posses- 
sion of dirt. 3 i 90 

Osr. Sweet lord, if your lordship were: at 
leisure, I should impart a thing to you from 
his raaiatys E Parnes: “CRON Et 

Ham. J will receive it, sir, with all diligence 
of spirit. Put your bonnet to his right use; “tis 
for the head. e) Wesel : 

Osr. I thank your lordship, it is very hot. 

Ham. No, believe me, ’tis very cold; the 
wind is northerly. J 99 

Osr. It is indifferent cold, my lord, indeed. 

Ham. But yet methinks it is very sultry 
and hot for my complexion, |__ 

Osr. Exceedingly, my lord; itis very sultry,— 
as ’twere,—I cannot tell how. But, my lord, his 
majesty bade me signify to you that he has jaid 
a great wager on your head: sir, this.is the 
matter,— 

Ham. I beseech you, remember— 

[Hamlet moves him to put on his hat. 

Osr. Nay, good my lord; for mine case, in 
good faith. Sir, here is newly come to court 

aertes; believe me, an absolute gentleman, 
full of most excellent differences, of very soft 
society and great showing: indeed, to.s 
feelingly of him, he is the card or. calendar of 
gentry, for you shall find in him the continent 
of what part a gentleman would see. 

Ham. Sir, his definement suffers no perdi- 
tion in you; though, I know, to divide him 
inventorially would dizzy the arithmetic of 
memory, tand yet but yaw neither, in respect 
of his quick sail. But, in the verity of extol- 
ment, I take him to be a soul of great article; 


hn with this arm? and is’t not to he 
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and his infusion of such dearth and rareness, 

as, to make true diction of him, his semblable 

faults malar Bnd who else would trace him, 
is umbrage, nothing more. i a 
Osr. Your lordship speaks most infallibly of 


im, 

Ham. The concernancy, sir? why do we wrap 
the gentleman in our more rawer reath > 

Osr. Sir? “ 130 

Hor. Is’t not possible to understand in 
another tongue? You will do’t, sir, really. . 

‘Ham. What imports the nomination of this 
gentleman? 

Osr. Of Laertes? , 

Hor. His purse is empty already; all’s 
golden words are spent. 

Ham._ Of him, sir, q 

Osr. I know you are not ignoraut—_ | _ 139 

Ham. would you did, sir; yet, in faith, if 
you did, it would not much approve me. Well, 
sir? 

Osr. You are not ignorant of what excellence 
Laertes is— 

Ham. I dare not confess that, lest Ishould 
compare with him in excellence; but, ta know 
aman well, were to know himself, ” 

Os, I mean, sir, for his weapon; but in the 
imputation Jaid on him by them, in his meed 
he’s unfellowed. 150 

Ham, What’s his weapon? 

Os, Rapier and dagger. 

Ham. That’s two of his weapons: but, well. 

_Osr. The king, sir, hath wagered with him 
six Barbary horses: against the which he has 
imponed, as I take it, six French rapiers and 
poniards, with their assigns, as girdle, hangers, 
and so: three of the carriages, in faith, are very 
dear to fancy, very responsive to the hilts, most 
delicate carriages, and of yery liberal conceit. 

Ham. What call you the carriages? 

Hor. I knew you must be edified by the 
margent ere you had done. 

Osr. The carriages, sir, are the hangers. 

Ham. The phrase would be more german to 
the matter, if we could carry cannon by. our 
sides: I would it might be hangers till then. 


But, on: six Barbary horses against six French | If 


swords, their assigns, and three liberal-conceited 
carriages; that’s the French bet against the 
Dani Why is this ‘imponed,’as you callit? 
Osr. The king, sir, hath laid, that in a dozen 
passes between yourself and him, he shall not 
exceed you three hits: he hath laid on twelve 
fornine; and it would come to immediate trial, 
if your lordship would vouchsafe the answer. 
Ham. How ifLanswer‘no’? | 
Qsr. I mean, my lord, the opposition of your 
person in trial. 179 
am._ Sir, I will walk here in the hall: if it 
ten chis majesty, ’tis the breathing time of 
lay, with me: let the foils be brought, the 
gentleman willing, and the king hold his’ pur- 
pose, I will win for him an I can; if not, I will 
gain nothing but my shame and the odd hits. 
Osr: Shall I re-deliver you e’en so? 
Ham. To this effect, sir; after what flourish 
your nature will. 
7. ‘Lcommend my duty to your lordship. 
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. Yours, yours. [Exit Osric.] He does 
woes commend it himself; there are no 
s else for’s turn. 5 
ioe This lapwing runs away with the shell 


m_his head. a 3 

"tam. He did comply with his dug, before 
he sucked it. ‘Thus has he—and many more of 
the same breed that I know the drossy age dotes 
on—only got the tune of the time and outward 
habit of encounter; a kind of yesty collection, 
which carries them through and through the 
most tfond and winnowed opinions; and do 
but blow them to their tial, the bubbles are 


out. 
Enter a Lord. 


Lord, My lord, his majesty commended 
him to you by young Osric, who brings back 
to him, that you attend him in the hall: he 
sends to know if your pleasure hold to play 
with Laertes, or that you will take longer time. 

Ham, Lam constant to my purposes; they 
follow the king’s pleasure : if his fitness speaks, 
mine is ready; now or whensoever, provided I 
be so able as now. 21% 

Lord. The king and queen and all. are 
coming down. f 

Ham. In happy time. 

Lord. The queen desires you to use some 
gentle entertainment to Laertes before you fall 
to play. 

‘am. She wellinstructs me. [Hzit Lord. 
Hor. You willlose this wager, my lord. 219 
Ham._J do not think so; since he went into 

France, I have been in continual practice; I 
shall win at the odds. But thou wouldst not 
think how illall’s here about my heart: but it 
is no matter. i 

Hor. . Nay, good my lord,— | ; 

Ham. Itis but foolery ; butitissucha kind of 
gain-giving, as would erhaps trouble a woman. 
_ Hor, Ii your mind dislike any thing, obey 
it : Iwill forestal their repair hither, and say you 
are not fit. ; 229 

Ham. Not a whit, we defy augury : there’s 
& special providence in the fall of a:sparrow. 
it be now, ’tis not to come; if it be not to 
come, it will be now; if it be not now, yet it 
will come: the readiness is all: since no man 
has aught of what he Jeaves, what is’t to leave 
betimes? Let be. 


Enter Kixc, QuEEN, LAERTES, Lords, OSRIO, 
and Attendants with fuils, Le. : 
King. Come, Hamlet, come, and take this 
hand from me. . 
[The Hang ipaits Laertes hand into Hamlet’. 
Ham. Give me your pardon, sir: L’ve done 
you wrong; 
But pardon’t, as you area gentleman. 
This presence know. 
And vou must needs have heard, how I ba 


uni: 

With sore distraction; What I have done, . 

That might your nature, honour and exception 

eae anak) I here proclaim Nee eich 
amlet wrong’d Laertes? Never ous 

If Hamlet from himself be ta’en away, 
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And when he’s not himself does wrong Laertes, 
Then Hamlet does it not, Hamlet denies it. 
Who does it, then? His madness: if’t be so, 
Hamlet is of the faction that is wrong’d; 
His madness is poor Hamlet’s enemy. 250 
Sir, in this audience, 
Let my disclaiming from a purposed evil 
Free me so far in your most generous thoughts, 
That I have shot mine arrow o'er the house, 
And hurt my brother. 
Laer. ~~, Lam satisfied in nature, 
Whose motive, in this case, should stir me 
most, 
To my revenge: but in my terms of honour. 
I stand aloof; and will no reconcilement, 
‘Till by some elder masters, of known honour, 
I have a voice and precedent of peace, 260 
‘vo keep my name ungored, But till that time, 
Ido receive your offer'd love like love, 
And will not wrong it, 
‘an. I embrace it freely ; 
And will this brother's wager frankly play. 
Give us the foils, Comeon. 
Laer. » Come, one for me. 
Ham. Tl be your foil, Laertes: in mine 
ignorance : 
Your skill shall, like a star i? the darkesf night, 
Shick fiery off indeed. 


er". 
Ham. No, by this hands +: S 
King. Give them the foils, young Osric. 
Cousin Hamlet, 270 
You know the wager? 


You mock me, gir. 


. Ham. - Very well, my lord; 
Your grace hath laid the odds o” the weaker 


side. 
King. I do not fear it; I have seen you 
both: : : 


But since he is better'd, we have therefore 


odds. : 
Laer. This is too heavy, let me see another. 
Ham. This likes me well. These foils have 
alla length? (Lhey prepare to play. 
Osr,. Ay, my good lord. 
King. Set me the stoups of wine upon that 


table, 
If Hamlet give the first or second hit, 
Or quit in answer of the third exchange, _ 280 
Let all the battlements their ordnance fire; 
The king shall drink to Harhlet’s better breath; 
And in the cup an union shall’/he throw, . 
Richer than that which four successive kings 
In Denmark’s crown haye worn. Give me the 


cups} 

And let the kettle to the trumpet speak, 

The trumpet to the cannoneer without, 

The cannons to the heavens, the heavens to 
earth 

‘Now the king drinks to Hamlet.’ Come, 


esin : 
And you, the judges, bear a wary eye. 290 
Ham. Come on, sir. 


er. Come, my lord. [Zhey play. 
Ham. One. 
Laer. No. 
Ham. Judgement. 
Osr. A hit, a very palpable hit. 3 
Laer. Well; again. 
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King. Stay; give me drink. Hamlet, this 
pearl is thine; i 
Here’s to thy health. 
[Trumpets sound, and ‘cannon shot off 
within. 
Give him the cup. 
Ham. I'll play this bout first; set it by 
awhile. 
Come. [they play.| Another hit; what say 
you 
Laer. A-touch, a touch, I do confess, 
King. Our son shall win. 
ueen. He’s fat, and scant of breath. 
Here, Hamlei, take my napkin, rub thy brows: 
‘The queen carouses to thy fortune, Hamlet. 


Ham. Good madam! 
ing. Gertrude, do not drink. 
Queen. I will, my lord; I pray you, pardon 


me. i 

King. (Aside] It is the poison’d cup: itis 
too late. 

Ham. I dare not drink yet, madam; by 
and by, 3 

ect Come, let me wipe thy face. 

aer. My lord, [71 hit him now.’ 

King. b r Ido not think’t. 

Laer.' [Aside] And yet ’tis almost *gainst 

my conscience, 7 
H a Come, for the third, Laertes: you but 
aly 5 

I pray you, pass with your best violence ; 

Iam afeard you make a wanton of me. 310 
Laer. Say you so? come on. _ [Lhey play. 
Osr. Nothing, neither way. 

Laer. Haveat younow! 

[Laertes wounds Hamlet; then, in scuf- 
Jling, they change rapiers, and Hamlet 
wounds Laertes. i 

King. Part them ; they are incensed. 

Ham. Nay, come, again. (“he Queen salls. 
sr. Look to the queen there, ho! 

Hor. They bleed on both sides. How isit, 
my lord? nds 

Osr. How is’t, Laertes? } 

Laer, Why, as a woodcock to mine own 
springe, Osric;_ ae 

Iam justly kill’d with mine own treachery. 
Ham. How does the queen? 

King. She swounds to see them bleed. 

Queen. No, no, the drink, the drink,—O my 

dear Hamlet,— 3 320 

The drink, the drink! Iam poison’d. -. [Dies. 
Ham. 0 villany! Ho! let the door be lock’d : 

Treachery! Seek it out. 
hea It is here, Hamlet: Hamlet, thou art 

slain ; 

No medicine in the world can do thee good ; 

In thee there is not half an hour of life; 

‘The treacherous instrument is in thy hand, 

Unbated and enyenom’d; the foul practice 

Hath turn’d itself on me; lo, here I lie, 329 

Never to'rise again : thy mother’s poison’d : 

I can no more: the king, the king’s to blame. 
Ham. The point envenom’d too! 

Then, venom, to thy work. [Stabs the King. 
All. Treason! treason! 

Ki ne O, yet defend me, friends; I am but 
hurt. 
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Ham. Here, thou incestuous, murderous, 
damned Dane, \ 
Drink off this potion. Is thy union here? \_ 
Follow my mother. 3 [King dies. 
Laer. He is justly served ; 
It is a poison temper'd by himself. 
Exchange forgiveness with me, noble Hamlet : 
Mine and my father’s death come not upon 


thee, 34r 

Nor thine on me! E (Dies 

yee ie Heaven make thee free of it! I follov 
thee, 


Tam dead, Horatio. Wretched queen, adieu! 
You that look pale and tremble at this chance, 
That are but mutes or audience to this act, 
Had I but time—as this fell sergeant, death, 

Is strict in his arrest—O, I could tell you— 
But let it be. Horatio, Lam dead; . 

‘Thou livest ; report me and my cause aright 
To the unsatisfied. {oboe 

Hor. Never believe it: 351 
Iam more an antique Roman than a Dane: 
Here’s yet some liquor left. 

Ham. As thou rt a man, 
Give me the cup: let go; by heaven, I'll have 't. 
© good Horatio, what a wounded name, 
‘Things standing thus unknown, shall live be- 

lind me! £ 
If thou didst ever-hold me in thy heart, 
Absent thee from. felicity awhile, - x 
And in this harsh world draw thy breath in 


pain, 
To tell my story. 
(Aarch afar off, and shot within. 
What warlike noise is this? 
Osr. Young Fortinbras, with conquest come 
from Poland, 361 
To the ambassadors of England gives 
This warlike volley. af 
Ham, ._ 0, I die, Horatio; 
The potent poison quite o’er-crows my spirit : 
I cannot live to hear the news from ‘Bngland : 
But I do prophesy the election lights 
On Fortinbras: he has my dying voice ; 
So tell him, with the occurrents, more and less, 
Which have solicited. The restis silence. [Dies. 
Hor. Nowcracksa noble heart. Good night, 
UAL chance ieee a 
nd flights of angels sing thee to thy rest! 
Why does the drum come hither? ‘ 
[DLarch within. 


Enter FORTINBRAS, the English Ambassadors, 
and others. 
Fort. Where is this sight 
Hor. What is it ye would see? 


HAMLET 


(Act y 


If aught of woe or wonder, ccase your search, 
Fort. This quarry cries on havoc. O proud 
death, . wa 
What feast is toward in thine eternal cell, 
That thou so many princes at a shot 
So bloodily hast struck ? i A ris 
First Amb. The sight is dismal; 
And our affairs from England come too late: 
‘he ears are senseless that should give us 
hearing, ‘ Bo 
To tell him his commandment is fulfilPd, ? 
That Rosencrantz and Guildenstern are dead: 
Where should we have our thanks? 
Hor. Not from his mouth, 
Had it the ability of life to thank you; 
He never gave commandment for their death: 
But since, so jump upon this bloody question, 
You from the Polack wars, and you from Eng- 


and, ° . 
Are here arrived, give order that these bodies 
High on a stage be placed to the view ; 389 
And let me speak to the yet unknowing world 
How these things came about:so shall you hear 
Of carnal, bl , and unnatural acis, : 
Of accidental judgements, casual slaughters, 
Of deaths put on by cunning and forced cause, 
And, in this upshot, purposes mistook 
Fall’n on the inventors’ heads: all this can I 
Truly deliver. 5 
Fort. Let us haste to hear it, 
And call the noblest to the audience. 
For me, with sorrow I embrace my fortune: 
I have some rights of memory in this kingdom, 
Which now to claim my vantage doth invite 
401 


me. : 
Hor. we that I shall have also cause to 

Speak, 2 i 
And from his mouth whose voice will draw on 


more; : ‘ 

But let this same be presently perform’d, 

Even while men’s minds are wild; lest more 
mischance, 

Onipiots and errors, happen. . 
‘ort. e Let four captains 

Bear Hamlet, like a soldier, to the stage ; 

For he was likely, had he been put on, 

To have proved most royally: and, for his pas- 
sage, , 

The soldiers? Music and the rites of war’ 410 

Speak loudly for him. 

‘ake up the bodies: sucha sightas this 
Becomes the field, but here shows much amiss. 
Go, bid the soldiers shoot. 

dead march. Exeunt, bearing off the 
dead bodies; after which a peal of ord- 
nance is shot off. 
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KING 


DRAMATIS 


Lear, king of Britain. 

KinG OF FRANCE. 

DuKE or Burcunpy. 

DvuKE OF CORNWALL. 

DUKE OF_ALBANY. 

Wann or Keng, 

WAaRL OF GLOUCESTER. 
Epaar, son to Gloucester. 
EDMUND, bastard son to Gloucester. 
CurAN, a courtier. 

Old Man, tenant to Gloucester. 
Doctor. 

Fool. 


ACT L 


Scene I. King Lear's palace. 
Enter KENT, GLOUCESTER, and EDMUND. 


Kent. I thought the king had more affected 

the Duke of Albany than Cornwall. 
_ Glow. It did always seem so tous: but now, 
in the division of the kingdom, it appears not 
which of the dukes he values most; for equali- 
ties are so weighed, that curiosity in neither 
can_make choice of either’s moiety. 

Kent. Is not this your son, my lord? 

Glou. His breeding, sir, hath been at my 
charge: I have so often blushed to acknowledge 
him, that now I am brazed to it. 11 

Kent. I cannot conceive you. 

Glou. Sir, this young fellow’s mother could: 
whereupon she grew round-wombed, and had, 
indeed, sir, a son for her cradle ere she hada 
husband for her bed. Do you smell a fault? 

_ Kent, I cannot wish the fault undone, the 
issue of it being so proper. 

Glow. But Lhave, sir, a son by order of law, 
some year elder than this who yet is no dearer 
in my account: though this knave came some- 
thing saucily into the world before he was sent 
for, yet was his mother fair; there was good 
sport at his making, and the whoreson must 
be acknowledged. Do you: know this noble 
gentleman, Edmund? 

Edm. No, my lord. 

@lou. My lord of Kent: remember him here- 
after as my honourable friend. 

Edm. My services to your lordship. 

‘Kent. I must love you, and sue to know you 
better. 3r 

Edm. Sir, I shall study deserving. 

.Glou. He hath been out nine years, and 
sway he’shall again. The king is coming. 
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PERSON Ai 


OsWALD, steward to Goneril. 

A Captain employed by Sdmund. 
Gentleman attendant on Cordelia. 
A Herald. 

Servants to Cornwall. 


GONERIL, 
REGAN, daughters to Lear. 


CORDELIA, 


Knights of Lear's train, Captains, Messengers, 
Soldiers, and Attendants. 


ScENE: Britain. 


Sennet. Enier Kinc Lear, Cornwatt, AL- 
BANY, GONERIL, REGAN, CORDELIA, and 
Attendants. 


Lear. Attend the lords of France and Bur- 
gundy, Gloucester. 
Glou. I shall, my liege. 

[Exeunt Gloucester and Edmund. 
Lear. Meantime we shall express our darker 


__ purpose. 
Give me the map there. Know that we have 
divided ; ee 
In three our kingdom: and ’tis our fast intent 
To shake all cares and business from our age; 
Conferring them on younger strengths, while 
bf 1 


we 

Unburthen’d crawl toward death. Our son of 
Cornwall, is 

And you, our no less loving son of Albany, 

We have this hour a constant will to publish. 

Our daughters’ several dowers, that future strife 

May be prevented now. ‘The princes, France 
and Burgundy, 

Great rivals in our youngest daughter's love, 

Long in our court have made their amorous 


sojourn, 
And here are to be answer'd. ‘Tell me, my 
_ daughters, 
Since now we will divest us, both of rule, 50 
Interest of territory, cares of state,— 
Which of you shall we say doth love us most? 
That we our largest bounty may extend 
Where nature doth with merit challenge, 
Goneril, 
Our eldest-born, speak first. 
Gon. Sir, I love you more than words can 
wield the matter; 
Dearer than eye-sight, space, and liberty ; 
Beyond what can be valued, rich or rare; 
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No less than life, with grace, health, beauty, 
honour; 
As much as child e’er loved, or father found ; 
‘A love that makes breath poor, and speech 
unable; 61 
Beyond all manner of so much I love you. 
‘or. [Aside] Whatshall Cordeliado? Love, 
and be silent. 4 
Lear. Of all these bounds, even from this 
line to this, ; 3 
With Gite forests and with champains 
rich’d, 
With plenteous rivers and wide-skirted meads, 
Wemake thee lady: to thineand Albany’s issue 
Be this perpetual. What, says our second 
daughter, fi 
Our dearest Regan, wife to Cornwall? Speak. 
Reg. Sir, lam made : , 7° 
Of the self-same metal that my sister is, 
And prize me at her worth. In my true heart 
I find she names my very decd of love; 
Only she comes too short: that I profess 
Atyeelt anienemy to all other joys, 
‘Which the most precious square of sense 
OSSESSES 5 Ae 
And find I am alone felicitate 
In you dear highness’ love. 7 
‘on. [Aside] Then poor Cordelia! 
And yet not so; since, [am sure, my love’s 
More richer than my tongue. r 80 
Lear. ‘To thee and thine hereditary ever 
Remain this ample third of our fair kingdom ; 
No less in space, validity, and pleasure, __ 
Than that conferrd on Goneril. Now, our joy, 
hough the last, not least; to whose young 
ove 
The vines of France and milk of Burgundy 
pure to be interess’d; what can you say. to 
draw 
A third more opulent than your sisters ?. Speak. 
Cor. Nothing, my lord. 
Lear, Nothing! 
Cor. Nothing. | 3 
Leur.. Nothing will come of nothing: speak 


90 


again. 

Cor. Unhappy that Iam, I cannot heave 
My heart into my mouth: I love your majesty 
According to my bond; nor more nor less, 

Zeus. How, how, Cordelia! mend your 

speech a little, 

Lest it may mar your fortunes. 

‘or. Good my lord, 
You have begot me, bred me, loved me: ; 
Return those duties back as are right fit, 

Obey pow, love you, and most honour you. 100 
Why have my sisters husbands, if they say 
They love you all? Haply, when I shall wed, 
That lord whose hand must take my plight 
shall carry : 
my Jove with him, half my care and duty: 
Sure, I shall never marry like my sisters, 
To love my father all. 
Lear. But goes thy heart with this? 
Cor. Ay, good my lord: 
Lear. So young, and so untender? 
Cor. So young, my lord, and true. 
Heap Let it be so; thy truth, then, be thy 
wer? 


110 
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For, by the sacred radiance of the sun, 

The riapateries of Hecate, and the night ; 

By all the operation of the orbs 

From whom we do exist, and cease to be ; 

Here I disclaim all my paternal care, 

Propinquity and property of blood, 

‘And as a stranger to my heart and me 

Hold thee, from, this, for ever. The barbarous 
Scythian, , : 

Or he that makes his generation messes 

‘To gorge his appetite, shall to my bosom 

Be as well neighbour d, pitied, and relieved, 

ae tow my sometime daughter. 


ent. : Good my liege,— 
Lear. Peace, Kent! ; 

Come not between the dragon and his wrath. 

T loved her most, and thought to set my rest 

On ne land nursery. Hence, and avoid my 
sight! 

So ann grave my peace, as here I give 

Her dathens heart from her! Call France; who 
stirs 

Call Burgundy. Cornwall and Albany, 

With my two daughters’ dowers digest this 
third: 2 130 

Let pride, which she calls plsuiness) marry her. 

I do invest you jointl Y with my power, 

Pre-eminence, and all the large eflects 

‘That troop with majesty. Ourself, by monthly 


120 


course, 
With reservation of an hundred knights, 
B y you to be sustain’d, shall our abode , 
Make with you by due turns. Only we still 
Tetain t 
The name, and all the additions to a king; 
‘Lhe sway, revenue, execution of the rest, 
Beloved sons, be yours: which to contirm, 140 
This coronet part betwixt you. 
[Giving the crown. 
Kent. Royal Lear, : 
Whom I have ever honour’d'as my. king, 
Loved as my father, as my master follow’d, 
As my gréat patron thought on in my prayers,— 
Lear. The bow is bent and drawn, make 
from the shaft. 
Kent. Let it fall rather, though the fork 
invade 
The region of my heart: be Kent unmannerly 
When Lear is mad. What wilt thou do, old 


man? 
phinikststhow that duty shall have dread to 
speak, 
When power to flattery bows? To plainness 
, honour’s bound, 150 
W hes majesty stoops to folly. Reverse thy 
loom ; 
And, in thy best consideration, check 
This hideous rashness: answer my life my 
judgement, 
Thy youngest 
__least; 
Nor are those empty-hearted whose low sound 
Reverbs no hnpllownesss 
ear. ent, on thy life, no moore. 
Kent. My life Inever held but as'a pawn, 
To wage against thy enemies ; nor fear to Jose it, 
Thy salety being the motive. 5 
ar. Out of my sight! 


daughter docs not love thee 
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Kent. See better, Lear; and let me still 
remain i 160 

The true blank of thine eye. 

Lear. Now, by Apollo,— 

Kent. Now, by Apollo, king, 
Thou swear’st thy gods in vain. — - 
Lear. ___O, vassal! miscreant! 
[Laying his hand on his sword. 

jee } Dear sir, forbear. 

Kent. Do; , 
Kill thy physician, and the fee bestow 
Upon thy foul disease. Kevoke thy doom; 
Or, whilst I can vent clamour from my throat, 
T'll tell thee thou dost evil. 

Lear. F Hear me, recreant! 
On thine allegiance, hear me! 170 
Since thou hast sought to make us break our 


vow, 
pinion ese durst never yet, and with strain’d 
pride 
To come between our sentence and our power, 
Which nor our nature nor our place can bear, 
Qur potency made good, take thy reward. ' 
Five days we do allot thee, for provision 
To shield thee from diseases of the world; 
And on the sixth to turn thy hated back 
Upon our kingdom: if, on the tenth day 
following, it . . 179 
Thy banish’d trunk be found in our dominions, 
The moment is thy death. Away! by Jupiter, 
This shall not be revoked. ip 
Kent. Fare thee well, king: sith thus thou 
wilt appear, 3 i 
Freedom lives hence, and banishment is here. 
[Zo Cordelia] The gods to their dear shelcer 
take thee, maid, ¢3 
That justly think’st, and hast most rightly 


said ! 

[Zo Reyan and Goneril]. And your large 
speeches may your deeds approve, 

at good effects may spring from words of 
ove. Z 

Thus Kent, O princes, bids you all adieu ; 

He’ll shape his old course in a country ner 7 

ail, 


_ Flourish. Re-enter. GLOUCESTER, with 
France, Burcunpy, and Attendants. 


Glow. Here’s France and Burgundy, my 
noble lord. 19K 
Lear. My lord of Burgundy, $ 
We first address towards you, who with this 


nj 
Hath Tvalld for our daughter: what, in the 


east, 
Will you require in present dower with her, 
Or cease your quest of love? " 

Bur. Most royal majesty, 
Terave no more than what your highness offer'd, 
Nor will you tender less. 

Lear, Right noble Burgundy, 
When she was dear to us, we did hold her so; 
But now her price is falln. Sir, there she 

stands: f “ 200 
Tf aught within that little seeming substance, 
Or all of it, with our displeasure pieced, 
And nothing more, may fitly like your grace, 
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She’s there, and she is yours. 
Bur. I know no answer. 
Lear. 


Will you, with those infirmities she 
owes, 
Unfriended, new-adopted to our hate, 


Dowerd with our curse, and stranger’d with 


our oath 
Take her, or leave her? Q 
Bur. Pardon me, royal sir; 


Election makes not wp on such conditions, 
Lear. Then Jeaye her, sir; for, by the 
ower that made me, 210 
I tell you all her wealth, [Zo France] For 
you, great king, 
I would not from your love make such a stray, 
To match you where.I hate; therefore beseech 


you 
To avert your liking a more worthier way 
Than on a wretch whom nature is ashamed 
Almost to acknowledge hers. 
ance, This is most strange, 
That ened that even but now was your best 
object, i 
The argument of your praise, balm of your age, 
Most. best, most dearest, should in this trice o 
time | 4 219 
Commit 2 thing so monstrous, to dismantle 
So many folds of favour. Sure, her offence 
Must be of such unnatural degree, fl 
That monsters it, or your fore-vouch’d affection 
Fall’n into taint: which to believe of her, 
Must be a faith that reason without miracle 
Could never plant in me. 
for. i yet beseech your majesty,— 
If for I want that glib and oily art, 
To speak and purpose not; since what I well 
intend, 
I'll do’t before I speak,—that you make known 
It is no. vicious blot, murder, or foulness, 230 
No unchaste action, or dishonour'd step, 
That hath deprived me of your grace and 
favour; : 
But evel for want of that for which I am 
richer, 
A still-soliciting eye, and such a tongue 
‘As Lam glad I have not, though not to have it 
Hath lost me in your liking. 5 
Lear. Better thou 
Hadst not been born than not to have pleased 
me better. | : 2 : 
France. Is it but this,—a tardiness in nature 
Which often Jeaves the history unspoke 239 
That it intends todo? My lord of Burgundy, 
What say you to the lady? Loye’s not love 
When it is mingled with regards that stand 
Aloof from the entire point. Will you have 


her? 
She is herself a dowry. 
Urs _ Royal Lear, 
Give but that portion which yourself proposed, 
\And here I talie Cordelia by the hand, 
Duchess of Burgundy, ‘ 
Lear. Nothing: I have sworn; Iam firm. 
Bur. I am sorry, then, you have so lost.a 
father 
That you must lose a husband. | 
Cor. Peace be with Burgundy! 
Since that respects of fortune are his love, asx 
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I shall not be his wife. 
France. Fairest Cordelia, that art most 


rich, being poor 3 

Most choices forsaken; and most loved, de- 
spis “ i 

Thee and thy virtues here I seize upon : 

Be it lawful take up what’s cast away. 

Gods, gods! ’tis strange that from their cold’st 


neglect 
My love should kindle to inflamed respect. 
Thy poner Less daughter, king, thrown to my 
chance, yl 
Is queen of us, of ours, and our fair France: 
Not all the dukes of waterish Burgundy 261 
Can buy this on presians maid of me. 
Bid them farewell, Cordelia, though unkind : 
Thou losest here, a better where to find. 
Lear. Thou hast her, France: let her be 
thine; for we 
Have no such daughter, nor shall ever see 
That face of hers again. Therefore be gone 
Without our grace, our love, our benison. 
Come, noble ly. 
[Flourish, Exeunt all but France, 
_ Goneril, Regan, and Cordelia, 
France. Bid farewell to your sisters. 270 
Cor. The jewels of our father, with wash’d 


eyes 
Cordelia leaves you: I know you what you are; 
And like a sister am most loath to call 
Your'!faults as they are named. Use well our 

father: 
To your professed bosoms I commit him: 
But yet, alas, stood I within his grace, 
i would prefer him to a better place. 
So, farewell to you both. 

Reg. Prescribe not us our duties. 

‘on. Let your study 279 
Be to content your lord, who hath received you 
Atfortune’s alms. You have obedience scanted, 
And well are worth the want that you have 


wanted. 
Cor. Timeshall unfold what plaited cunning | And 


ides: 
Who cover faults, at last shame them derides. 
Well may you prosper! 

France. Come, my fair Cordelia. 
_. [Exeunt France and Cordelia. 

Gon. Sister, it is not a little I have to say 
of what most nearly appertains to us both. 
I think our father will hence to-night. 

Reg. That’s most certain, and with you; 
next month with us. 290 
_ Gon. You see how full of changes his age 
is; the observation we have made of it hath 
not been little: he always loved our sister 
most; and with what poor judgement he hath 
now cast her off appears too grossly. 

Reg. ’Tis the infirmity of his age: yet he 
hath ever but slenderly known himself. 

Gon. The best and soundest of his time hath 
been but rash; then must we look to receive 
from his age, not alone the imperfections of 
long-engraffed condition, but therewithal the 
unruly Waywardness that infirm and choleric 
years bring with them. 

. Such unconstant starts are we like to 
Lave from him as this of Kent's banishment, 
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Gon. There is further eae ea of leaye- 
taking between France and him. Pray you, 
let’s hit together : if our father carry authority 
with such dispositions as he bears, this last 
surrender of his will but offend us. | ae 

Reg. We shall further think on’t. | 
Gon. Wemust do something, and i’ the heat, 
Exeunt, 


Scene. Lhe Earl of Gloucester’s castle, 
Enter EDMUND, with a letter,” 
Edm. Thou, nature, art my goddess; to thy 


law 
My services are bound. Wherefore should I 
Stand in the plague of custom, and permit 
The curiosity of nations to deprive me, 
For pat Iam some twelve or fourteen moon- 
shines 
Lag of a brother? Why bastard? wherefore 


ase ? 

When my dimensions are as well compact, 
My mind as generous, and my shape as true, 
As honest madam’sissue?- Why brand they us 
With base? with baseness? bastardy? base, 

base? 10 
Who, in the lusty stealth of nature, take 
More composition and fierce quality 
Than doth, within a dull, stale, tired bed, 
Go to the creating a whole tribe of fops, 
Got "tween asleep and wake? Well, then, 
Legitimate Edgar, I must have your land: 
Our father’s love is to the bastard Edmund 
As to the legitimate : fine word,—legitimate! 
Well, my legitimate, if this letter speed, 
And my invention thrive, Edmund the base 20 
Shall top the legitimate. I grow; I prosper: 
Now, gods, stand up for bastards! 


Enter GLOUCESTER. 


Glow. Kent banish’d thus! and France in 
choler parted ! $ 4 
the Jang gone to-night! subscribed his 
ower 
Confined to exhibition! All this done 
Upon the gad ! Edmund, how now! whatnews? 
Zdm. So please your lordship, none. 
[Putting up the letter. 
Glou. Why so earnestly seek you to put up 
that letter? 
Edm. I know no news, my lord. : 
Glow. What paper were you reading? 30 
Edm. Nothing, my lord: F 
.Glou. No? What needed, then, that terrible 
dispatch of it into your pocket? the quality 9 
nothing hath not such need to hide itself. Let’s 
See: come, if it be nothing, I shall not 
spectacles. Be 
dm. beseech you, sir, pardon me :.it is a 
letter from my brother, that I haye not all o’er- 
read ; and for so muchas I have perused, I fin 
it not fit for your o’er-looking, 4° 
Glow. Give me the letter, sir. i 
., Hdm. I shall offend, either to detain or give 
it. The contents, as in part I understand them, 
are to blame. 
Glow. Let’s see, let’s see. f 
Hdm. hope, for my brother's justification, 
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he wrote this but as an essay or taste of my 


virtue. 

Glow. [Reads\ ‘This policy and reverence of 
age makes the world bitter to the best of our 
times; keeps our fortunes from us till our 
oldness cannot relish them. I begin to find an 
idle and fond bondage in the oppression of aged 
tyranny ; who sways, not as it hath power, but 
as it is suffered. Come to me, that of this I 
may speak more. If our father would sleep till 
I waked him, you should enjoy half his revenue 
for ever, and live the beloved of your brother, 

: F EpGar.’ 
Hum—conspiracy !—‘ Sleep till I waked him,— 
you should enjoy half his revenue,—My son 
Edgar! Had he a hand to write this? a heart 
and brain to breed it in?—When came this to 
you? who brought it? 

Edm. It was not. brought me, my lord; 
there’s the cunning of it; 1 found it thrown in 
at the casement of my closet. 

Glow. You know the character to be your 
brother's ? 

Edm. If the matter were good, my lord, I 
durst swear it were his; but, in respect of that, 
I would fain think it were not. 7o 

Glow. It is his. 

Edm. It is his hand, my lord; but I hope 
his heart is not in the contents. 

. Glow. Hath he never heretofore sounded you 
in this business? 

Edm. Never, my lord: but I have heard 
him oft maintain it to be fit, that, sons at 
perfect age, and fathers declining, the father 
should be as ward to the son, and the son 


manage his revenue. v7 
. Glow. O villain, villain! His vey opinion 
in the letter! Abhorred villain! Unnatural, 


detested, brutish villain! worse than brutish! 
Go, sixrah, seek him; I'll pparenend him: 
abominable villain! Where is he? 2 
‘dm. I do not well know, my lord. If it 
shall please you to suspend your indignation 
against my brother till you can derive from him 
better testimony of his intent, you shall run a 
certain course ; where, if you violently proceed 
against him; mistaking his purpose, it would 
make a great gap in your own honour, and 
shake in pieces the heart of his obedience, I 
‘are pawn down my life for him, that he hath 
Wrote this to feel my affection to your honour, 
and to no further pretence of danger. 

Glow. Think youso? _ ’ p 

Edm. \Ié-your honour jidse it meet, I will 
place you here you shall hear us confer of 
this, and by an auricular assurance have your 
satisfaction ; and that without any further delay 
than this very evening. x01 

Glou.” He cannot be such a monster— 

‘dm. ''Nor-is not, sure. 

Glow. To hig father, that so tenderly and 
entirely loves him. Heaven and earth! 
mund, seek him out; wind me into him, I pray 

ou: frame the business after your own wi: liom. 

Would unstate myself, to be ina due resolution. 

Edm. Twill seek him, sir, presently ; convey 
the business as 1 shall\ find means, and ac- 
quaint you withal. mar 
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Glou. These late eclipses in the sun and 
moon portend no good to us:° thouaty the 
wisdom of nature can reason it thus and thus, 
yet nature finds itself scourged by the sequent 
effects : love cools, friendship falls off, brothers 
divide: in cities, mutinies; in countries, dis- 
cord; in palaces, treason ; and the bond cracked 
*twixt son and father. This villain of mine 
comes under the prediction; there’s son against 
father: the king falls from bias of nature; 
there’s father against child. We have seen the 
best of our time: machinations, hollowness, 
treachery, and all ruinous disorders, follow us 
disquietly to our pravce Find out this villain, 
Edmund; it shall lose thee nothing ; do it care- 
fully. And the noble and true-hearted Kent 
banished! his offence, honesty! “Tis strange: 

‘ait. 

Edm. This is the excellent foppery of the 
world, that, when we are sick in fortune,—often 
the surfeit of our own behaviour,—we make 
guilty of our disasters the sun, the moon, and 
the stars: as if we were villains by necessity ; 
fools by heavenly compulsion; knaves, thieves, 
and treachers, by_ spherical predominance: 
drunkards, liars, and adulterers, by an enforced 
obedience of planetary influence; and all that 
we are evil in, by a divine thrusting on: an 
admirable evasion of whoremaster man, to lay 
his goatish disposition to the charge of a star! 
My father compounded with my mother under 
the dragon’s tail; and my nativity was under 
Ursa major; 50 that it fol lows, [ am rough and 
lecherous. Tut, I should have been that Iam, 
had the maidenliest star in the firmament 
twinkled on my bastardizing. Edgar— 

Enter EDGAR. 
and pat he comes like the catastrophe of the old 
comedy: my cue is villanous melancholy, with 
a sigh like Tom o’ Bedlam.. 0, these eclipses 
do portend these divisions! fa, sol, la, mi. 
kidg. How now, brother Edmund! what 
serious contemplation are you in? 15% 

Edm. I am thinking, brother, of a predic- 
tion I read this other day, what should follow 
these eclipses. 

Edg. Wo you busy yourself about that? 

Edm. I promise you, the effects he writes of 
succeed unhappily ; as of unnaturalness between 
the child and the parent; death, dearth, disso- 
lutions of ancient amities; divisions in state, 
menaces and maledictions against king and 
nobles; needless diflidences, banishment of 
friends, dissipation of cohorts, nuptial breaches, 
and I know not: what. 

Edg. Wow long have you been a sectary 
astronomical ?, 

idm. Come, come; when saw you my father 


last? 

Edg. Why, the night gone by. 

Edm. Spake you with him? 

Edg. Ay, two hours together. 170 

Edm. Parted you in.good terms? Found 
you no displeasure in him by word or counte- 
nance? 

Edg. None at all. 2 

Edm. Bethink yourself wherein you may 
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. have offended him: and at my entreaty forbear 
his presence till some little time hath qualified 
the heat of his displeasure; which at this 
instant so rageth in him, that with the mischief 
of your person it would scarcely allay. 279 

dg. Some villain hath done me wrong. 

Edm. That’s my fear. I pray you, have a 
continent forbearance till the speed of his rage 
goes slower; and, as I-say, retire with me to 
my lodging, from whence I will fitly bring you 
to hear my lord speak: pray ye, £0; there’s my 
key: if you do stir abroad, goarmed. 

Edg. Armed, brother! 

Edm. Brother, Ladvise you to the best; go 
armed: I am no honest man if there be any 
good meaning towards you: I have told you 
what Ihave seen and heard; but faintly, 
nothing like the image and horror of it: pray 
you, Dts 

Hag. hall I hear from you anon? 

Edm. I doserve you in this business. 

a [Bait Edgar. 
A credulous father! and a brother noble, 
Whose nature is so far from doing harms, __ 
That he suspects none; on whose foolish 

honesty. : 

My practices ride easy! _Isee the business. 
‘Let me, if not by birth, have lands by wit: 199 
‘All with me’s meet that I can fashion fit. [#xit. 


Scene LI. The Duke of Albany's palace. 
Enter GoNERM, and OSWALD, her steward. 


Gon. Did my father strike my gentleman 
for chiding of his fool? 
Osw. Yes, madam. 
Gon. By day and night he wrongs me; 
every hour i 
He flashes into one gross crime or other, 
‘That sets us all at odds: I'll not endure it: 
His knights grow riotous, and himself upbraids 


us ‘ 

On every trifle. When he returns from hunting, 

T will not speak with him; say Lam sick: 

{f you come slack of former services, 

You shall do well; the fault of it I’ll answer. z0 
Osw. He’s coming, madam; I hear him. 

Horns within. 

Gon. Put on what, weary negligence you 


please, p 
You and your fellows; I’ld have it come to 
question : i 
If he dislike it, let him to our sister, 
Whose mind and mine, I know, in that are one, 
Not to be over-ruled. Tdle old man, 
That still would manage those authorities_ 
That he hath given away! Now, by my lif 
Old fools are babes again ; and must be us 
With checks as flatteries,—when they are seen 
abused. 20 
Remember what I tell you. 
Osw. Well, madam. 
Gon. And let his knights have colder looks 
among you 
What_ grows of it, no matter; advise your 
fellows so: 
I, would breed from hence occasions, and I shall 
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That I may speak: I'll write straight to my 
sister, 4 
To hold iy very course. Prepare for dinner. 


[E£zeunt, 


Scenr IV. A hall in the same. 


Enter KENT, disguised. 


Kent, If butas well I other accents borrow, 
That can my speech defuse, my good intent 
May car Aue itself to that full issue | 
For ie Lrazed my likeness. Now, banish'd 

ent, 
If thou canst serve where thou dost stand con- 
demn’d, 
So may it come, thy master, whom thou lovest, 
Shall find thee full of labours. 


Horns within.. Enter Tizar, Knights, 
and Attendants. 


Lear. Let me not stay a jot for dinner; go 
getitready. [Hxitan Attendant.) How now! 
what art thou? 1 10 

Kent. A man, sir. 

Lear. What dost thou profess? what wouldst 
thou with us? 

Kent. 1 do profess to be no less than Iseem; 
to serve him truly that will put me in trust; to 
love him that is honest; to converse with him 
that is wise, and says little ; to fear judgement ;. 
to fight when I cannot choose; and to eat no fish. 

Lear. What art thou? 

Kent. A very honest-hearted fellow, and as 
poor as the king. ar 
_ Lear. If thou be as poor for a subject as he 
is for a king, thou art’ poor enough. What 
wouldst thou ? : 


Kent. Service. 
Lear. Who wouldst thou serve? 
Kent. 


‘ou. 

Lear. Dost thou know me, fellow? 

Kent. No, sir; but you have that in your 
countenance which I would fain call master. 30 

What’s that? 

Kent. ‘Authority. ‘ 

Lear. What services canst thou dot 

Kent. I can keep honest counsel, ride, run, 
mar a curious tale in telling it, and deliver a 
plain message bluntly: that which ordinary 
men are fit for, I am qualified in; and the best 
of me is diligence. 

Lear. How old art thou? ° 39 

Kenti. Not so young, sir, to love a woman 
for singing, nor so old:to dote on her for any 
thing: 1 have years on my back forty eight. 
Lear. Follow me; thou shalt serve me: if 1 
like thee no worse after dinner, I will not part 
from thee yet. Dinner, ho, dinner! Where’s 
my knave? my fool? Go you, and call my. fool 
hither, Exit an Attendant. 


Enter OSWALD. 

You, you, sirrah, where’s my daughter? y 
Osw. So please you,— (Exit. 
Lear. What says the fellow there? Call the 

clotpoll back. -L#zit a Knight.) Where’s my 


fool, ho? I think the world's asleep. 
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Re-enter Knight. 


How now! where’s that mongrel? 

Knight. He says, my lord, your daughter is 
not well. 

Lear, Why came not the slave back to me 
when I called him. 

Knight, Sir, he answered me in the roundest 
manner, he would not. 

Lear, We would not! 

Knight. My lord, I know not what the mat- 
ter is; but, to my judgement, your highness is 
not entertained with that ceremonious attection 
as you were wont; there’s a great abatement of 
kindness appears as well in the general depend- 
ants as in the duke himself also and your 
daughter, 

Lear. Ha! sayest thou so? 

Knight. L beseech you, pardon me, my lord, 
if I be mistaken; for my duty cannot be silent 
when I think your highness wronged. 7 

Lear. ‘hou but rememberest me of mine 
own conception: I have perceuied a most faint 
neglect of late; which I have rather blamed as 
mine own jealous curiosity than asa very pre- 
tence and purpose of unkindness: I will look 
further into’t. But where’s my fool? I have 
not seen him this two days. 

Knight. Since my young lady’s going into 
France, sir, the fool hath much pined away. 80 

Lear. No more of that; I have noted it well. 
Go you, and tell my daughter I would speak 
with her. fore an Attendant.) Go you, call 
hither my fool. [2xit an Attendant. 


Re-enter OSWALD. 
O, you sir, you, come you hither, sir: who am 
» sir? 
Osu. My lady’s father. 
Leur. ‘My lady’s father’! my lord’s knave: 
you whoreson dog! you slave! you cur! 
sw. Lam none of these, my lord; I beseech 


your pardon. \ gr 
Lear. Do you bandy looks with me, you 
rascal 7 [Striking him. 


Osw. Ill not be struck, my lord. 

Kent. Nor tripped neither, you base foot- 
ball player. Tripping up his heels. 

ear. I thank thee, fellow; thou servest me, 
and I'll love thee. 

_dent, Come, sir, arise, away! I'll teach you 
ditterences : away, away! If you will ineasure 
your lubber's length again, tarry: but away |! 
go to; have you wisdom? so. 

: _ [Pushes Oswald out. 

Lear. Now, my friendly knave, 1 thank 
thee: there’s earnest of thy service. 

[Giving Kent money. 


“Enter Fool. 
Fool. Let me hire him too: here’s my cox- 


comb, {Offering Kent his cap. 
Lear. How now, my pretty knave! how 
dost thou? 
ool. Sirrah, you were best take my cOox- 
coin Paale 
ent, Why, foo! 110 
Fool. Why, for taking one’s part that’s out 
3M 
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of favour: nay, an thou canst not smile as the 
wind sits, thou’lt catch cold shortly: there, 
take my coxcomb: why, this fellow has banished 
two on’s daughters, and did the third a blessing 
against his will ; if thou follow him, thou must 
needs wear my coxcomb. How now, nuncle! 
Would I had two coxvombs and two daughters! 

Lear. Why, my boy? 1% 119 

Fool. Tf [gave them all my living, I’ld keep 


60 my coxcombs myself. There's mine; beg an- 
oth 


er of thy daughters, ; 

Lear. ‘Take heed, sirrah; the whip. 

Fool. Truth’s a dog must to kennel; he 
must be whipped out, when Lady the brach 
may stand by the fire and stink. 

ear. A pestilent gall tome! 

Fool. Sirrah, ll teach thee a speech. 

Lear. Do. 

fool. Mark it, nuncle: 

Have more than thou showest, 
Speak less than thou knowest, 
Lend less than thou owest, 
Ride more than thou goest, 
Learn more than thou trowest, 
Set less than thou throwest ; 
Leave thy drink and thy whore, 
And keep in-a-door, 

And thou shalt have more 
Than two tens to a score. 

Kent. This is nothing, fool. 

fool. Then ’tis like the breath of an unfee’d 
yen you gave me nothing for’t. Can you 
make uo use of nothing, nuncle? 

Lear. Why, no, boy; nothing can be made 
out of nothing. a 4 

Fool. [Lo Kent] Prithee, tell him, so much 
the rent of his land comes to: he will not 
believe a fool. 

Lear. <A bitter fool! : 150 

Fool, Dost thou know the difference, my 
boy, between a bitter fool and a sweet fool? 

ear. No, lad; teach me. 

Fool. That lord that counsell'd thee 

Lo give away thy land, 
Come place him here by me, 
Do thou for him stand : 
The sweet and bitter fool 
Will presently appear ; 
The one in motley here, 160 
‘The other found out there. 

Lear. Dost thou call me fool, boy? 

fool. All thy other titles thou ‘hast given 
away; that thou wast born with, 

_ Kent. This is not altogether fool, my lord. 

ool. No, faith, lords and great nien will 
not let me; if [had a monopoly out, they would 
have part on’t: and-ladies too, they will not 
let me have all fool to myself; they’ll_be 
snatching. Give me an egg, nuncle, and I'll 
give thee two crowns. 171 


130 


140 


Lear. What two crowns shall they be? 
Fool. Why, after I have cut the egg i’ the 


middle, and eat up the meat, the two crowns of 
the egg. When thou clovest thy crown i’ the 
middle, and pavest away both parts, thou borest 
thy ass on Bie back o’er the dirt: thou hadst 
little wit in thy bald crown, when thou gavest 
thy golden one away. If I speak like myself 
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in this, let him be whipped that first ae 
it_so. I 
[Singing] Fools had ne’er less wit in a year; 
For wise men are grown foppish, 
They know not how their wits to wear, 
Their manners are so apish. 
Lear, When were you wont to be so full of 


songs, sirrah? : 2 

Wool, [have used it, nuncle, ever since thou 
madest thy daughters thy mother: for when 
thou gavest them the rod, and put’st down 
thine own breeches, 2 r= 190 
{Singing] Then they for sudden joy did weep, 

And I for sorrow ent 
That such a king should play bo-peep, 
And go the fools among. 

Prithee, nuncle, keep_a schoolmaster that can 
teach thy fool to lie: I would fain learn to lie. 

eee ‘An you lie, sirrah, we'll have you 
whipped. i 

Fool, I marvel what kin thou and thy 
daughters are: they’ll have me whipped for 
speaking true, thou’lt have me Rriitaped for 
lying ; and sometimes I am whipped for holding 
my peace. I had rather be any kind o’ thing 
than a fool: and yet I would not be thee, 
nuncle; thou hast pared thy wit 0’ both sides, 
and left nothing i the middle: here comes one 
o’ the parings. 


Enter GONERIL. 


Lear. How now, daughter! what makes that 
frontlet on? Methinks you are too much of late 
Y the frown. 209 

Fool. Thou wast a pretty fellow when thou 
hadst no need to, care for her frowning; now 
thou art an O without a figure: I am better 
than thou_art now; I am a fool, thou art 
nothing. [Zo Gon.] Yes, forsooth, {will hold 
iy tongue; so your face bids me, though you 
say nothing. Mum, mum, 

He that kere nor crust nor crum, 
‘Weary of all, shall want some. 
[Pointing to Lear} That’s a shealed peascod. 

Gon. Not only, sir, this your all-licensed fool, 
But other of your insolent retinue 
Do hourly carp and quarrel; breaking forth 
In rank and not-to-be-endured riots. Sir, 
I had thought, by making this well known 

unto fou 
To pee ound a safe redress; but now grow 
earful, 
Ry what yourself too late have spoke and done, 
‘That you protect this course, and put it on 
By your allowance; which if you should, the 


221 


ault 
Would not ’scape censure, nor the redresses 


sleep, 
Which, ah the tender of a wholesome weal, 230 
Might in their working do you that offence, 
Which else were shame, that then necessity 
‘Will call discreet proceeding. 
Fool. For, you know, nuncle, 
The hedge-sparrow fed the cuckoo so long, 
That it had it head bit off by it young. 
So, out went the candle, and we were left 
larkling. 
Lean. Are you our daughter? 
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Gon. Come, sir, 
I srauld you would make use of that good 
wisdom, 240 
Whereof I know you are fraught; and put 


awa) 
These Aivpositionss that of late transform you 
From what you rightly are. 
Fool. May not an ass know when the cart 
draws the horse? Whoop, Jug! L love thee. 
Lear. Doth any here know me? Thisis not 


Lear: 

Doth Lear walk thus? speak thus? Where are 
his eyes? Ht e 
Either his notion weakens, his discernings 
‘Are lethargied—Ha! waking? ’tis not so. 

Who is it that can tell me who I am? 

Fool. Lear's shadow. 

Lear. Iwould learn that; for, by the marks 
of sovereignty, knowledge, and reason, I should 
be false persuaded I has daughters. 

Fool. Which they will make an obedient 
father. 2 

Lear. Your name, fair gentlewoman? 

Gon. This admiration, sir, is much o’ the 

savour 
Of other your new pranks. I do beseech you 
To understand my purposes aright : 260 
As you are old and reverend, you should be 
wise. 
Here do you keep a hundred knights and 
squires ; 
Men so disorder’d, so debosh’d and bold, 
That this our court, infected with their manners, 
Shows like a riotous inn: epicurism and lust 
Make it more like a tavern or a brothel 
Than a graced palace. The shame itself doth 


250 


spe: 

For instant remedy : be then desired 

By her, that else will take the thing she begs, 
A little to disquantity your train ; 270 
And the remainder, that shall still depend, 

To be such men as may besort your age, 

And know themselves and you. 


Lear. Darkness and devils! 
Saddle my horses; call my train together. 
Degenerate bastard! Il not trouble thee: 


Yet have I left a daughter. 
Gon. You strike my people; and your dis- 
order’d rabble 
Make servants of their betters. 


Enter ALBANY. 
Lear. Woe, that too late repents,—[7’0 Alb.] 
__O, sir, are you come? 
Is it your will? Speak, sir, Prepare my horses. 
Ingratitude, thou marble-hearted fiend, 281 
More hideous when thou show’st thee in a child 
aban ths Sea-monster im 
: = ray, sir, be patient. 
Lear. [To Gout Detested kite Pthou liest: 
My train are men of choice and rarest parts, 
That all particulars of duty know, 
And in the most exact regard support 
The worships of their name. O most small 


‘ault, 

How ugly didst thou in Cordelia show! 

That, like an engine, wrench’d my frame of 
nature 290 


CC-0 Kashmir Research Institute. Digitzed by eGangotri 





Scenz Iv] KING 
From the fix’d place; drew from my heart all 


love, 
And added to the gall. O Lear, Lear, Lear! 
Beat at this gate, that let thy folly in, 
: striking his head. 
And ane dear judgement out! Go, go, my 


peop! e. § 

Alb, My lord, I am guiltless, as I am 
ignorant 

Of what hath moved you. 

Lear, It may be so, my lord. 
Hear, nature, hear; dear goddess, hear ! 
Suspend thy purpose, if thou didst intend 
To make this creature fruitful! 

Into her womb convey sterility ! 
Dry up in her the organs of increase; _ 
And from her derogate body never spring 
A babe to honour her! If she must teem, 
Create her child of spleen ; that it may live, 
And be a thwart disnatured torment to her! 
Let it stamp wrinkles in her brow of youth; 
With cadent tears fret channels in her cheeks ; 
Turn all her mother’s pains and benefits 
To laughter and contempt; that she may feel 
How sharper than a serpent’s tooth it is 310 
To have a thankless child! Away, away! o 
‘ait, 


Alb. Now, gods that we adore, eee 
comes this? 
Gon. 
cause ; 
But let his disposition have that scope 
That dotage gives it. 


Re-enter LEAR. 
Lear. What, fifty of my followers at a clap! 
Within a fortnight! ‘ee 
Alb. What's the matter, sir? 
Lear. Ill tell thee: [Zo Gon.] Life and 
death! I am ashamed 
That thou hast power to shake my manhood 


300 





Never afflict yourself to know the 


thus ; 
That these hot tears, which break from me 


perforce, 320 
Should make thee worth them. Blasts and 
fogs upon thee! 
The untented woundings of a father’s curse 
Pierce every sense about thee! ld fond eyes, 
Beweep this cause again, Ill pluck ye out, 
And cast you, with the waters that you lose, 
To temper clay. Yea, is it come to this? 
Let it be so: yet have I left a daughter, 
Who, Iam sure, is kind and comfortable: 
When she shall hear this of thee, with her nails 
She’ll flay thy wolvish visage. Thou shalt find 
gary resume the shape which thou dost 
hin 331 
T have cast off for ever: thou shalt, I warrant 


ee. 
[Exeunt Lear, Kent, and Attendants. 
Gon. Do you mark that, my lord? 
Alb. Icannot be so partial, Goneril, 
To the great love I bear you,— 
Gon. Pray you, content. What, Oswald, ho! 
[Zo the Fool] You, sir, more knave than fool, 
after your master. 
Fool. uncle Lear, nuncle Lear, tarry and 
take the fool with thee. 
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A fox, when one has caught her, 340 
And such a daughter, 
Should sure to the slaughter, 
If my cap would buy a halter: ; 
So the fool follows after. [Zait. 


Gon. This man hath had good counsel :—a 
_ hundred knights! 
"Tis politic and safe to Jet him Keen 
At poltita hundred knights: yes, that, on every 
ream, 
Each buzz, each fancy, each complaint, dislike, 
He may enguard his dotage with their powers, 
And hold our lives in mercy. Oswald, I say! 
Alb, Well, you may fear too far. 
Gon. Safer than trust too far: 
Let me still take away the harms I fear, 
Not fear still to be taken ; I know his heart. 
What he hath utter’d I have writ my sister: 
If she sustain him and his hundréd knights, 
When I have show’d the unfitness,— 


Re-enter OSWALD 


, How now, Oswald! 
What, have you writ that letter to my sister? 
Osw. Yes, madam. 
Gon. Take you some company, and away to 
horse: . 
Inform her full of my particular fear ; 360 
And thereto add such reasons of your own 
As may compact it more. Get you gone; 
And hasten your return. [it Oswald.] No, 
no, my lord 
This milky gentleness and course of yours 
Though I condemn not, yet, under pardon, 
You are much more attask’d for want of wisdom 
Than praised for harmful mildness. 
mas How far your eyes may pierce I cannot 


ell: 

Striving to better, oft we mar what’s well. 
Gon. Nay, then— 

Alb. Well, well; the event. 


SoENE V. Court before the same. 
Enter LEAR, KENT, and Fool. 


Lear. Go you before to Gloucester with these 
letters. Acquaint my daughter no further with 
any thing you know than comes from her de- 
mand out of the letter. If your diligence be not 
speedy, I shall be there afore you. 

Kent. Iwill not sleep, my lord, till I have 


370 
[Exeunt. 


delivered out letter, 5 f Wait, 
Fool. a man’s brains were in’s heels, 


were’t not in danger of kibes? 

Lear. Ay, boys D 10 

Fool. Then, J prithee, be merry; thy wit 
shall neenizg slip-shod. 

Lear. Ha, ha, ha! 

Fool. Shalt see thy other daughter will use 
thee kindly ; fer though she’s as like this asa 
erable like an apple, yet I can tell what I can 
tell, 

Lear. Why, what canst thou tell, my boy? 

Fool. She will taste as like this as a crab 


does toa crab. ‘Thou canst tell why one’s nose 
stands i’ the middle on’s face? 20 
Lear, No. 


Fool. Why, to keep one’s eyes of either 
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side’s nose; that what a man cannot smell 
out, he may spy into. 
Lear, 1 did her wrong— 
Fool. Canst tell how an oyster makes his 


Lear. 
Fool. 
snail has a house. 
Lear. Why? . fi 5 
Fool. Why, to put his head in; not to give 
jt away to his daughters, and leave his horns 
without a case. : 2 

Lear. \will forget my nature. So kind a 
father! Be my horses ready ? 

Fool. Thy asses are gone about ’em. The 
reason why the seven stars are no more than 
seven is a pretty reason. t 

Lear. Because they are not eight? 40 

Fool. Yes, indeed: thou wouldst make a 
good fool. , 

Lear, ‘To take ’t again perforce! Monster 
ingratitude! ; 

Fool. If thou wert my fool, nuncle, T'ld 
have thee beaten for being old before thy time. 

Lear. How’s that? i 

Fool. Thou shouldst not have been old till 
thou hadst been wise. 

Lear, 0, let me not be mad, not mad, sweet 

__ heaven! 50 
Keep me in temper: I would not be mad! 


Enter Gentleman. 


How now! are the horses ready ? 
Gent. Ready, my lord. 
Lear. Come, boy. 
Foot. She that’s a maid now, and laughs at 
my departure, 
Shall not be a maid long, unless things be cut 
shorter. [Bxeunt. 


3 
0. 

Nor I neither; but I can tell why a 

3 


ACT II. 
Scenpl. The Earl of Gloucester’s castle. 
Enter EpMunp, and CuRAN meets him. 


Edm. Save thee, Curan. 

Cur. And you, sir. I have been with your 
father, and given him notice that the Duke of 
Cornwall and Regan his duchess will be here 
with him this night. 

Edm. How comes that? 

Cur. Nay, know not. You have heard of 
the news abroad; I mean the whispered ones, 
for they are yet but ear-kissing arguments? 

Edm. NotI: pray you, whatare they? 10 

Cur, Have you heard of no likely wars to- 
ward, ’twixt the Dukes of Cornwall and Albany? 

Edm. Nota word. 

Cur, You may do, then, in time. Fare you 
well, sir, ([2ait. 

Edm. The duke be here to-night? The 

_ better! best! 

This weaves itself perforce into my business. 
My father hath set guard to take my brother; 
And Ihave one thing, of a queasy question, 
Which i ae act: briefness and fortune, 
work! 20 
Brother, a word; descend: brother, I say! 
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Enter EDGAR. 


father watches: O sir, fly this place; 
given where you are hid; 
the good advantage of the night: 
spoken ’gainst the Duke of 


My fat a 
Intelligence is 
You have now 
Have you not 
Cornwall? _ i f ‘ 
He’s coming hither; now, i’ the night, ? the 


have you nothing said 


A Tew ith hi 
‘egan with him: 
a inst the Duke of Albany? 


Upon his party ‘gainst 
Advise yourself. F 
ndg. Tam sure on’t, not a word. 
Edm. Lhear my father coming : pardon me; 
In cunning I must draw my sword upon you: 3r 
Draw aes to defend yourself; now quit you 
wel. 
Yield: come before my father. 
here! 
Fly, brother. Torches, torches! 


Light, ho, 


So, farewell. 
[vit Edgar, 
Some blood drawn on me would beget opinion 

Wounds his arm. 
Of my more fierce endeayour: I have seen 
drunkards i 
Do more than this in sport. Father, father! 
Stop, stop! No help? 


Enter GioucrsTeEr, and Servants with 
torches. 
Glow. Now, Edmund, where’s the villain? 
Edm. Here stood he in the dark, his sharp 
sword out, 
Mumbling of 
moon mi 
To stand auspicious mistress,— 
Glow.’ x But where is he? 
Edm. Look, sir, I bleed. 


< gilts 49. 
wicked charms, conjuring the 


Glou. Where is the villain, Edmund? 
Edm. Filed this way, six When by no 
means he could— 


Glou. Pursue him, ho! Go after. [Biceunt 
some Servants.) By no means what? 
Edm. Persuade me to the murder of your 
lordship; 
But that I told him, the revenging gods 
’Gainst parricides did all their thunders bend ; 
Broke} with how manifold and strong a bon 
The child was bound to the father ; sir, in fine, 
Seeing how loathly opposite [stood 5t 
To his unnatural purpose, in fell motion, 
With his prepared sword, he charges home 
My unprovided body, lanced mine arm: 
But when he saw my best alarum’d spirits, 
Bold in the quarrel’s right, roused to 
encounter, 
Or whether gasted by the noise I made, 
Full suddenly he fied. 
Glow. | Let him fly far: 
Not in this Jand shall he remain uncaught; 
And found—dispatch. The noble duke 
master, 
My worthy arch and patron, comes to-night : 
by his authority I will proclaim 1, 
That he which finds him shall’ deserve oO 
_ thanks, : 
Bringing the murderous coward to the stake: 
He that conceals him, death. 


the 


my 
60 
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ees When I dissuaded him from his in- 
tent, 

And found him pight to doit, with curst speech 
i threaten’d to discover him: he replied, 
‘Thou unpossessing bastard ! dost thou think, 


If I would stan d against thee, would the reposal | Hi 


Of any trust, virtue, or worth in thee I 
ws thy words faith’d? No: what I should 
deny,— 

As this would; ay, though thou didst produce 

My very character,—I'ld turn it all 

To thy suggestion, plot, and damned practice: 

And thou must make a dullard of the world, 

If they not thought the profits of my death 

Were yery pregnant and potential spurs 

To make thee seelk it.’ 
To. ._ Strong and fasten’d villain ! 

Would he deny his letter? I never got him. 86 

[Vucket within. 
Hark, the duke’s trumpets! I know not why he 


comes. 
All ports I'll bar; the villain shall not *scape ; 
The duke must grant me that: besides, his 


su pleture \ 

I will send far and near, that all the kingdom 
May haye due note of him; and of my land, 
Loyal and natural boy, I?ll work the means 
Lo make thee capable. 


Enter CORNWALL, REGAN, and Aitendants. 
Corn. How now, my noble friend! since I 
came hither, 
Which I can call but now, I have heard strange 
news, 
Rey. If it be true, all yengeance comes too 
short 99 
Which icon pursue the offender. How dost, my 
re 


lo 
ee o. madam, my old heart is crack’d, is 
erack'd ! 
Rey. What, did my father’s godson seek 
your life? 
He whom my father named? your Edgar? 
Clogs O, lady, lady, shame would have it 
hi 
Req. Was he not companion with the riotous 
knights 
That tend upon my father? r 
Clot I know not, madam: 'tis too bad, too 
bad. 
Edm. Yes, madam, he was of that consort. 
Jeg. No marvel, then, though he were ill 
__ affected : . 100 
"Tis they have put him on the old man’s death, 
To have the expense and waste of his revenues, 
L have this present evening from any sister 
Been well inform'd of them; and with such 
cautions, z 
hat if they come to sojourn at my house, 
T'll not be there. 
‘orn. Nor I, assure thee, Regan. 
Edmund, I hear that you have shown your 


father 
A child-like office. 
Edm, ‘Twas my duty, sir. 


Glow. He did bewray his practice; and re- 
_ ceived ne, 
This hurt you see, striving to apprehend him. 
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Corn. Ts he pursued? 

Glou. Ay, my good lord. rrr 
Corn. Tf he be taken, he shall never more 
Be feard of doing harm: make your own 

purpose, 
Ow in my strength you please. 
Edmund, - 
hose virtue and obedience doth this instant 
So much commend itself, you shall be ours: 
Natures of such deep trust we shall much need ; 
You we first seize on. A 
Edm. I shall serve you, sir, 
Truly, however else. 
Glou. For him I thank your Brace. 
Corn, You know not why we came to visit 
you,— 120 
Reg. Thus out of season, threading dark 
eyed night: z 
Occasions, noble Gloucester, of some poise, 
Wherein we must have use of your advice : 
Our father he hath writ, so hath our sister, 
Of differences, which I least thought it fit 
To answer from our home; the several messen- 


For you, 


gers 
From hence attend dispatch. Our good old 

friend, 
Lay comforts to your besom; and bestow 
Your needful counsel to our business, 
Which craves the instant use. 

Glou. Iserve you, madam: x30 

Your graces are right welcome. [Exeunt. 


Scene IL. Before Gloucester's castle. 
Enter Kent and Oswatn, severally. 


Osw. Good dawning to thee, friend: art of 
this house? 

Kent. Ay. 

Osw. Where may we set our horses? 

Kent. Y the mire. 

QOsw. Prithee, if thou lovest me, tell me. 

Kent. Llove thee not. 

Osw. Why, then, I care not for thee, 

Kent. If I had thee in Lipsbury pinfold, T 
would make thee care for me, To 

Osw. Why dost thou use me thus? I know 
thee not. 

Kent. Fellow, I know thee. 

Osw. What dost thou know me for? 

Kent. A knaye; a rascal; an eater of broken 
meats;_a base, proud, shallow, beggarly, three- 
suited, hundred-pound, filthy, worsted-stocking 
knave; a Jily-livered, action-taking knave, a 
whoreson, glass-gazing, superserviceable, finical 
rogue; one-trunk-inheriting slave; one that 
wouldst be a bawd, in way of good service, and. 
art nothing but the composition of a knave, 
beggar, coward, pandar, und the son and heir 
of a mongrel bitch: one whom I will beat into 
clamorous whining, if thou deniest the least 
syllable of thy addition, 

Osw. Why, what a monstrous fellow art 
thou, thus to rail on one that is neither known: 
of thee nor knows thee! 29 

Kent. What a brazen-faced varlet art thou, 
to deny thou knowest me! Ts it two days ago 
since I tripped up thy heels, and beat thee 
before the king? Draw, you rogue: for, though 
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it be night, yet the moon shines; I'll make a 
sop o’ the moonshine of you : draw, you whore- 
son cullionly barber-monger, draw. — | 
TBrawin his sword. 
Osw. Away! I have nothing to o with thee. 
Kent. Draw, you, rascal: you come with 
Jetters against the king; and take vanity the 
uppet’s part against the royalty of her father : 
Lees you rogue, or I'll so carbonado your 
shanks: draw, you rascal; come your ways. 
Osw. Help, ho! murder! help! 
Kent. Strike, you slave; stand, rogue, stand; 
you neat slave, strike. [Beating him. 
Osw. Help, ho! murder! murder! 


Enter EDMUND, with his rapier drawn, CORN- 
WALL, REGAN, GLOUCESTER, and Servants. 


Edm. How now! What’s the matter? 

Kent. With. you oodman boy, an you 
please: come, L'il ftles ye: come on, young 
mast 


er. 

Glou. Weapons! arms! What’s the matter 

here? 3 st 

Corn. Keep peace, upon your lives; 

He dies that strikes again. What is the matter? 
Reg. The messengers from our sister and 

the king. E : 

Corn. What is your difference? speak. 

Osw. Iam scarce in breath, my lord. 

Kent. No marvel, you have so bestirred your 
yalour. You cowardly rascal, nature disclaims 
in thee: a tailor made thee. 

Corn. Thou art a strange fellow: a tailor 
make a man? 

Kent. Ay, a tailor, sir: a stone-cutter or a 
panier could not have made him so ill, though 

he had been but two hours at the trade. 

Corn. Speakyet, how grew your quarrel? 

Osw. This ancient ruflian, sir, whose life I 
have spared at suit of his gray beard,— 

Kent. Thou whoreson zed! thou unnecessary 
letter! My Jord, if you will give me Icaye, 
will tread this unbolted villain into mortar, and 
daub the walls of a jakes with him. Spare my 
gray beard, you wagtail? 

Corn. Peace, sirrah | . 
You beastly knave, know you no reverence? 

Kent. Yes, sir; but anger hath a privilege. 

Corn. Why art thou angry? 

Kent. That sucha slave as this should wear 

a sword, 

Who wears no honesty. Such smiling rogues 
as these, 

Like rats, oft bite the holy cordsa-twain go 

Which are too intrinse t’ unloose; smooth every 

passion : 

That in the natures of their lords rebel ; 

Bring oil to fire, snow to their colder moods ; 

Renege, affirm, and turn their halcyon beaks 

With every gale and vary of their masters, 

Knowing nought, like dogs, but following. 

A plague upon your epileptic visage! 

Smile you my speeches, as I were a fool? 

Goose, if Thad you upon Sarum plain, 

L Id driye xe cackling home to Camelot. go 
Corn. What, art thou mad, old fellow? 
Glou. How fell you out? say that. 

Kent. No contraries hold more antipathy 
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Than I and such a knaye. % 
Corn. Why dost thou call him knave? 
What’s his offence? : 
Kent. His countenance likes me not. 
Corn. No more, perchance, does mine, nor 
his, nor hers. 5 " 
Kent. Sir, ’tis my occupation to be plain : 
Lhave seen better faces in my time 
‘Than stands on any shoulder that I see 
Before me atthisinstant. 
Corn. __ This is some fellow, 
Who, having been praised for bluntness, doth 
affect 
A saucy roughness, and constrains the garb 
Quite from his nature: he cannot flatter, he, 
An oe mind and plain, he must speak 
truth! 
An they will take it, so; if not, he’s plain. 
These kind of knayes I know, which in this 
lainness 
Harbour more craft and more corrupter ends 
Than twenty silly ducking observants 
That stretch their duties nicely. | 110 
Kent. Sir, in good sooth, in sincere verity, 
Under the allowance of your great aspect, 
Whose influence, like the wreath of radiant fire 
On flickering Phoebus’ front,— i 
Corn. What mean’st by this? 
Kent. To go out of my dialect, which you 
discommend so much. I know, sir, I am no 


flatterer: he that beguiled youin a plain accent 


100 


60 | was a plain knave; which for my part I will 


not be, though I should win your displeasure 

to entreat me to’t. 120 
Corn. What was the offence you gave him? 
Osw. I never gaye him any: 

It pleased the king his master very late, 

To strike at me, upon his misconstruction; 

When he, conjunct, and flattering his dis- 


* pleasure, 4 E 
Tripp’d me behind; being down, insulted, rail’d, 
And put upon him such a deal of man, . 

That worthied him, got praises of the kin, 

For him attempting who was self-subdued ; 
And, in the fleshment of this dread exploit, 130 
Drew on me here again. 


Kent. _ None of these rogues and cowards 
But Ajax is their fool. 
Corn. Fetch forth the stocks! 
You stubborn ancient knayve, you reverend 
braggart, 
We'll teach you— 
Kent. Sir, I am too old to Jearn: 


Call not your stocks forme: I serve the king; 
On whose employ.n#efit I was sent to you: 
You shall do small respect, show too bold 
. malice 
Against the grace and person of my master, 
Stocking his messenger. 
Corn. Fetch forth the stocks! As I have 
life and honour, 748 
‘There shall he sit till noon. 
Req. Till noon! till night, my lord; and all 
night too. 5 
Kent. Why, madam, if I were your fathers 


Og, 
You should not use me so. F 
Reg. Sir, being his knave, I will 


CC-0 Kashmir Research Institute. Digitzed by eGangotri 








ScrnzE 11] 


Corn. This isa fellow of the self-same colour 

Our sister speaks of. Come, bring away the 

stocks! [Stocks brought out. 

oPaes Let me beseech your grace not to 
0 SO: 


His fault is much, and the good king his 


master | 
Will check him for’t: your purposed low cor- 
rection 149 
Is such as basest and contemned’st wretches 
For pilferings and most common trespasses 
Are punish’d with; the king must take it ill, 
That he’s so slightly valued in his messenger, 
Should have him:thus restrain’d. 
Corn. ? _ Dll answer that. 
Reg. My sister may receive it much more 
worse, 
To have her gentleman abused, assaulted, 
For following her affairs, Putin his legs. 
ty (Kent is put in the stocks. 
Come, my good lord, away. 
[Lxeunt all but Gloucester and Kent. 
Glou. I am sorry for thee, friend; ’tis the 
duke’s pleasure, 3 
Whose disposition, all the world well knows, * 
Will not be rubb’d nor stopp’d: Ill entreat for 
thee. i Bit. 161 
Kent. Pray, do not, sir: I have watched and 
travell’d hard ; 
Some time I shall sleep out, the rest I’ll whistle. 
A good man’s fortune may grow out at heels: 
Give yougood morrow! = 
Glow. The duke’s to blame in this ;.’twill be 
ill taken. [Exit. 
Kent. Good king, that must approve the 
common saw, ay 
Thou out of heaven's benediction comest 
To the warm sun! s 
Approach, thou beacon to this under globe, 
That by thy comfortable beams I may 17 
Peruse this letter! Nothing almost sees miracles 
But misery : I know ’tis from Cordelia, 
Who hath most fortunately been inform’d 
Of my obscured course; and shall find time 
iFrom this enormous state, seeking to give 
Losses their remedies. All weary and o’er- 
watclhd, 


Take vantage, heavy eyes, not to behold 
This shameful lodging. | 179 
Fortune, good night: smile once more; turn 


thy wheel! [Sleeps. 


Scent IT. A wood. 
Enter Egcar. 


Heag. L heard myself proclaim’d; 
And by the happy hollow of a tree 
Escaped the hunt. No port is free; no place, 
That guard, and most unusual vigilance, 
Does not attend my taking. Whiles I may 
scape, 

I will preserve myself: and am bethought 
To take the basest and most poorest shape 

hat ever penury, in contempt of man, ‘ 
Brought near to beast: my face I’ll grime with 

filth ; aes 

Blanket my loins; elf all my hair in knots; 10 
«nd with presented nakedness out-face 
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The winds and persecutions of the sky. 

The country gives me proof and precedent 

Of Bedlam beggars, who, with pean voices, 
Strike in their numb’d and mortified bare arms 
Pins, wooden pricks, nails, sprigs of rosemary ; 
And with this horrible object, from low farms, 
Poor pelting villages, sheep-cotes,’ and mills, | 
Sometime with lunatic bans, sometime with 


prayers, | ELS: 
Enforce their charity. Poor Turlygod! poor 


om A 20 
That’s something yet : Edgar I nothing am. 
[£xit. 
Scene IV. Before Gloucester’s castle. Kent 
in the stocks. 


Enter LEAR, Fool, and Gentleman. 


Lear, ’Tis strange that they should so depart 
fromhome, ~ 
And not send back my messenger. 
Gent. As I learn’d, 
The night before there was no purpose in them 
Of this remove. 


Kent. Hail to thee, noble master! 
Lear. Hal- 

Makest thou this shame thy pastime? fr 
Kent. 3 No, sere ase 
Fool. Ha, ha! he wears cruel garters. Horses 


are tied by the heads, dogs and bears by the 
neck, monkeys by the loins, and men by the 
legs: when a man’s over-lusty at legs, then he 
wears wooden nether-stocks. II 
Lear. What’s he that hath so much thy 
place mistook 
To set thee here? 
Kent. It is both he and she; 
Your son and daughter. 
ear. No. 
Kent. Yes. 
ar. No, Isay. 
Kent. Isay, yea. 
Lear. No, no, they would not. 
Kent. Yes, they have. 20 
Lear. By J upiter, I swear, no. 
Kent. By Juno, TI swear, ay. 
Lean, They dursé not do’t; 
They could not, would not do’t; ’tis worse 
than murder, : 
To do upon respect such violent outrage : 
Resolve me, with all modest haste, which way 
Thou mightst deserve, or they impose, this 
usage, 
Coming from us. F 
Kent. My lord, when at their home 
I did commend your highness’ letters to them, 
Ere I was risen from the place that show’d 
My duty kneeling, came there a reeking post, + 
Stowdatg his haste, half breathless, panting 
orth t 
From Goneril his mistress salutations ; : 
Deliver'd letters, spite of intermission, 
Which presently they read : on whose contents, 
he veeumimonidl up their meiny, straight took 
Orse ; 
Commanded me to follow, and attend 
pune deistire of their answer; gave me cold 
‘ooks : 
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912 KING 
| meeting here the other messenger, | 
Whose a anas I perceived, na poison’d 


mine,— 
Being the very fellow that of late _ 40 
Display’d so saucily against your highness,— 
Having more man than wit about me, drew : 
He raised the house with lond and coward cries. 
Your son and daughter found this. trespass 


worth e 
The shame which here it suffers. 
Fool. Winter’s not gone yet, 
geese fly that way. 
Fathers that wear rags “ 
‘Do make their children blind ; 
But fathers that bear bags | 
Shall see their children kind. 
Fortune, that arrant whore, 
Neer turns the key to the poor. 
But, for all this, thou shalt haye as many 
dolours for thy daughters as thou canst tell in 
ayear. 
es O, how this mother swells up toward 
my heart! mb 
Hysterica passio, down, thou climbing sorrow, 
Thy clement’s below! Where is this daughter? 


if the wild- 


Kent. With the carl, sir, here within. 
Lear. Follow me not; 
Stay here. Exit. 60 
‘ent. Made you no more offence but what 
you speak of? 
Kew. None. 


How chance the king comes with so small a 


train? 

Fool. An thou hadst been set 7 the stocks 
for that question, thou hadst well deserved it. 

Kent. Why, fool? 

Fool. Well set thee to school to an ant, to 
teach thee there’s no labouring i the winter. 
All that follow their noses are led. by their eyes 
but blind men; and there’s not a nose among 
twenty but can smell him that’s stinking. Let 
£9 thy hold when a great wheel runs down a 
hill, lest it break thy neck with following it; 
but the great one that goes up the hill, let him 
draw thee after. When a wise man gives thee 
better counsel, give me mine again: I would 
have none but knaves follow it, since a fool 


ves it, 
That sir which serves and seeks for gain, 
And follows but for form, 
Will pack when it begins to rain, 
And leave thee in the storm. 
But I will tarry ; the fool will stay, 
And let the wise man fly : 
The knave turns fool that runs away; 
The fool no knave, perdy. 
Kent. Where learned you this, fool? 
Fool. Not.’ the stocks, fool. 


Re-enter LEAR, with GLOUCESTER. 

Lear, Deny to speak with me? They are 
sick? they are weary ? 

They have travell’d all the night? Mere fetches; 
‘The images of revolt and flying off. or 
cies ine a better Snel F 
5 y dear lor 
You know the fiery quality of the ae 

How unremoyeable and fix'd he is 
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In his own course. 
Lear. Vengeance! plague! death! confusion! 
Fiery? what quality? Why, Gloucester, Glou- 


cester, 
[’ld speak with the Duke of Cornwall and his 
wife. 
Glou. Well, my good lord, I have inform’d 
them so. 
Lear. Inform’d them! Dost thou understand 
me, man? 100 
Glow. Ay, my good lord, : 
Lear. The king would speak with Cornwall; 
the dear father 
Would with his daughter speak, commands her 
service: 
Are they inform’d of this? My breath and 


blood! 
Tell the hot duke 


pen ? the fiery duke? 
hal 
No, but not yet: may. be he is not well: 
Infirmity doth still neglect all oitice 


Whereto our health is bound; we are not our- 


{Act 


selves 4 
When nature, being oppress’d, commands the 


min 

To suffer with the body: L’ll forbear; 10 

And am fall’n out with my more headier will, 

To take the indisposed and sickly tit 

For the sound man. Death on my state} 
wherefore _ [Looking on Kent. 

Should he sit here? This act persuades me 

‘That this remotion of the duke and her 

Is practice only. Give me my servant forth. 

Go a the duke and’s wife 1’ld speak with 

_ them, 
Now, presently ; bid them come forth and hear 


me, 
Or at their chamber-door I’ll beat the drum 
Till it ery sleep to death. 120 
Glou. I would have all well betwixt you. y 
nacit, 
Lear. O me, my heart, my rising raed 
but, down! $ 
Fool. Ory to it, nuncle, as the cockney did 
to the eels when she put ‘em i’ the paste alive; 
she Imapped ’em 0’ the coxcombs with a stick, 
and cried ‘ Down, wantons, down!’ "Lwas her 
brother that, in pure kindness to his horse, 
buttered his hay. 


Enter Connwatt, REGAN, GLoucestER, and 
Servants. 
Lear. Good morrow to you both. 
Corn. Hail to your grace! 
[Kent is set at lrberty. 
Reg. Tam glad to see your highness. 33° 
Lear. Regan, I think you are; I know what 


reason 
Thave to think so: if thou shouldst not be glad, 
L would divorce me from thy mother’s.tomb, 
Sepulehuing, an adultress, [Zo Ment] O, are 
you free 
Some other time for that. Beloved Regan, 
Thy sister’s naught: O Regan, she hath tied 
Sharp-tooth’d unkindness, like a vulture, here+ 
[Points to his heart. 
I can scarce speak to thee: thoult not believe 
With how depraved a quality—O Regan! 
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Reg. 1 pray you, sir, take patience: I haye 
hope 140 
You less know how to value her desert 
Than she to scant her duty. 

Lear. ; Say, how is that? 

eq. I, cannot think my sister in the least 
Would fail her obligation : if, sir, perchance 
She have restrain’d the riots of your followers, 
"Tis on such ground, and to such wholesome 

end, 3 
As clears her from all blame. 

Lear, My cusesonher! 

Reg. O, sir, you are old; 
Nature in you stands on the very verge 149 
Of her confine; you should be ruled and led 
By some discretion, that discerns your state 
Better than you yourself. Therefore, I pray you, 
That to our sister you do make return ; 

Say you have wrong'd her, sir, : 
ear. Ask her forgiveness? 
Do you but mark how this becomes the house : 
‘Dear daughter, I confess that I am old; 
Kneeling. 
Age is unnecessary : on my knees 
That you'll youchsafe me raiment, bed, and 


food. 
Reg. Good sir, no more; these are unsightly 
tricks : : 
Return you to my sister. 
Lear. [Rising] Never, Regan: 160 


She hath abated me of half my train; | 
Look’d black upon me; struck me with her 
tongue, 
Most serpent-like, upon the very heart: 
All the stored vengeances of heaven fall 
On her ingrateful top! Strike her young bones, 
You taking airs, with lameness! 
Corn. ; Fie, sir, fie! 
Lear. You nimble lightnings, dart your 
blinding flames 
Into her scommful eyes! Infect her beauty, 
You fen-suck’d fogs, drawn by the powerful 


sun, 
To fall and blast her pride! .. 170 
Zteq. O the blest gods! so will you wish on 
me, 
When the rash mood is on. 
ea, No, Regan, thou shalt never have my 
curse: 
Thy tender-hefted nature shall not give 
ere er to harshness: her eyes are fierce; but 
hine 
Do comfort and not burn. ~ 
To frudge Tuy pleasures, to cut off my train, 
Lo bandy hasty words, to scant my sizes, 
And in conclusion to oppose the bolt 
Against my coming in: thou better know’st 
the olfives of nature, bond of childhood, — 18: 
Effects of courtesy, dues of gratitude ; 
hy half 0’ the kingdom hast thou not forgot, 
herein I thee SnUOM. IaH 
Reg. i00d sir, to the purpose, 
Lear, Who put my man i’ the stocks? 2 
(Tucket within. 
Corn. What trumpet’s that? 
fteg. 1 know *t, my sister’s: this approves 
her letter, 
‘at she would soon be here. 


"Tis not in thee 
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Enter Oswarp. 


we, Is your lady come? 
Lear, This is a slave, whose easy-borrow’d 


ride 
Dwdls in the fickle grace of her he follows. 
Out, varlet, from my sight! 
Corn. What means your grace? 
Lear. Who stock’d my servant} Regan, I 
have good hope 19t 
Thou didst not know on’t. Who comes here? 
heavens, 


Enter Gonrrtn. 
Tf you do love old men, if your sweet sway 
Allow obedience, if yourselves are old, 
Make it your cause; send down, and take my 


part 
[Zo Gon.] Art not ashamed to look upon this 


ud 
O Regan, wilt thou take her by the hand? 
Gon. Why not by the hand, sir?’ How have 
T offended? 
All’s not offence that indiscretion finds 
And dotage terms so. 


Lear. O sides, you are too tough; 
Will you yet hold? How came my man i’ the 
stocks? 208 
Corn. Iset him there, sir: but his own dis- 
orders 
Deserved much less advancement. 3 
Lear. You! did you? 


Rey. I pray you, father, being weak, seem so. 
If, till the expiration of your month, 
You will return and sojourn with my sister, 
Dismissing half your train, come then to me: 
Iam now Irom home, and out of that provision 
Which shall be needful for your entertainment. 
Lear. Return to her, and, fifty men dis- 
miss'\d? 210 
No, rather I abjure all roofs, and choose 
To wage against the enmity o’ the air; 
To be a comrade with the wolf and owl,_— 
Necessity’s sharp pinch! Return with her? 
Why, ihe hot-blooded France, that dowerless 
tool 
Our youngest born, I could as well be brought 
To knee his throne, and, s« uire-like, pension beg 
To keep base life afoot. Return with her? 
Persuade me rather to be slave and sumpter 
To this detested groom. [Pointing at Oswald. 
‘on. At your choice, sir, 
Lear. I prithee, daughter, do not make me 
mad: é 221 
I will not trouble thee, my child; farewell: 
We'll no more meet, no more see one another: 
But yet thou art my flesh, my blood, my 
daughter; i 
Or rather a disease that’s in my flesh, s 
Which I must needs call mine: thou arta boil, 
A. plague-sore, an embossed earbunele, 
In my corrupted blood. But 171] not chide thee; 
Let shame come when it will, I do not call it : 
I do not bid the thunder-bearer shoot, 230 
Nor tell tales of thee to high jadgtng Jove: 
Mend when thou canst; be better at thy leisure; 
Ican be patient; I can stay with Regan, 
Land my hundred knights. 
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Req. Noé altogether so: 
1 iooka not for you yet, nor am provided 
For your fit welcome. Give ear, sir, to my 
sister ; : 3 r 
For those that mingle reason with your passion 
‘Must be content to think you old, and so— 
But she knows what she does. 
Lear. Is this well spoken? 
Reg. I dare ayouch it, sir: what, filty fol- 
lowers ? 240 
Ts it not well? What should you need of more? 
Yea, or so many, sith that both charge and 


danger 4 
Speak *gainst so great a number? How, in one 
house, 
Should many people, under two commands, 
Hold amity? "Lis hard; almost impossible. | 
Gon. y might not you, my lord, receive 
attendance 
From those that she calls servants or from 


mine? 
Reg. Why not, my lord? If then they 
at need to slack you, ; 
We could control them. If you will come to 
me,— 
For now I spy a danger,—I entreat you 250 
To bring but five and twenty : to no more 
Will I give place or notice. 
Lear. I gave you all— 3 5 
Reg. ‘And in good time you gave it. 
tees Made you my guardians, my deposi- 
aries ; 
But kept a reservation to be follow’d 
With such a number. What, must I come to 


ou 
with five and twenty, Regan? said you so? 
Reg. And speak ‘t again, my lord; no more 
with me. 
Lear. Those, wicked creatures yet do look 

well-favour'd, F 
When others are more wicked; not being the 

worst 260 
Stands in some rank of praise. [Zo Gon.] 

L'il go with thee: 

Thy fifty yet doth double five-and-twenty, 
And thou art twice her IT ; 

‘On. ‘ear me, my lord: 
What need you five and twenty, ten, or five, 
To follow in a house where twice so many 
Have a command to tend you? 

ee. ‘What need one? 

Lear. O, reason not the need: our basest 


beggars 

Are in the poorest thing superfluous: 

Allow not nature more than nature needs, 

Man’s life’s as cheap as beast’s: thou art a 
y , 27° 

If only to go warm were gorgeous, a 

Why, nature needs not what thou gorgeous 


Wear’st, 

Which scarcely keeps thee warm. But, for 
true need,— 2 

You heavens, give me that patience, patience I 


need! 
You see me here, you gods, a poor old man, 
As full of grief as age; wretched in both! 
If it be avon that stir these daughters’ hearts 
Against their father, fool me not so much 
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To bear it tamely ; touch me with noble anger, 
‘And let not women’s weapons, water-drops, 
Stain my man’s cheeks! No, you unnatural 


hags, 
I will have such revenges on you both, 
hat all the world shall—I will do such things,— 
Wik they are, yet 1 know not; but they 
shall be 
The terrors of the earth. You think I'll weep; 
No, I’ll not weep + % : 
T have full cause of weeping; but this heart 
Shall break into a hundred thousand flaws, 
Or ere L’ll weep. O fool, I shall go mad! 
[Exeunt Lear, Gloucester, Kent, and Fool. 
: Storm and tempest. 
Corn. Let us withdraw ; "twill be a storm, 
Reg. This house is little: the old man and 
his people i 291 
Cannot be well bestow’d. 

Gon. "Tis his own blame; hath put himself 
from rest, : 
And must needs taste his foll. 
Reg. For his particular, 

gladly, 
But not one follower. 
Gon. So am I purposed. 
Where is my lord of Gloucester? 
Corn. Follow’d the old man forth: he is 
return’d. 


Tu receive him 


Re-enter GLOUCESTER. 
Glow. The king is in high rage. 


Corn. Whither is he going? 
Glow. He calls to horse; but will I know 
not whither. 300 


Corn. *Tis best to give him way; he leads 
himself. 
Gon. My lord, entreat him by no means to 


stay. 
Glou. Alack, the night comes on, and the 
bleak winds 
Do sorely ruffle; for many miles about 
There’s scarce a bush. 

Reg. O, sir, to wilful men, 
The nee that they themselves procure 
aust e their schoolmasters. Shut up your 

loors : 
He is attended with a desperate train; , 
And what they may incense him to, being apt 
To have his ear abused, wisdom bids fear. | 37° 
Corn. Shut up your doors, my lord; "tis 4 


wild night : : 
My Regan counsels well: come out o' the 
storm. [Eaeunt. 
ACT I. 
Scene I. A heath. 


Storm still. Enter Kent and a Gentleman, 
meeting. 


Kent. Who's there, besides foul weather? ; 
Gent. One minded like the weather, m0S 


unquietly. > 
Kent. Tknow you. Where’s the king? 


CC-0 Kashmir Research Institute. Digitzed by eGangotri 


Scenz 1] KING LEAR 915 


Gent. Contending weith the fretful clement ; 
Bids the wind blow the earth into the sea, 

Or swell the curled waters ’bove the main, 
That things might change or cease; tears his 

white hair, 

Which the impetuous blasts, with eyeless Tage, 
Catch in their fury, and make nothing of; 
Strives in his little world of man to out-scorn 
The to-and-fro-conflicting wind and rain. x 
This night, wherein the cub-drawn bear would 


couch, 
The lion and the belly-pinched wolf 
Keep their fur dry, unbonneted he runs, 
And bids what will take all. 
Kent. But who is with him? 
Gent. None but the fool; who labours to 
_ out-jest 
His heart-struck injuries. 
Kent. Sir, Ido know you; 
And dare, upon the warrant of my note, 
Commend a dear thing to you. There is 


Scene IL. Another Part of the heath. Storm 
slut, 


Enter Lear and Fool. 


Lea. Blow, winds, and crack your cheeks! 
rage! blow! ; 
You cataracts and hurricanoes, spout 
Till you have drench’d our steeples, drown’d 
the cocks! v 
You sulphurous and thought-executing fires, 
Yaunt-couriers to oak-cleaving thunderbolts, 
Singe my white head! And thou, all-shaking 
thunder, 
Smite flat the thick rotundity o’ the world! 
Crack nature’s moulds, all germens spill at 
once, — 
That make ingrateful man ! ; 9 
Fool. O nuncle, court holy-water in a dry 
house is better than this rain-water out 0’ door. 
Good nunele,in, and ask thy daughters’ blessing: 
here’s a night pities neither wise man nor fool. 
Lear. Rumble thy bellyfull Spit, fire! 
spout, rain! 
Nor rain, wind, thunder, fire, are my daughters : 
I tax not you, you elements, with unkindness; 
I never gave you kingdom, call’d you children, 
You owe me no subscription : then let fall 
OUT, horrible pleasure; here I stand, your 
slave, 
A poor, infirm, weak, and despised old man: 
But yet I call you servile ministers, | ar 
That have with two pernicious daughters join’d 
Your high engender'd battles ’gainst a head 
So old and white as this. O10! ’tisfoul! _ 
Fool. He that has a house to put’s head in 
has a good head-piece. i 
The cod-piece that will house 
Before the head has any, 
The head and he shall louse ; 
So beggars marry many. 30 
The man that makes his toe 
What he his heart should make 
Shall of a corn cry woe, 
. And turn his sleep to wake. 
For there was never yet fair woman but she 
made mouths in Cae 
Lear, No, I will be the pattern of all 
_patience; - 
I will say nothing. 


Enter Kent. 
Kent. Who’s there? ss 
Fool. Marry, here’s grace and a cod-piece; 
that’s a wise man and a fool. i 4t 
Kent. Alas, sir, are you here? things that 
lovenight | 
Love not such nights as these; the wrathful 























division, 
Although as yet the face of it be cover'd 20 
With zou cunning, ’twixt Albany and Corn- 
wall; 
Who haye—as who have not, that their great 


stars 
Throned and set high ?—servants, who seem no 


less, 

Which are to France the spies and speculations 

Intelligent of our state; what hath pean seen, 

Zither in snufts and packings of the dukes 

Or ihe hard rein which both of them have 
jorne 

Against the old kind king; _or something 


7, deeper, ee 
Whereof perchance these are but furnishings; 


> 


But, true it is, from France there comes a 


Power 30 
Into this scatter’d kingdom; who already, 
Vise in our negligence, have secret feet. 
In some of our best ports, and are at point 
To show their open banner. Now to you: 
fon my credit you dare build so far 
‘0 make your speed to Dover, you shall find 
Some that will thank you, making just report 
how unnatural and bemadding sorrow 
he king hath cause to plain. k 
Tam a gentleman of blood and breeding; 40 
nd, from some knowledge and assurance, offer 
his office to you. 
Gent. J will talk further with you. : 
ent, No, do not. 
For confirmation that I am much more 
han my out-wall, open this purse, and take 
hat it contains.’ If you shall see Cordelia,— 
fear not but you shall,—show her this ring ; 
And she will tell you who your fellow is 
hat yet you do not know. Fie on this storm ! 
will go seek the king. 5° 
ent. Give me your hand: haye you no 
more to say? 
ent. Few words, but, to effect, more than 


i 
That, wie 


skies 
Gallow the very wanderers of the dark, 
And make them keep their caves: since I was 


man, ‘ 
Such sheets of fire, such bursts of horrid 
thunder, 2 
Such groans of roaring wind and rain, I never 
Remember to have heard: man’s nature cannot 


carry 
The aflliction nor the fear. 
Lear. Let the great gods, 


¢ » . . 
‘hen we haye found the king,—in which 


your pain 2 
That way, Cll this,—he that first lights on him 
Holla the’ other. [Exeunt severally. 
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That keep this dreadful pother o’er our heads, 
Find out their enemies now. Tremble, thou 
wretch, S % 51 
That hast within thee undivulged crimes, 
Dnishineid of justice: hide thee, thou bloody 
hand ; : pam 
Thou perjured, and thou simular man of virtue 
That art incestuous : caitiff, to pieces shake, 
That under covert and convenient seeming 
Hast practised on man’s life: close pent-up 
uilts, fi 
Rive your concealing continents, and cry 
alice creat stim Moneta Fics, Lame man 
ore sinn’d against than sinning. 
ent. a Alack, bare-headed! 60 
Gracious my lord, hard by here is a hovel ; 
Some friendship will it lend you ’gainst the 
tempest : F A 
Repose you there ; while I to this hard house— 
More harder than the stones whereof ‘tis raised ; 
Which even but now, demanding after you, 
Denied me to come in—return, and force 
Their scanted ‘courtesy. = 4 
Lear. My wits begin to turn. 
Come on, my boy: how dost, my boy? art 


cold? 

Lam cold myself. Where is this straw, my 
fellow? s 

The art of our necessities is strange, 7° 

That can make vile things precious. Come, 
your hovel. 

Boon i and knave, I have one part in my 
heal 

That’s sorry yet for thee. 

Fool. (Singing) He that has and alittle tiny 


wit,— 
With hey, ho, the wind and the rain, — 
Must make content with his fortunes fit, 
For the rain it raineth every day. 
Lear, True, my good boy. Come, bring us 
to this hovel. Exeunt Lear and Kent. 
Fool. This is a ve night to cool a 
courtezan. 

I'll speak a prophecy ere I go: fo 
When priests are more in word than matter; 
When brewers mar their mialt. with water ; 
When nobles are their tailors’ tutors ; 

No heretics burn’d, but wenches’ suitors ; 
‘When every case in law is right ; 

No squire in debt, nor no poor knight ; 
When slanders do not Jive in tongues ; 
Nor cutpurses come not to throngs; 
When usurers tell their gold i’ the field: 
And bawds and whores do churches build ; 
Then shall the realm of Albion 

Come to great confusion : 

Then conies the time, who lives to see’t, 
That going shall be used with feet. 

This prophecy Merlin shall make; for I live 

fore his time. [2£att. 
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Scenz III. Gloucester’s castle. 
Enter GLOUCESTER and Epuunn. 
Glow. Alack, alack, Edmund, I like not this 
umnatural dealing. When I desired their leave 


that I might pity him, they took from me the 
use of mine own house; charged me, on pain 
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of their perpetual displeasure, neither to speak 
of him, entreat for him, nor any way sustain 
him. 

Edm. Most savage and unnatural ! 

Glou. Go to; say you nothing. There’s a 
division betwixt the dukes; and a worse matter 
than that: £ have received a letter this night; 
tis dangerous to be spoken; I have locked the 
letter in my closet: these injuries the king now 
bears will be revenged home; there’s part of a 

ower already footed: we must incline to the 
king. I will seck him, and privily relieve him: 
go you and maintain talk with the duke, that 
my charity be not of him perceived: if he ask 
for me, I am ill, and gone to bed. Though I 
die for it, as no less is threatened ine, the hing 
my old master must be relieved. There is 


some strange thing toward, Edmund; pray 

you, be careful. i wecil. 

latte. This courtesy, forbid thee, shall the 
duke 


Instantly know; and of that letter too: 

This seems a fair deserving, and must draw me 
That which my father loses ; no less than all: 
The younger rises when the old doth fall. [Zazit, 


Scene 1V. Whe heath. Before a hovel. 
Enter LEAR, KENT, and Fool. 


Kent. Here is the place, my lord; good my 
lord, enter: 
The tyranny of the open night’s too rough 
Yor nature to endure, * [Storm still. 
Lear. Let me alone. 
Kent. Good my lord, enter here. 
car. Wilt break. my heart? 
Kent. Thad rather break mine own. Good 
my lord, enter. 3 
Lear, Thou think’st’tis much that this con- 
tentious storm: 
Invades us to the skin: so’tis to thee; 
But where the greater malady is fix’d, 
iS eee is scarce felt. Thou ldst shun’ a 
ear; 
But if thy flight lay toward the raging sea, 10 
‘Thou'ldst meet the bear i’ the mouth. When 
the mind’s free, i 
The body’s delicate: the tempest in my mind 
Doth from my senses take all feeling else 
Saye what beats there. Filial ingratitude! 
Is it not as this mouth should tear this hand 
Por lifting food to’t? But I will unish home: 
No, I will weep no more. In sucha night 
To shut me out! Pour on; I will endure. 
In such a night as this! O Regan, Goneril! 
Your old kind father, whose frank heart gave 


all,— 
O, that way madness lies ; let me shun that; 


No more of that. 
Kent. ___ Good my lord, enter here. 
Lear, Prithee, gointhyself; seek thine ow? 
ease: 
This tempest will not give me leave to ponder 
On things would vee more, But L'il gol. 
[Zo the oat) In, boy; go first. You houseless 
poverty,— 
Nay, get thee in. 1°11 pray, and then I'll sleeP- 
[Foot goes 
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Poor naked wretches, wheresoe’er you are, 
That bide the pelting of this pitiless storm, 


How shall your houseless heads and unfed 


sides, 


. 3° 
Your loop’d and window’d raggedness, defend 


you 
From seasons such as these? O, I have ta’en 
Loo little care of this! Take physic, pomp; 
Expose thyself to feel what wretches feel, 
That thou mayst shake the superflux to them, 
And show the heavens more just. 
fdg. (Within) Fathom and half, fathom 
and half! Poor om! 
[Lhe £ool runs out from the hovel. 


Fool. Come not in here, nuncle, here’s a 


spirit. Help me, help me! 


Kent. Giye me thy hand, Who’s there?” 


fool. A spirit, a spirit: he says his name’s 


poor Tom. 
Kent. What art thou that dost grumble there 
i’ the straw? Come forth. 
Enter EpGar disguised as a madman. 
dg. Away |! the foul fiend follows me! 


‘Through the sharp hawthorn blows the cold 


wind. 
Hum! go to thy cold bed, and warm thee. 
Lear, Hast thou given all to thy two 
daughters ? 
And art thou come to this? 50 
dg. Who gives any thing to poor Tom? 
whom the foul fiend hath led through fire and 
through flame, through ford and whirlipool, 
er bog and quagmire; that hath laid knives 
under his pillow, and halters in his pew; set 
ratsbane by his porridge; made him proud of 
heart, to ride on a bay trotting-horse over four- 
inched bridges, to course his own'shadow for a 
traitor. Bless thy five wits! Tom’s a-cold,— 
0, do de, do de, do de. Bless thee from whirl- 
winds, star-blasting, and taking! Do poor Tom 
some charity, whom the foul fiend vexes: there 
could I have him now,—and there,—and there 
again, and there. Storm still. 
Lear. What, have his daughters brought 
him to this pass? 5 F 
Couldst thou save nothing? Didst thou give 
them all? 
Toul. Nay, he reserved a blanket, else we 
had been alf shamed. 2 
Lea, Now, all the plagues that in the pen- 
dulous air f 
Hang fated o’er men’s faults light on thy 
daughters ! i 7° 
Kent.” We hath no daughters, sir. 
Lear. Death, traitor! nothing could have 
subdued nature 4 
To such a lowness but his unkind daughters. 
Js it the fashion, that distarded fathers 
Should have thus little mercy on their flesh? 
udicious punishment! ’twas this flesh begot 
hose pelican daughters. ‘| 
‘dg.  Pillicock sat on Pillicock-hill : 
Halloo, halloo, loo, loo! i 
Fool. This’ cold night will turn us all to 
fools and madmen. 81 
Lig. Take heed o’ the foul fiend: obey thy 
Parents; keep thy word justly; swear nob; 


KING 
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commit not with man’s sworn spouse; set not 
thy sweet heart on proud array. ‘Tom’s a-cold. 

Lear. What hast thou been? 

Edg. A serving-man, proud in heart and 
mind; that curled my hair; wore gloves in my 
cap; served the lust of my mistress’ heart, an 
did the act of darkness with her; swore as 
many oaths as I spake words, and broke them 
in the sweet face of heaven: ‘one that slept in 
the contriving of lust, and waked to do it; 
wine loved I deeply, dice dearly; and «in 
woman, out-paramoured the Turk: false ot 
heart, light of car, bloody of hand; hog in 
sloth, fox in stealth, wolf in greediness, dog in 
madness, lion in prey. Let not the creaking of 


heart to woman: keep thy foot out of br els, 
thy hand out of plackets, thy pen from lenders’ 
books, and defy the foul fiend. TOL 
Still through the hawthorn blows the cold 
wind: 
Says suum, mun, ha, no, nonny. 
Dolphin my boy, my boy, sessa! let him trot ae 
- [Storm still. 
Lear. Why, thou wert better in thy grave 
than to answer with thy uncovered body this 
extremity of the skies. Is man no more than 
this? Consider him well. Thou owest the 
worm no sill, the beast no hide, the sheep no 
wool, the cat no perfume. Ha! here’s three 
on’s are sophisticated! Thou art the thing 
itself: unaccommodated man is no more but 
such a poor, bare, forked animal as thou art. 
Off, off, you lendings! come, unbutton here. 
[Pearmy of his clothes. 
Fool. Prithee, nuncle, be contented ; *tis a 
naughty night to swim in. Now a little fire in 
a wild field were like an old Jecher’s heart; a 
small spark, all the rest on’s body cold. Look, 
here.comes a walking fire. 119 


Enter GLOUCESTER, with « torch. 

dg. This is the foul fiend Flibbertigibbet; 
he begins at curfew, and walks till the first 
cock; he gives the web and the pin, squints the 
eye, and makes the hare-lip; mildews the white 
wheat, and hurts the poor creature of earth. 

S. Withold footed thrice the old; _ 

He met the night-mare, and her nine-fold ; 

Bid her alight, _ 
And her troth plight, 

And, aroint thee, witch, aroint thee ! 

Kent. How fares your grace ? 130 

Lear. What’s he? f 

Kent. Who’s there? What is’t you seek? 

Glow. What are you there? Your names? 

Edy. Poor Lom; that eats the pomming 
frog, the toad, the tadpole, the wall-newt an 
the water; that in the fury of his heart, when 
the foul fiend rages, eats cow-dung for sallets ; 
swallows the old rat and the ditch:dody drinks 
the green mantle of the standing pool; who is 
whipped from tithing to tithing, and stock- 
punished, and imprisoned; who hath had three 
suits to his back, six shirts to his body, horse 
to.ride, and weapon to wear; 

But mice and rats, and such small deer, 

Have been ‘Tom’s food for seven long year. 
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Beware my follower. Peace, Smulkin; peace, 
thou fiend! 
Glou. Ninat hath your grace no better com- 
any, 
Eva. The prince of darkness is a gentleman: 
Modo he’s call’d, and Mahu. | k 
Glou. Our flesh and blood is grown s0 vile, 


my lord, ; 150 
That it doth hate what gets it. 
Edg. Poor Tom’s a-cold. 5 
Glow. Goin withme; my duty cannot suffer 
To obey in all your daughters’ hard commands: 
Though their injunction be to bar ny doors, 
And fet this tyrannous night take hold upon 


you, 
Yet have I ventured to come seek you out, | 
And bring you where both fire and food is 


ready. ere 
Lear. First let me talk with this philosopher. 
What is the cause of thunder? _ 160 
Kent. Good my lord, take his offer; go into 
the house. s : 
Lear. I'll talk a word with this same learned 
Whatis you tudy? 
at is your study : 
Edg. How to prevent the fiend, and to kill 
yermin. ok Sen 
Lear. Let me ask you one word in private. 
TG Importune him once more to go, my 
lord ; 
His wits begin to unsettle. 4 
Glou. Canst thou blame him? [Storm still. 
His daughters seek his death; ah, that good 


ent! 
He said it would be thus, poor banish’d man! 
Thou say’st the king grows mad; 1711 tell thee, 
friend, 170 
Iam almost mad myself: I had a son, 
Now outlaw’d from my blood; hesought my life, 
But lately, very late: I loved him, friend : 
No father his son dearer : truth to tell thee, 
helene hath crazed my wits, Whata night’s 
his 
I do beseech your grace,— : 
ear. O, ery you mercy, sir. 
Noble philosopher, your company. 
Edg. Tom’sa-cold. 
Glou. In, fellow, there, into the hovel: keep 
thee warm. : 
Lear. Come, let’s in all. 
Kent. This way, my lord. 
ear. a With him; 
I will keep still with my philosopher. 18r 
Kent. Good my lord, soothe him; let him 
take the fellow. 
Glow. Take him you on. 
Kent. Sirrah, come on; go along with us. 
Lear. Come, good Athenian. 
Glou, No words, no words: hush. 
Edg._ Child Rowland to the dark tower came, 
His word was still,—Fie, foh, and fum, 
T smell the blood of a British man. 
aceunt, 


Scene V. Gloucester’s castle. 
Enter CORNWALL and EDMUND, 


Corn, I will have my reve I iq 
his howe y nge ere I depar 
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Edm. How, my_lord, I may be censured, 
that nature thus gives way to loyalty, some- 
thing fears me to think of. 

Corn. I now perceive, it was not altogether 
your brother's evil disposition made him seek 
his death; but a provoking merit, sct a-work by 
a reproveable badness in himself. 9 

Edm. How malicious is my fortune, that I 
must repent to be just! This is the letter he 
spoke of, which approves him an intelligent 
party to the advantages of France. O heavens! 
that this treason were not, or not I the detector! 

Corn. Go with me to the duchess, 

Edm. If the matter of this paper be certain, 
you have mighty business in hand, 

Corn. True or false, it hath made thee earl 
of Gloucester. Seek out where thy father is, that 
he may be ready for our apprehension. | 20 

Edm. {Aside} If I find him comforting the 
king, it will stuff his suspicion more fully.—I 
will persevere in my course of loyalty, though 
the conflict be sore between that and my blood. 

Corn. Iwill lay trust upon thee; and thou 
shalt find a dearer father in my love. [Haeunt. 


Scene VI. A chamber in a farmhouse 
adjoining the castle. 


Enter GLOUCESTER, LEAR, KENT, Fool, and 
Epear. 


Glow. Here is better than the open air; take 
it thankfully. I will piece out the comfort with 
what addition I can: I will not be long from 


you. 
Kent. All the power of his wits have given 


way to his impatience: the gods reward your 
kindness! Exit Gloucester. 


_ Edg. Frateretto calls me ; and tells me Nero 
is an angler in the lake of darkness. Pray, 
innocent, and beware the foul fiend. 

Fool. Prithee, nuncle, tell me whether a 
madman be a gentleman or-a yeoman?, 1" 

Lear. A king, aking! 

Fool. No, he’s a yeoman that has a gentle- 
man to his son; for he’s a mad yeoman that 
sees his son a gentleman before him. i 

Lea To have a thousand with red burning 

spi 
Come hissing in upon ’em,— 

Edg. The foul fiend bites my back. 

Fool. He’s mad that trusts in the tameness 
of a wolf, a horse’s health, a boy’s love, or 4 
whore’s oath. is 

Lear. Tt shall be done; I will arraign them 

straight. 

[Zo Ldgar] Come, sit thou here, most learned 
justicer ; 

(Lo the eel) Thou, sapient sir, sit here. Now, 
you she foxes! 

Eig. Took, where he stands and glares! 
Wantest thou eyes at trial, madam? 
Come o’er the bourn, Bessy, to me,— 
Fool. Her boat hath a leak, 

d she must not speak 29 
Why she dares not come over to thee, 

Edg. The foul fiend haunts poor ‘Tom in the 

voice of anightingale. Hopdance cries in Toms 
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belly far two white herring. Croak not, black 
angel; I have no food for thee. 
Kent. How do you, sir? Stand you not so 
amazed : 
Will you lie down and rest upon the cushions? 
Lear, IU see their trial first. Bring in the 


the curtains: so, so, so. We'll go to supper?’ 
the morning. & , SO, SO. ot 
Fool. And Ill go'to bed at noon. 


: Re-enter GLoucEsTER. 
Glou. Come hither, friend: where is the king 
my master? | = s 
Kent. Here, sir; but trouble him not, his 
Wits are gone, pias 
Cia Good friend, I prithee, take him in 
hy arms; 
Lhave o’erheard a plot of death upon him: 
There is a litter ready ; lay him in’t, 
And drive towards Dover, friend, where thou 
shalt meet 
Both welcome and protection. Take up thy 


master: 99 
Zf thou shouldst dally half an hour, his life, 
With thine, and all that offer to defend him, 
Stand in assured loss : take up, take up; 
And follow me, that will to some provision 
Give thee quick conduct. 

Kent. é Oppressed nature sleeps: 

This rest might yet have balm’d thy broken 

sinews, 
Which, if convenience will not allow 
Stand in hard cure. [Zo the Fool] Come, help 
















evidence, ; 
[Zo Edgar] Thou robed man of justice, take 
thy place; f 
[To Cig eta And thou, his yoke-fellow of 
equity, 
Bench by his side: [Zo Kent] you are o’ the 
commission, 40 
Sit you too, 4 
dg. Let us deal justly. r 
Sleepest or wakest thou, jolly shepherd? 
Thy sheep be in the com; 
And for one blast of thy minikin mouth, 
Thy sheep shall take no harm. 
Pur! the cat is gray, F i 
Lear. Arraign herfirst; ’tisGoneril. Ihere 
take my oath before this honourable assembly, 
she kicked the poor king her father. 50 
Fool, Come hither, mistress. Is your name 
Goneril ? D 
Lear. She cannot deny it. i 
Fool. Cry you mercy, 1 took you fora, joint- 


stool. to bear thy master; 
Lear, And here’s another, whose warp’d | Thou must not stay behind. 
looks proclaim Glou. : Come, come, away. 
What store her heart is made on. Stop her [Exeunt all but Edgar. 


there! Edg. When we our betters see bearing our 


Arms, arms, sword, fire! Corruption in the woes, : Rie 
place! We scarcely think our miseries our foes, _ 110 
False justicer, why hast thou let her ’scape? Who alone suffers suffers most i’ the mind, 


dg. Bless thy five wits! 60 


q Leaving free things and happy shows behind: 
Kent. O pity! Sir, where is the patience 


But then the mind much sufferance doth o’er- 


skip, y 
When grief hath mates, and bearing fellowship. 
How light and portable my pain seems now, 
When that which makes me bend makes the 


King bow, 

He childed as I father'd! Tom, away! 

Mark the high noises ; and thyself bewray, 

When false opinion, whose’ wrong thought 
defiles thee, 2 

In thy just proof, repeals and reconciles thee. 

What will hap more to-night, safe ’scape the 
king! bra 


Lurk, lurk. (Exit. 


now, Pp 
That you so oft have boasted to retain? F 
dg. [Aside] My tears begin to take his 
part so much, me 
They'll mar my counterfeiting. 
Lear. The little dogs and all, 
Tray, Blanch, and Sweet-heart, see, they bark 


at me. 
Edg. Tom will throw his head at them. 
Avaunt, you curs! { 
Be thy mouth or black or white, 
Tooth that poisons if it bite; 7° 
Tastiff, greyhound, mongrel grim, 
ound or spaniel, brach or lym, 
Or bobtail tike or trundle-tail, 
Tom will make them weep and wail: 
For, with throwing thus my head, 
Dogs leap the hatch, and all are fied. 
Do de, de, de, Sessa! Come, march to wakes 
and fairs and market-towns. Poor Tom, thy 
horn is dry. : 79 
Lear. ‘Then let them anatomize Regan; see 
what breeds about her heart. Is there’ any 
cause in nature that makes these hard hearts? 
| Lo Edgar] You, sir, I entertain for one of my 
iundred + only I do not like the fashion of 
your garments: you will say they are Persian 
attire; but let them be changed. 
Kent. Now, good my lord, lie here and rest 
awhile, 
Lear. Make no noise, make no noise; draw 
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Scene VII. Gloucester's castle. 


Enter CoRNWALL, REGAN, GONERIL, 
EDMUND, and Servants. 


Corn. Post speedily to my lord your husband; 
show him this letter: the army of France is 
landed. Seek out the villain Gloucester. 

[Exeunt some of the Servants. 

Reg. Hang him instantly. 

Gon. Pluck out his eyes, 

Corn. Leave himto my displeasure. Edmund, 
keep you our sister company : the revenges we 
are bound to take upon your traitorous father 
are not fit for your beholding. Advise the duke, 
where you are going, toa. most festinate prepara- 
tion: we are bound to the like. Our posts shall 





| 
| 
| 


920 


be swift and ante bgent betwixt us. Farewell, 
dear sister: farewell, my lord of Gloucester. 


Enter OswALp. 


How now! where’s the king? r 
Osw. My lord of Gloucester hath convey’d 
him hence: 5 Re 
Some five or six and thirty of his knights, 
Hot questrists after him, met him at gate; 
Who, with some other of the lords de pendants, 


‘Are gone with him towards Dover; where they 


as! 
To have well-armed friends. é 
Corn. Get horses for your mistress. 20 
Gon. Farewell, sweet lord, and sister. 
Corn. Edmund, farewell. 
[Exeunt Goneril, Edmund, and Oswald. 
Go seck the traitor Gloucester, 
Pinion him like a thief, bring him before us. 
(Lxeunt other Servants. 
Though well we may not pass upon his life 
Without the form of justice, yet our power 
Shall do a courtesy to our wrath, which men 
May blame, but not control. Who’s there? the 
traitor? 


Enter GLOUCESTER, brought in by two or three, 
Reg. Ingrateful fox! "tis he. 
Corn. Bind fast his corky arms. 
Glow. What mean your graces? Good my 
friends, consider Reso 
You are my guests: do meno foul play, friends. 
Corn. Bind him, Isay. [Servants bind him. 
Reg. Hard, hard. O filthy traitor! 
Glou. Unmerciful lady as you are, I’m none. 
Corn. To this chair bind him. Villain, thou 
shalt find— | [Regan plucks his beard. 
Glow. By the kind gods, ‘tis most ignobly 


done 
To pluck me by the beard. 
eg. So white, and such a traitor! 
Glou. , : Naughty lady, 
These hairs, which thou dost ravish from my 


chin, 
Will quicken, and accuse thee: I am your host: 
With robbers’ hands my hospitable fayours _40 
You should not ruffle thus. What will you do? 
Corn. Come, sir, what letters had you Jate 
from France? 
Teg. ae simple answerer, for we know the 
ruth. 
Corn. And what confederacy have you with 
the traitors 
Late footed in the kingdom? 3 
Reg. To whose hands have you sent the 
lunatic king? 


peak. 

Glow. Ihave a letter guessingly set down, 
Which came from one that’s of a neutral heart, 
And not from one opposed. : 

Corn. 7 Cunning. 

Reg. And false. 
Corn. Where hast thou sent the king? 50 
pan Wherctors to Dover? Wast th 
Reg. ‘ore lover ast thou not 

arated al i 


cl ¢ peril— 
Corn, Wherefore to Dover? Let him first 
answer that. 
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Glou. I am tied to the stake, and I must 
stand the course. , 

Reg. Wherefore to Dover, sir? 

Glow. Because I would not sce thy cruel 


nails 
Pluck out his poor old eyes; nor thy fierce sister 
Tn his anointed flesh stick boarish fangs. 
The sea, with such a storm as his bare head 
In hell-black night endured, would have buoy’d 
ups x 60 
And Baenehid the stelled fires : 
Yet, poor old heart, he holp the heavens to rain. 
1£ wolves had at thy gate howl'd that stern 


time, 5 
Thou shouldst haye said ‘ Good porter, turn the 


ey, " 

All aaah else subscribed; but I shall see 

The winged vengeance overtake such children, 
Corn. See’ts halt thouneyer. J*ellows, hold 

the chair. a 

Upon these eyes of thine I'll set my foot. 
Glow. He that will think to live till he 
_ be old, 

Give me some help! O cruel! O you gods! 70 
Reg. One side will mock another ; the other 


too. 
Corn. Tf you sce vengeance,— 
First Serv. Hold your hand, my lord: 


[have served you ever since I was a child; 
But better service have I never done you 
Than now to bid you hold. 

eT. i _ How now, you dog! 

First Serv. If you did wear a beard upon 
your chin, . 

I’d shake it on this quarrel. What do you 
mean? nyt 

Corn, My villain! [They draw and fight. 

First Serv. Nay, then, come on, and take 
the chance of anger. 

Reg. Give me thy sword. A peasant stand 
up thus! . 80 
[Vakes a sword, and runs at him behind. 

First Serv. O, Tam slain! My lord, you 
have one eye left 


To see some mischief on him. O! [Dies. 
Comm. Lest it see more, prevent it. Out, 
vile jelly! 


Where is thy lustre now? 
Glow. Ail dark and comfortless, Where’s 
my son Edmund? 
Edmund, enkindle all the sparks of nature, 
To quit this horrid act. aie 
J. = Out, treacherous villain! 
Thou call’st on him that hates thee: it was he 
That made the overture of thy treasons to us} 
Who is too good to pity thee. 9 
Glow. O my follies! then Edgar was abused. 
Kind gods, forgive me that, and prosper him! - 
Reg. Go thrust him out at gates, and let 
m. smel 
His way to Dover. [Hxit one with Gloucester] 
How is’t, my lord? how look you? 
oars I have received a hurt: follow ™* 
lady. 
Turn out that eyeless villain; throw this slave 
Upon the dunghill. Regan, I bleed apace: 
Untimely comes this hurt: give me your arm. 
[Exit Cornwall, led by Regu™ 
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Sec. Serv. I'll never care what wickedness Old Man. Madman and begzar too. 


do, Gl 
If this man come to good, ou. He has some reason, else he could not 


Third Serv. Tf she live long, 100 
And in the end meet the old course of death, Which made me think a man a worm; my son 
Women will all turn monsters, Came then into my mind ; and yet my mind 


Sec. Serv. Let’s follow the old earl, and get| Was then scarce friends with him: I haye 
the Bedlam i 


¢ - i heard more since. 
To Jead him where he would: his toguish mad- | As flies to wanton boys, are we to the gods, 
S They kill us for their sport. 
dg. [Aside] How should this be? 39 
Bad is the trade that must play fool to sorrow, 
Angering itself and others.—Bless thee, master! 
Glou, Is that the naked fellow ? 
ld Man, ¥ Ay, my lord. 
Glow. Then, prithee, get thee gone: if, for 
my sake, 

















eg. 
TL’ the last night's storm I such a fellow saw ; 


ness 
Allows itself to any thing. 
Third Serv. Go thou: I'll fetch some flax 
and whites of eggs. 
To apply, to his bleeding face. Now, heaven 
help him! [Exeunt severally. 


ACT Ty. pea wilt eae petea a malls or ERED 
’ the way toward over, do it for ancient love; 
Sorne I. The heath. And bring some covering for this naked soul, 
Enter Epoar Who I'll entreat to lead me. 
é ~ Man. Alack, sir, he is mad. 
Edg. Yet better thus, and known to be con- Glou. Tis the times’ plague, when madmen 


temn’d, 
Than still contemn’d and flatter'd. To be worst, 
The lowest and most dejected thing of fortune, 
Stands still in espcrance, lives not in fear: 
The lamentable change is from the best; 
The worst returns to laughter. Welcome, then, 
hou unsubstantial air that I embrace! 
The wretch that thou hast blown unto the 


lead the blind. 
Do as I bid thee, or rather do thy pleasure; 
Above the rest, be gone. 59 
Old Man. Dll bring him the best *parel 
that I have, 
Come on’t what will. [Exit. 
Glou. Sirrah, naked fellow,— 
Edg. Poor Tom’s a-cold. [Aside] T cannot 


worst daub it further. 
One noting to thy blasts. But who comes] Glow. Come hither fellow. 
ere 


Edg. [Aside] And yet I must.—Bless thy 
sweet eyes, they bleed. 
Glou. ¥ now’st thou the way to Dover? 
Edg. Both stile and gate, horse-way and 
foot-path. Poor Tom hath been scared out of 
his good wits: bless thee, good man’s son, from 
the foul fiend! five fiends have been in oor 
Tom at once; of lust, as Obidicut ; Hobbidi- 
dance, prince of dumbness ; Mahu, of stealing; 
Modo, of murder; Flibbertigibbet, of mopping 
and mowing, who since possesses chamber- 
maids and waiting-women. So, bless thee, 
master! 5 
Glou. Here, take this purse, thou whom the 
heavens’ plagues 
Have humbled to all strokes: that I am 
wretched ieee ; 
Makes thee the happier: heavens, deal so still! 
Let the superfluous and lust-dieted man, 70 
That slaves your ordinance, that will not see 
Becaiseeie doth not feel, fecl your power 
uickly ; 
So distribution should undo excess, 


Enter GLoucrsten, led by an Old Man. 


My father, poorly led? World, world, O world! 
But that thy strange mutations male us hate 


.. thee, Ir 
Life would not yield to age. 

Alan. O, my good lord, I have been 
yout tenant, and your father's tenant, these 
‘ourscore years. i 

Glow. Away, get thee away ; good friend, be 


gone: 
Thy comforts can do me no good at all; 
Thee phey may hurt. 
Old Man. “Alack, sir, you cannot see your 
Way, 
Glow. I have no way, and therefore want no 


eyes ; z 20 
T stumbled when I saw: full oft ’tis seen, 
ur means secure us, and our mere defects 
rove our commodities, O dear son Edgar, 
The food of thy abused father’s wrath ! 


Ment I but live to see thee in my touch, And each man have enough. Dost thou lnow 
Ud say I had eyes again! Dover? 
Old Man. How now! Who’sthere?| Edg. , Master. 


Glou. There is a cliff, whose high and bend- 
inghead 
Looks fearfully in the confined deep: 
Bring me but,to the very brim of it, 
And I'll repair the misery thou dost bear 
With something rich about me: from that place 
I poll no leading need. 


dg. [Aside] O gods! Who is’t can say ‘I 
am at the worst’? 
Tam wotse than eer I was. 
Man. *Tis poor mad Tom. 
Lidg, [Aside] And worse I may be yet: the 
So arse is not This is th Rees 
Ong as we can say ‘This is the worst . 
Old . Fellow, where goest? 7. Give me thy arm: 81 
Coin elon ils; it a beggar-man? |! Poor Tom shall Jead thee. [Eeunt. 
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Sorne I. Before the Duke of Albany's 
palace. 


Enter GoNERIL and EDMUND. 


Gon. Welcome, my lord: I marvel our mild 
husband 
Not met us on the way. 


Enter OSWALD. 


Now, where’s your master? 
Osw. Madam, within; but never man so 
changed. 
T told him of the army that was landed; | 
He smiled at it: I told him you were coming ; 
His answer was ‘The worse:’ of Gloucester’s 
treachery, i 
And of the loyal service of his son, 
When I inform’d him, then he call'd me sot, 
‘And told me I had turn’d the wrong side out : 
‘What most he should dislike seems pleasant to 


him; z 10 
What like, offensive. 
Gon. [Zo Edm.] Then shall you go no 
further. Pegs) ae 
It is the cowish terror of his spirit, 
That dares not undertake: he’ll not feel wrongs 
Which tie him to an answer. Our wishes on 
the way 
May prove effects. Back, Edmund, to my 
brother; 
Hasten his musters and conduct his powers: 
I must change arms at home, and give the 
distatf 
Into my husband’s hands. This trusty servant 
Shallnase between us: ere long you are like to 
ear, 
If you dare venture in your own behalf, 20 
A mistress’s command. Wear this; spare 
speech ; _., [Giving a favour. 
Decline your head: this kiss, if it durst speak, 
Would stretch thy spirits u into the air: 
Conceive, and fare thee well. 
Edm. Yours in the ranks of death. 
Gon. My most dear Gloucester! 
x [Exit Edmund. 
O, the difference of man and man! 
To thee a woman’s services are due: 
My fool usurps my body. 
Oso. fadam, here comes my lord. 
Exit. 
Enter ALBANY. 


Gon. Ihave been worth the whistle, 

Alb. _ O Goneril! 
You Bre not worth the dust which the rude 

win 

Blows in your face. I fear your disposition: °” 
That nature, which contemns it origin, 
Cannot be border'd certain in itself; 
lie tbat herself bal sliver tend! disbranch 

‘rom her material sap, perforce must wither 
And come to deadly use. 

. No more; the text is foolish. 
Alb, Wisdom and goodness to the vile seem 


vile: 
Filths savour but themselves. What have you 
done? 
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Tigers, not daughters, what have you perform’d? 
‘A father, andagraciousaged man, ax 
Whose reverence even the head-lugg’d bear 
would lick, 
Most barbarous, most degenerate! have you 
madded. i 
Could my good brother suffer you to do it? 
A man, a prince, by him so benefited ! 
If that the heavens do not their visible spirits 
Send quickly down to tame these vile offences, 
It will come, p 
Humanity must pperiotce prey on itself, 
Like monsters of the deep. 
Gon. Milk-liver’d man! so 
That bear’st a cheek for blows, a head for 


wrongs: 

Who hast’ not in thy brows an eye discerning 

Thine honour from thy suffering; that not 
know’st Famaee s 

Fools do those villains pity who are punish'd 

Ere they have done their mischief. Where's 
thy drum? - 4 

France spreads his banners in our noiseless 


and, : 
With plumed helm thy state begins to threat; 
Whiles thou, a moral fool, sit’st still, and criest 
*Alack, why does he so?’ : 

5 See thyself, devil! 
Proper deformity seems not in the fiend 60 
So horrid as in woman. 

‘on. O vain fool! 
Alb. Thou changed and self-cover’d thing, 
for shame, : 
Be-monster not thy feature. Were’t my fitness 
To let these hands obey my blood, 
They are apt enough to dislocate and tear 
Thy flesh and bones: howe’er thou art a fiend, 
A woman’s shape doth shield thee. 
Gon, Marry, your manhood now— 


Enter a Messenger. 


Alb. What news? 
Mess. 0. Ly good lord, the Duke of Corn- 
wall’s dea ; 7° 
Slain by his servant, going to put out 
The other eye of Gloucester. : 
Alb. Gloucester’s eyes! 
‘Mess. A servant that he bred, thrill’d with 
Temorse, 
Opposed against the act, bending his sword 
To his great master; who, thereat enrazed, : 
Flew on him, and amongsi them fell’d him 


lead; a 
But not without that harmful stroke, which 


since 

Bath pluck’d him after. ; 
Alb. ; This shows you are abov 

You justicers, that these our nether crimes 

So speedily can venge! But, O poor Gloucester 


Lost he his other eye? 

Mess, Both, both, my lord. | & 
This letter, madam, craves a speedy answer: 
‘Tis from your sister. 

Gon. [Aside] One way I like this well ; ‘s 
But being widow, and my Gloucester with bets 
May vane Eat my fancy pluck 

LY, ul life : q 
eh ye Eager wey, 
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‘the news is not so tart.—Ill read, and answer. 
[eecit, 

Alb. Where was his son when they did take 


his eyes? F 
ee Come with my lady hither. 




















To deal with grief alone. 

Kent. It is the stars, 
The stars above us, govern our conditions; 
Else one self mate and mate could not beget 
Such different issues. You spoke not with her 


. eis not here. 90 since? 
Mess, No, my good lord; I met him back] Gent. No. 
again. 4 Kent. Was this before the king return’d? 
Alb. Knows he the wickedness? . Gent. No, since. 
Mess. Ay. my good lord; ’twas he inform’d| Kent. Well, sir, the poor distressed Lear’s i’ 
against him; : the town ; 40 
And cme the age on purpose, that their | Who sometime, in his better tune, remembers 
unishmen 


hat we are come about, and by no means 
Will yield to see his daughter. 
Gent. Why, good sir? 
Kent. A sovereign shame so elbows him: 
his own unkindness, 
nat stripp'd her from his benediction, turn’d 
her 


To foreign casualties, gave her dear rights : 
‘To his dog-hearted daughters, these things sting 
His mind so venomous! y, that burning shame 
Detains him from Cordelia. 


Might have the freer course. 
lb. Gloucester, I live 
To thank thee for the love thou show’dst the 


king, " : 
And to’ revenge thine eyes. Come hither, 


friend: 
Tell me what more thou know'st. [Exeunt. 


Sorne II. The French camp near Dover. 


Enter Kenv and a Gentleman. Gent. Alack, poor gentleman ! 
: ; Kent. Of Albany’s and Cornwall's powers 
Kent. Why the King of France is sosuddenly you heard not? 50 


gone back know you the reason? 

Gent. Something he left imperfect in the 
state, which since his coming forth is thought ear, 
of; which imports to the kingdom so much And leave you to attend him: some dear cause 


fear and danger, that his personal return was | Will in concealment wrap me up awhile; 
most required and necessary. 


Be When Iam known aright, you shall not grieve 
Kent. Who hath he left behind him eneral? | Lending me this acquaintance. I pray you, go 
Gent. The Marshal of France, Monsieur L 


Gent. "Tis so, they are afoot. : 
cites Well, sir, I°ll bring you to our master 


Along with me. cewnt. 


Scene IV. The same. A tent. 


Enter, with drum and colours, CORDELIA, 
Doctor, and Soldiers. 


Cor. Alack, ’tishe: why, he was met even 
now 
As mad as the vex’d sea; singing aloud; 
Crown’d with rank fumiter and urrow-weeds, 
With bur-docks, hemlock, nettles, cuckoo- 


Hower s 

Darnel, and all the idle weeds that grow 

In our sustaining corn. A century send forth ; 

Search every acre in the high- own field, 

And bring him to our eye. [zit an Offcer.] 
What can man’s wisdom 

In the restoring his bereaved sense? 

He that helps him take all my outward worth. 

Doct. There is means, madam : Ir 

Our foster-nurse of nature is repose, — 

The which he lacks; that to provoke in him, 

Are many simples operative, whose power 

Will close the eye of anguish. 
01". 2 Ali blest secrets, 

All you unpublish’d virtues of the earth, 

Spring with my tears! be aidant and remediate 

In the good man’s distress! Seek, seek for 


ar. 10 

Kent. Did your letters plete the queen to 

any demonstration of grief? . 
ent. Ay, sir; she took them, read them in 
my presence ; 

And now and then an ample tear trill’d down 

Her delicate cheek : it seem'd she was a queen 

Over her passion ; who, most rebel-like, 

Sought to be king o’er her. 
ent. O, then it moved her. 

Gent. Not toa Tage: patience and sorrow 

strove 

Who should express her goodliest. You have 

n 


Sunshine and rain at once: her smiles and 
tears 20 
tWere like a better way: those happy smilets, 
That play'd on her ripe lip, seem’d not to know 
What guests were in her eyes; which parted 
ence, 
Pearls from diamonds dropp'd. In brief, 
Sorrow would be a rarity most beloved, 
all could so become it, ‘ 
Kent, .,,, Made she no verbal question ? 
Gent. ’Faith, once or twice she heaved the 
P name of ‘father? 
‘antingly forth, as if it press’d her heart; ; 
Cried “Sisters! sisters ! Shame of ladies! 
Sisters | 


Kent! father! sisters What,’ the storm? i’ } That wants the means to lead it. 
the night? 


ict pity not be believed!’ There she shook Enter a Messenger. 
The holy water from her heavenly eyes, Mess. Ne ows madam; _ 20 
nd clamour moisten’d: then away she started | The British powers are marching hitherward. 
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Lest his tmgovern’d rage dissolve the life 
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Cor. “Tis known before; our preparation Breleen 


stands 
‘In expectation of them. O dear father, 
It is thy busines thay I go about; 
Therefore great France hs 
My a OaTne and important tears hath pitied. 
No blown ambition doth our arms incite, | 
But love, dear love, and our aged father's right : 
Soon may I hear and see him! Exeunt. 


ScENE V. Gloucester’s castle. 
Enter REGAN and OSWALD. 


Reg. But are my prother’s powers set forth? 
Osw. eon Ay, madam. 
‘Reg. Himself in person there? 
a, ; Madam, with much ado: 
Your sister is the better soldier. ‘ 
Reg. Lord Edmund spake not with your 
lord at home? 
Osw. No, madam. 
Reg. What might 
to him? 
Osw. Lknow not, lady. f 
Req. ’Faith, he is posted hence on serious 
matter. 2 
It was great ignorance, Gloucester’s eyes being 


import my sister's letter 


out, 
To let him live : where he arrives he moyes 10 
All hearts against us: Edmund, I think, is 


gone % 
In pity of his misery, to dispatch 
His nighted life; moreover, to descry 
The strength o’ the enemy. __ ; 
Osw. I must needs after him, madam, with 
my letter. 
Reg. Our troops set forth to-morrow: stay 
with us; 
The ways are dangerous. 
Osw. I may not, madam: 
My lady charged my duty in this business. © 
Reg. Why should she write to Edmund? 
Might not you ° 
Transport her purposes by word? _Belike, _ 20 
Something =I know not what: I’ll love thee 
much, 
Let me unseal the letter. 
Osw. Madam, I had rather— 
Reg, I know your lady does not loye her 
husband ; 
Tam sure of that: and at her late being here 
She gave strange qillades and most speaking 


looks 
To noble Edmund. I know you are of her 
bosom, 
- Osxw. I,madam? 
Reg. I speak in understanding; you are, I 


owt: 

Therefore I do advise you, take this note: 

My lord is dead ; Edmund and I have talk'd ; 
And more conyenient is he for my hand 31 
Than for your lady’s: you may gather more. 
If you do find him, pray you, give him this; 
And when your mistress hears thus much from 


you, 

I pray, desire her call her wisdom to her. 

So, fare you well. 

If you do ghance coher of that blind traitor, 


[Act ty 


ent falls on him that cuts him off. 
sw. Would I could meet him, madam! I 
ST ab toll 
£ lo follow. 
Ap la u Fare thee well. [Zxeunt. 40 


LEAR 


Sorne VI. Jiclds near Dover, 


Enter Guoucester, and Epcanr dressed like 
a peasant. 


Glow. When shall we come to the top of 
that same hill? : 
Edg. You do climb up it now: look, how 
we labour. | : 
Glow. Methinks the ground is even. 
Edg. Horrible steep. 
Hark, do you hear the sea? 
Glou. No, truly. 
Edg. Why, then, your other Senses grow 
imperfect ; 
By your eyes’ anguish. z ‘ 

Ou. _, 90 may it be, indeed: 
Methinks thy voice is alter’d; and thou speak’st 
In better phrase and matter than thou didst. 

Edg. You’remuch deceived: in nothing am 
Ichanged 
But in my garments. 


Glou. _ Methinks you're better spoken. 10 
Edg. Come on, sir; here’s the place: stand 
still. How fearful 


nd dizzy ’tis, to cast one’s eyes so low! 

‘The crows and choughs that wing the midway 
air 

Show scarce so gross as beetles: half way down 

Hangs Sire that gathers samphire, dreadful 
trade : 

Methinks he seems no bigger than his head: 

The fishermen, that walk upon the beach, | 

Appear like mice; and yond tall anchoring 


atk, 
Diminish’d to her cock; her cock, a buoy 
Almost too small for sight: the murmuring 
surge. 20, 
That on the unnumber'd idle pebbles chafes, 
Cannot be heard so high.  I’Il look no more; 
Lest my brain turn, and the deficient sight 
Topple down headlong. 
Glow. Set me where you stand. 
dg. Give me your hand: you are now 
within a foot 
Of the extreme verge : for all beneath the moon 
Would I not leap upright. 
Glow. Let go my hand. 
Here, friend, ’s another purse ; in it a jew 
Well worth a poor man’s taking: fairies 


gods 

Prosper it with thee! Go thou farther off; 3° 
id me farewell, and let me hear thee goine: 
Edg. Now fare you well, good sir. 
Glow. vith all my heart. 
Edg, Why I do trifle thus with his despa 

Tdone to cute it, gods! 

lou. [Kneeling] O you mighty gods 

This ad Ido Os and, in your sights, 

Shake patiently my great affliction off: 

fT could bear it longer, and not fall 

To quarrel with your great opposcless. wills, 

hould. 39 


and 


i My sn 
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Burn itself out. If Edgar live, O, bless him! 
Now, fellow, fare thee well. [He falls forward, 
Edg. Gone, sir: farewell, 
And yet I know not how conceit may rob 
The treasury of life, when life itself 
poets to Ee theit: had he been where he 
thought, 
By this, had thought been past. Alive or dead? 
TH, yousir! friend! Hear you, sir! speak | 
Thus might he pass indeed : yet he revives. 
What are you, sir? 
lou. Away, and let me die. 
dg. TWadst thou been aught but gossamer, 
feathers, air, - 
So many fathom down precipitating, 50 
Thou ‘dst shiver'd like an egg: but thou dost 
breathe ; 
Hast heavy substance; bleed’st not; speak’st; 
art sound. 2 
Ten masts at each make not the altitude 
Which thou hast perpendicularly fell: 
Thy life's a miracle. Ae yet again. 
Glow. But have I fall’n, or no? 
dq. From the dread summit of this chalky 


journ. 
Look up a-height; the shrill-gorged lark so far 
Cannot be seen or heard: do but look up. 
Glou. Alacl, I have no eyes. 
Is wretchedness deprived that benefit, 
To end itself by death? “Iwas yet some com- 


Edgy. O thou side-piercing sight ! 

Lear. Nature’s above art in that respect. 
There’s your press-money. That fellow handles 
his bow like a crow-keeper: draw mea clothier's 
yard. Look, look, a mouse! Peace, peace; 
this piece of toasted cheese will do’t. here’s 
my gauntlet; 1°ll prove it on a giant. Bring 
up the brown bills. O, well flown, bird! i? the 
clout, i’ the clout: hewgh! Give the word. 

Edg. Sweet marjoram. 

Lear. Pass. 

Glou. I know that voice. 

Lear, Hat Goneril, with a white beard! 
They flattered me like a dog; and told me I 
had ‘white hairs in my beard ere the black ones 
were there. Tio say ‘ay’ and ‘no’ to every 
thing that I said!—‘ Ay’ and ‘no’ too was no 
good divinity, When the rain came to wet me 
once, and the wind to make me chatter }.When 
the thunder would not peace at my bidding; 
there I found ’em, there I smelt ’em out. Go 
to, they are not men 0’ their words: they told 
me aaa every thing; ’tis a lic, I am not ague- 
proof. 2 

Glow. The trick of that voice I do well re- 

member: 
Is’t not the king? 5 - 

ear. Ay, every inch a king: 109 
When I do stare, see how the subject quakes. 
I pardon that man’s life. What was thy cause? 
Adultery? 
Thou shalt not die: die for adultery! No: 
The wren goes to’t, and the small gilded fly 
Does lecher in my sight. 
Let copulation thrive; for Gloucester’s bastard 




















ort, 

When misery could beguile the tyrant’s rage, 
And frustrate his proud will. 

dg. Give me your arm: 
Up: so. How is’t? Feel you your legs? You 

stand. 
Glow. Too well, too well. 
Edg. ‘This is above all strangeness. 
Upon the crown o’ the cliff, what thing was 


son 
Was kinder to his father than my daughters 
Got ’tiveen the lawful sheets. 
To’t, luxury, pell-mell! for I lack soldiers. 
Behold yond simpering dame, 120 
Whose aes between her forks peas snow} 
That minces virtue, and does shak 
To hear of pleasure’s name ; 
The fitchew, nor the soiled horse, goes to’ 
With a more riotous appetite. 
Down from the waist they are Centaurs, 
Though women allabove: | : 
But to the girdle do the gods inherit, 
Beneath is all the fiends’; 
There’s hell, there’s darkness, there’s the sul- 
phurous pit, : 130 
Burning, scalding, stench, consumption; fie, 
fie, fie! pah, pah! Give me an ounce of civet, 
good apothecary, to sweeten my imagination: 
there’s money for thee. 
Glou. Q, let me kiss that hand! 
Lear. Let me wipe it first; it smells of 
mortality. | r 4 
Glow. © ruin’d piece of nature! This great 


that 
Which parted from you? 
Glou, A poor unfortunate beggar. 
dg. AsI stood here below, methought his 
eyes 
Were two full moons; he had a thousand 


noses, 79 
Horns whelk’d and waved like the enridged 


e the head 


sea: 
It was some fiend ; therefore, thou happy father, 
Think that the clearest gods, who make them 
honours 
men’s impossibilities, have preserved thee. 
Glow. Ido remember now: henceforth I°1l 


ear 
Affliction till it do cry out itself SARE 
Enough, enough,’ and die. That thing you 
speak o 
T took it for a man; often ’twould say 
The fiend, the fiend :? he led me to that place. 
dg. Bear free and patient thoughts. But 
who comes here? 80 
Enter Lean, fantastically dressed with wild 
Jlowers. 
The safer sense will ne’er accommodate 
8 Master thus. he 
Lear, No, they cannot touch me for coining; 
am the king himself. 
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wor! 
Shall 50) wear out to nought. Dost thou know 
me 
Lear. I remember thine eyes well enough. 
Dost thou squiny at mef No, do thy worst, 
blind Cupid; Ill not love, Read thou this 
challenge; mark but the penning of it. 
Glow. Were all the letters suns, I could not 
see one. 
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Edg. I would not take this from report; 


it is, . 
“And my heart breaks at it. 

Lear. Read. | 

Glow. What, with the case of eyes? 

Lear. O, ho, are you there with me? No 
eyes in your head, nor no money in your purse? 
Your eyes are in a heavy case, your purse in a 
light: yet you see how this world goes. 4151 

Glow. 1 sce it feelingly. 

Lear, What, art mad? A man_may see 
how this world goes with no eyes. Look with 
thine ears: see how yond justice rails upon 
yond simple thief. Hark, in thine ear: change 
places; and, handy-dandy, which is the justice, 
which is the thief? Thou hast seen a farmer's 
dog, bark at a beggar? 

Glou. <Ay, sir. 160 

Lear, And the creature run from the cur? 
There thou mightst behold the great image of 
authority : a dog’s obeyed in office. 

Thou rascal beadle, hold thy bloody hand! 
Why dost thou lash that whore? Strip thine 
own back; ; ‘ 
Thou hotly lust’st to use her in that kind 
For which thou whipp’st her. The usurer hangs 
the cozener. - 
Through tatter'd clothes small vices do appear ; 
Robes and furrd gowns hide all. Plate sin 
with gold, ey 169 
And the strong lance of justice hurtless breaks ; 
* Arm it in rags, a pigmy’s straw does pierce it. 
None does offend, none, I say, none; I’ll able 


‘em: 
Take that of me, my friend, who have the 
power 
To seal the accuser’s lips. Get thee glass eyes ; 
And, like a scurvy politician, seem 
To see the things thou dost not. Now, now, 
now, now: 
Pull off my boots: harder, harder: so. 
Edg. O, matter and impertinency mix’d! 
Reason in madness! 
Lear. If thou wilt weep my fortunes, take 
Bo 


my ore x 

I know thee well enough; thy name is Glou- 
cester : 

Thou must be patient; we came crying hither: 


Thou know’st, the first time that we smell the | Am 


air, 
We wawl andcry. Iwill preach to thee: mark. 
Glow. Alack, alack the day! 
Lear, When we are born, we cry that we 
are come 
To this great stage of fools: this’a good block; 
It were a delicate stratagem, to shoe 
A troop of horse with felt: I’ll put’t in proof ; 
And when I have stol’n upon these sons-in-law, 
Then, kill, kill, kill, kill, kill, kill! 191 
Enter a Gentleman, with Attendants. 


Gent. O, here heis: lay hand upon him. Si 
Your most dear daughter— ae 
Tear. Norescue? What, a prisoner? Iam 


even 

The natural fool of fortune. Use me well; 
Youshall have ransom. Let me have surgeons; 
Tam cut to the brains. 
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Gent. You shall have any thing, 
Lear. Noseconds? all myself? e 
Why, this would make a man a man of salt, 
To use his eyes for garden water-pots, 
‘Ay, and laying autumn’s dust. : 
Gent. ; Good sir,— 
Lear. Iwill die bravely, like a bridegroom, 
What! | : 
I will be jovial: come, come; I am a king, 
My masters, know you that. 
Gent. You are a royal one, and we obey 


you. pee , 
Lear. Then there’slifein’t. Nay, if you get 
it, you shall get it with running. Sa, sa, sa, sa, 
Exit running ; Attendants follow, 


200 


Gent. A'sight most pitiful in the meanest 
wretch, 7 E 
Past speaking of in a king! Thou hast one 
laughter, 


Who redeems nature from the general curse 


Which twain have brought her to. arr 


Edg. Hail, gentle sir. 

Gent. Sir, speed you: what’s your will? 

Edg. Do you hear aught, sir, of a battle 
toward? 


Ge B Most sure and vulgar : every one hears 

hat, 

Which can distinguish sound. 
Edg. But, by your favour, 

How near’s the other army? 

Gent. Near and on speedy foot; the main 


descry 
Stands on the ony thought. 
Edg. thank you, sir: that’s all. 
Gent. Though that the queen on special 
cause is here, 
Her army is moved on. 
Edg. I thank you, sir. 
[Exit Gent. 
Glow. You ever-gentle gods, take my breath 
from me; a 
Let not my worser spirit tempt me again 
To die before you please! 
Edg. _ Well pray you, father. 
Glou. Now, good sir, what are you? 
Edg. A most poor man, made tame to for- 
tune’s blows; 
Who, by the art of known and feeling sorrows, 
Pregnant to good pity. Give me your 


an 

T’lLlead you to some biding. 

moe repens ne earty thanks: 
an A 

Tobe yar HH i. benison of heaven 


Enter OSWALD. 


Osw. A proclaim’d prize! Most happy! 
That cyelese head of thine was first framed 
fles a3t 
To raise my fortunes. Thou old unhappy 
_ traitor, 
Briefly thyself remember: the sword is out 
That must destroy thee. d 
Glow. Now let thy friendly han 
Put strength enough to’t. [Zdgar anterpostt: 
Dose ee t AW herefore, bold erence; 
porta publish’d traitor ' 
Lest that the infection of his fortune ti 
ang 
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Like hold on thee. Let go his arm. 

Edg. Chill not let go, zir, without yurther 
*casion. 240 

Osw. Let go, slave, or thou diest! 

dg. Good gentleman, go your gait, and let 
poor volk pass. An chud ha’ bin zwaggered 
out of my life, ’twould not ha’ bin zo long as 
*tis by a vortnight. Nay, come not near th’ 
old man; keep out, che vor 7 or ise try 
whether your costard or my allow be the 
harder: chill be plain with you. 

Osw. Qut, dunghill! 

Edg. Chill pick your teeth, zir: come; no 
matter vor your foins. 251 

[Lhey fight, and Edgar knocks him down. 
Osw. Slave, thou hast slain me: villain, 
take my purse: 

If eyer thou wilt thrive, bury my body; 
‘And give the letters which’ thou find’st about 














Far off, methinks, I hear the beaten drum: 
Come, father, I’ll bestow you with a friend. 
[Exeunt. 


Scene VIL A tent in the French camp. 
Lear on a bed asleep, soft music playing ; 
Gentleman, and others attending. 


Enter CorDELta, KENT, and Doctor. 


Cor. @ thou good Kent, how shall I live and 
work, 
To mibich thy goodness? My life will be too 
short, 
And every measure fail me. 
Kent, To be acknowledged, madam, is o’er- 


paid. 
All my reports go with the modest truth; 
Nor more nor clipp’d, but so. 

Cor. . Be better suited : 
These weeds are memories of those worser 


Ours : 
I prithee, put them off. 

Kent. Pardon me, dear madam ; 
Yet to be known shortens my made intent : 
My boon I make it, that you now me not 10 
Till time and I think meet. 

Cor. Then be’t so, my good lord. [Zo the 

Doctor) How-does the king ? 

Doct. Madam, sleeps still. 

Cor, O you kind gods, 

Cure this great breac! 1 in his abused nature! 
The untuned and jarring senses, O, wind up 
Of this child-changed father! 

Doct. So please your majesty 
That we may wake the king : he hath slept long. 

Cor. Be govern’d by your knowledge, and 


me 
To Edmund earl of Gloucester; seck him out 
Upon the British party: O, untimely death 
ies. 
Edg. I know thee well : a serviceable villain ; 
As duteous to the vices of thy mistress 
As badness would desire. 
lou. What, is he dead? 
dg. Sit you down, father; rest you. 260 
Let’s see these pockets: the letters that he 


speaks 0 
May be my friends. He’s dead; I am only 


Sorry 
He had no other death’s-man. Let us see: 
reat gentle wax; and, manners, blame us 


not: 
To now our enemies’ minds, we’ld rip their 
CATES ss 
Their papers, is more lawful. 
(Reads) ‘Let our reciprocal yows be remem- 
ered. ou have many opportunities to cut 
him off: if your will want not, time and place 
will be fruitfully offered. There is nothing 
done, if he return the conqueror: then am I 
the prisoner, and his bed my gaol; from the 
loathed warmth whereof deliver me, and supply 
the place for your labour. 
“Your—wife, so I would say— 
* Affectionate servant, 
O undistinguish’d f rewill 
Uundistinguish’d space of woman’s wi! 
A plot upon her virtuous husband’s life ; 


proce 
T the sway of your own will. Is he array’d? 20 
Cae Ay, madam; in the heaviness of his 
sleep 
We put fresh garments on him. 
Doct. Be by, good madam, when we do 
awake him; 
I doubt not of his temperance. 


Very well. 

Doct. Please you, draw near. Louder the 

music there! : 

Cor. O my dear father! Restoration hang . 
Thy medicine on my lips; and let this kiss 
Repair those violent harms that my two sisters 
Have in thy reverence made! 


A ! , in th Kent. Kind and dear princess! 
Sa mee Pee gta ~ Cor. Had you not been their father, these 
Thee I'll rake up, the post unsanctified 281 white flakes 30 


Had challenged pity of them. Was this a face 
To be opposed against the warring winds? 
‘Tostand against the deep dread-bolted thunder? 
In the most terrible and nimble stroke 

Of quick, cross lightning? to watch—poor 

erdu !— 
With this thin helm? Mine enemy’s dog, 
mhoweh ne had bit me, should have stood that 
nig 


f murderous lechers : and in the mature time 
Vith this ungracious paper strike the sight 
the death-practised duke: for him ’tis well 
That of thy death and business I can tell. 
Glou, The king is mad: how stiff is my 
vile sense, ¥ 3 e 
That I stand up, and have ingenious feeling 
my huge sorrows! Better I were distract: 
So should my thoughts be sever'd from my 


frets ence my fire; and wast thou fain, poor 

a tN, a A F l rather, 

he enowletae on temmmelvee a *%° | To hovel thee with swine, and rogues forlorn, 
Edy. Give me your hand: | In short and musty straw? Alack, alack! 40 


[Drum afar of: \ "Tis wonder that thy life and wits at once 
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acne concluded all. He wakes; speak to Kent. As tis said, the bastard son of 


im. Gloucester. 4 f go 
Doct. Madam, do you; ’tis fittest. Gent. They say Edgar, his banished son, is 
Cor. How does my royal lord? How fares 


with the Earl of Kent in Germany, 


















your majesty ? Kent. Report is changeable. "Lis time to 
ar, You do me wrong to take me out o’| look about; the powers of the kingdom ap- 
the grave: proach apace. 


Thou art a soul in bliss; but Iam bound 


Gent. The arbitrement is like to be bloody. 
Upon a wheel of fire, that mine own tears “ 


Fare you well, sir. ss i [Lit 
Kent. My point and period will be throughly 


Do scald like molten lead, 
Con. Sir, do you know me? wrought, ¢ 7 i 
Lear, You are a spirit, I know: when did | Or well or ill, as this day’s battle’s fought. 99 
you die? [Exit. 


Cor. Still, still, far wide! P 50 
Doct, He's scarce awake: let him alone 


awhile. . 

Lear, Where have I been? Where am I? 
Fair daylight? viet 

Tam mightily abused. I should e’en die with 


ACT V. 
Scene I. The British camp, near Dover, 


Enter, with drum and colow's, EDMUND, 
REGAN, Gentlemen, and Soldiers. 


ie Know of the duke if his last: purpose 
hold, 
Or whether since he is advised by aught 
To change the course : he’s full of alteration 
And self-reproving': bring his constant pleasure. 
[Lo a Gentleman, who goes out. 
Reg. Our sister's man is certainly miscarried. 
a Me 
e( 


pity, 
To see another thus. I know not what to say. 
I will not swear these are my hands; let's see ; 
I feel this pin prick. Would I were assured 
Of my condition ! i 

‘or. 0, look upon me, sir, 
And hold your hands in benediction o'er me: 
No, sir, you must not kneel. 

ean. : Pray, do not mock me: 
Tam a very foolish fond old man, 60 
Fourscore and upward, not an hour more nor 


less; 
And, to deal plainly, 
I fear I am not in my perfect mind. 
Methinks I should know you, and know this 


*Tis to be doubted, madam. 

{:, _ _ Now, sweet lord, 
You know the goodness I intend upon you: 
Tell me—but truly—but then speak the truth, 
Do you not love my sister? 

dm. In honour’d love. 
Reg. But have you never found my brother's 


way 10 
To the forfended place? 

Edm. That thought abuses you. 

Reg. I am doubtful that you have been 


conjunct 
And bosom’d with her, as far as we call hers. 


man; 
Yet Tam doubtful: for I am mann orant 
What place this is; and all the skill I have 

Remembers not these garments ; nor [know not 
Where I did lodge last night. Do not laugh 


at me; 
For, as I am_a man, I think this lady Edm. _No, by mine honour, madam, 
To be my child Cordelia. eg. Ineyershall endure her: dear my lord, 
Cor. AndsoTIam, Iam. 70} Be not familiar with her. 


Lear, Be your tears wet} yes, faith. I pray, 
weep not: net Pe 
Ifyou have poison for me, I will drink it. 
I know you do not love me; for your sisters 
ave, as I do remember, done me wrong ; 
ou have some cause, they have not. 


or. ; 0 cause, no cause, 
Lear, Am Tin France? > 
Kent. In your own kingdom, sir. 
Lear. Do not abuse me. 
Doct. Be comforted, good madam: the great 


4e, 
Wonton is kill’d in him: and yet it is danger 
Lo make him eyen o'er the time he has lost. 80 
Desire him to go in; trouble him no more 
‘Till further settling. 
Cor. Will’t please your highness walk? 
ar. ou must bear with me: 
Pray you now, forget and forgive: I am old 
and foolish. 
[Exeunt all but Kent and Gentleman. 
Gent, Holds it true, sir, that the Duke of 
rmwall was so slain? — 
Kent. Most certain, sir. 
Gent. Who is conductor of his people? 


Edm. Fear me not: 
She and the duke her husband ! 


Enter, with drum and colours, ALBANY, 
GONERIL, and Soldiers. 


Gon. [Aside] I had rather lose the battle 
than that sister 
shoal loosen him and mes Ti 
Alb. Our very loving sister, well be-met. 20 
Sir, this I hear; the i is come to his 


laughter, f 
With others whom the rigour of our state 
Forced to) cry out. Where I could not be 

onest, 
J never yet was valiant; for this business, 
Zt toucheth us, as France invades our land, 
Not bolds the king, with others, whom, I fear, 
Most just and heavy causes make oppose. 
‘dm. Sir, you speak nobly. § 

Reg. Why is this reason’d ? 

Gon. Combine together ’gainst the enemy ; 
For these domestic and particular broils 30 
Are not the question here. z 

Alb, Let’s then determine 
With the ancient of war on our proceedings. 
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Edm. I shall attend you presently at your | If ever I return to you again, 


















tent. : Ill bring you comfort. E 
Reg, Sister, you'll go with us? Glou. Grace go with you, sir! 
Gon. No. 5 [Eait Edgar, 
Reg. "Tis most convenient; pray you, go 


Alarum and retreat within. Re-enter EpGan. 
Edg. Away, old man; give me thy hand; 
away ! 
King Lear hath lost, he and his daughter ta’en: 
Give me thy hand; come on. 
Glou. No farther, sir; a man may rot even 


ere, 
Edg. What, in ill thoughts again? Men 
must endure 4 SPIO 09) 
Their going hence, even as their coming hither: 
Ripeness is all; come on. 
Glou. And that’s true too. [Ewveunt. 


with us. 
Gon. asia O, ho, I know the riddle.— 
I will go. 


As they ave going out, enter EDGAR disguised. 


Edg, If eer your grace had speech with 
man so poor, 
Hear me one word. 
Alb, I'll overtake you. peas 
= eens all but Albany and Edgar. 
ak efore you fight the battle, ope this 
letter. 
If you have victory, let the trumpet sound 
Nor him that brought it: wretched though I 
seem, 
T can produce a champion that will prove 
What is avouched there. If you miscarry, 
Your business of the world hath so an en 3 
And machination ceases. Fortune love you! 
Alb. Stay till L have read the letter, 
Lidg. | I was forbid it. 
When time shall serve, let but the herald cry, 
And I'll appear again. : 
Alb. Why, fare thee well: I will o’erlook 
thy paper. [Exit Edgar. 50 


Re-enter EDMUND. 
Edm. The enemy’s in view; draw up your 


Scene IT. Lhe British camp near Dover, 


Enter, in conquest, with drum and colowi's, 
Epwunp; Lean and CorvELta, prisoners ; 
Captain, Soldiers, ce. 

Edm. Some officers take them away: good 
guard, 

Until their greater pleasures first be known 

That are to censure them. 

‘Or. . We are not the first 

Who, with best meaning, have incurr'd the 

worst. 

For thee, oppressed king, am I cast down : 

Myself could else out-frown false fortune’s 


frown. 
Shall we not see these daughters and these 


powers. 
Here is the guess of their true strength and sisters? 

forces Lear. No, no, no, no! Come, let’s away to 
By diligent discovery ; but your haste prison : 


Is now urged on you., : 
Alb, We will greet the time. [Exit. 
Eoin To both these sisters have I sworn my 

love ; 

Each jealous of the other, as the stung 

Are of the adder. Which’of them shall I take? 

Both? one? or neither? Neither can be enjoy’d, 
both remain alive ; to take the widow : 

Exasperates, makes mad her sister Goncril ; 60 

And hardly shall I carry out my side, 

Her husband being alive. Now then we'll use 

His countenance for the battle; which being 


We two alone will sing like birds i? the pale: 

When thou dost ask me blessing, 1° cel 
own, 3 ro 

And ask of thee forgiveness: so we'll live, 

aad Pray, and sing, and tell old tales, and 
aug 

At ilded butterflies, and hear poor rogues 

Tal 7 of court news; and we'll talk with them 


00, 
Who loses and who wins 3 who’s in, who’s out; 
d take upon’s the mystery of things, 
As if we were God’s spies: and we’ll wear out, 
lone, 3 f i In a wall'd prison, packs and sects of great 
Let her who would be rid of him devise 
His speedy taking off. As for the mercy 
Which he intends to Lear and to Corde! ia, 
The battle done, and they within our power, 
Shall never see his pardon ; for my state 
Stands on me to defend, not to debate, iE 69 
art, 


Soene II. A field between the two camps. 


Alarum within. Enter, with drum and 
colours, Lear, CorDELIA, and Soldiers, 
over the stage; and exeunt, 

Enter EDGAR and GLoucester, 
Edg. Here, father, take the shedow of this 


ones, 
That ebb and flow by the moon. 
‘dm. _. Lake them away. 
Lear. Upon such sacrifices, my Cordelia, 20 
The gods themselves throw incense. Have L 
caught thee? 
He that parts us shall bring a brand from 
heaven, 2 
And fire us hence like foxes. Wipe thine eyes; 
ele? soadcyears shall devour them, flesh and 


cu, 
Ere they shall make us weep: we'll see ’em 
starve first. 
Come. [Ezxeunt Lear and Cordelia, guarded. 
Edm. Come hither, captain; hark. 


tree Take thou this note [giving a paper); go follow 
For your good host; pray that the right may them to prison : na 
thrive: One step I have advanced thee 3 if thou dost 
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Witness the world, that I create thee here 
My lord and master. 5 
Gon. Mean you to enjoy him? 
Alb. The let-alone lies not in your good will, 
Edm. Nor in thine, lord. 
Alb, Half-blooded fellow, yes, go 
Reg. [Lo Edmund] Let the drum ‘strike, 
and prove my title thine. 
Alb. Stay yet; hear reason. Edmund, I 
arrest thee . 3 
On capital treason ; and, in thine attaint, 
This gilded serpent [pointing to Gon.], For 
your claim, fair sister, | 
I bar it in the interest of my wife; 
*Tis she is sub-contracted to this lord, 
And I, her husband, contradict your bans. 
Ii you will marry, make your loves to me, 
My lady is bespoke. E 
Gon. An interlude! 
Alb. Thou art arm’d, Gloucester: let the 
trumpet sound: 
If none appear to prove upon thy head 
Thy heinous, manifest, and many treasons, 
There is my pledge fenrouning: down a glove]; 
I'll prove it on thy heart, 
Ere I taste bread, thou art in nothing less 
Than I have here proclaim’d thee. H 
J. ' Sick, O, sick! 
Gon. [Aside] If not, I'll ne’er trust medicine. 
Edm. There’s my exchange [throwing down 
@ glove]: what in the world he is 
hat names me traitor, villain-like he lies: 
Call by thy trumpet: he that dares approach, 
mn him, on you, who not? I will maintain 100 
My truth ana honour firmly, 
Alb. A herald, ho! 
Edm. A herald, ho, a herald! 
Alb, Trust to thy single virtue; for thy 
soldiers, 
All levied in my name, have in my name 
e. 


Zooks their discl oat 
i 5 ly sickness grows upon me. 
Alb. She is not well; convey her to Gr tent. 
[£cit Regan, led. 


As this instructs thee, thou dost make thy way 
To noble fortunes : know thou this, that men 

Are as the time is: to be tender-minded 3r 
Does not become a sword: thy great employ- 


















ment. 
Will not bear question ; either say thou’lt do’t, 
Or thrive by other means. 
Yapt. I'll do’t, my lord. 
Edm. About it; and write happy when thou 
hast done. ‘ 
Mark, I say, instantly ; and carry it go 
‘As I have set it down. i 
Capt. I cannot draw a cart, nor eat dried 


oats ; e 
If it be man’s work, I'll do it. [Exit. 


Flourish. Enter ALBANY, GONERIL, REGAN, 
another Captain, and Soldiers, 
Alb. Sir, you have shown to-day your valiant 
strain, _ 40 

And fortune led you well: you have the captives 
That were the Opposites, of this day's strife : 
We do require t! hem of you, so to use them 
As we shall find their merits and our safety 
May equally determine, — % 

Edm. Sir, I thought it fit 
To send the old and miserable king 
To some retention and appointed guard ; 
Whose age has charms in it, whose title more, 
To pluck the common bosom on his side, 
And turn our impress’d lances In oureyes 50 
Which do command them. With him I sent | Th 

the queen; 

My reason all the same; and they are Teady 
‘To-morrow, or at further space, to appear 
Where you shall hold your session. At this 


time 
‘We sweat and bleed: the friend hath lost his 


‘iend ; 
And the best quarrels, in the heat, are cursed 
By those that feel their sharpness : 
The question of Cordelia and her father 
Requires a fitter place. . 
I} 1a but a subj ay Pee mae 
N Guna AIDTOHIe ae ke ee © Enter a Herald. 
g- That’s as we list to grace him. | Comehither, herald,—Let the trumpet sound,— 
EES Gis pleasure might have been de- aod pad rou Hes spas 
manded, apt. sound, trumpet! (A trumpet sounds. 
Ere you had spoke so far. He led our powers;| Her. [Reads "Tt an oe of quality or 
Bore the commission of my place and person; degree within the lists of the army will main- 
The which immediacy may well stand up, tain upon Edmund, supposed Tarlot Gloucester, 
And call itself your brother. that he is a manifold traitor, let him appear by 
G Not so hot: the third sound of the trumpet: he is bold in 


‘on. 
In his own grace he doth exalt himself, his defence.’ 


More than in your addition. y Edm. Sound! First trumpet. 
J, In my rights, er. Again! [Second trumpet. 

By me invested, he compeers the best. Her. Again! [Third trumpet. 
Gon. That were the most, if he should hus- [Trumpet answers Rothe 


ban ou. 7O 
Reg. Jesters do oft prove prophets. + 
Gon. Holla, holla! 
That eye that told you so took’d but a-squint. 

Reg. ly, I am not well; else I should 

answer 
from a full-flowing stomach. General, 
‘Take thou my soldiers, prisoners patrimony ; 
Dispose of them, of me; the walls are thine: 


Enter Evcan, at the third sound, armed, 
with w trumpet before him. 

Alb. Ask him his purposes, why he appears 
Upon this call 0’ the fens ees By 

Her, What are you? 219 
Your name, your quality? and why you answer 
This present’ summons? 
Edg. Know, my name is lost; 
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By treason’s tooth bare-gnawn and canker-bit: 

Yet am I noble as the adversary 

I come to cope. 
Alb, 


If more, the more thou hast wrong’d me. 
My name is Edgar, and thy father's son, 
The gods are just, and of our pleasant vices 
Make instruments to plague us: 171 
The dark and vicious place where thee he got 
Cost him his eyes, a 
Edn. |. Thou hast spoken right, ’tis true; 
The wheel is come full circle; I am here. 
Alb, Methought thy very gait did prophesy 
A royal nobleness : I must embrace thee: 
Let sorrow split my heart, if ever I 
Did hate thee or thy father | 
Edy. Worthy prince, I know’t. 
Alb. Where have you hid yourself? 
How have you known the miseries of your 
father? ; __ 180 
Edg. By nursing them, my lord, List a 
brief tale; 
And nied ‘tis told, O, that my heart would 
urs! 
The bloody proclamation to escape, 
That follow’d me so near,—O, our lives’ sweet- 






















Which is that ec rerearvit 
didg. What's he that speaks for Edmund 
Earl of Gloucester? 
Edm. Himself: what say’st thou to him? 
dg. Draw thy sword, 
That, if my speech offend a noble heart, | 
‘Thy arm may do thee justice ; here is mine. 
Behold, it is the privilege of mine honours, 
My oath, and my profession : I protest, 13¢ 
Maugre thy strength, youth, place, and emi- 
nence, 
Despite thy victor sword and fire-new fortune, 
by valour and thy heart, thou art a traitor: 
False to thy gods, thy brother, and thy father; 
Conspirant ’gainst this high-illustrious prince; 
And, from the extremest oprary of thy head 
To the descent and dust below thy foot, 
A most toad-spotted traitor. Say thou ‘No,’ 
This sword, this arm, and my best spirits, are 





ness | 
That we the pain of death would hourly die 
Rather than die at once !—taught me to shift 
Into a madman’s rags; to assume a semblance 
That very dogs disdain'd ; and in this habit 
Met I my father with his bleeding rings, 
Their precious stones new lost; became his 


ide, 190 
Led him, bege’d for him, saved him from ae- 


spair; E 
Never,—O fault !—reveal'd myself unto him, 
Until some half-hour past, when I was arm‘d: 
Not sure, though hoping, of this good success, 
Task’d his blessing, and from first to last 
Told him my pilgrimage: but his flaw'd heart, 
Alack, too weak the conflict to support ! 3 
‘Twixt two extremes of passion, joy and grief, 
Burst smilingly. 

Edm. This speech of yours hath moved me, 
And shall perchance do good: but speak you 

on; 200 

You look as you had something more to say. _ 
Alb. If there be more, more woeful, hold it 


in; 
For I am almost ready to dissolve, 
Hearing of this. 
Edg. This would have seem’d a period 
To such as love not sorrow; but another, 
To amplify too much, would make much more, 
And top ‘extremity. 
Whilst I was big in clamour came there in a 


ent 
To prove upon thy heart, whereto I speak, x40 
Thou liest. 
Sidm. In wisdom I should ask thy name; 
But, since thy outside looks so fair and warlike, 


And that thy tongue some say of breeding 


reathes, z 
What safe and nicely I might well delay 
By rule of knighthood, I disdain and spurn: 
Back do I toss these treasons to thy head; 
With the hell-hated lie o’erwhelm thy heart ; 
Which; for they yet glance by and scarcely 
ruis 
This sword of mine shall give them instant way, 
Where they shall rest for ever. Trumpets, 
speak! 150 
[Alarums. They fight. Edmund falis. 
Alb. Save him, save him! _ 
‘ON. This is practice, Gloucester: 
By the law of arms thou wast not bound to 
answer 2 u 
An unknown opposite; thou art not vanquish’d, 
But cozen’d and beguiled. 
Alb, Shut your mouth, dame, 
Or with this paper shall I stop it. Hold, sir; 
Thou worse than any name, read thine own 


evil: 
No tearing, lady ; I perceive you know it. 
f ives the letter to Edmund. 
Gore Say, if I do, the laws are mine, not 
thine: 


Who can arraign me for’t? 
Alb, 2 Most monstrous! oh! 
Know'st thou this paper? 
Gon. Ask me not what I know. [Evit, 
Alb, Go after her: she’s desperate ; govern 
er. : 16r 
Edm. What you have charged me with, 
that have I done; : 
And more, much more; the time will bring it 


man, 
Who, having seen me in my worst estate, 
Shunn’d my abhorr’d society ; but then, finding 
Who "twas that so endured, with his strong 
arms 
He fasten’d on my neck, and bellow’d out 
As pane burst heaven; threw him on my 
father ; 
Told the most piteous tale of Lear and him 
That ever ear received : which in recountin| 
His grief grew puissant, and the strings of life 


out : 
"Tis past, and so am I. But what art thou 
Began to crack: twice then the trumpets 


That hast this fortune on me? If thou’rt noble, 


Ido forgive thee. sounded, 
Edq. Let’s exchange charity. And there I left him tranced. 
Tam no less in blood than thou art, Edmund; Alb, But who was this? 
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Edg. Kent, sir, the banish’d Kent; who in 
disguise f peek & 3 
Follow'd his enemy king, and did him service 
Improper for a slave. 221 


Enter a Gentleman, with a bloody knife. 


Gent. Help, help, O, help! 
Tedg. Eee What kind of help? 


id, 
Alb. Speak, man. 
dg. What means that bloody knife? 
Gent. Tis hot, it smokes ; 


It came even from the heart of—O, she’s dead ! 
A Who dead? speak, man. : 
Gent. peounlad ys sir, your lady: and her sister 

By her is poisoned ; she hath confess’d it. 
Ties was contracted to them both: all 

three 

Now marry in an instant. = 
Edg. Here comes Kent. 
“AU, Produce their bodies, be they alive or 


, dead: 230 
This qudpemend of the heavens, that makes us 
e, 


trem 
Touches us not with pity. [Exit Gentleman. 


Enter Kent. 
O, is this he? 
The time will not allow the compliment 
Which very manners urges. 
Kent. Iam come 
To bid my king and master aye good night: 
Is he not here? 
Alb. Great thing of us forgot! 
Speak, Edmund, where’s the king? and where’s 
Cordelia? 
See’st thou this object, Kent? 
[The bodies of Goneril and Regan are 
brought in. 
Kent. Alack, Baweiust 
Edm. Yet Edmund was beloved : 
The one the other poison’d for my sake, 249 
And after slew herself. 
Alb. Evenso. Cover their faces. 
TA I pant for life: some good I mean 
0, 
Despite of mine own nature. Quickly send, 
Be brief in it, to the castle; for my writ 
Is on the life of Lear and on Cordelia: 
Reyecnd in time, 


Alb, Run, run, O, run! 

Hidg. To who, my lord? Who hath the 
office? send 
token of reprieve. 

sdin. Well thought on: take my sword, 250 


Give it the captain. 
Alb, Haste thee, for thy life. [eset Edgar. 
m thy wife 


dm. He hath commission 


and me 
To hang Cordelia in the prison, and 
To Jay the blame upon her own despair, 


That she fordid herself. 
Alb. The gods defend her! Bear him hence 
awhile. [Edmund ts borne off. 


Pe-enter LEAR, with CORDELIA dead in his 
arms; EDGAR, Captain, and others following. 


Lear, Howl, howl, howl, howl! O, you are 
men of stones: 


KING LEAR 


[Act v 


Had I your tongues and eyes, I’ld use them so 
That Teaver yault should crack. She’s gone 

for ever! _ 259 
I know when one is dead, and when one lives; 
She’s dead as earth. Lend me a looking-glass; 
If that her breath will mist or stain the stone, 
Why, then she lives. 


Kent. Ts this the promised end? 
Edg. Or image of that horror? 
A 16. Fall, and cease! 


Lear. This feather stirs; she lives! if it 


je SO, 
It is a chance which does redeem all sorrows 
That ever I have felt. 
Kent. Pecan O my good master! 
Lear. Prithee, away. g : 
Edq. ‘Tis noble Kent, your friend. 
Tate A plague upon you, murderers, traitors 
al 


! 
I might have saved her; now she’s gone for 


ever! e @ 270 
Cordelia, Cordelia! stay a little. Ha! 
What is’t thou say’st? Her voice was ever 


soft 
Genile, and low, an excellent thing in woman. 
Lkill'd the slave that was a-hanging thee. 
Capt. "Lis true, my lords, he did. 
a". _, Did I not, fellow? 
I have seen the day, with my good biting 
falchion 
I would have made them skip: Iam old now, 
And these same crosses spoil me. Who are 
you 
Mine eyes are not o’ the best: I'll tell you 
straight. 
Kent. If fortune brag of two she loved and 
ated, 280 
One of them we behold. 
Lear. Thisisadull sight. Areyou not Kent? 
Kent. The same, 
Your ues Kent. Where is your servant 
‘aius 
chi He’s a good fellow, I can tell you 
hat ; 
He’ll strike, and quickly too: he’s dead and 
rotten. 
Kent. No, my good lord; I am the very 


man,— 
Lear. Ill sce that straight. 
Kent. That, from your first of difference and 


decay, 
Have follow’d your sad steps. 
Lear. You are welcome hither. 
Kent, Nornoman else: all’s cheerless, dark, 
and deadly. 290 
Your eldest daughters have fordone themselves, 
And desperately are dead. 
Lear. Ay, so I think. 2 
Ali, He knows not what he says: and vain 
it is 
That we present us to him. 
£dg. Very bootless. 


Enter a Captain. 
Capt. Edmund is dead, my lord. 
Alb. That’s but a trifle here. 
You lords and noble friends, know our intent. 
What comfort to this RSERAGECAy| may come 


CC-0 Kashmir Research Institute. Digitzed by eGangotri 








Scuve m1] 


Shall be applied : for us, we will resign, 
During the life of this old majesty, 
To him our absolute power: [Z'o Edgar and 
_ Kent] you, to your rights ; 300 
With boot, and such addition as your honours 
ave more than merited. AlIl friends shall 
aste 
The wages of their virtue, and all foes 
The cup of their deservings. QO, see, see! 
Lear. And my poor fool is hangd! No, 
no, no life! 
en should a dog, a horse, a rat, have life, 
And thou no breath at all? Thou’lt come no 
more, 
Never, never, never, never, never! : 
Pray you, undo this button: thank you, sir. 
Do you see this? Look on her, lool, her lips, 
Look there, look there! Dies. 


Ttdq. He faints! My lord, my lord! 
Kent. Break, heart; I prithee, break! 
Ldg. Look up, my lord. 
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Kent. Vex not his ghost: 0, let him pass! 
he hates him much 
That would upon the rack of this tough world 


Stretch him out longer. 
Edg. He is gone, indeed. 
Kent. The wonder is, he hath endured so 


ong: 
He but usurp'd his life. 
Alb. Bear them from hence. Our present 
business ; ee 
Is general woe. [Lo Kent and Edgar] Friends 
of my soul, you twain 319 
Rule in this realm, and the gored state sustain, 
Kent. Uhave a journey, sir, shortly to go; 
My master calls me, [ must not say no. 
Alb, The weight of this sad time we must 


obey; 
Speak what we feel, not what we ought to say. 
The oldest hath borne most: we that are young 
Shall never see so much, nor live so long. 
[Ezeunt, with a dead march. 
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OTHELLO, 
THE MOOR OF VENICE 


DRAMATIS PERSON/E 


DUoKE OF VENICE. 

BRABANTIO, 2 senator. 

Other Senators. i 

G3aTIANO, brother to Brabantio. 

Lopovico, kinsman to Brabantio. 

OTHELLO, a noble Moor in the service of 
the Venetian state. 

Cassio, his lieutenant. 

Taco, his ancient. 

RopDERIGO, a Venetian gentleman. _ 

Montano, Othello’s predecessor in the 
government of Cyprus. 


ACT 1. 
Scene I. Venice. A street. 
Enter Roverico and Laco. 


Rod. Tush! never tell me; I take it much 
unkindly 
That thou, lago, who hast had my purse 
As af the strings were thine, shouldst know of 
this. 
_Jago._ Sblood, but you will not hear me: 
Ti ever I did dream of such a matter, 
Abhor me. 
Rod. Thon told’st me thou didst hold him 
in thy hate. 
Iago. Despise me, if Ido not. Three great 
ones of the city, “ 
In personal suit to make me his lieutenant, 
Oft-capp’d to him: and, by the faith of man, 10 
I know my price, I am worth no worse a place: 
But he, as loving his own pride and purposes, 
Eyades them, with a bombast circumstance 
Horribly stuff'd with epithets of war; 
And, in conclusion, 
Nonsuits my mediators; for, ‘Certes,’ says he, 
‘T have already chose my officer.’ 
And what was he? — ne 
Forsooth, a great arithmetician, 
One Michael Cassio, a Florentine, . 
+A fellow almost damn’d in a fair wife; 
That never set a squadron in the field, 
Nor the division of a battle knows 
More than a spinster; unless the bookish 
theoric, 
‘Wherein the toged consuls can propose 
As masterly as he: mere prattle, without 
practice, 


20 


Clown, servant to Othello. 


DESDEMONA, daughter to Brabantio and 
wife to Othello. 

Emiuia, wifetoTago. 

BIANCA, mistress to Cassio, 


Suilor, Messenger, Herald, Officers, Gentlemen, 
Musicians, and Attendants. 


Scene: Venice: a Sea-port in Cyprus. 


Is all his soldiership. But he, sir, had the 
election : 

And I, of whom his eyes had seen the proof 

At Rhodes, at Cyprus and on other grounds 

Christian and heathen, must be be-lee’d and 
calm’d ; 

By debitor and creditor: this counter-caster, 

e, in good tirne, must his lieutenant be, 
And I—God bless the mark!—his Moorship’s 
ancient. ps 

Rod. By heaven, I rather would have been 
his hangman. 
Jago. Why, there’s no remedy ; ’tis the curse 
of service, i 
Preferment goes by letter and affection, 
And not by old gradation, where each second 
Stood heir to the first. Now, sir, be judge your- 


self, 
Whether I in any just term am affined 
To love the Moor. z 
Rod. _ I would not follow him then. 40 
Lago. O, sir, content you ; i 
I follow him to serve my turn upon him ;, 
We cannot all be masters, nor all masters 
Cannot be truly follow'd. You shall mark 
Many a duteous and Imee-crooking knave, 
That, doting on his own obsequious bondage, 
Wears out his time, much like his master’s ass, 
For nought but provender, and when he’s old, 
cashier'd : 
Whip me such honest knaves. Others there are 
Who, trimm’d in forms and visages of duty, 
ae) yet their hearts attending on themselves, 
An \ throwing but shows of service on the' 
lords, : 
Do well thrive by them and when they have 
lined their coats 


5° 
es, 
ir 
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Do themselves homage : these fcllows have some | To start my quiet. 


soul; 

And such a one do I profess myself. For, sir, 
It is as sure as you are Roderigo, 
Were I the Moor, I would not be Jago: 
In following him, I follow but myself ; 
Heaven is my judge, not I for love and duty, 
But seeming so, for my peculiar end : 60 
For when my outward action doth demonstrate 
‘The native act and figure of my heart 
In compliment extern, ’tis not long after 
But I will wear my heart upon my sleeve 
For daws to peck at: Iam not what Lam, 

Rod. What a full fortune does the thick-lips 


owe, 
If he can carry’t thus! 

ago. | Call up her father. 
Rouse him: make after him, poison his delight, 
Proclaim him in the streets; incense her kins- 


men, 
And, though he in a fertile climate dwell, 70 
Plague him with flies: though that his joy be 


joy, 
Yet, throw such changes of vexation on’t, 
As it may lose some colour. 
Rod. ere is her father’s house; I’ll call 
aloud. . 3 
ie Do, with like timorous accent and 
ire yell _ x 
As when, by night and negligence, the fire 
Is spied inipepa ous cities, | ee 
fod, What, ho, Brabantio! Signior Bra- 
bantio, ho! 
Iago. Awake! what, ho, Brabantio! thieves! 
thieves! thieves! 
Look to your house, your daughter and your 
bags! - 80 
Thieves! thieves! 


BRABANTIO appears above, at a window. 


Bra. What is the reason of this terrible 
summons? 
What is the matter there ? thes 
tod. Signior, is all your family within? 
Jago. <Are your doors lock’d? : 
Bra. Why, wherefore ask you this? 
Lago. ’Zounds, sir, you’re robb’d ; forshame, 
put on your gown; 
Your TEN is burst, you have lost half your 
soul ; 
Even now, now, very now, an old black ram 
Is tupping your white ewe. Arise, arise ; 
Awake the snorting citizens with the bell, go 
Or else the devil will make a grandsire of you: 
Arise, I say. a 
I'he What, have you lost your wits? 
Rod. Most reverend signior, do you know 
my voice? 
Bra. NotI: what are you? 
Rod.. My name is Roderigo. 
Bra. The worser welcome : 
I Eaves charged thee not to haunt about my 
loors : 
In honest plainness thou hast heard me say 
My daughter is not for thee; and now, in mad- 
ness, 
Being full of supper and distempering draughts, 
Upon malicious bravery, dost thou come 


‘od. Sir, sir, sir,— 

Bra, | But thou must needs be sure 
My spirit and my place have in them power 
To make this bitter to thee. . 

Patience, good sir. 


Rod. ¢ ~ 
Bra. What tell’st thou me of rob ing? this 
is Venice ; 
My house is not a grange. k 
Rod. Most grave Brabantio, 


In simple and pure soul I come to you. 

Jago. *Zounds, sir, you are one of those that 
will not serve God, if the devil bid you. Because 
we come to do you service and you think we 
are ruffians, youll have your daughter covered 
with a Barbary horse; youll have your nephews 
neigh to you; you’ll have coursers for cousins 
and gennets for germans. 

Bra. What profane wretch art thou? 

Lago. Jam one, sir, that comes to tell you 
your daughter and the Moor are now making 
the beast with two backs. 

Bra, Thou art a villain. 

Iago. x You are—a senator. 

Bra. This thou shalt answer; I know thee, 

Roderigo. 120 

Rod. Sir, I will answer any thing. But, I 

beseech you, 3 
If’t be your pleasure and most wise consent, 
As partly I find it is, that your fair daughter, 
‘At this odd-even and dull watch o’ the night, 
Transported, with no worse nor better guard 
But with a knave of common hire, a gondolier, 
To the gross clasps of a lascivious ‘Moor,— 
li this be known to you and your allowance, 
We then have done you bold and saucy wrongs; 
But if you know not this, my manners tell me 
We have your wrong rebuke. Do not believe 
That, from the sense of all civility, 
Ithus would play and trifle with your reverence: 
Your daughter, if you have not given her leave, 
I say again, hath made a gross revolt ; 
Tying her duty, beauty, wit and fortunes 
In an extravagant and wheeling stranger 
Of per andevery where. Straight satisfy your- 


self : 
If she be in her chamber or your house, 
Let loose on me the justice of the state 
For thus deluding you. _ : 
Bra. Strike on the tinder, ho! 
Give me a taper! call up all my people! 
This accident is not unlike my dream : 
Belief of it oppresses me already. : 
Light, Isay! light! [Zicit above. 
ago. Harewell; for I must leave you: 
It seems not meet, nor wholesome to my place, 
To be produced—as, if I stay, I shall— 
Against the Moor: for, I do know, the state, 
However this may gall him with some check, 
Cannot with safety cast him, for he’s embark’d 
With such loud reason to the Cyprus wars, x5r 
Which even now stand in act, that, for their 


souls, 
Another of his fathom they have none, 
To lead their business: in which regard, 
Though I do hate him as I do hell-pains, 
Yet, for necessity of present life, 


140 


zoo | I must show out a flag and sign of love, 
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Which is indeed butsign. That you shallsurely 
findhim, | i 
Lead to the Sagittary the raised search ; 
And there will L be with him. So, farewel’ Go 
anit. 


Enter, below, BRABANTIO, and Servants with 
torches. 

Bra, Tt is too true an evil: gone she is; 
And what’s to come of my despised time 
Is nought but bitterness. Now, Roderigo, 
Where didst thou see her? O unhappy girl! 
With ihe Moor, say’st thou? Who would bea 

ather ! 
How didst thou know’twas she? O, she deceives 


me 

Past thought! What said she to you? Get more 
tapers: 

Raise all my kindred. Are they married, think 


you? 
Rod. Truly, I think they are. 
Bra. Oheaven! How gotshe out? O treason 


of the blood! 170 
Fathers, from hence trust not your daughters’ 
minds 


By what you see them act. Is there not charms 
By which the property of youth and maidhood 
May be abused? Have you not read, Roderigo, 
Of some such thing ? ‘ 
Rod. Yes, sir, I have indeed. 
Bra. Call_up my brother. O, would you 
had had her! 
Some one way, some another. Do you know 
Where we may apprehend her and the Moor? 
sttods I think I can discover him, if you 
please ~ 
To get good guard and #0 along with me. x80 
Bra. Pray you, lead on. At every house 
I'll call; 
Imay command at most. Get weapons, ho! 
And raise some special officers of night. 
On, good Roderigo: I’ll deserve your pains. 
faceant! 


~ ScENE II. Another street. 


Enter OTHELLO, Laco, and Attendants 
with torches. 


Tago. Though in the trade of war I have 
slain men. 


mi 

Yet do I hold it yery stuff o’ the conscience 
To do no contrived murder: I Jack iniquity 
Sometimes to do me service : nine or ten times 
I had thought to have yerk’d him here under 

the ribs. eat 

Oth. Tis better as it is, 

ago. Nay, but he prated, 
And spoke such scurvy and provoking terms 
Against your honour 
That, with the little godliness I have, 
I did full hard forbear him. But, T pray you, 

su, 10 
Are you fast married? Be assured of this, 
That the megnitico is much beloved, 
And hath in his effect a yoice potential 
As double as the duke’s: he will divorce you ; 
Or put upon you what restraint and grievance 
The law, with all his might to enforce it on, 
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[Act r 


Will give him cable. 2 sealer 

Oth. Let him do his spite; 
My services which I have done the signiory 
Shall out-tongue his complaints. "Lis yet to 


know,— 
Which, when I know that boasting is an 


honour, » 20 
Ishall promulgate—I fetch my life and being 
From men of royal siege, and my demerits 
May speak unbonneted to as proud a fortune 
‘As this that I have reach’d: for know, Lago, 
But that I love the gentle Desdemona, 

T would not my unhoused free condition 
Put into circumscription and confine ‘ 
For the sea’s worth. But, look! what lights 
come yond? Y : 
Iago. Those are the raised father and his 


friends: ; 
You were besi go in. 
Oth. NotI; I must be found: 30 


My arts, my title and my perfect soul 
Shall manifest me ently Is it they? 
Iago. By Janus, I think no. 


Enter Cassio, and certain Officers with 
torches. 
Oth. The servants of the duke, and my lieu- 
tenant. Z 7 

The goodness of the night upon you, friends! 
What is the news? 

Cas. The duke does greet you, general, 
And he requires your haste-post-haste appear- 


ance, 
Even on the instant. | : 
th. What is the matter, think you! 
Cas. Something from Cyprus, as I may 
Ivine = 

It is a business of some heat: the galleys 

Haye sent a dozen sequent messengers, 

This very night at one another's heels, 

And many of the consuls, raised and met, 

Are Brie duke’s already : you have been hotly 

call'd for; 

When, being not at your lodging to be found, 

The senate hath sent about three several quests 

To search you out, 

Ith. *Tis well I am found by you. 

I will but spend a word here in the house; 

And go with you. weit. 
Cas. _, Ancient, what makes he here? 
Iago. Faith, he to-night hath boarded a 
_Jand carack : 50 

If it prove lawful prize, he’s made for ever. 
Cas. Ido not understand. 

Iago. He’s married. 
‘as. To who? 


49 


Re-enter OTHELLO. 
Jago. Marry, to—Come, captain, will you go? 
Oth. ‘ Have with you. 
Cas. Here comes another troop to seek for 


you. 
Jago. Itis Brabantio. General, be advised; 
He comes to bad intent. 


Enter Brapantio, RopERTGO, and Officers 
with torches and weapons. 
Oth. Holla! stand there! 
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Rod. Signior, it is the Moor. 

Bra, Down with him, thief! 
: [Lhey draw on both sides. 
Iago. You, Roderigo! come, sir, I am for 


you. 
Oth. Keep up your bright swords, for the 
dew willrust them. 
Good signior, you shall more command with 
years 60 
Than with your weapons, 
Bra. QO thou foul thief, where hast thou 
stow’d my daughter? 
Damn’d as thou art, thou hast enchanted her; 
For I'l refer me to all things of sense, 
ff she in chains of magic were not bound, 
Whether.a maid so tender, fair and happy, 
So opposite to marriage that she shunn’ 
The wealthy curled darlings of our nation, 
Would ever have, to incur a general mock, 
Run from her guardage to the sooty bosom 70 
Of such a thing as thou, to fear, not to delight. 
Judge me the world, if ’tis not gross in sense 
That thou hast practised on her with foul 


charms, a fi 
Abused her delicate youth with drugs or 
minerals 2 2 

That weaken motion: Ill have’t disputed on; 
*Tis probable and palpable to thinking. 
I therefore apprehend and do attach thee 
For an abuser of the world, a practiser 
Of arts inhibited and out of warrant. 
ey hold upon him: if he do resist, 
Subdue him at his peril. 

Oth. ._.._, Hold your hands, 
Both you of my inclining, and the rest : E 
Were it my cue to fight, f should have known it 
‘Without a prompter. Where will you that I go 
To answer this your charge? _ : : 

Bra. 'o prison, till fit time 
Of law and course of direct session 
Call thee to answer. ; 

he What if I do obey? 

How may the duke be therewith satisfied, 
Whose messengers are here about my side, 


80 


Upon some present business of the state 90 
To bring me to him? Ale 
First Of. *Tis true, most worthy signior; 


The duke’s in council, and your noble self, 
Lam sure, is sent for. : 
Bra. | How! the duke in council! 
In this time of the night! Bring him away : 
Mine’s not an idle cause: the duke himself, 
Or any of my brothers of the state, 
Cannot but feel this wrong as ‘twere their own; 
For if such actions may have passage free, 
Bond-slaves and pagans shall our statesmen be. 
[Exeunt. 


Sorve IIL. A cowncil-chamber. 


The Duxe and Senators sitting at a table; 
Officers attending. : 


Duke. There isno composition in these news 
That gives them credit. 
First Sen. Indeed, they are disproportion’d ; 
My letters say a hundred and seven galleys. 
Z ees And mine, a hundred and forty. 
ec. Sen. 


30 
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But though they jump not ona just account,— 
As in these cases, where the aim reports, 
"Tis oft with difference—yet do they all confirm 
A Turkish fleet, and Reatrae up to Cyprus. 
uke, Nay, it is possible enough to judge- 
ment: 
Ido not so secure me in the error, 
But the main article I do approve 
In fearful sense, 
Sailor, [Within] What, ho! what, ho! 
what, ho! 
First Of. A messenger from the galleys. 


Enter a Sailor. 


Duke. Now, what’s the business ? 
Sail. The Turkish preparation makes for 


odes 
So was bid report here to the state 
By Signior Angelo. 
Duke. How say you by this change? 
First Sen. se This cannot be, 

By no assay of reason: ’tis a pageant, 

To keep us in false gaze. When we consider 

The importancy of yprus to the Turk 

And let ourselves again but understan 

That as it more concerns the Turk than Rhodes, 

So may he with more facile question bear it, 

For that it stands not in such warlike brace, 

But altogether lacks the abilities 

That hogs is dress'd in: if we make thought 
of this, 

We must not think the Turk is so unskilful 

To leave that latest which concerns him first, 

Neglecting an attempt of ease and gain, 

To wake and wage a danger profitless. 30 
uke. Nay, in all confidence, he’s not for 
Thodes. 

First Of. Were is more news. 


Enter a Messenger. 


Afess. The Ottomites, reverend and gracious, 
Steering with due course towards the isle of 
Rhodes, - 
Have there injointed them with an after fleet. 
First Sen. Ay,so I thought. How many, 
asyou guess? 
Mess, Of thirty sail: and now they do re- 


ro 


20 


stem 

Their backward course, bearing with frank ap- 
pearance aes 

Their purposes toward Cyprus. Signior Mon- 


NO, 6 . 
Your trusty and most valiant servitor, 
With his free duty recommends you thus, 
And prays you to believe him. 
Duke. "Tis certain, then, for Cyprus. 
Marcus Luccicos, is not he in town? 
First Sen. He’s now in Florence. 
Duke. Write from us to him; post-post- 
haste dispatch. 
First Sen. Here comes Brabantio and the 
valiant Moor. 


, Enter BRABANTIO, OTHELLO, Laco, 
RoDERIGO, and Officers. 


Duke. Valiant Othello, we must straight 
employ you 


40 


d mine, two hundred: } Against the general enemy Ottoman. 
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{Zo Brabantio] I did not see you; welcome, 
entle signior; _ 5° 
We fack’d your counsel and your help to-night. 
Bra. So did I yours. Good your grace, 
- pardon me; : 
Neither my place nor aught I heard of business 
Hath raised me from my bed, nor doth the 
general care ‘ ‘ 
Take hold on me, for my particular grief 
Is of so flood-gate and o’erbearing nature 
That it engluts and swallows other sorrows 
And it is still itself, 

Duke. Why, what’s the matter? 

Bra, My daughter! O, my daughter! 

Duke and Sen. Dead? 

Bra. Ay, tome; 
She is abused, stol’n from me, and corrupted 60 
By spells and medicines bought of mounte- 

anks 5 
For nature so preposterously to err, 
Being not deficient, blind, or lame of sense, 
Sans witchcraft could not. ote, 
Duke, Whoe'er he be that in this foul pro- 
ceeding : 
Hath thus beguiled your daughter of herself 
And you of her, the bloody book of law 
You shall yourself read in the bitter letter 
After your own sense, yea, though our proper 
son 
Stood in your action. 
7h, umbly I thank your grace. 7o 
Here is the man, this Moor, whom now, it 


seems, ‘ 
Your special mandate for the state-affairs 
Hath hither brought. 

Duke and Sen. _ We are very sorry for’t. 

Duke. (Lo Othello] What, in your own part, 

can you say to this? 

Bra. Nothing, but this is so. 

Oth. Most potent, grave, and reverend 
signiors, . 
My very noble and approved good Pansies 
That I have ta’en away this old man’s daughter, 
It is most true; true, I have married her : 
The very head and front of my offendin; 


80 
Hath this extent, no more. Rude am 


in my 


apeecy 3 
And little bless’d with the soft phrase of peace ; 
Tor ae these arms of mine had seven years’ 
pi 
. ‘Till now some nine moons wasted, they have 


use 

Their dearest action in the tented field, 

And little of this great world can L speak, 
More than pertains to feats of broil and battle, 
And therefore little shall I grace my cause | 

In speaking for myself. Yet, by your gracious 


ppauiencey ‘ ‘ 
I will a round unvarnish’d tale deliver 90 
Of my whole course of love; what drugs, what 


charms, : 

‘What conjuration and what mighty magic, 
For such proceeding I am charged withal, 
I won his daughter. i 

Bra. Z A maiden never bold; 
Of Spirit so still and quiet, that her motion 
Blush’d at herself; and she, in spite of nature, 
Of years. Of country, credit, every thing, 


OTHELLO 
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To fall in love with what she fear'd to look on! 
It isa judgement maim’d and most imperfect 
That will confess perfection so could err __r00 
Against all rules of nature, and must be driven 
To find out practices of cunning hell, 
Why this should be. I therefore vouch again 
That with some mixtures powerful o’er the 
blood, 7 : 
Or with some dram conjured to this effect, 
He wrought upon her. se 
uke. To vouch this, is no proof, 
Without more wider and more overt test 
Than these thin habits and poor likelihoods 
Of modern seeming do prefer against him, 
First Sen. But, Othello, speak : 
Did you by indirect and forced courses 
Subdue and poison this young maid’s affec- 
tions? 
Or came it by request and such fair question 
As soul to soul affordeth? 
Oth. I do beseech you, 
Send for the lady to the Sagittary, 
And let her spe of me before her father : 
If you do find me foul in her report, 
The trust, the office I do hold of you, 
Not only take away, but let your sentence 
Even fall upon my life. 
Duke. Fetch Desdemona hither. 120 
Oth. Ancient, conduct them; you best know 
the place. [Zxewnt Iago and Attendants. 
And, till she come, as truly as to heaven 
I do confess the vices of my blood, 
So justly to your grave ears I'll present 
How I did thrive in this fair lady’s love, 
And she in mine. 
Duke. Say it, Othello. : 
Oth. Her father loved me; oft invited me; 
Still question’d me the story of my life, 
From year to year, the battles, sieges, fortunes, 
That L have pass’d. 131 
Iran it through, even from my boyish days, 
To the very moment that he bade me tell it; 
Wherein I spake of most disastrous chances, 
Of moving accidents by flood and field, 
Of Rate Dread scapes i’ the imminent deadly 
reach, i 
Of being taken by the insolent foe * 
And sold to slavery, of my redemption thence 
And portance in my travels’ history : 
Wherein of antres vast and deserts idle, 
Rough quarries, rocks and hills whose 
touch heaven, 
Tt was py hint to speak,—such was the process; 
And of the Cannibals that each other eat, 
The Anthropophagi and men whose heads 
Do grow beneath their shoulders. ‘This to hear 
Would Desdemona seriously incline : 
But still the house-aflairs would draw her 
thence: 
Which ever as she could with haste dispatch, 
She’ld come again, and with a greedy ear 
Devour up my discourse : which { observing, 15° 
Took once a pliant hour, and found good means 
To draw from her a prayer of earnest heart 
That I would all my pilgrimage dilate, 
Whereof by parcels he had something heard, 
But not intentively : I did consent, 
And often did beguile her of her tears, 


110 


heads 
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When I did speak of some distressful stroke 
That my youth sufler'd. My story being done, 
She gave me for my pains a world of sighs: _ 
She swore, in faith, "twas strange, ‘twas passing 
strange, Sm 160 
‘Twas pitiful, twas wondrous pitiful : 
She wish’d she had not heard it, yet she wish'd 
That heaven had made her such a man: she 
thank’d me, 4 
And bade me, if I had a friend that loved her, . 
I should but teach him how to tell my story, 
And that would woo her. Upon this hint I 


spake: 
She loved me for the dangers I had pass’d, 
And I loved her that she did pity them. 
‘This only is the witchcraft I haye used : 
Here comes the lady ; let her witness it. 


Enter Despemona, [aGo, and Attendants. 


Duke. I think this tale would win my 
daughter too. 
Good Brabantio, 
‘fake up this mangled matter at the best: 
Men do their broken weapons rather use 
‘Than their bare hands. 

Bra. I pray you, hear her speak : 
If she confess that she was half the wooer, 
Destruction on my head, if my bad blame _ 
Light on the man! Come hither, gentle mis- 

tress: 
Do you perceive in all this noble company 
Where most you owe obedience? 

Des. _., My noble father, 18 

I do perceive here a divided duty : - 

‘fo you I am bound for life and education ; 

My life and education both do learn me 

How to respect you; you are the lord of duty; 

I am hitherto your daughter: but here’s my 
husband, 

And so much duty as my mother show'd 

‘I'o you, preferring you before her father, 

So much I challenge that I may profess 

Due to the Moor my lord. _ 

Bra. God be wi’ you! Ihave done. 
Please it our grace, on to the state-affairs : 190 
Lhad rather to adopt a child than get it. 

Come hither, Moor : A 

I here do give thee that with all my heart 

Waieh, te thou hast already, with all my 
hear 

I would keep from thee. For your sake, jewel, 

Lam glad at soul I have no other child; 

For thy escape would teach me tyranny, 

To hang clogs on them. I have done, my lord. 

Duke. Let me speak like yourself, and lay a 

sentence, _ 
Which, as a grise or step, may help these lovers 
Into your favour. 201 
‘When remedies are past, the nets are ended 
By necing/ fhe worst, which late on hopes de- 
pended. 4 
To mourn a mischief that is past and gone 
Ts the next way to draw new mischief on. 
What cannot be preserved when fortune takes 
Patience her injury a mockery makes. 
The robb’d that smiles steals something from 


170 


the thief; 
He robs himself that spends a bootless grief. 
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Bra. So let the Turk of Cyprus us beguile; 
We lose it not, so long as we can smile. aur 
He bears the sentence well that nothing bears 
But the free comfort which from thence he 


hears, 
But he bears both the sentence and the sorrow 
That, to pay grief, must of poor patience borrow. 
‘These sentences, to sugar, or to gall, 


| Being strong on both sides, are equivocal : 


But words are words; I never yet did hear 
That the bruised heart was pierced through the 


ear. 
I humbly beseech you, proceed to the affairs 
of state. | 270 
Duke. The Turk with a most mighty 
reparation makes for Cyprus. Othello, the 
fortitude of the place is best known to you; 
and though we have there a substitute of most 
allowed sufficiency, yet opinion, a sovereign 
mistress of effects, throws a more safer voice 
on you; you must therefore be content to 
slubber the gloss of your new fortunes with 
this more stubborn and boisterous expedition. 
Oth. Thetyrant custom, most grave senators, 
Hath made the flinty and steel couch of war 231 
My thrice-driven bed of down: I do agnize 
A natural and prompt alacrity 
I find in hardness, and do undertake 
These present wars against the Ottomites. 
Most humbly therefore bending to your state, 
I crave fit disposition for my wife, 
Due reference of place and exhibition, 
With such accommodation and besort 
As jevels with her breedine f 
uke. you plea 
Be’t at her father’s, Te 
Ll noi have it so. 


Bra. 
Oth. NorI. 
Des. Nor I; I would not there reside, 
To put my father in impatient thoughts 
By being in his eye. Most gracious duke, 
To my unfolding lend your prosperous ear ; 
And let me find a charter in your voice, 
To assist my simpleness. 
Duke. What would you, Desdemona? 
ere That I did love the Moor to live with 
him, | i 24 
My downright violence and storm of fortunes : 
May trumpet to the world; my heart’s subdued 
Even to the very quality of my lord : 
Isaw Othello’s visage in his mind, 
And to his honours and his valiant parts 
Did I my soul and fortunes consecrate. 
So that, dear lords, if I be left behind, 
A moth of peace, and he go to the war, 
The rites for which I love him are bereft me, 
And La heavy interim shall support 
By his dear absence. Let me go with him. 260 
Oth. Let her have your voices. 
Vouch with me, heaven, I therefore beg it not, 
To please the palate of my appetite, 
Nor to comply with heat—the young affects 
In me defunct—and proper satisfaction, 
But to be free and bounteous to her mind : 
zy nea ven defend your good souls, that you 
ink 
I will your serious and great business scant 
For she is with me: no, when light-wing'd toys 


240 
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Of feather’d Cupid seel with. wanton dullness 
My speculative and officed instruments, | 271 
Zhat my disports corrupt and taint my business, 
Let housewives make a skillet of my helm, 
And all indign and base adversities 
Make head against my estimation! ; 
Duke, Beitas you shall privately determine, 
ea ee her stay or going: the affair cries 
haste, g 
And. speed must answer it, 2 
First Sen. You must away to-night. 
Oth. With all my heart. 
Duke. At nine i’ the morning here we'll 
mect again. . 280 
Othello, leave some officer behind, 
and he shall our commission bring to you; 
With such things else of quality and respect 
«\s doth import you. x 
Oth. So please your grace, my ancient; 
4A man he is of honesty and trust : 
2o his conveyance I assign my wife, 
Aye pat else needful your good grace shall 
think 
Tobesentafterme 
uke, Let it be so. 
Good night to every one. [Zo Brab.] And, 
noble signior, 
If virtue no delighted beauty lack, 290 
Your son-in-law is far more fair than black. 
First Sen. Adieu, brave Moor; use Desde- 
mona well. 
Bra. Look to her, Moor, if thou hast eyes 


to see: 
She has deceived her father, and may thee. 
Exeunt Duke, Senators, Oficers, dc. 
Oth. My life upon her faith! ‘Honest Iago, 
My Desdemona must I leave to thee: 
I prithee, let thy wife attend on her; 
And bring them after in the best advantage, 
Come, Desdemona; I have but an hour 
Of love, of worldly matters and direction, 300 
To spend with thee: we must obey the time. 
[Exeunt Othello and Desdemona. 
Rod, Iago,— 
Lago. What say’st thou, noble heart? 
. What will I do, thinkest thou? 
Iago. Why go to bed, and sleep. 
Rod. mall 


i incontinently drown myself. 
Iago. If thou dost, I shall never love thee 
after. Why, thou silly gentleman ! 


._ It is silliness to live when to live is 
torment; and then have we a prescription to 
die when death is our physician. gir 

Jago, Oyillanous! Ihave looked upon ihe 
world for four times seven years; and since I 
could distinguish betwixt a benefit and an 
injury, I never found man that knew how to 
love himself. Ere I would say, I would drown 
myself for the love of a guinea-hen, I would 
change my humanity with a baboon. 

. What should Ido? I confess it is my 
shame to be so fond; 
to amend it. Bee 21 

Jugo. Virtue! a fig! ’tis in ourselves that 
Weare thus or thus. Our bodies are our gardens, 
to the which our wills are gardeners; so that if 
we will plant nettles, or sow lettuce, set hyssop 
and weed up thyme, supply it with one gender 


but it is not in my virtue 
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of herbs, or distract it with many, cither to 
have it sterile with idleness, or manured with 
industry, why, the power and corrigible au- 
thority of this lies in our wills. If the balance 
of our lives had not one scale of reason to poise 
another of sensuality, the blood and baseness 
of our natures would conduct us to most pre- 
posterous conclusions: but we have reason to 
cool our raging motions, our carnal stings, our 
unbitted lusts, whereof I take this that you call 
love to be a sect or scion. 

Rod. It cannot be. 

Tago. It is merely a lust of the blood anda 
permission of the will. Come, beaman. Drown 
thyself! drown cats and blind puppies. I have 
professed me thy friend and I confess me knit 
to thy deserving with cables of perdurable tough. 
ness; I could never better stead thee than now. 
Put money in thy purse; follow thou the wars}; 
defeat thy fayour with an usurped beard; I say; 

ut money in thy purse. It cannot be that 
Resdenrone should long continue her love to 
the Moor,—put money in thy purse,—nor he 
his to her: it was a violent commencement, and 
thou shalt see an answerable sequestration :— 
put but money in thy purse. These Moors are 
changeable in their wills :—fill thy purse with 
money :—the food that to him now isas luscious 
as locusts, shall be to him shortly as bitter as 
coloquintida. She must change for youth: 
when she is sated with his body, she will find 
the error of her choice: she must have change, 
she must: therefore put moncy in thy purse. 
If thou wilt needs damn thyself, do it a more 
delicate way than drowning. Make all the 
money thou canst: if sanctimony and a frail 
vow betwixt an erring barbarian and a, super- 
subtle Venetian be not too hard for my wits 
and all the tribe of hell, thou shalt enjoy her; 
therefore make money. A pox of drowning 
thyself! itis clean out of the way: seek thou 
rather to be hanged in compassing thy joy than 
to be drowned and go without her. 2 

Rod, Wilt thou be fast to my hopes, if I 

cope on the issue? 370 
ago. Thou art sure of me:—go, make 
money :—I have told thee often, and T re-tell 
thee again and again, I hate the Moor: my 
cause is hearted; thine hath no less reason. 
et us be conjunctive in our revenge against 
him; if thou canst cuckold him, thou dost 
thyself a pleasure, me a sport. There are many 
events in the womb of time which will be 
delivered, ‘Traverse | 0, provide thy money. 
We will have more of this to-morrow: Adieu. 

Rod. Where shall we meet i’ the moming? 

Tago. At my lodging. 

Rod. I'll be with thee betimes. 

Jago. Go to; farewell. Do you hear, 
Roilerigo? 

Rod. What say you? 


Iago. Nomore of drowning, do you hear? 
Rod. Lam changed: I'll go sell all flea 
ait. 
Jago. Thus do I ever make my fool my 
purse ; 
For I mine own gain’d knowledge should 
profane, 39° 
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If I would time expend with such a snipe, 

But for my sport and profit. I hate the Moor: 

And it is thought abroad, that *twixt my sheets 

He has done my office: I know not if’t be true; 

But I, for mere suspicion in that kind, 

Will do as if for surety. He holds me well; 

The better shall my purpose work on him. 

Cassio ’s a proper man: let me see now: 

To get his ign and to plume up my will 

In double knavery—How, how ?—Let’s see :-— 

After some time, to abuse Othello’s ear got 

That he is too familiar with his wife. 

He hath a person and a smooth dispose 

To be suspected, framed to make women false. 

The Moor is of a free and open nature, 

That thinks men honest that but seem to be so, 

And will as tenderly be led by the nose 

AS asses are. — 4 

Ihave’t, Itis engender’d. Hell and night 

Must bring this monstrous birth to the world’s 
light. [Bxit. 410 


ACT IL. 


ScENEL A Sea-port in Cyprus. An open 
place near the quay. 


Ente MontTANO and two Gentlemen. 


Mon. What from the cape can you discern 
at sea? 
First Gent. Nothing at all: it is a high- 
wrought flood ; k 
Icannot, ‘twixt the heaven and the main, 
Descry a sail. 
Mon. Methinks the wind hath spoke aloud 
at Jand ; 


A fuller blast ne'er shook our battlements: 

If it hath ruffian’d so upon the sea, 

Ve ribs of oak, when mountains melt on 
them, 

Can hold the mortise? What shall we hear of 


A segregation of the Turkish 
leet : 10 
For do but stand upon the foaming shore, 
The chidden billow seems to pelt the clouds; 
The wind-shaked surge, with high and mon- 
Strous mane, : 
Seems to cast water on the burning bear, 
And quench the guards of the ever-fixed pole: 
I never did like molestation view 
On the enchafed flood. . 
Mon. If that the Turkish fleet 
Be not enshelter'd and embay’d, they are 


rown’'d ; J 
It is impossible they bear it out. 19 


Enter a third Gentleman. 


Third Gent. News, lads! our wars are done. 
‘The desperate tempest hath so bang'd the Turks, 
‘That their designment halts: a noble ship of 

Venice 
Hath seen a grievous wreck and sufferance 
On most part of their flect. 

son. How! isthistruc? | _ : 

Lhird Gent. The'ship is here put in, 
A Veronesa; Michael Cassio, 

Lieutenant to the warlike Moor Othello, 
4s come on shore: the Moor himself at sea, 
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And is in full commission here for Cyprus. 
Mon. Lam glad on’t; *tis a worthy governor. 
Third Gent. But this same Cassio, though 

he, speak of comfort 3 

Touching the Turkish loss, yet he looks sadly, 

And prays the Moor be safe; for they were 


7 parte P 
With foul and violent tempest. 

Mon. 4 ray heavens he be; 
For I have served him, and the man commands 
Like a full soldier. Let’s to the seaside, ho! 
As well to see the vessel that’s come in 
As to throw out our eyes for brave Othello, 
Even till we make the main and the aerial blue 
An indistinct regard. 

Third Gent. Come, let's do so; 40 
For every minute is expectancy 
Of more arrivance. 


Enter Cassio, 
Cas. Thanks, you the valiant of this warlike 


isle, 
That so approve the Moor! 0, let the heavens 
Give him defence against the elements, 
For I have lost him on a dangerous sea. 

Mon. Is he well shipp'd? g 

Gis Be bark is stoutly timberd, and his 

pilo 
Of very expert and approved allowance; 
Therefore my hopes, not surfeited to death, 50 
Stand in bol: cure. 
{4 ery within ‘A sail, a sail, a sail!’ 


Enter a fourth Gentleman. 


Cas. What noise? ; 
fourth Gent. The town is empty; on the 
brow o’ the sea 
Stand ranks of people, and they cry ‘A sail!” 
Cas. My hopes do shape him for the governor. 
2 [Guns heara, 
Sec. Gent. They do discharge their shot of 
courtesy : 
Our friends at least. 2 
as. I pray you, sir, go forth, 
And give us truth who ’tis that is arrived. : 
Sec. Gent. I shall. : ‘ [ Ecit. 
Afon. But, good lieutenant, is your general 


wived? 60 
Cas. Most fortunately: he hath achieved a 
mail 


That paragons description and wild fame ; 
One that excels the quirks of blazoning pens, 
And in the essential vesture of creation 
Does tire the ingener. 


Re-enter second Gentleman. 


_ How now! who has put in? 
Sec. Gent. "Tis one Iago, ancient to the 
general. 
Cas. fea had most favourable and happy 
speed : 
Tempests themselves, high seas and howling 
winds, 
The gutter'd rocks and con, ted sands,— 
Traitors ensteep’d to clog the guiltless keel,— 
As having sense of beauty, do omit 72 
Their mortal natures, letting go safely by 
The divine Desdemona. 
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Mon. What is she? Des. Come on, assay. There’s one gone to 
Cas. She that I spake of, our great captain’s the harbour? 


captain, Jago. Ay, madam. h 
Left ia the conduct of the bold Ingo, Des. Iam not merry; but I do beguile 
Whose footing! see anticipates ous ehonstitsey Ge thing I sant by4 one ethene: 
Ase'nnight’sspeed. Great Jove, Othello guard, | Come, how yi J t 
ctl swell his! sail with thine own powerful| Jago. I am about it; but indeed my in- 
reath, - 
That he may bless this bay with his tall ship, 


vention ay Sy 
Comes from my pate as birdlime does from 
Make love’s quick pants in Desdemona’s arms, i 
Give renew’d fire to our extincted spirits, 8r 


And bring all Cyprus comfort! 
















Tize ; 
It plucks out brains and all: but my Muse 


labours, 
And thus she is deliver'd. : 
If she be fair and wise, fairness and wit, 130 
The one’s for use, the other useth it. 
Des. Well praised! How if she be black 
and witty? 
Zago. If she be black, and thereto have a 


wit, 
She'll find a white that shall her blackness fit. 
Des, Worse and worse. 
Emil. How if fair and foolish? 
Jago. She never yet was foolish that was 


Enter DEspDEMONA, EntutA, Iago, RopErico, 
and Attendants. 


: . O, behold, 
The riches of the ship is come on shore! 
Ye men of rus, let her have your knees. 
Hail to thee, rade and the grace of heaven, 
Before, behind thee and on every hand, 
Enwheel thee round! F 
estate I thank you, valiant Cassio. 

What tidings can you tell me of my lord? 

Cas. He is not yet arrived: nor know I 


aught 
But that he’s well and will be shortly here. 90 
Des. QO, but I fear—How lost you company ? 
Cas The great contention of the sea and 


SKIeS: 
Parted our fellowship—But, hark! a sail. 
Within ‘A sail, asail!? Guns heard. 
Sec. Gent. They give their greeting to the 
ony - Citadel: - 
This likewise is a friend. 
Cas. __ See for the news. [Exit Gentleman. 
Good ancient, you are welcome. [Zo Emilia] 
Welcome, mistress : 
Let it not gall your patience, good Tago, 
That I extend my manners; ’tis my breeding 
That gives me this bold show of courtesy. _100 
. f [Kissing her, 
Tago. aut would she give you so much of 
er lips 
As of her tongue she oft bestows on me, 
You’ld have enough. 
es. 


air; > 

For even her folly help’d er to an heir. os 
es. These are old fond paradoxes to make 
fools laugh i’ the alehouse. What miserable 
praise hast thou for her that’s foul and foolish? 
Jago. There’s none so foul and foolish there- 


unto, 
But does foul pranks which fair and wise ones 


0. 

Des_ O heavy ignorance! thou praisest the 

worst best. But what praise couldst thou be- 

stow ona Ge woman indeed, one that, 

in the authority of her merit, did justly put on 
the vouch of very malice itself? _ 

Tago. She that was ever fair and never 


proud, 

Had tongue at will and yet was never loud, 

Never lack'd gold and yet went never gay, 51 

Filed from her wish and yet said ‘Now I may.’ 

She that being anger’d, her revenge being nigh, 
jade her wrong stay and her displeasure fly, 

She that in wisdom never was so frail 

To change the cod’s head for the salmon’s tail, 

She un could think and ne’er disclose her 

mind, 

See suitors following and not look behind, 

he was a wight, if ever such wight were,— 

Des. To do what? x 

Teo, To suckle fools and chronicle small 

eer, 

Des, O most lame and impotent conclusion ! 
Do not Icarn of him, Emilia, though he be thy 
husband. How say 'you, Cassio? is he not a 
most profane and liberal counsellor? 

Cas. He speaks home, madam: you may 
relish him more in the soldier than in the 
scholar. . 

Tago. Lael: He takes her by the palm: 
ay, well said, whisper: with as little a web as 
this will I ensnare as ta fly as Cassio. Ay, 
smile upon her, do; I will gyve thee in thine 
own courtship. You say true; ’tis so, indeed : 
if such tricks as these strip you out of your 
Jago. O gentle lady, do not put me to’t; lieutenantry, it had been better you had not 
For lam nothing, if not critical, 120 | kissed your three fingers so oft, which now 
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Des. “ Alas, she has no speech. 
i290, In faith, too much ; 
I find it still, when I have list to sleep: 
Marry, before your lad: yship, I grant, 
She puts her tongue a little in her heart, 
And chides with thinking. 
Emil. You have little cause to say so. 
Jago. Come on, come on; you are pictures 
out of doors, TIO 
lls in yourparlours, wild-cats in your kitchens, 
Saints in your injuries, devils being offended, 
layers in your housewifery, and housewives 
in your beds. 
Des. 0, fie upon thee, slanderer! 
Lago. Nay, it is true, or else Iam a Turk: 
You rise to play and go to bed to worl. 
Emil. You shall not write my praise. 
Lago. _No, let me not. 
Des. What wouldst thou write of me, if thou 
shouldst praise me? 














SoEnu 1] 


again you are most apt to play the sir in. 
ery good; well kissed! an excellent courtesy | 
‘tis so, indeed. Yet again your fingers to your. 
lips? would they were clyster- ines for your 
sake! [Zrumpet within.] The Moor! I know 
his trumpet. 180 
Cas. “Tis truly so. 
Des. Let’s meet him and receive him. 
Cas. Lo, where he comes! 


Enter OTHELLO and Attendants, 


Oth. O my fairwarrior! 
Des. ‘ My dear Othello! 
Oth. It gives me wonder great as my content 
To see you here before me. O my soul’s joy! 
If after every tempest come such calms, 
mlw the ranus blow till they have waken’d 
death 
And let the labouring bark climb hills of seas 
Olympus-high and duck again as low 190 
As hell’s from heaven! ‘If it were now to die, 
*Twere now to be most happy ; for, I fear, 
My soul hath her content so absolute 
That not another comfort like to this 
Succeeds in unknown fate. 
es. The heavens forbid 
But that our loves and comforts should increase, 
Even as our days do grow! 
Oth. Amen to that, sweet powers! 
I cannot speak enough of this content ; 
It stops me here ; it is too much of joy: 199 
And this, and this, the greatest discords be 
[Kissing her. 
That e’er our hearts shall make! 
Iago. [Aside] O, you are well tuned now! 
But I'll set down the pegs that make this 
music, 
As honest as I am. 
Oth. Come, let us to the castle. 
News, friends j,0ur wars are done, the Turks 
are drown'd. 5 nati 
How does my old acquaintance of this isle? 
Honey, you shall be well desired in Cyprus ; 
Ihave found great love amongst them. O my 
sweet, E 
I prattle out of fashion, and I dote 
In mine own comforts. I prithee, good Iago, 
Go to the bay. and disembark my coffers: © 210 
Bring thou the master to the citadel ; 
He is a good one, and his worthiness 
Does challenge much respect. Come, Desde- 
mona, 
Once more, well met at Cyprus. 
[xeunt Othello, Desdemona, and Attendants. 
Lago. Do thou mect me presently at the 
harbour. Come hither. If thou be’st valiant, 
—as, they say, base men being in love have 
then a nobility in their natures more than is 
native to them,—list me. The lieutenant to- 
night watches on the court of guard :—first, I 
must tell thee this—Desdemona is directly in 
love with him. _ a ; 221 
Rod. With him! why, ’tis not possible. 
Tago. Lay thy finger thus, and let thy soul 
be instructed. Mark me with what violence 
she first loved the Moor, but for bragging and 
telling her fantastical lies: and will she love 
him still for prating? let not thy discreet heart 
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think it. Her eye must be fed; and what 
delight shall she have to look on the devil? 
When the blood is made dull with the act of 
sport, there should be, again to inflame it and 
to give satiety a fresh appetite, loveliness in 
favour, sympathy in years, manners and beau- 
ties; all which the Moor is defective in: now, 
for want of these enna conveniences, her 
delicate tenderness will find itself abused, begin 
to heave the gorge, disrelish and abhor the 
Moor; very nature will instruct her in it and 
compel her to some second choice. Now, sir, 
this granted,—as it is a most pregnant and un- 
forced position—who stands so eminent in the 
degree of this fortune as Cassio does? a knaye 
very voluble; no further conscionable than in 
putting on the mere form of civil and humane 
seeming, for the better compassing of his salt 
and most hidden loose affection? why, none; 
why, none: a slipper and subtle knave, a finder 
of occasions, that has an eye can stamp and 
counterfeit advantages, though true advantage 
never present itself; adevilish knave. Besides, 
the knave is handsome, young, and hath all 
those requisites in him that: folly.and ‘green 
minds look after: a pestilent complete knave ; 
and the woman hath found him already. 
Rod. I cannot believe that in her; she’s full 
of most blessed condition. : ¢ 
Jago. Blessed fig’s-end! the wine she drinks 
is made of grapes: if she had been blessed, she 
would never have loved the Moor. Blessed 
pudding! Didst thou not see her paddle with 
the palm of his hand? didst not mark that? 
Rod. Yes, that I did; but that was but 
courtesy. es i 
Tago. Lechery, by this hand; an index and 
obscure prologue to the history- of lust and foul 
thoughts. They met so near with their lips that 
their breaths embraced together. Villanous 
thoughts: Roderigo! when these mutualities so 
marshal the way, hard at hand comes the master 
and main exercise, the incorporate conclusion, 
Pish! But, sir, be you ruled by me: I have 
Braue ne youfrom Venice. Watch youto-night ; 
for the command, I’ll lay’t upon you. Cassio 
knows you not. Pi not be far from you: do 
‘ou find some occasion to anger Cassio, either 
by speaking too loud, or tainting his discipline ; 
or from what other course you please, which the 
time shall more favourably minister. 
Rod. Well. | : 
Iago. Sir, he is rash and very sudden in 
choler, and haply may strike at you: provoke 
him, that he may; for even out of that will I 
cause these of Cyprus to mutiny; whose quali- 
fication shall come into no true taste again but 
by the displanting of Cassio. So shall you have 
a shorter journey to your desires by the means 
I shall then have to prefer them; and the im- 
pediment most profitably removed, without 
the which there were no expectation of our 
prosperity. F . ag 
Rod. Iwill do this, if I can bring it to any 
op) EE 290 
‘ago. I warrant thee. Meet me by and by 
at the citadel: I must fetch his necessaries 
ashore. Farewell. 
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Rod, Adieu. [Zzit. | Let me have speech with you. [Yo Desdemona] 
Cassi: Come, earlove, 
wis poet Ho,loves hen, ido; well es The Beneaee made, the fruits are to ensue; 
That she loves him, *tis apt and of great credit: | That profit’s yet to come’tween me and you, 10 
The Moor, howbeit that ii endure him not, Good night, 



















Is of a constant, loving, noble nature, [Excunt Othello, Desdemona, and 
And I dare think he'll rove to Desdemona Attendants, 
A. most dear husband. Now, Ido love her too; Enter LAco. 


Not out of absolute lust, though peradventure 
Zstand accountant for as creat Ba Cas. Welcome, Tago; we must to the watch, 
But partly led to dict my revenge Lago. Not this hour, lieutenant; ’tis not yet 
For that I do suspect the Tusty Bloor teno’the clock. Our general cast us thus early 
Hath leap’d into my seat; the thought whereof | for the love of his Desdemona; who let us not 
Doth, like a poisonous mineral, gnaw my in- | therefore blame: he hath not yet made wanton 
wards ; the night with her; and she is sport for Jove, 
And nothing can or shall content my soul Cas. She’sa most exquisite lady. 
Till Lam even’d with him, wife for wife, Lago. And, I'll warrant her, full of game. 
Or failing so, yet that I put the Moor Cas. Indeed, she’s a most fresh and delicate 
At least Into a jealousy so airone : _ 310 | creature, ene 
That judgement cannot cure. Which thing to] Jago. What an eye she has! methinks it 


do, sounds a parley of provocation. Ki 
If this poor trash of Venice, whom I trash Cas. An inviting eye; and yet methinks 
For his quick hunting, stand the putting on, 
I'll have our Michael Cassio on the hip, 
Abuse him to the Moor in the rank garb— 
For I fear Cassio with my night-cap too— 
Make the Moor thank me, love me and reward 


right modest. roa 

Zago. And when she speaks, is it not an 
alarum to love? $ 

Cas. She is indeed perfection. 

Iago. | Well, happiness to their sheets! Come, 
lieutenant, I have a tou of wine; and here 
without are a brace of Cyprus gallants that 
would fain have a measure to the health of 
black Othello. 

Cas. Not to-night, good Tago: I haye very 
poor and unhappy brains for drinking: I could 
well wish courtesy would invent some other 
custom of entertainment, _ 

Lago. Q, they are our friends; but one cup: 
Ill drink for you. 3 3 

Cas. Ihave drunk but one cup to-night, and 
that was craftily qualified too, an , behold, what 
innovation it makes here: I am unfortunate in 
the infirmity, and dare not task my weakness 
with any more. ‘ 

Jago. What, man! “tis anight of revels: the 
gallants desire it. 

Cas. Where are they? 

Zago. Here at the door; I pray you, call 
them in. 

Cas. I'll do’t; but it dislikes me.  [Zvit. 

Iago. TfI can fasten but one cup upon him, 
With that which he hath drunk to-night al- 

St 


ready, 

He'll be as full of quarrel and offence 

As my young. mistress’ dog, Now, my sick 
fool Roderigo, 

Whom love hath turn’d almost the wrong side 


m 
For maniing him egregiously an ass 
nd practising upon his peace and quiet 319 
Even to madness. "Tis here, but yet confused: 
Knavery’s plain face is never seen till used, 
[Ezit. 


Scene II. A street. 


Enter u Herald with a proclamation ; People 
- following. 


Her. It is Othello’s pleasure, our noble and 
yaliant general, that, upon certain tidings now 
arrived, importing the mere perdition of the 
Turkish fleet, every man put himself into 
triumph; some to dance, some to make bon- 
fires, each man to what sport and revels his 
addiction leads him : for, besides these bene- 
ficial news, it is the celebration of his nuptial. 

) much was his pleasure should be proclaimed. 

offices are o en, and there is full liberty of 
feasting from this present hour of five till the 
bell have told eleven. Heaven bless the isle of 
Cyprus and our noble general Othello! [Eceunt. 


Scene IIL A hall in the castle. 
Enter OTHELLO, DespEMoNa, Cassio, and out, 
it ee To Desdemona hath to-night caroused 


ee Potations pottle-d di he’s to watcl 
: ‘ations po! leep; and he’s to watch; 
Oth. Good Michael, look you to the guard | Three lads of Cyprus, noble swellin spirits, 
to-night : That hold their honours in a wary distance, 
Let’s teach ourselves that honourable stop, The very elements of this warlike isle, 
Not to outsport discretion. 


Have I to-night fluster'd with flowing cu 3, 60 
Cas. - Iago hath direction what to do: Ethie 


id they watch too. Now, ’mongst this flock 
But notwithstanding, with my personal eye es 


t of drunkards, 
at look to’t.. Am Lio put our Cassio in some action 


Oth, Tago is most honest. That may offend the isle—But here they come: 
Michael, good night: to-morrow with your | If consequence do but approve my. dream, 
earliest My boatsails freely, both with wind and stream. 
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Scene 1] 


Re-enter Cassio; with him Montano and 
Gentlemen; Servants following with wine. 


Cas. ’Fore God, they have given me a rouse 
already. 

_Afon. Good faith, a little one; not past a 
pint, as I am a soldier. 

Lago. Some wine, ho! 7° 
[Sings] And let me the canakin clink, clink; 

And let me the canakin clink: 
A soldier’s a man ; 
A life’s but a span; 
Why, then, let a soldier drink. 
Some wine, boys! 

Cas. ’¥ore God, an excellent song. | 

Jago. Ulearned it in England, where, indeed, 
they are most potent in potting: your Dane, your 
German, and your swag-bellied Hollander— 
Drink, ho!—are nothing to your English, _ 8r 

Cas. Is your Englishman so expert in his 
drinking ? & : 

Iago. Why, he drinks you, with facility, 
your Dane dead drunk ; he sweats not to over- 
throw your Almain; he ones your Hollander 
a vomit, ere the next pottle can be filled. 

Cas. To the health of our general |. 

ADfon. I am for it, lieutenant; and I’ll do 
you justice. g0 

Tago. Q sweet England! 

King Stephen was a worthy peer, 
His breeches cost him but a crown; 
He held them sixpence all too dear, 
With that he call'd the tailor lown. 
He was a wight of high renown, 
And thou art but of low degree: 
*Tis pride that pulls the country down ; 
Then take thine auld cloak about thee. 
Some wine, ho! i 100 

Cas. Why, this is a more exquisite song than 
the other. x 

Iago. Will you hear’t again ? 

Cas. No; for [hold him to be unworthy of 
his place that does those things. Well, God’s 
above all; and there be souls must be saved, 
and there Le souls must not be saved. 

Iago. It’s true, good lieutenant. 

Cas. Tor mine own pact ne offence to the 
general, nor any man of quality,—I hope to be 
saved. 4 ur 

Lago. And so do I too, lieutenant. 

Cas. Ay, but, by your leave, not before me ; 
the lieutenant is to be saved before the ancient. 
Let’shave no more of this; let’s to our affairs.— 
Forgive us our sins !—Gentlemen, let’s look to 
our business. Do not think, gentlemen, Lam 
drunk: this is my ancient; this is my right 
hand, and this is my left: I am not drunk 
now; I can stand well enough, and speak well 
enough. 120 
Ae Excellent well. 

Cas, Why, very well then; you must _not 
think then that Iam drunk. Exit. 

Mon. To the platform, masters; come, let’s 
set the watch. fs 2 

Jao, You see this fellow that is gone 

before ; 
Heis a soldier fit tostand by Cesar 
And give direction ; and do but see his vice; 
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‘Tis to his virtue a just equinox, i 
The one as long as the other: ’tis pity of him. 
I fear the trust Othello puts him in, 431 
On some odd time of his infirmity, 
Will shake this island. 
Mon. But is he often thus? 
Jago. “Tis evermore the prologue to his 


sleep: 

He’ll watch the horologe a double set, 
If drink rock not his cradle. 

Mon. _ It were well 
The general were put in mind of it. 
Perhaps he sees it not; or his good nature 
Prizes the virtue that appears in Cassio, 
And looks not on his evils: is not this true? 


Enxter RoveErico. 


Iago. [Aside to him] How now, Roderigo! 
I pray you, after the lieutenant; go. ; 
[Lait Todena. 
Mon. And ’tis great pity that the noble 
Moor 
Should hazard such a place as his own second 
With one of an ingraft infirmity : 
It were an honest action to say 
So to the Moor. 5 
Lago. Not I, for this fair island: 
I do love Cassio well ; and would do much 
To cure him of this evil—But, hark! what 
noise? [Cry within: * Help! help!’ 
Re-enter Cassio, driving in RoDERIGO. 
Cas. Yourogue! you rascal! _ 
Mon. Vhat’s the matter, lieutenant? 


Cas. A knave teach me my duty! 15r 
I'll beat the knave into a twiggen bottle. 


139 


Beat me ! 
Cas. Dost thou prate, rogue? 
[Striking Roderigo. 
Mon. Nay, good lieutenant; 
[Staying him. 


I pray you, sir, hold your hand. : 
‘as. Let me g0, sir, 
Or I’Il knock you o’er the mazzard. 
Mon. Come, come, you’re drunk. 
Cas. Drunk! . [They fight. 
Tago. [Aside to Roderigo] Away, I say; go 
out, andcryamutiny. [Exit Roderigo. 
Nays good lieutenant—alas, gentlemen ;— 
Help, ho!— Lieutenant, —sir, — Montano, — 


sirj;— 159 
Help, masters !—Here’s a goodly watch indeed! 
were [Bell rings. 
Who’s that which rings the bell ?—Diablo, ho! 
oles Uae will rise: God's will, lieutenant, 
hold! 
You will be shamed for ever. 


Re-enter OTHELLO and Attendants. 


Oth. What is the matter here? 
Mon. ’Zounds, I bleed still; I am_hurt to 
the death. {Faints. 


Oth. Hold, for your lives! , 
Jago. Hold, ho! Lieutenant,—sir,—Mon- 
tano,—gentlemen,— 
Have you forgot all sense of place and aut 
Hold! the general speaks to you; hold, hold, 
for shame! 7 
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Montano and myself being in speech, 

There comes a fellow crying out for help; _ 

And Cassio following him with determined 
sword, 3 

To execute upon him. Sir, this pentleman 

Steps in to Cassio, and entreats his pause: 

Myself the crying fellow did pursue, 30 

Lest by his clamour—as it so fell out— 

The town might fall in are he, swift of foot, 

Outran my purpose; and I return’d the rather 

For that Theare the clink and fall of swords, 

And Cassio high in oath; which till to-night 

I ne’er might say before. When I came back— 

For this was brief—I found them close together, 

At blow and thrust; even as again they were 

When you yourself did part them. 

More of this matter cannot I report : 240 

But men are men ; the best sometimes forget : 

Though Cassio did some little wrong to him, 

As men in rage strike those that wish them 


Oth. Why, how now, ho! from whence 
ariseth this? 
Are we turn’d Turks, and to ourselves do that 
Which heaven hath forbid the Ottomites? x77 
For sChristiat shame, put by this barbarous 
rawl : 

He that stirs next to carve for his own rage. 
Holds his soul light; he dies upon his motion. 
Silence that dreadful bell: it frights the isle 
From her propriety. What is the matter, 


masters? R =e 
Honest Iago, that look’st dead with grieving, 
Speak, who began this? on thy love, I charge 

















ee. 
Iago. I do not know: friends all but now, 
even now, P < 379 
In quarter, and in terms like bride and groom 
Devesting them for bed; and then, but now— 
As if some planet had unwitted men— 
Swords out, and tilting one at other's breast, 
In opposition pleory I cannot speak 
Any beginning to this jpeevish odds ; 
And would in action glorious I had lost, 
Those legs that brought me to a part of it! 
Oth. How comes it, Michael, you are thus 
forgot? 
Cas. Ipray you, pardon me; I cannot speak. 
Oth. Worthy Montano, you were wont be 
civil; . 190 
The gravity and stillness of your youth 
The world hath noted, and your name is great 
In mouths of wisest censure: what’s the matter, 
That you unlace your reputation thus 
And spend your rich opinion for the name 
Of a night-brawler? give me answer to it. 
Mon. Worthy Othello, Iam hurt to danger: 
Your officer, Jago, can inform you,— 
While I spare speech, which something now 


offends me,— 
Of all that Ido know: nor know I aught 200 
By me that’s said or done amiss this night; 
nless self-charity be sometimes a vice, 
«And to defend ourselves it be a sin 
‘When violence assails us. 
Oth. F Now, by heaven, 
My blood begins my safer guides to rule; 
And passion, having my best judgement collied, 
Assays to lead the way: if I once stir, 
Or do but lift this arm, the best of you 
Shall sink in my rebuke. Giye me to know 
How this foul rout began, who set iton; 2:0 
And he that is approved in this offence, 
Though he had twinn’d with me, both at a 


bes! 

Yet surely Cassio, I believe, received = 
From him that fled some strange indignity, 
Which patience could not pass. 

Oth. _ I know, Iago, 
Thy honesty and love doth mince this matter, 
Making it light to Cassio. Cassio, I love thee; 
But never more be officer of mine. 


Re-enter DESDEMONA, atlended. 


Look, if my gentle love be not raised up! 250 
Ill make thee an example. 

es. What’s the matter? 
Oth. All’s well now, sweeting ; come away 
to bed. 


Sir, for your hurts, myself will be your surgeon : 

Lead him off. {To Montano, who ts led off. 

Iago, look with care about the town, f 

And silence those whom this vile’ brawl dis- 
tracted. 

Come, Desdemona: ’tis the soldiers’ life x 

To haye their balmy slumbers waked with 
strife. [Kazeunt all but Iago and Cassio. 

Jago. What, are you hurt, lieutenant? 

as. Ay, past all surgery. 260 

Iago. Marry, heaven forbid! 

Cas. Reputation, reputation, reputation! O, 
I have lost my reputation! I have lost the 
immortal part of myself, and what remains is 
bestial. My reputation, Tago, my reputation! 

aes As I am an honest man, I thought 
you had received some bodily wound; there is 
more sense in that than in reputation. Reputa- 
tion is an idle and most false imposition ; oft 
got without merit, and lost without deserving: 
you have lost no reputation at all, unless you 
repute yourself such aloser. What, man! there 
are ways to recover the general again: you are 
but now cast in his mood, a punishment more 
in policy than in malice ; even so as one would 
beat his offenceless dog to affright an imperious 
lion : sue to him again, and he’s yours, 

Cas. I will rather sue to be ake ised than 
to deceive so good a commander with so slight, 
so drunken, and s0 indiscreet an officer. Drunk? 
and speak parrot? and squabble? swagger? 
swear? and discourse fustian with one’s own 
shadow? O thou invisible spirit of wine, if 
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birth, 
Shall lose me. What! in a town of war, 
Xet wild, the people’s hearts brimful of fear, 
To manage private and domestic quarrel, 
In night, and on the court and guard of safety ! 
"Tis Monstrous, Iago, who began ’t? 

Mon. If partially affined, or leazued in office, 
Thou dost deliver more or less than truth, 
Thou art no soldier. 

ago. Touch me not so near: 220 
Thad rather haye this tongue cut from my 
mouth 
Than\it should do offence to Michael Cassio ; 
neue persuade myself, to speak the truth 
Shall nothing wrong him. Thus it is, general, 








Scenz 11] 


thou hast no name to be known by, let us call 
thee devil! 

Iago. What was he that you followed with 
your sword? What had he done to you? 

Cas. I know not. 

JIugo. Is’t possible? 

Cas. I remember a mass of things, but 
nothing distinctly; a quarrel, but nothing 
wherefore. O God, that men should put an 
enemy in their mouths to steal away their 
brains! that we should, with joy, pleasance, 
revel and applause, transform ourselves into 
beasts ! 

Iago. Why, but you are now well enough: 
how came you thus recovered? _ 

Cas. It hath pleased the devil drunkenness 
to give place to the devil wrath: one unperfect- 
ness shows me another, to make me frankly 


‘ despise myself. 300 


‘ago. Come, you are too severe a moraler: 
as the time, the place, and the condition of 
this country stands, I could heartily wish this 
had not befallen; but, since it is as it is, mend 
it for your own good. 

Cas. I will ask him for my place again; he 
shall tell me I amadrunkard! Had I as many 
mouths as Hydra, such an answer would stop 
them all. To be now a sensible man, by and 
by a fool, and presently a beast! O strange! 
Every inordinate cup is unblessed and the in- 
gredient ig a devil. i 

Lago. Come, come, good wine is a good 
familiar creature, if it be well used: exclaim 
no more Sree it. And, good lieutenant, I 
think you think I love you. A 

Cas. Lhave well approved it, sir. I drunk! 

Iago. You or any man living may be drunk 
at a time, man. I'll tell you what you shall 
do. Our general’s wife is now the general: I 
may say so in this respect, for'that he hath 
devoted and given up himself to the contempla- 
tion, mark, and denotement of her parts and 
graces: confess yourself freely to her; im- 
Portune her help to put you in your place 
again: she is of so free, so kind, so apt, so 

essed a disposition, she holds it a vice in her 

‘oodness not to do more than she is requested : 
this broken joint between you and her husband 
entreat her to splinter; and, my fortunes 
against any lay worth naming, this crack of 
your love shall grow stronger than it was 
hefore. 33r 

Cas. You advise me well. _ 

Lago. I protest, in the sincerity of love and 
honest kindness. 2 ? 

Cas. J think it freely; and betimes in the 
morning I will beseech the virtuous Desdemona 
to undertake for me: I 2m desperate of my 
fortunes if they check me here. 4 
_tago. You are in the right. Good night, 
lieutenant ; I must to the watch. 349 

Cas. Good night, honest Iago. Exit. 

Iago. And what’s he then that says I play 

the villain? § 

hen this advice is free I give and honest, 
Probal to thinking and indeed the course 
To win the Moor again? For ’tis most easy 
The inclining Desdemona to sulxlue 
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In any honest suit: she’s framed as fruitful 
As the free elements. And then for her 
To win the Moor—were’t to renounce his 


aptism, 

All seals and symbols of redeemed sin, 350 

His soul is so enfetter'd to her love, dl 

That she may make, unmake, do what she list, 

Even as her appetite shall play the god 

With his weak function. How am I then a 
villain 3 

To counsel Cassio to this parallel course, 

Directly to his good? Divinity of hell! 

When devils will the blackest sins put on, 

ahey do suggest at first with heavenly shows, 

As I do now: for whiles this honest fool 

Plies Desdemona to repair his fortunes 360 

And she for him pleads strongly to the Moor, 

I'll pour this pestilence into his ear, 

That she repeals him for her body's lust; 

And by how much she strives to do him good, 

She shall undo her credit with the Moor. 

So will I turn her virtue into pitch, 

And out of her own goodness make the net 

That shall enmesh them all. 


Re-enter RODERIGO. 


How now, Roderigo! 
Rod. I do follow here in the chase, not like 
a hound that hunts, but one that fills Ne 
cry. My money is almost spent; I have been 
to-night exceedingly well cudgelled; and I 
think the issue will be, I shall have so much 
experience for my pains, and so, with no money 
at all and a little more wit, return again to 
Venice. 
Iago. How poor are they that have not 
patience! 
What wound did ever heal but by degrees? 
Thou know’st we work by wit, and not by 
witchcraft ; 4 
And wit depends on dilatory time. 
Does’t not go well? Cassio hath beaten thee, 
And thou, by that small hurt, hast cashier'd 
Cassio : Ee te 381 
Though other things grow fair against the sun, 
Yet fruits that blossom first will first be ripe :, 
Content thyself awhile. By the mass, ’tis 
moming ; 
Pleasure and action make the hours seem short. 
Retire thee ; go where thou art billeted : 
Away, I say; thou shalt know more hereafter : 
Nay, get thee gone. [Zxit Roderigo.] Two 
things are to be done: | < 
My wife must move for Cassio to her mistress ; 
I'll set her on; 390 
Myself the while to draw the Moor apart, 
And bring him jump when he may Cassio find 
Soliciting his wife: ay, that’s the way : . 
Dull not device by coldness and delay. [Havit. 


ACT HT. 
SornE I. Before the castle. 
Enter Cassio and some Musicians. 
Cas, Masters, play here; I will content your” 


Somiething that’s brief; and bid ‘Good morrow, 
general.’ [Alusic. 
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Enter Clown. 


Clo. Why, masters, have your instruments 
been in Naples, that they spealk i’ the nose thus? 

First Mus. How, sir, how! a. ot 

Clo. Are these, I pray you, wind-instru- 
mt Mus. A tl i 

trst Mus. Ay, marry, are they, sir. 
Clo. O, thereby hangs 2 tail. i 
First Mus. V hereby hangs atale, sir? 9 
lo. Marry, sir, by many a wind-instrument 
that I know. But, masters, here’s money for 
Yo and the general so likes S your music, that 
he desires you, for love’s sake, to make no 
more noise with it. s 

Hirst Mus. Well, sir, we will not. 

Clo. Ifyou have any music that may not be 
heard, to’t again: but, as they say, to hear 
music the general does not greatly care. 

First Mus. We have none such, sir. 

Clo. Then put up your pipes in your bag, 
for I'll away: go; vanish into air; away! = 2x 

[Zaewnt I usicians, 

Cas. Dost thou hear, my honest friend? 

Clo. No, I hear not your honest friend; I 

ear you. — . 

Cas. Prithee, keep up thy quillets. There’s 
& poor piece of gold for thee: if the gentle- 
woman that attends the Reneralls wife be 
stirring, tell her there’s one Cassio entreats her 
a little favour of speech: wilt thou do this? 

o. She is stirring, sir: if she will stir 
hither, I shall seem to notify unto her. 3r 
‘as. Do, good my friend. [£zit Clown. 


Enter Taco. 
In happy time, Tago. 
Lago. You have not been a-be , then? 
Cas. Why, no; the day had broke 
Before we parted. T have made bold, Tago, 
To send in to your wife: my suit to her 
Is, that she will to virtuous Desdemona 
Procure me some access. 
ago. __ I'llsend her to you presently ; 
And I'll devise a mean to draw the Moor 
Out of the way, that your converse and business 
ae be more free. 4r 
‘as. I humbly thank you for’t. [Exit Iago.) 
Inever knew 
A Florentine more kind and honest. 


Enter Eaiura. 


Emil. Good morrow, good lieutenant : I am 
sorry 
For your displeasure; but all wi li sure be well. 
The general and his wife are talking of it; 


And she speaks for you stoutly: the Moor | F 


replies, 
That he you hurt is of great fame in Cyprus 
And great affinity and that in wholesome 
wisdom . 
He might not but refuse you, but he protests 
he loves you . ae 
nd needs no other suitor but his likings 
Zo thke the safest occasion by the front 
To bring you in again. : 
Cas. Yet, I beseech you, 
If you think fit, or that it may be done, 
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Give me advantage of some brief discourse 
With Desdemona alone. 5 
Emil. Pray you, come in: 
I will bestow you where you shall have time 
To speak your bosom freely. 
Cas. Iam much bound to you. [Exeunt. 


Scene II. A room in the castle. 
Enter OTHELLO, Laco, and Gentlemen. 


Oth. These letters give, Iago, to the pilot; 
And by him do my duties to the senate: 
That done, I will be walking on the works; 
Repair there to me. ; 
ago. Well, my good lord, I'll do’t. 
Oth. this fortification, gentlemen, shall we 


see 
Gent, We'll wait upon your lordship, 
[Leeunt. 


Scene III. Lhe garden of the castle, 
Enter Drspemona, Cassio, and Esunra. 


Des. Be thou assured, food Cassio, I will do 
All my abilities in thy behalf. 
Emil. Good madam, do: I warrant it grieves 
my husband, 
As if the case were his, 
Des. O, that’s an honest fellow. Do not 
doubt, Cassio, : 
But I will have my lord and you again 
As friendly as you were. 
Cas, Bounteous madam, 
Whatever shall become of Michael Cassio, 
qe s never any thing but your true servant. 


es. know’t; £ thank you. You do love 
my lord: 10 

You have known him Jong; and be you well 
assured 


He shall in strangeness stand no further off 

Than in a politic distance. 
Cas, . d Ay, but, lady, 

That policy may either last so long, 

Or feed upon such nice and waterigh dict, 

Or breed itself so out of circumstance, 

That, I being absent and my place supplied, 

My general will forget my love and service, 
Des. Do not doubt that; before Emilia here 

Eaive thee warrant of thy place : assure thee, 20 

I Ido yvowa friendship, L°ll perform it 

Lo the last article: my lord shall never rest; 

watch him tame and talk him out of 


: patients 5 
His bed shall seem a school, his board a shrift; 
Tl Intermingle every thing he does 
With Cassio’s suit : therefore be merry, Cassio ; 
or thy solicitor shall rather die 
han give thy cause away. 
Emil. Madam, here comes my lord. 
Cas. Madam, Pil take my leave. 30 
Des. Why, stay, and hear me speak. 
Cas, Madam, not now: Lam very ill at ease, 


50] Unfit for mine own Purposes. 


Des. Well, do your discretion. [Exit Cassio. 


Enter OTHELLO and aco. 
Zago. Ha! I like not that. 
Oth. What dost thou say? 
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Tago. ; othe, my lord: or if—I know not 
what, 
Chis Wass not that Cassio parted from my 
wife 
Lago. ; Cesaio, my lord! No, sure, I cannot 
think it, 
That he would steal away so guilty-like, 
Seeing you coming. j 
Oth, Ido believe ’twashe. 40 
Des. How now, my lord! 
Ihave been talking with a suitor here, 
A man that languishes in your displeasure. 
Oth. Who is’t you mean? 
Des, Why, your lieutenant, Cassio. Good 
my lord, 
If I have any grace or power to move you, 
His present reconciliation take ; 
Jor if he be not one that truly loves you, 
That errs in ignorance and not in cunning, 
Lhaye no judgement in an honest face: 50 
I prithee, call him back. 
Oth. ‘Went he hence now? 
Des. Ay, sooth; so humbled - 
That he hath left part of his grief with me, 
To suffer with him. Good love, call him back. 
Oth. Not now, sweet Desdemona; some 


other time. 
Des. But shall’t be shortly? 
Oth. The sooner, sweet, for you. 
Des. Shall’t be to-night at supper? 4 
Oth. No, not to-night. 
Des. To-morrow dinner, then? 
Oth. I shall not dine at home; 


I meet the captains at the citadel, 
Des. Why, then, to-morrow night; or Tues- 

day morn ; ? 

On Tuesday noon, or night; on Wednesday 
mom : 

I prithee, name the time, but let it not 

Exceed three days: in faith, he’s penitent; 

And yet his trespass, in our common reason— 

Save that, they say, the wars must make exam- 


ples 
Out of their best—is not almost a fault 
To incur a private check. When shall he come? 
Tell me, Othello: I wonder in my soul, 
What you would ask me, that I should deny, 
Or stand so mammering on. What! Michael 
Cassio, Z 7o 
That came a-wooing with you, and so many a 


time 
When I have spoke of you dispraisingly, 
Hath ta’en your part; to haye so much to do 
Tobring him in! Trust me, I could do much,— 
Oth. Prithee, no more: let him come when 


he will; 
I will deny thee nochiings me 
C8. Why, this is not a boon; 
*Tis as I should entreat you wear your gloves, 
Or feed on nourishing dishes, or keep -you 
warm, : 
Or sue to you to do a peculiar profit ; 
To your own person: nay, when I have a suit 
herein I mean to touch your love indeed, 8: 
It shall be full of poise and difficult weight 
And fearful to be granted. Ps 
Oth. I will deny thee nothing: 
Whercon, I do beseech thee, grant me this, 
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To leave me but a little to myself. 
Des. Shall I deny you? no: farewell, my lord. 
Oth. Farewell, my mona: 1’ll come 
to thee straight. F 
Des. Emilia, come. Beas your fancies teach 


you; 
Whate’er you be, I am obedient. a 

Weert Desdemona and Emilia. 

Oth, Excellent wretch! Perdition catch my 


soul, 99 
But I do love thee! and when I love thee not, 
Chaos is come again. 

Aye My noble lord,— 
Oth. ___ What dost thou say, Iago? 
Iago. Did Michael Cassio, when you woo'd 
my lady, 
Know of your love? 
Oth. He did, from first to last; why dost 
thou ask? 

Jago. But for a satisfaction of my thought; 
No further harm. 
Oth. Why of thy thought, Tago? 
Tago. Ididnot think he had been acquainted 

with her. 
Oth. O, yes; and went between us very oft. 
Jago. Tudeed! : ¥ tor 
Oth. Indeed! ay, indeed: discern’st thou 
aught in that? 
Is he not honest ? 
Iago. Honest, my lord! 
Oth. onest! ay, honest. 
Le ago. My lord, for aught I know. 
Oth. What dost thou think? 
tae: Think, my lord! 
Oth. Think, my lord! 


60 | By heaven, he echoes me, 


As if there were some monster in his thought 

Too hideous to be shown. Thou dost mean 
something : s 

I heard thee say even now, thou likedst not 


that, 109 
When Cassio left my wife: what didst not like? 
And when I told thee he was of my counsel 
In a ley course of wooing, thou criedst 

“Ini 


lee 
And didst contract and purse thy brow together, 
As if thou then hadst shut up in thy brain 
Some horrible conceit: if thou dost love me, 
Show me thy thought. 

Iago. My lord, you know I love you. 

Oth. L think thou dost; 
And, for I Imow thou’rt full of love and 


honesty, 
And weigh’st thy words before thou givest them 


reath, i . 
Therefore these stops of thine fright me the 
more: 
For such things in a false disloyal knave 
Are tricks of custom, but in a man that’s just 
they are close delations, working from the 
ear 


That passion cannot rule. : 
‘ago. For Michael Cassio, 
I dare be sworn I think that he is honest. 
Oth. I think so too. 
‘ago. Men should be what they seem; 
Or those pee be not, would they might seem 
none 
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A : ! 
Oth. Certain, men should be what they Brom jealousy Why, why is this? 


seem. 
Lago. Why, then, I think Cassio’s an honest 
man. 
Oth. Nay, yet there’s more in this : 130 
I prithee, speak to me as to thy thinkings, 
As thou dost ruminate, and give thy worst of 
thoughts 
“he worst of words. 
‘ago. Good my lord, pation me; 
Though I am bound to every act of duty, 
Jam not bound to that all slaves are free to. 
Utter my thoughts? Why, say they are vile 
and false ; : : 
As where’s that palace whereinto foul things 
Sometimes intrude not? who has a breast so 


pure, . 
But some uncleanly apprehensions 
Keep leets and Jaw-days and in session sit 140 
With meditations lawful? S 
Oth. Thou dost conspire against thy friend, 


Iago, 
If thou but think’st him wrong’d and makest 


is ear 
A stranger to thy thoughts, 
ago. _ L do beseech you— 
Though I perchance am vicious in my guess, 
As, I confess, it is my nature's plague 
To spy into abuses, and oft my jealousy : 
Shapes faults that are not—that your wisdom 


yel 
From one that so imperfectly conceits, 
Would take no notice, nor build yourself a 
trouble 150 
Out of his scattering and unsure observance. 
It were not for your quiet nor your good, 
Nor for my manhood, honesty, or wisdom, 
To let you know my thoughts. 
Oth. What dost thou mean? 
Jago. Good name in man and woman, dear 


my lo) 
Is the seomiediate jewel of their souls: 
Who steals my purse steals trash; ‘tis some- 
thing, not ping § 
Mine, "tis his, and has been slave to 
thousands ; 
But he that filches from me my good name 
bs me of that which not enricheshim x60 
And makes me poor indeed. 
Oth, By heaven, I’ll know thy thoughts. 
tago. 4 ou cannot, if my heart were in your 
and: 


Nor shall not, whilst ’tis in my custo é 
. Oth. Hal Bh ey. 


Lugo. _O, beware, my lord, of jealousy; 
It is the green-eyed monster which doth mock 
‘The meat it feeds on: that cuckold lives in 


liss 
Who, certain of his fate, Joves not his wronger ; 
But, O, what damned minutes tells he o’er 
Who dotes, yet doubts, suspects, yet strongly 
loves! 170 
Oth. O misery! 
Jago. Poor and content is rich and rich 
enough : F 
But riches fineless is as poor as winter 
To him that ever fears he shal] be poor. 
Good heaven, the souls of all my tribe defend 





Think’st thou I’ld make a life of jealousy, 

To follow still the changes of the moon 3 

Ath fea suspicions? No; to be once in 

loubt 

Is once to be resolved : exchange me fora gout, 

When I shall turn the business of my soul 181 

To such exsufflicate and blown surmises, 

Matching thy inference. ’Tis not to make me 
Jealous, ana 

To say my wife is fair, feeds well, loves com- 


any, , 

Is fibe of speech, sings, plays and dances well; 
Where virtue is, these are more virtuous : 
Nor from mine own weak merits will I draw 
The smallest fear or doubt of her revolt ; 
For she had eyes, and chose me. No, Iago; 
I'll see before I doubt; when I doubt, prove ; 
And on the proof, there is no more but this,— 
Away at once with love or jealousy ! 

Jago. Lam glad of it; for now I shall have 


reason 
To show the love and duty that I bear you 
With franker spirit: therefore, as Iam bound, 
Receive it from me. I speak not yet of prone 
Look to your wife ; observe her well with Cassio ; 
Wear your eye thus, not jealous nor secure : 
I would not have your free and noble nature, 
Out of self-bounty, be abused; look to’t: 200 
I know our country disposition well ; 
In Venice they do let heaven see the pranks 
They dare not show their husbands; their best 
conscience 
Is not to leave’t undone, but keep’t unknown. 
Oth. Dost thou say so? 
Jago. She did deceive her father, Marrying 


OU; 
And’ when she seem’d to shake and fear your 
looks, * 
She loved them most. 
Oth. And so she did. 


Iago. Why, go to then; 


'| She that, so young, could give out such a 


soning, 
To seel her father’s eyes up close as oak— 210 
He iipuaHe twas witchcraft—but I am much 
‘0 blame; f 
Ihumbly do beseech you of your pardon 
For too much doviniy seu, alae 
he am bound to thee for ever. 
Jeno see this hath a little dash'd your 


ipa 
Oth. Nota jot, not a jot. 
Iago. = 3 T faith, I fear it has. 
T hope you will consider what is spoke 
Comes from my love. But I do sce you're 
moved: 
Tam to pray you not to strain my speech 
To grosser issues nor to larger reach 
Than to suspicion. 220 
(us Twill nota ‘ 4 
‘ago. ould you do so, my lord, 
My speech should fall into such vile success 
As my thoughts aim not at. Cassio’s my 
Worthy friend— 
My lord, I see you’re moved. 
Oth. No, not much moved: 
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1 do not think but Desdemona’s honest, 
Jago. Long live she so! and long live you 
to think so! 
Oth. fad yet, how nature erring from 
itself,— 
Jago. Ay, there’s the point : as—to be bold 
with you— 
Not to affect many proposed matches 
Of her own clime, com nlexiom and degree, 230 
Whereto we see in all things nature tends— 
Yoh! one may smell in such a will most rank, 
Toul SBT BORO TS thoughts unnatural. 
But pardon me; I do not in position 
Distinctly speak of her; though I may fear 
Her will, recoiling to her better judgement, 
May fall to match you with her country forms 
And happily repent. 
he Farewell, farewell : 

If more thou dost perceive, let me know more ; 
Set on thy wife to observe: leave me, Iago. 240 
Lago. Going} My lord, I take my leave. 

Oth. Why did1 marry? ‘This honest creature 
doubtless 
Sees and knows more, much more, than he 
unfolds. 
Lago. [Retwrning] My lord, I would I might 
entreat your honour 
To scan this thing no further ; leave it to time: 
Though it be fit that Cassio have his place, 
Yor, sure, he fills it up with great ability, 
Yet, if you please to hold him off awhile, 
You shall by that perceive him and his means : 
Note, if your lady strain his entertainment 250 
With any strong or vehement importunity ; 
Much will be seen in that. In the mean time, 
Let me be thought too busy in my fears— 
As worthy cause I have to fear I am— 
And hold her free, I do beseech your honour. 
Oth. Fear not my government. 
tage. I once more take my leave. [Exit. 
Oth. This fellow’s of exceeding honesty, - 
And knows all qualities, with a learned spirit, 
Of human dealings, 1f I do prove her haggard, 
Though that her jesses were my dear heart- 
strings, _ 264 
I’ld whistle her off and let her down the wind, 
To prey atfortune. Haply, for I am black 
And have not those soft parts of conversation 
‘That chamberers have, or for I am declined 
Into the vale of years,—yet that’s not much— 
She’s gone. Iam abused; and my relief 
Must be to loathe her. O curse of marriage, 
That we can call these delicate creatures ours, 
gad not their appetites! I had rather be a 
oad, 270 
And live upon the vapour of a dungeon, 
Than keep a corner in the thing I love 
For others’ uses. Yet, tis the plague of great 
ones; 
Prerogatived are they less than the base ; 
*Tis destiny unshunnable, like death: 
Even then this forked plague is fated to us 
‘When we do quicken. Desdemona comes: 


Re-enter DESDEMONA and EMILIA. 


If she be false, O, then heaven mocks itself! 
I'l. not believe’t. 
Des. How now, my dear Othello! 


OTHELLO 


951 


Your dinner, and the generous islanders 280 
By you invited, do attend your presence. 
oe eee kc so faintly t 
es. y do you speak so faintly 
Are you not well? _ 
Oth, Ihave a pain upon my forehead here. 
Des. ’Faith, that’s with watching; ’twill 


Bay again a) i ‘: 
Let me but bind it hard, within this hour 
It will be well. 
h. Your napkin is too little: 
(He puts the handkerchief from him; and 
- _ tt drops. 
Let it alone. Come, I’ll go in with you. 
es. Lam very sorry that you are not well. 
z [Exewnt Othello and Desdemona. 
Emil. Iam glad I have found this napkin : 
This was her first remembrance from the Moor: 
My wayward husband hath a hundred times 
Woo'd me to steal it; but she so loves the token, 
For he conjured her she should ever keep it, 
That she reserves it evermore about her 
To kiss and talk to. Ill have the work ta’en 


out, 
And give’t Iago: what he will do with it 
Heaven knows, not I; 
I nothing but to please his fantasy. 
Re-enter Iaco. 


Iago. How now! what do you here alone? 
Emil. Do not you chide; I have a thing for 


you. a lena gor 
Tatas A thing for me? it is a common 
thing— 
Emil. Hat 


Jago. To have a foolish wife. 
Emil. O, is that all? What will you give 


me now 
For that same handkerchief? 
Iago. What handkerchief? 
Emil. What handkerchicf! 
Why, that the Moor first eave to Desdemona; 
That which so often you did bid me steal. 
Iago. Hast stol’n it from her? 310 
Emil. No, faith; she Ict it drop by negli- 
ence, 
And, to the advantage, I, being here, took’t up. 
Look, here it is. eS 
Tago. A good wench; give it me. 
Emil. What will you do with’t, that you 
have been so earnest : 
‘To have me filch it? 
Jago: [Snatching it] Why, what’s that to 


you? ‘: 
Emil. If it be not for some purpose of im- 
ort, 
Give me again: poor lady, she’ll run mad 
‘When she shall lack it. 
dan: ee not acknown on’t; I have use 
‘or it. 
Go, leave me, 4 [Exit Emilia. 320 
I will in Cassio’s lodging lose this napkin, 
And let him find it, Trifles light as air 
Are to the jealous confirmations strong C 
As proofs of holy writ: this may do something. 
The Moor already changes with my poison : 
Dangerous conceits are, in their natures, 
Poisons, 
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Which at the first are scarce found to distaste, 
But with a little act upon the blood, _ 

Burn like the mines of sulphur. I did say so: 
Look, where he comes! 


Re-enter OTHELLO. 

Not poppy, nor mandragora, 330 
Nor all the drowsy syrups of the world, 
Shall ever medicine thee to that sweet sleep 
Which thou owedst yesterday. 

Oth. Ha! ha! false to me? 

Ie ees Why, how now, general! no more of 
that. 


Oth. Avaunt! be gone! thou hast set me on 
the rack : 
Iswear’tis better to be much abused 
Than but to know’t a little. 
ago. How now, my lord! 
Oth, | What sense had I of her stol’n hours 


of lus' 

I saw’t not, thought it not, it harm’d not me: 
T slept the next night well, was free and merry ; 
I found not Cassio’s kisses on her lips: 341 
He that is robb'd, not wanting what is stol’n, 
Let him not know’t, and he’s not robb’d at all, 

Jago. Iam sorry to hear this. 

Oth. Thad been happy, if the general camp, 
Pioners and all, had tasted her sweet body, 
So Thad nothing known. O, now, for ever 
Farewell the tranquil mind! farewell content! 
Farewell the plumed troop, and the big wars, 
That make ambition virtue! O, farewell! 35° 


Farewell the neighing steed, and the shrill | V 


trump, 3 
The spirit-stirring drum, the ear-piercing fife, 
The royal banner, and all quality, 
Pride, pomp and circumstance of glorious war! 
And, O you mortal engines, whose rude throats 
The immortal Joye’s ‘dread clamours counter- 


eit, 
Farewell! Othello’s occupation’s gone! 
digas Ts’t possible, my lord? 
Ot ‘ Villain, be sure thou prove my love a 
whore, 
Be sure of it; give me the ocular proof; 360 
Or, by the worth of man’s eternal soul, 
Thou hadst been better have been born a dog 
Than answer my waked wrath! 
‘ago. ,, Is’t come to this? 
Oth. Make me to see’t; or, at the least, so 
prove it, 
That the probation bear no hinge nor loop 
To hang a doubt on; or woe upon thy life | 
Lago. My noble lord,— 
Oth, I thou dost slander her and torture me, 
Never pray more; abandon all remorse; 
On horror’s head horrors accumulate ; 370 
Do deeds to make heayen weep, ‘all earth 
amazed ; 
For nothing canst thou to damnation add 
Greater than that. Zi 
Tago. O grace! O heaven forgive me! 
Are you a man? have you a soul or sense? 
Sodibe wi’ you; take mine office. O wretched 


00] 

That livest to make thine honesty a vice! 

0 mourns world! Take note, take note, O 
worl 


OTHELLO 





[Act mr 


To be direct and honest is not safe. 

I thank you for this profit; and from hence 
T’ll love no friend, sith love breeds such offence, 
Oth. Nay, stay; thou shouldst be honest. 

Jugo. I should be wise, for honesty’s a fool 
And loses that it works for. 

Oth, By the world, 
I think my wife be honest and think she is not; 
I think that thou art just and think thou art 


not. 4 
Tl pave some proof. Her name, that was as 
Tes 
As Dian’s visage, is now begrimed and black 
As mine own face. If there be cords, or knives, 
Poison, or fire, or suffocating streams, _ 
Dll not endure it. Would 1 were satisfied ! 390 
Jago. I see, sir, you are eaten up with passion ; 
T do repent me that I put it to you. 
You would be satisfied ? : 
Oth. Would! nay, I will. 
Jago. And may; but, how? how satisfied, 
my lord? 5 
Would you, the supervisor, grossly gape on— 
Behold her topp’d? 5 
Oth. Death and damnation! O! 
Iago. It were a tedious difficulty, I think, 
To pring them to that prospect: damn them 
then, 
If ever mortal eyes do see them bolster __ 
More than their own! What then? how then? 
What shall I say? Where’s satisfaction? gor 
It is impossible you should see this, 
Vere they as prime as goats, as hot as monkeys, 
As salt as wolves in pride, and fools ag gross 
As ignorance made drunk. But yet, I say, 
If imputation and eons circumstances, 
Which lead directly to the door of truth, 

Will give you satisfaction, you may haye’t. 
Oth. Give me a living reason she’s disloyal. 
Lago. I do not like the office: 410 

But, sith I am enter'd in this cause so far, 

Prick’d to’t by foolish honesty and love, 

I will go on. “I lay with Cassio lately; 

And, being troubled with a raging tooth, 

I could not Blech 

There are a kind of men so loose of soul, _ 

That in their sleeps will mutter their attairs ; 

One of this kind is Cassio: 

In sleep I heard him say ‘Sweet Desdemona, 

Let us be wary, let us hide our loves;’ 420 

aout ety sir, would he gripe and wring my 
hand, 

Cry ‘O sweet creature!’ and then kiss me 


hard, 
As if he pluck’d up kisses by the roots 
‘That grew upon my lips: then Jaid his 1 
Over my thigh, and sigh’d, and kiss'd + and then 
Cried ‘Cursed fate that gave thee to the Moor!’ 
Oth. O monstrous! monstrous! 
ago. ._ Nay, this was but his dream. 
vm Oth. But this denoted a foregone conclusion: 
Tis a shrewd doubt, though it be but a dream. 
Jago. And this may help to thicken other 
proofs 430 
That do demonstrate thinly. . 
Oth, I'll tear her all to pieces. 
pe Nay, but be wise: yet we see nothing 
lone; 
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mand, 
‘And to obey shall be in me remor: 


Sornu ur] . 


She may be honest yet. Tell me but this, 
Have you not sometimes seen a handkerchief 
Spotted with strawberries in your wife's hand? 
Oth. J gave her such a one; ‘twas my first 
o 


gift. 
Jago. I know not that: but such a hand- 
kerchief— 
Lam sure it was your wife’s—did I to-day 
See Cassio wipe his beard with. 
hn ; If it be that,— 
Jago, Ié it be that, or any that was hers, 440 
It speaks against her with the other proots. 
Oth. O, that the slave had forty thousand 
lives! 
One is too poor, too weak for my revenge. 
Now do I see’tis true. Look here, Iago; 
All my fond love thus do I blow to heaven. 
gone. 
Arise, black vengeance, from thy hollow cell! 
Yield up, O love, thy crown and hearted throne 
To Weaning hate! Swell, bosom, with thy 
raught, | 
For ’tis of aspics’ tongues! 
Lugo, Yet be content. 450 
Oth. Q, blood, blood, blood ! 
Jago. Patience, I say; your mind perhaps 
may_change. 4 
Oth. Never, Iago. Like to the Pontic sea, 
Whose icy current and compulsive course 
Ne’er feels retiring ebb, but keeps due on 
To the Propontic and the Hellespont, 
Even so my bloody thoughts, with violent pace, 
Shall ne’er look back, ne’er ebb to humble love, 
Till that a capable and wide revenge 
Swallow them up. Now, by yond marble 
heaven, 460 
ie neels] In the due reverence of a sacred vow 
here engage my words. 
Lago. Do not rise yet. 
[incels] Witness, you ever-burning lights 





above, 
You elements that clip us round about, 
Witness that here Iago doth give up 
The execution of his wit, hands, heart, 
To wrong'd Othello’s service! Let him com- 


What bloo they rise. 
Oth. greet thy love, 
Not with vain thanks, but with acceptance 
bounteous, 4 47° 
And will upon the instant put thee to’t : 
Within these three days let me hear thee say 
That Cassio’s not alive. a2 
Jago. My friend is dead; "tis done at your 
request: 
But let her live. : 
Oth. Damn her, lewd minx! Q, damn her! 
Corne, go with me apart; I will withdraw, 
To furnish me with some swift means of death 
For the fair devil. Now art thou my lieutenant. 
Jago. Lam your own for ever. [2aeunt. 


Sorwr IV. Before the castle. 


Enter DESDEMONA, EMILLA, and Clown. 
Des. Doyouknow, sirrah, where Lieutenant 
Cassio lies? 


me 


ly business ever. 


OTHELLO 
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Clo. I dare not say he lies any where. 

Des. Why, man? 

Clo. He’s a soldier, and for one to say a 
soldier lies, is stabbing. 

Des. (40 to: where lodges he? E 

Clo. Yo tell you where he lodges, is to tell 
you where I lie. - 
es. Can any thing be made of this? to 
Clo. I know not where he lodges, and for 
me to devise a lodging and say he lies here or 
he lies there, were to lte in mine own throat. 

Des. Can you inquire him out, and be 
editied by report? ie, 

_ Clo. I will catechize the world for him; that 
is, make questions, and by them answer. 

Des. Seek him, bid him come hither: tell 
him I have moved my lord on his behalf, and 
hope all will be well. 20 

Clo. To do this is within the compass of 
man’s wit; and therefore I will attempt_the 
doing it. cit, 

oe ete should I lose that handkerchief, 
milia ¢ 

Emil. Lknow not, madam. . 

Des. Believe me, [had rathér have lost my 


purse 
Full of crusadoes : and, but my noble Moor 
Is true of mind and made of no such baseness 
As jealous creatures are, it were enough 
morput him to ill thinking. : 
Baril. _ Is he not jealous? - 
Des. Who, he? I think the sun where he 
was born 30 

Drew all such humours from him. 

Emil. Look, where he comes. 

Des. Iwill not leave him now till Cassio 
Be call'd to him. 


Enter OTHELLO. 


How is’t with you, my lord? 
Oth. Well, my good lady. [Aside] O, hard- 
ness to dissemble !— 
How do you, Desdemona? 
Des. _. Well, my good lord. 
Oth. Give me your hand : this hand is moist, 
my lady. oa 
Des. It yet hath felt no age nor known no 
sorrow. 2 
Oth. This argues fruitfulness and liberal 


heart ; 
Hot, hot, and moist: this hand of yours requires 
A sequester from liberty, fasting and prayer, 40 
Much castigation, exercise devout ; 
For here’s a young and sweating devil here, 
That commonly rebels. "Lis a good hand, 
A frank one. : 
Des. You may, indeed, say so; 
For ’twas that hand that gave away my heart, 
ais a liberal hand : the hearts of old gave 
ands ; 
But our new heraldry is hands, not hearts. 
Des. I cannot speak of this. Come now, 
your promise. 
Oth. What promise, chuck? 
Des. I have sent to bid Cassio come speak 


with you, +4 
Oth. Thave a salt and sorry rheum offen 
me; 
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Lend me thy handkerchief. 
Des. Fates niet pe: my iord. 
he. whic! we you. 
ee “i have it not about me. 


Des. 
Oth, Not? | 
Des. No, indeed, my lord. 


Oth. That is a fault. 
That handkerchief . 
Did an Egyptian to my mother give ; 
She was a charmer, and could almost read 
The thoughts of people: she told her, while she 


kept it, 
“Brault make her amiable and subdue my 
ather 
Entirely to her love, but if she lost it 60 
Or made a gift of it, my father’s eye | 
should hold her loathed and his spirits should 
unt 3 
After new fancies: she, dying, gave itme;. 
And bid me, when my fate would have me wive, 
To give ither. I did so: and take heed on’t; 
Make it a darling like your precious eye ;_ 
To lose’t or give 't away were such perdition 
As nothing else could match. 


Des. 
Oe _ Tis true: 


of it: 
A sibyl, that had number’d in the world 70 
The sun to course two hundred compasses, 
In her prophetic fury sew’d the work; 
The worms were hallow'd that did breed the 


Is’t possible? 
there’s magic in the web 


3 
And it was dyed in mummy which the skilful 
Conserved of maidens’ hearts. 
es. Indeed ! is’t true? 
Oth. Most veritable ; therefore look to’t well. 
Des. Then would to God that I had never 


seen’t! 
Oth. Ha! wherefore? 
Des. nay do you speak so startingly and 


ras! 
Oth. Is’t lost? is’t gone? speak, is it out 0’ 
the way? 80 
es. Heaven bless us! 
Oth. Say you? 
Des. tis not lost; but what an if it were? 
Oth. How! 
ee I say, it is not ies een 
h. ‘etch’t, let me see’t. 
Des. Why, so I can, sir, but I will not now. 
This is a trick to put me from my suit: 
Pray you, let Cassio be received again. 
Oth. Wetch me the handkerchief: my mind 
misgives. 
es. Come, come; 
You'll never meet a more sufficient man. 
Oth. The mabdkerchittl ie 
e3. pray, talk me of Cassio. 
Oe The handkerchief ! ; 

Cs, A man that all his time 
Hath founded his good fortunes on your love, 
Shared dangers with you,— 

Oth. The handkerchief | 
Des. In sooth, you are to blame, 


» Away! 2% 
Emil. Is not this man jealous? 
es, _Ine’er saw this before. 100 
Sure, there’s some wonder in this handkerchief : 


[Exit. 


OTHELLO 


[Acr nr 
Iam most unhappy in the loss of it. 

Emil. “Tis nota year or two shows usa man: 
They are all but stomachs, and we all but food: 
They eat us hungerly, and when they are full,’ 
They belch us. Look you, Cassio and my 

‘husband ! 


Enter Cassio and Laco, 
Iago, There is no other way; ’tis she must 


0°b: 
And, lo, the happiness ! go, and importune her, 
Des. How now, good. Cassio! what’s the 
news with you? : 
Cas. Madam, my former suit: I do beseech 
you 110 
That by your virtuous means I may again 
Exist, and be a member of his love 
Whom I with all the office of my heart 
Entirely honour: I would not be delay’d. 
If my offence be of such mortal kind 
That nor my Service past, nor present sorrows, 
Nor purposed merit in futurity, _ 
Can ransom me into his love again, 
But to know so must be my benefit; 
So shall I clothe me in a forced content, — 120 
And shut myself up in some other course, 
‘fo fortune’s alms. , . 
Des. _ Alas, thrice-gentle Cassio! 
My advocation is not now in tune; 
My lord is not my lord ; nor should I know him, 
Were he in favour as in humour alter’d, 
So help me every spirit sanctified, 
As [have spoken for you all my best 
And stood within the blank of his displeasure 
For my free speech! you must awhile be 
patient: i 
What I can do I will; and more I will 230 
Than for myself I dare: let that suffice you. 
Iago. Is my lord angry? 
Emil. e went hence but now, 
And certainly in strange unquictness. 
Tago. Can he be angry? I have seen the 


cannon, 3 
When it hath blown his ranks into the air, 
And, like the devil, from his very arm 
Puft'd his own brother :—and can he be angry? 
Something of moment then : I will go meet him: 
There’s matter in’t indeed, if he be angry. 139 
Des. Iprithee, do so. [Exit Lago. 
3 . Something, sure, of state, 
Either from Venice, or some unhatch’d practice 
Made demonstrable here in Cyprus to him, 
Hath puddled his clear spirit ; and in such cases 
Ten’s natures wrangle with inferior things, 
Though great ones are their object. "Lis even 


-805 
For let our finger ache, and it indues 
Our other healthful members even to that sense 
Jf pain: nay, we must think men are not gods, 
Nor of them look for such observances. 
As fit the bridal. Beshrew me much, Emilia, 
Iwas, unhandsome warrior as I am, aH 
pilsning his unkindness with my soul ; 
But now I find I had suborn’d the witness, 
And he’s indicted falsely. 
Limil. “Pray heaven it be state-matters, 9% 
you think, — 
And no conception nor no jealous toy 
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Concerning you. 
Des. Alas the day! I never gave him cause. 
Emil. But jealous souls will not be answer'd 
SO; 
They. are not ever jealous for the cause, 160 
Lut jealous for they are jealous : "tis a monster 
Begot upon itself, born on itself. 
Des. epee keep that monster from Othello’s 
mind! 
Emil. Lady, amen. : 
Des. Iwill go seek him. Cassio, walk here 


about: 
Tf I do find him fit, Ill move your suit 
And seek to etiect it to my uttermost. 
Cas. I humbly thank your faeyslity: 
[Hxeunt Desdemona and Emilia. 


Enter BIANCA, 


Bian. Save you, friend Cassio! 

Cas. $ What make you from home? 
How is it with you, my most fair Bianca? 170 
L faith, sweet love, I was coming to your house. 

Bian. | I was going to your lodging, 

Cassio, 
What, keep a week away? seven days and 

_ nights? 
magn score eight hours? and lovers’ absent 

ours, 
More tedious than the dial eight score times? 
O weary reckoning! 

as. Pardon me, Bianca: 

I have ths while with leaden thoughts been 

ress'd ; 
But I shall, in a more continuate time, __ 
Strike off this score of absence. Sweet Bian 

[Giving her Desdemona’s handkerchief. 

Take me this work out. é 

Bian. O Cassio, whence came this? 180 
This is some token froma newer friend : 

To the felt absence now I feel a cause: 
Is’t come to this? Well, well. 

Cas. r Go to, woman! 
Throw your vile guesses in the devil's teeth, 
From whence you have them. You are jealous 


now 
That this is from some mistress, some remem- 


rance : . 

No, in good troth, Bianca. i 
Bian. Vhy, whose is it? 
Cas. I know not, sweet: I found it in my 

chamber. ; 

T like the work well; ere it be demanded— 

As like enough it will—I’Id have it copied: r90 

Take it, and do’t; and leave me for this time. 
Bian. Leave you! wherefore? 

Cas. I do attend here on the general ; 

And think it no addition, nor my wish, 

To have him see me woman’d. 
Bian. Why, I pray you? 
Cas. Not that I love you not. 

Bian. _ _ But that you do not love me. 

I pray you, bring me on the way a little, 

And say if I shall see you soon at night. 
Cas. ‘Tis but a little way that I can bring 

you; 

For I attend here: but I'll see you soon. _200 

” Bian. Tis very good; I must be circum- 
~ stanced. [Exccunt, 
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ACT Iv. 
Scene I. Cyprus. Before the castle. 
Enter OTHELLO and Jaco. 


Lago. Willyou think so? _ 

Oth. Think so, Tago! 

Lago. : g Vhat, 

To kiss in private? E 
Oth, An unauthorized kiss, 
Iago. Or to be naked with her friend in bed 

An hour or more, not meaning any harm? 
Oth. Naked in bed, Iago, and not mean 

harm! | ‘ : 

It is hypocrisy against the devil ; 

They that mean virtuously, and yet do so, 

The devil their virtue tempts, and they tempt 


heayen. as F 
Iago. So they do nothing, ’tis a venial slip: 
But if I give my wife a handkerchicf,— 10 


Oth. What then? __ . 
Lago. Why, then, ’tis hers, my lord; and, 
being hers, 
She may, I think, bestow ’t on any man. 
Oth, She is protectress of her honour too: 
May she give that? 
ago. Her honour is an essence that’s not 


seen ; 
They have it very oft that have it not: 
But, for the handkerchief,— 

Oth. By heaven, I would most gladly have 

forgotit. | 

Thou said’st—O, it comes o’er my memory, 20 
As doth the raven o’er the infected house, 
Boding to all—he had my handkerchief. 

Iago. Ay, what of that? 

Oth. That’s not so good now. 

Lago. What, 
If I had said I had seen him do you wrong? 
Or heard him say,—as knaves be such abroad, 
Who having, by their own importunate suit, 
Or voluntary dotage of some mistress, 
Convinced or supplied them, cannot choose 
But they must blab— ‘ ; 

Oth. Hath he said any thing? 

Iago. He hath, my lord; but be you well 

assured, 30 

No more than he’ll unswear. 

th. 7 _ What hath he said? 
Lago. ’¥aith, that he did—I know not what 


he did. 

Oth. What? what? 

Jago. Lie—_ 

Oth, With her? 

Iago. With her, on her; what you will. 

Oth. Lie with her! lie on her! We say lie 
on her, when they belie her. Lie with Hen 
that’s fulsome.—Handkerchief—confessions— 
handkerchief !—To confess, and_be hanged for 
his labour ;—first, to be hanged, and then to 
confess.—I tremble at it. Nature would not 
invest herself in such shadowing passion with- 
out some instruction. It is not words that 
shake me thus. Pish! Noses, ears, and lips.— 
Is’t_ possible? — Confess — handkerchief ! —O 
devil! [Falls in a trance, 

Tago. Work on, 
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My mevicing work! Thus credulous fools are 
caught; 

And many worthy and chaste dames even thus, 

All guiltless, meet reproach. What, ho! my 


ord! 
My lord, I say! Othello! 


Enter Cassio. 


How now, Cassio! 
Cas. What's the matter? i 50 
Iago. My lord is fall’n into an epilepsy : 
This is his second fit; he had one yesterday. 
Cas. Rub him about the temples. 
Tago, _ _,, No, forbear; 
The fetina must have his quiet course : 
1f not, he foams at mouth and by and by | 
J3reaks out to savage madness. Look, he stirs: 
J'0 you withdraw yourself a little while, 
He will recover straight: when he is gone, 
I would on great occasion speak with you. _ 
[Exit Cassio. 
How is it, general? have you not hurt your 
60 


head? 
Oth. Dost thou mock me? 
Iago. I mock you! no, by heaven. 
would you would bear your fortune like a 


man! 

Oth. A horned man’s a monster and a 

beast. 

Iago. There’s many a beast then in a popu- 

lous city, 
And many a civil monster. 

Oth. Did he confess it? 

Tago. Good sir, be a man; 
Think every bearded fellow that’s but yoked 
May draw with you: there’s millions now alive 
That nightly lie in those unproper beds 
Which they dare swear peculiar: your case is 

better. 7° 
O, ’tis the spite of hell, the fiend’s arch-mock, 
To lip a wanton in a secure couch 
And to suppose her chaste! No, Iet me know g 
And knowing what I am, I know what she 


shall be. 
Oth, O, thou art wise ; "tis certain. 
Lago. Stand you awhile apart ; 


Contine yourself but in a patient list. 
Whilst you were here o’erwhelmed with your 
otlel— ne 

A passion most unsuiting such a man— 

Cassio came hither: I shifted him away, 

And laid good ’scuse upon your ecstasy, 80 
Bade him anon return and here speak with me ; 
The which he promised. Do but encaye your- 


self, 
And mark the flcers, the gibes, and notable 
scorns, _ “ 
That dwell in every region of his face ; 
For I will make him tell the tale anew, 
Where, how, how oft, how long ago, and when 
He hath, and is again to cope your wife: 
say, but mark his gesture. Marry, patience; 
Or I shall say you are all in all in spleen, 
And nothing of a man, 
Oth. Dost thou hear, Iago? go 
I will be found most cunning in my patience; 
But—dost thou hear ?—most bloody. 
Lago. That’s not amiss ; 
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Will you withdraw ? 

2 Othello retires. 

Now will I question Cassio of Bianca, 

‘A housewife that by selling her desires 

Buys herself bread and clothes: it is a creature 

That dotes on Cassio; as’tis the strumpct’s 
plague f 

To bexuile many and be beguiled by one: 

He, when he hears of her, cannot refrain 

From the excess of laughter. Here he comes: 


Re-enter Cassio. 
Ashe shall smile, Othello shall gomad; — 101 
‘And his unbookish jealousy must construe 
Poor Cassio’s smiles, gestures and light be- 
haviour, 4 
Quite in the wrong. How do you now, lieu- 
tenant? e 
Cas. The worser that you give me the’ addi- 


But yet keep time in all. 


tion 

Whose want even kills me. . 

Iago. Ply Desdemona well, and you are 
sure on’t. : ; : 

[Speaking lower] Now, if this suit lay in 

1ancas power, 

How quickly should you speed! 
Cas. Alas, poor caitiff! 
Oth. Look, how he laughs already ! 110 
Lago. never knew woman love man so. 
Cas. Alas, poor rogue! I think, i’ faith, she 

loves me. 
Oth. Now he denies it faintly, and laughs it 


out. 
Tago. Do you hear, Cassio? 
Oth. Now he importunes him 
To tell it o'er: go to; well said, well suid. 
Jago. She gives it out that you shall marry 


her : d 
Do you intend it? 


Cas. Ha, ha, ha! 120 
Oth, Do you triumph, Roman? do you 
triumph? 


Cas. marry her! what? a customer! Pri- 
thee, bear some charity to my wit; do not think 
it so unwholesome. ‘2, ha, ha! 

Oth. So, so, $0, so : they Taugh that win, 

Tago. ’Waith, the cry goes that you shall 
marry her. 

Cas. Prithee, say true. 

Iago. Jama very villain else. 

Oth. Haye you scored me? Well. 130 

Cas. This is the monkey’s own giving out: 
she is persuaded I will marry her, out of her 
own love and flattery, not out of my promise. 

Gee: Iago beckons me; now he Raping the 
story. 

Cas. She was here even now; she haunts 
me in every place. I was the other day talkin 
on the sea-bank with certain Venetians; an¢ 
thither comes the bauble, and, by this hand, 
she falls me thus about my neck— 140 

Oth. Crying ‘O dear Cassio!’ as it were: 
his gesture imports it. 

Cas. So hangs, and lolls, and weeps upon 
me; so hales, and pulls me: ha, ha, ha! | 

Oth. Now he tells how she plucked him to 
my chamber. 0, I see that nose of yours, but 
not that dog I shall throw it to, 
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Cas. Well, must leave her company. 

Lago. Before me! look, where she comes. 

Cas, “Tis such another fitchew! marry, a 
perfumed one. 151 


Enter Branca. 


What do you mean by this haunting of me? 

Bian, “Let the devil and his dam haunt 
you! What did you mean by that same hand- 
kerchief you gave me even now?_ I wasa fine 
fool to take it. I must take out the work?—A 
likely piece of work, that you should find it in 
your chamber, and not know who left it there! 
This is some minx’s token, and 1 must t 
out the work? There; give it your hobby- 
horse: wheresoever you had it, PU take out 
no work on’t. . 161 

Cas. How now, my sweet Bianca! how 
now! how now! 

Oth. By heaven, that should be my hand- 
kerchief ! i 

Bian. An you'll come to supper to-night, 
you may; an you will not, come when you are 
next prepared for. [£zit. 

Jago. After her, after her, 

Cas. ’Faith, I must; she'll rail in the street 
else. : 171 

Iago. Will you sup there? 

Cas. ’Faith, Lintend so. 

Iago. Well, 1 may chance to see you; for I 
would very fain speak with you. 

Cas. Pyithee, come; will you? 

Iago. Goto; saynomore. [Exit Cassio. 
Oth. [Advancing] How shall I murder him, 

ago? 

Iago. Did you perceive how he laughed at 
his vice? 181 

Oth. O Tago! 

Iago. And did you see the handkerchief? 

Oth. Was that mine? 

Iago. Yours, by this hand: and to see how 
he prizes the foolish woman your wife! she 
gave it him, and he hath given it his whore. 

Oth. I would have him nine years a-killing. 
A fine woman ! a fair woman !.a sweet woman! 

Jago. Nay, you must forget that. 190 

Oth, Ay, let her rot, and Per _and be 
damned to-night; for she shall not live: no, 
my heart is turned to stone; I strike it, and it 
hurts my hand. O, the world hath not a 
sweeter creature : she might lie by an emperor's 
side and command him tasks. 

Jago. Nay, that’s not your way. 

Oth. Hang her! I do but say what she is: 
so delicate with her needle: an admirable 
musician: O! she will sing the savagencss out 
of a bear: of so high and plenteous wit and 
invention :— 3 201 

Lago. She’s the worse for all this. 

Oth. O, a thousand thousand times: and 
then, of so gentle 2 condition! 

Jago. Ay, too gentle. 

Oth, Nay, that’s certain: but yet the pity 
of it, Iago! O Iago, the pity of it, Iago! 

Iago. If you are so fond over her iniquity, 
give her patent to offend; for, if it touch no! 
you, it comes near nobody. 210 
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Ot I will chop her into messes: cuckold 
me 
Lago. _O, ’tis foul in her. 
Oth. With mine officer! 
pag. That’s fouler. Th 
Oth. Get me some poison, Iago; this night: 
I'll not expostulate with her, lest her body and 
| beauty unprovide my mind again: this night, 
ago. 219 
Tago. Do it not with poison, strangle her in 
her bed, even the bed she hath contaminated. 
Oth. Cood, good: the-justice of it pleases: 
very good, . 
‘ago. And for Cassio, let me be his under- 
taker: you shall hear more by midnight. : 
Oth.” Excellent good. [A trumpet within] 
What trumpet is that same? ‘ 
Jago. Something from Venice, sure. "Lis 
odovico é 
Come from the duke: and, see, your wife is 
with him. 





Enter Lopovico, DESDEMONA, and 
Attendants. 


Lod, Save you, worthy general! ; 
th. With all my heart, sir, 

Lod. The duke and senators of Venice grect 
you. [Gives him a letter. 

Oth. I kiss the instrument of their pleasures, 

7. Opens the letter, and reads, 

Des. And what’s the news, good cousin 
Lodovico? 

Jago. Lam very glad to see you, signior; 

Velcome to Cyprus. 

Lod. I thank you. How does Lieutenant 
Cassio? 

Iago. Lives, sir. 


Des. Cousin, there’s fall’n between him and 
my lord 
An unkind breach: but you shall make all 
well. 
Oth. Are you sure of that? 
Des. Mylord? 
Oth. [Reads] ‘This fail you not to do, as 
you will~ 240 
Zod. He did not call; he’s busy in the 
paper. 


Is there division *twixt my lord and Cassio? 
Des. A most unhappy one: I would do much 
To atone them, for the love I bear to Cassio. 
Oth. Fire and brimstone! 
Des. My lord? 


Oth. - Are you wise? 

Des, What, is he angry? 

Lod. May be the letter moved him: 
For, as I think, they do command him home, 
Deputing Cassio in his government. 

‘Des, frust me, I am glad on’t. 

Oth. Indeed! 


Des. My lord? 
Oth. Iam glad to see you mad. 

es. Why, sweet Othello,— 
Oth, [Striking her] Devil! _ 251 
Des. I have not deserved this. 
Lod. My lord, this would not be believed in 


enice, 
Though I should swear I saw’t: ’tis very much: 
Make her amends; she weeps. 
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Oth. O devil, devil! 
Té that the earth could teem with woman's 


tears, : 
Each drop she falls would prove a crocodile. 
Out of my sight! 2 . 
Des. Iwill not stay to offend you. (Going. 
Lod, Truly, an obedient lady: 
I do beseech your lordship, call her back. 
Oth. Mistress! 
Des. My lord? 2 s 
Oth, What would you with her, sir? 
Lod. Who, I, my-lord? 
Oth. Ay; you did wish that I would make 
_ her turn: 
Sir, she can turn, and turn, and yet go on, 
And turn again ; and she can weep, sir, weep ; 
‘And she’s obedient, as you say, obedient, 
Very obedient. Proceed you in your tears. 
Concerning this, sir,—O well-painted passion !— 
Tam commanded home. (et you away ; 
[ll send for you anon. Sir, I obey the man- 
late, . 270 
And will return to Venice. Hence, avaunt! 
Lait Desdemona. 
Cassio shall have my place. And, sir, to-night, 
T do entreat that we may sup together : 
You are welcome, sir, to Cyprus.—Goats and 
monkeys! (Exit. 
Lod. Is this the noble Moor whom our full 


senate 
Call all in all sufficient? Is this the nature 
phon passions could not shake? whose solid 
virtue 
The shot of accident, nor dart of chance, 
Could neither graze nor pierce? 
Jago. al ae He is much changed. 
Lod. Are his wits safe 


260 


7 is he not light of 
brain? 280 
Iago. He’s that he is: I may not breathe 


my censure : 
What he might be: if what he might he is not, 
I would to heaven he were! 
Lod. What, strike his wife! 
Tago. ?Faith, that waz not so well; yet 
would I knew 
That stroke would prove the worst! 
rd, _ _Isit his use? 
Or did the letters work upon his blood, 
And new-create this fault? 
Lago. if Alas, alas! 
It is not honesty in me to speak 
What Ihave seen and known. You shall ob- 
serve him, 7 
And his own courses will denote him so 290 
That I may save my speech: do but go after, 
And mark how he continues. 
Lod. Lamsorry that I am deccived in him. 
[Exeunt. 


Scene II. A room in the castle. 


Enter OTHELLO and EMILIA. 


Oth. You have seen nothing then? 
Emil. Nor ever heard, nor ever did suspect. 
Oth. Yes, you have seen Cassio and she 


vorenex. 
Emil. But then I saw no harm, and then 
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Each syllable that breath made up between 


them. r Ph 
Oth. What, did they never whisper? 
Emil. Never, my lord. 
Oth. Nor send you out o’ the way? 
Emil. Never. 
Oth. To fetch her fan, her gloves, her mask, 
nor nothing? 
Emil. Never, my lord. 
Oth. That’s strange. 
Emil. I durst, my lord, to wager she is 
honest, : : 
Lay down my soul at stake: if you think other, 
Remove your thought; it doth abuse your 
bosom. n> 
Tf any wretch have put this in your head, 
see heaven requite it with the serpent’s curse! 
For, 
There’s no man happy; the 
wives 
Ts foul as slander. 
Oth. 


10 


if she be not honest, chaste, and true, | 
purest of their 


Bid her come hither : go. 
_ [Exit Emilia. 
She says enough; yet she’s a simple Dawd — 20 
That cannot say as much. This is a subtle 
whore, 
A closet lock and key of villanous secrets : 
And yet she’ll kneel and pray; I have seen 
her do’t. 


Enter DESDEMONA with EEMILIA. 


Des. 
Oth. 


Oth, 


Look in my face. 
Des. What horrible fancy *s this? 
Oth. [Zo Emilia] Some of your function, 
inistress }, 
Leave procreants alone and shut the door ; 
Cough, or cry ‘hem,’ if any body come: 
Your mystery, your mystery ; nay, dispatch. 30 
(Exit Emilia. 
Des. Upon my knees, what doth your speech 
import? 
I understand a fury in your words, 
But not the words. 
Oth. Why, what art thou? 
Des. _. Your wife, my lord; your true 
And loyal wife. 


Oth. Come, swear it, damn thyself; 
Lest, being like one of heaven, the devils them- 


My lord, what is your will? 

Pray, chuck, come hither. 
What is your pleasure? 
‘Let me see your eyes; 





selves 

Should fear to seize thee: therefore be double 

damn’d: 

Swear thou art honest. < 
Des. Heaven doth truly know it. 
les eleaver truly knows that thou art false 

as hell. 

To whom, my lord? with whom? how 

am I false? 40 
Oth. O Desdemona! away! away! away! 
Des. ee the heavy day! Why do you 

weep 

Am I the motive of these tears, my lord? 

if haply you my father do BUBpEgE ee 

_An ins t Ky 

fe situment () is your calling bac 
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Lay not your blame on me: if you have lost 


nim, 

Why, I have lost him too. 

Oth. : _,, Had it pleased heaven 
To try me with affliction; had they rain’d 
All kinds of sores and shames on my bare head, 
Steep’d me in poyerty to the very lips, 50 
Given to captivity me and my utmost hopes, 
I should have found in some place of my soul | 
A drop of patience: but, alas, to make me 
A fixed figure for the time of scorn 
To point his slow unnoving finger at! 
Yet could I bear that too; well, very well: 


* But there, where I have garner'd up my heart, 


Where cither I must live, or bear no life; 
The fountain from the which my current runs, 
Or else dries up; to be discarde thence! 60 
Or keep it as a cistern for foul toads , 
To mob and gender in! Turn thy complexion 
here, 
Patience, thou youngand rose-lipp’d cherubin,— 
Ay, there, look grim.as hell! 
‘Des. Lhope my noble lord esteemsme honest. 
Oth. O, ay; as summer flies are in the 
shambles, ; ¢ 
That quicken even with blowing. O thou weed, 
Who art 0 lovely fair and smell’st so sweet 
That the sense aches at thee, would thou hadst 
ne’er been born! _ 
Des. Alas, what ignorant sin have I com- 
5 puied a 
ee 


ook, 
Made to write ‘whore’ upon? What com- 
mitted! 5 

Committed! O thou public commoner! 

T should make very forges of my cheeks, 

‘That would to cinders burn up modesty, | 

Did I but speak thy deeds. What committed ! 
Heaven stops the nose at it and the moon 


0 
Was this fair paper, this most goodly 


winks, , : 
The bawdy wind that kisses all it meets 
Ts hush’d within the hollow mine of earth, 
‘And will not hear it. What committed! 80 
impudent strumpct! 
es. sy heaven, you do me wrong. 
Oth. Are not youa ecru pe — 
C3. No, as [am a Christian : 
If to preserve this vessel for my lord 
From any other foul unlawful touch 
Be not to be a strumpet, I am none. 
Oth. What, not a whore? 
Des. : No, as I shall be saved. 
Oth. Is’t possible? 


Des. O, heaven forgive us! 
Oth. Tcry you mercy, then: 
I took you for that cunning whore of Venice 
That married with Othello. [Raising his voice] 
You, mistress, % Z go 
That have the office oe to Saint Peter, 
And keep the gate of hell! 


Re-enter EXILta. 
You, you, ay, you! 
We have done our course; there’s money for 
your pains: 
I pray you, turn the key and keep our counsel. 
[2xit. 
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Emil. ee what does this gentleman con- 
ceive 
ow ao you madam? how do you, my good 
ady 
Des. Faith, half asleep. 5 
Emil.. Good madam, what’s the matter with 
my lord? 
Des. With who? 
Emil._ Why, with ny lord, madam. 100 
Des. Who is Bivdlon fe 
Emil. e that is yours, swect lady. 
Des. I have none: do not talk to me, 
Emilia; 
I cannot weep; nor answer haveI none, . 
But what should go by water. Prithee, to-night 
Lay on my bed my wedding sheets: remember; 
And call thy husband hither. 


Emil. —— Here’s a ghanaesnder | [Zxit. 
Des. “Tis meet I should be used so, very 


meet. 
How have I been behaved, that he might stick 
The small'st opinion on my least misuse? 


Re-enter Extra with Taco. 
Tago. What is your pleasure, madam? How 
is’t with you? 110 
Des. I cannot tell. Those that do teach 
young babes 
Do it with gentle means and easy tasks: 
He might have chid me so; for, in good faith, 
Tama child to chiding. 
Jago. What’s the matter, lady? 
eae Alas, Iago, my lord hath so bewhored 
her, 
‘Thrown such despite and heavy terms upon her, 
As true hearts cannot bear. 
Des. Am I that name, Jago? Es 
Iago. What name, fair lady? 
Des. Such as she says my lord did say I was. 
Emil. He call'd her whore: a beggar in his 
drink F 120 
Could not have laid such terms upon his callet. 
Tago. Why did he so? 
Des. mo do not know; I am sure I am none 
such. 
Tago. ‘ Do not weep, do not weep. Alas the 
‘ay 
Emil. Hath she forsook so many noble 
matches, ; 
Her father and her country and her friends, 
To be call’d whore? would it not make one 
weep? 
Des. It is my wretched fortune. 
Tago. teongh Beshrew him for’t! 
How comes this trick upon him? 
Des. ; Nay, heayen doth know, 
Emil. I will be hangd, if some eternal 
villain, a Bee 130 
Some busy and insinuating rogue, 
Some cogging, cozening slave, to get some 


oifice, 
Have! not devised this slander; I’ll be hang’d 
else. 
Tago. Fie, there is no such man; it is im- 


possible. 
ae If any such there be, heaven pardon 
im! 
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Emil. A halter pardon him! and hell gnaw 
his bones! 
Why should he call her whore? who keeps her 
company ? : 
What place? what time? what form? what 
likelihood ? : 
The Moor’s abused by some most villanous 
knave, 
Some base notorious knave, some scurvy fellow. 
oO heaven, that such companions thou ‘Idst un- 
old, . I4t 
And put in every honest hand a whip 
To lash the rascals naked through the world 
Even from the east to the west! ro 2 
Jago. Speak within door. 
ade O, fie upon them! Some such squire 
he was 


That tumn’d your wit the seamy side without, 
And made you to suspect me with the Moor. 
Lago. You are a fool; go to. 
Des. 4 O good Iago, 
What shall I do to win my lord again? _ 
Good friend, go to him; for, by this light of 
heaven, 150 
I know not how I lost him. Here I kneel : 
Ife’er my will did trespass ’gainst his love, 
Either in discourse of thought or actual deed, 
Or that mine eyes, mine ears, or any sense, 
Delighted them in any other form ; 
Or that I do not yet, and ever did, 
And ever will—though he do shake me off 
To beggarly divoreement—love him dearly, 
Comfort forswear me! Unkindness may do 
much; 
And his unkindness may defeat my life, 160 
But never taint my love. I cannot say ‘whore :’ 
It doth abhor me now I speak the word ; 
To do the act that might the addition earn 
Not the world’s mass of vanity could make me. 
Jago. I pray you, be content; ’tis but his 


umour : 3 
The business of the state does him offence, 
And he does chide with you. 
Des. If ‘twere no other,— 
Lago. "Tis but so, I warrant. 
[Lrumpets within. 
Hark, how these instruments summon to 
supper! 2 
The messengers of Venice stay the meat: 170 
Go in, and weep not; all things shall be well. 
[Exeunt Desdemona and Emilia. 


Enter Roverico. 
How now, Roderigo! 

Rod. I do not find that thou dealest justly 
with me. ~ 

Iago. What in the contrary? : 

Rod. Every day thou daffest me with some 
device, Iago; and rather, as it seems to me 
now, keepest from me all conveniency than 
suppliest_me with the least advantage of hope. 
I will indeed no Jonger endure it, nor am I yet 
persuniicd to put up in peace what already I 

ave foolishly suffered. 

Jago. Will you hear me, Roderigo? 

Rod. Faith, I have heard too much, for 
your words and performances are no kin to- 
gether. 
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Iago. You charge me most unjustly. 

Rod, With nought but truth, I have wasted 
myself out of my means. The jewels you have 
had from me to deliver to Desdemona would 
half have corrupted a votarist: you have told 
me she hath received them and returned me 
expectations and comforts of sudden respect 
and acquaintance, but I find none. 

* Iago. Well; goto; very well. 

Rod. Very well! go to! I cannot 
man; nor "tis not very well: nay, I thin 
scurvy, and begin to find myself fopped in it. 

Lago. Very well. 

Rod. I tell you ’tis not very well. I will 
make myself Inown to Desdemona: if she will 
return me my jewels, [ will give over my suit 
and repent my unlawful solicitation; if not, 
assure yourself I will seek satisfaction of you. 

ago. You have said now. 

Rod. Ay, and said nothing but what I pro- 
test intendment of doing. : 

Iago. Why, now I sce there’s mettle in thee, 
and even from this instant do build on thee 
a better opinion than ever before. Give me thy 
hand, Roderigo: thou hast taken against mea 
most just exception; but yet, I protest, I have 
dealt most directly in thy affair, 

Rod. It hath not appeared. 

Tago. I grant indeed it hath not appeared, 
and pour suspicion is not without wit and judge- 
ment. But, Roderigo, if thou hast that in thee 
indeed, which I have greater reason to believe 
now than ever, I mean purpose, courage and 
valour, this night show it: if thou the next 
night following enjoy not Desdemona, take me 
from this world with treachery and devise 
engines for my life. | _ Daan 

Rod. Well, what is it? is it within reason 
and compass? ie 

Lago. Sir, there is especial commission come 
prom Venice to depute Cassio in Othello’s 
place. ; 

Rod. Is that true? why, then Othello and 
Desdemona return again to Venice. 

Zago. O, no; he goes into Mauritania and 
takes away with him the fair Desdemona, 
unless his abode be lingered here by some 
accident: wherein none can be so determinate 
as the removing of Cassio, 











. How do you mean, removing of him? 
Iago. Why, by making him uncapable of 
Othello’s place; knocking out his brains. 
Rod. And that you would have me to do? 


Jago. Ay, if you dare do yourself a prod 
and aright. He sups to-night with a harlotry, 
and thither will I go to him: he knows not yet 
of his honourable fortune. If you will watch 
his poing thence, which I will fashion to fall 
eut between twelve and one, you may take him 
at your pleasure ; I will be near to second your 
attempt, and he shall fall between us, Come, 
stand not amazed at it, but go along with me; 
I will show you such a necessity in his death 
that you shall think yourself bound to put it 
on him. It is now high supper-time, and the 
nigh grows to waste : about it. peo 
Rod. Iwill hear further reason for this. 
Iago. And you shall be satisfied. [Zxeunt. 
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Scene 11] 
Scene IIL. Another room in the castle, 


Enter OTHELLO, Lopovico, DESDEMONA, 
Eminta, and Attendants. 


Lod. I do beseech you, sir, trouble yourself 
no further. : 

Oth, O, pardon me; "twill dome good to walk. 

Lod. Madam, good night; I humbly thank 
yourladyship. _ 
es. Your honour is most welcome. 


Oth. Will you walk, sir? 
O,—Desdemona,— 

Des. My lord? 

Oth. Get-you to bed on the instant; I will 


be returned forthwith ; dismiss your attendant 
there; look it be done. 
Des. Iwill, my lord. 10 
[Excunt Othello, Lodovico, and Attendants. 
Emil, How goes it now? he looks gentler 
than he did. Z 
es. He says he will return incontinent: 
He hath commanded me to go to bed, 
And bade me to dismiss you. __ 
Einil. _ Dismiss me! 
Des. Tt was his bidding; therefore, good 
Emilia, y 
Give me my nightly wearing, and adieu: 
We must not now displease him.- 
Lmil. IT would you had never seen him! 
Des. So would not I: my love doth so 
approve him, E Z 
That even his stubbornness, his checks, his 
frowns,— 20 
Prithee, unpin me,—have grace and favour in 


them. 
Emit. I have laid those sheets you bade me 
on the bed. 3 5 
Des. All’s one. Good faith, how foolish are 
our minds! . 
If I do die before thee, prithee, shroud me 
In one of those same sheets. 
Emil. Come, come, you talk. 
Des, My mother had a maid call’d Barbara: 
She was in love, and he she loved proved mad 
And did forsake her: she had a song of 
‘willow ;” 7 
An old thing ’twas, but it express’d her fortune, 
And she died singing it: that song to-night 30 
Will not go from my mind; I have much to do, 
But to go hang my head all at one side, 
And sing it like poor Barbara. Prithee, dis- 


patch. % 
Einit, Shall I go fetch your night-gown? 
8. ecars No, unpin me here. 
This Lodovico is a proper man. 
Emil. A very handsome man. 
Des. He speaks well. | a 
Emil. I know a lady in Venice would have 
walked barefoot to Palestine for a touch of his 
nether lip, 40 
Des. | Singing] The poor soul sat sighing by 
a sycamore tree, 
Sing all a green willow; 
Her hand on her bosom, her head on her knee, 
Sing willow, willow, willow: 
The fresh streams ran by her, and murmur'd 
her moans; _ - 
Sing willow, willow, willow; 
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Her salt tears fell from her, and soften’d the 
stones ;— 
Lay by these :— 


[Singing] Sing willow, willow, willow ; 
Prithee, hie thee ; he’ll come anon :— 50 
[Singing] Sing alla green willow must be my 
garland, 
Let nobody blame him ; hisscorn I approve,— 
Yay, that’s not next.—Hark! who is’t that 
knocks? ; 
Emil. It’s the wind. 
Des. [Singing] I call’d my love false love ; 
but what said he then? 
3 Sing willow, willow, willow: 
Tf I court moe women, you’ll couch with moe 


men.— 
So, get thee gone; good night. Mine eyes 
do itch; ® 
Doth that bode weeping? _ 
Emil. ’Tis neither here nor there. 
Des. have heard it said so. O, these men, 
these men! ct 2 o 
Dost_ thou in conscience think,—tell me, 


Emilia,— x 
That there be women do abuse their husbands 
In such gross kind? 
Emil. There be some such, no 
Des. Wouldst thou do such a dee 
the world? 
Emil. Why, would not you? : 
Des. No, by this heavenly light ! 
Einil. Nor I neither by this heavenly light; 
I might do’t as well i’ the dark. 
Des. Wouldst thou do such a deed for all 
the world? x ‘ 
Emil. The world’s a huge thing: itis a great 
price 
For a small vice. ¥ 
Des. In troth, I think thou wouldst not. 70 
Emil. In troth, I think I should; and un- 
do’t when [had done. Marry, [ would not do 
such a thing for a joint-ring, nor for measures 
of lawn, nor for gowns, petticoats, nor caps, nor 
any petty exhibition ; but, for the whole world,— 
why, who would not make herhusband a cuckold 
to make him a monarch? I should venture 
purgatory for’t. : 
Des. Beshrew me, if I would do such a 


wrong 
For the whole world. ; 79 
Emil. Why, the wrong is but a wrong i’ the 
world; and having the world for your labour, 
“tis a wrong in your own world, and you might 
quickly make it right. | 
Des. Ido not think there is any such woman. 
Limil. Yes, a dozen; and as many to the 
vantage as would store the world they played for. 
But I do think it is their husbands” faults 
If wives do fall: say that they slack their duties. 
And pour our treasures into foreign laps, 
Or else break out in peevish jealousies, 90 
Throwing restraint upon us; or say they strike 


uestion. 
for all 


us, 

Or scant our former haying in despite ; 

Why, we have galls, and though we have some 
grace, 

Yet have we some revenge. Let husbands 
know 
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ir Wi i : they Oth. It is even so. 
erate hhavesente like tiem sitheviseeisied Cas. O, help, ho! light! a surgeon! 30 


And have their palates both for sweet and sour, 
‘As husbands have. What is it that they do 
When they change us for others? Is it sport? 
I think it is: and doth affection breed it? 
I think it doth : is’t frailty that thus errs? 100 
It is so too: and have not we affections, 
Desires for sport, and frailty, as men have? 
Then let them use us well: else let them know, 
The ills we do, their ills instruct us so. 

Des. Good night, good night: heaven me 

such uses send, 
Not to pick bad from bad, but by bad mend ! 
[Exeunt. 


ACT Y. 
ScENE I. Cyprus. A street. 
Enter Taco and RopDERIGO. 


Iago, Here, stand behind this bulk; straight 
willhecome: . ; 
Wear thy good rapier bare, and put it home: 
Quick, quick; fear nothing; l be at thy 
elbow: 
Tt makes us, or it mars us; think on that, 
‘And fix most firm thy resolution. 
‘Rod. Be near at hand; I may miscarry in’t. 
Lago: Here, at thy hand: be bold, and take 
t by stand. [ Retires. 
Rod. Ihave no great devotion to the deed; 
And yet he hath given me satisfying reasons : 
Tis but a man gone. Forth, my sword: he 


dies. 10 
Iago. Ihave rubb’d this young quat almost 
to the sense, 
d_he grows angry. Now, whether he kill 
Cassio, | 
Or Cassio him, or each do kill the other, 
Every way makes my gain: live Roderigo, 
He calls me to a restitution large 
Of gold and jewels that I bobb’d from him, 
As gifts to Desdemona; 
Tt must not be: if Cassio do remain, 
He hath a daily beauty in his life 
That makes me ugly ; and, besides, the Moor 
May unfold me to him ; there stand I in much 


peril SPs ate : 21 
No, he must die. But so: I hear him coming. 


Enter Cassio. 
Rot. I know his gait, ’tis he —Villain, thou 
diest! [Alakes a pass at Cassio. 
Cas. That thrust had been mine enemy in- 


eed, 
But that my coat is better than thou know’st : 
I will make proof of thine. 
[Dranws, and wounds Roderigo. 
Rod. : , Lam slain! 
[ago from behind wounds Cassio in the 
° leg, and exit. 
Cas. I am maim’d for ever. Help, ho! 
murder! murder! Pivatts. 


Enter OTHELLO. 
Oth. eae voice of Cassio: Iago keeps his 









Iago. 
What are you there? come in, and 





Oth. "Tis he :—O brave Iago, honest and just, 


That hast such noble sense of thy friend’s 


wr 


‘ong! ah : 
Thou teachest me. Minion, your dear lies 


dea 
And your unblest fate hies: strumpet, I come. 
Forti of my heart those charms, thine eyes, are 


blotted; f , 
Thy bed, lust-stain’d, shall with lust’s blood Be 


spotted. ait. 
Enter Lopovico and GRATIANO. 


Cas. What, ho! no watch? no passage? 
murder! murder! ; 

Gra. "Lis some mischance; the ery is very 
direful. 

Cas. O, help! 

Lod. Hark! ae 40 

Rod. O wretched villain! on 

Tit Two or three groan: it is a heavy 
night: 


These may be counterfeits : let’s think’t unsafe 
To come in to the cry without more help. 


‘Rod. Nobody come? then shall I bleed to 
death. 
Lod. Hark! 


Re-enter 1aco, with a light. 
Gra. Here’s one comes in his shirt, with 
light and weapons. ae 
Iago. Who’s there? whose noise is this that 
cries on murder? 
Lod. We do not know. 
Tago. Did not you hear a cry? 
Cas. Here, here! for heaven’s sake, help me! 
Iago. ; What’s the matter? 50 
Gra. This is Othello’s ancient, as I take it. 
Lod. Thesame indeed; avery valiant fellow. 
pate eee are you here that cry so griev- 
ous 
Cas. Iago? O, I am spoil’d, undone by 
villains ! 


Give me some help. 


tag . Ome, lieutenant! what villains have 
lone this? 


Cas, I think that one of them is hereabout, 


And cannot make away. 


O treacherous villains! 
ive some 
help. [Lo Lodovico and Gratiano. 
Rod. O, help me here! 60 
Cas. That’s one of them. se 
Iago. O murderous slave! O villain! 

if ‘Stabs Roderigo. 
Rod, Odamn’d Jago! O inhuman dog! 
Tago. Kill.men i the dark!—Where be 

these bloody. thieves ?— 


How silent is this town !—Ho! murder! mur- 


— 


What may you be? are you of good or evil? 


Lod. As you shall prove us, praise us. 

Iago. Signior Lodovico? 

Lod. He, sir. 

Iago. J cry you mercy. 
by villains. 


Here’s Cassio hurt 


wo) 
Rod. 0, villa ft, Ae Gra, Cassi 7 
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ScEve 1] 
Iago. How is’t, brother! 
Cas. My leg is cut in two, 
Jago. Marry, heaven forbid! 
Light, gentlemen: Ill bind it with my shirt. 


Enter BIANCA. 


Bian. What is the matter, ho? who is’t 
that cried? 
Iago. Who is’t that cried! 
Bian. Q my dear Cassio! my sweet Cassio! 
O Cassio, Cassio, Cassio ! 
Iago. © notable strumpet! Cassio, may 
you suspece 
Who they should be that have thus mangled 
you? 
Cas. No, 80 
Gra. Iam sorry to find you thus: I have 
been to seek you. 
Iago. Lend mea garter. So. O, fora chair, 
To bear him easily hence! 
Bian, Alas, he faints! 
Cassio ! 
Iago. Gentlemen all, I do suspect this trash 
To be a party in this injury. 
Patience awhile, good Cassio. Come, come ; 
Lend me a light. Know we this face or no? 
Alas, my friend and my dear countryman 
Roderigo! no :—yes, sure :—O heaven! Roderigo. 


O Cassio, Cassio, 


tra. What, of Venice? gr 
Iago. Even he, sir: did you know him? 
Gr Know him! ay. 


Tago. Signior Gratiano? I ery you gentle 
pardon ; - 
These bloody accidents must excuse my man- 


ners, 
That so neglected you. 


Gra. I am glad to see you. 

Iago. How do you, Cassio? O, a chair, a 
chair! 

Gra. Roderigo! 


Iago. He, he, ’tis he. {4 chair brought in.J 
O, that’s well said; the chair. 

Some good man bear him carefully from hence; 

I'll fetch the general’s surgeon. [Z’o Bianca] 


For you, mistress, 100 
Save you your labour. He that lies slain here, 
‘ASsio, 
Was my dear friend: what malice was between 
you 
Cas. None in the world; nor do I know the 


man. 
Iago. fz Bian.] What, look you pale? O, 
bear him out o’ the air. 
[Cassio and Roderigo are borne of. 
Stay you, good gentlemen. Look you pale, 
mistress? 
Do you perceive the gastness of her eye? 
Nay, if you stare, we shall hear more anon. 
Behold her well; I pray you, look upon her : 
Do you eee gentlemen? nay, guiltiness will 
speak, 
Though tongues were out of use. 


Enter Emrura. 


Emil. "Las, what’s the matter? what’s the 
matter, husband? 
ee Cassio hath here been set on in the 
ark 
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By Roderigo and fellows that are scaped : 
He’s almost slain, and Roderigo dead. 
Emil. Alas, good gentleman! alas, good 
Cassio! i : oe 
Iago. This is the fruit of whoring. Prithee, 
‘Emilia, : 
Go know of Cassio where he supp’d to-night. 
[Yo Branca] What, do you shake at that? 
Bian, He supp’d at my house; but I there- 
fore shake not. > 
Iago. O, did he so? I charge you, go with 
me. 120 
Emil. Fie, fie upon thee, strumpet! _ 
Bian. Iam no strumpet; but of life as 


honest 
As you that thus abuse me. ss 
Emil. __ As Il foh! fie upon thee! 
tayo, Kind gentlemen, let’s zo see poor 
Cassio dress'd. 
Come, mistress, you must tell’s another tale. 
Emilia, run you to the citadel, 
And tell my lord and lady what hath hapo’d. 
Will yourgo on? Ipray. [Aside] This is the 
nigh ; 
That either makes me or fordoes me quite. 
Lxeunt. 





Scene II. A bedchamber in the castle: DES- 
DEMONA in bed asleep; a light burning. 


Enter OTHELLO. 


Oth. It is the cause, it is the cause, my 
soul,— 

Let me not name it to you,-you chaste stars!— 

Itis the cause. Yet I'll not shed her viood ; 

Nor scar that whiter skin of hers than snow, 

And smooth as monumental alabaster. 

Yet she must die, else she’ll betray more men. 

Put out the light, and then put out the light: 

Tf I quench thee, thou flaming minister, 

T can again thy former light restore, ; 

Should I repent me: but once put out thy light, 

Thou cunning’st pattern of excelling nature, rr 

I know not where is that Promethean heat 

That can thy light relume. When I have 

pluck’d the rose, 

I cannot give it vital growth again, 

It must needs wither: I'll smell it on the tree. 
[Kissing hen. 

Ah, balmy breath, that dost almost persuade 

Justice to break her sword! One more, one 


more. 
Be thus when thou art dead, and I will kill 


thee, 
Asal love thee after. One more, and this the 
last : 
So sweet was ne'er so fatal. I must weep, 20 
But they are cruel tears : this sorrow’s heavenly ; 
It strikes where it doth love. She wakes. 
Des. Who’s there? Othello? 
Oth. : Ay, Desdemona. 
Des. Will you come to bed, my lord? 
Oth. Have you pray’d to-night, Desdemona? 
Des. Ay, my lord. 
Oth. If you bethink yourself of any crime 
Unreconciled as yet to heaven and grace, 
Solicit for it straight. 
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Des. Alas, my lord, what do you mean by 


that? : a 
Oth, Well, do it, and be brief; I will 
walk bys, = 30 
I would not kill thy unprepared spirit ; 
No; heaven forfend! [ would not kill thy soul. 
Des. Talk you of killing? 


Oth. Ay, Ido. 
Des. Then heaven 
‘ave mercy on me! 

ari : Amen, with all my heart! 
Des. Ifyousay so, Lhope you will not kill me. 
Oth. IUum! 
Des. And yet I fear you; for you are fatal 

then 


When your eyes roll so: why I should fear 
I know not, 
Since guiltiness I know not; but yet I feel 


ear. % 
Oth, Think on thy sins. 


Des. They are loves I bear to you. 40 
Oth, y, and for that thou diest. 
-Des. That death’s unnatural that kills for 


loving. - 
Alas, why gnaw you so your nether lip? 
Some bloody passion shakes your very frame: 
These are portents; but yet I hope, I hope, 
They do not point on me. 
Peace, and be still! 


Oth. 
Des. Twillso. What's the matter? 
Oth. That handkerchief which Iso loved and 
gave thee i 
Thou gavest to Cassio. _ 2 
CS. No, by my life and soul! 
Send for the man, and ask him. 
th. fi Sweet soul, take heed, so 
Take heed of perjury ; thou art on thy death-bed. 
Des. Ay, but not yet to die, 
Oth. Yes, presently : 
Therefore confess thee freely of thy sin ; 
For to deny each article with oath : 
Cannot remove nor choke the strong conception 
That I do groan withal. Thou art to die. 
Des. Then Lord have mercy on me! 
Oth. I say, amen. 
Des. And have you mercy too! I never did 
Offend you in my life; never loved Cassio 
But with such general warranty of heaven 60 
Asi many love; I never gaye him token. 
ue: 4 y heaven, I saw my handkerchief in’s 
and. 
O perjured woman! thou dost stone my heart, 
And makest me call what I intend to do 
A murder, which I thought a sacrifice : 
T saw the handkerchief. 3 
Des. aes He found it then ; 
I never gave it him: send for him hither ; 
Let him confess a truth. 
He hath confess’d. 


Oth. 

Des. What, my lord? 
Oth. That he hath used thee. 
Ae How? unlawfully? 


Ay. 70 

Des. He will not say so. % 
No, his mouth is stopp’d ; 
Honest Iago hath ta’en order for’t. 
Des. a my fear interyrets: what, is he 


ELLO [Act y 


Oth. Had all his hairs been lives, my great 
revenge 
Had stomach for them all. 
Des, Alas! he is betray’d and I undone. 
Oth. Out, strumpet! weep’st thou for him 
to my face? c 
Des. O, Vanish me, my lord, bu kill me not! 
Oth. Down, strumpet! 
Des. Kill me to-morrow: let me live to- 
night! | Z 80 
Oth. Nay, if you strive,— 
Des. But half an hour! 
Oth. _Being done, there is no pause. 
Des. But while I say one prayer! 
Oth. It is too late. 
ape eae Ce [He stisles her, 
Emil. [Within] My lord, my lord! what, 
ho! my lord, my lord! 
Oth. Whai noise is this? Not dead? not 
yet quite dead? 5 
| 1 that am cruel am yet. merciful; - 
i would not have thee linger in thy pain: 


So, so. 
Emit [Within] What, ho! my lord, my 
lord ! 
Oth. Who’s there? 
Emil. [Within] O, good my lord, I would 


speak a word with you! ge 
Ot. 7 AYES : tis Emilia. By and by. She’s 
dead. 
"Tis like she comes to speak of Cassio’s death.— 
The noise was here. Ha! no more moving? | 
Still as ie grave. Shall she come in? were’t 
good ?— 
Ithink she stirs again :—no. What’s best to do? 
Ifshe come in, she'll sure speak to my wife: 
My wife! my wife! what wife? I have no wife. 
O, insupportable!_O heavy hour! 
Methinks it should be now a huge eclipse 
Of sun and moon, and that the affrighted globe 
Should yawn at alteration. 
Emil. Water) Ido beseech you ror 
That I may speak with you, O, good my lord! 
Oth. Lhad forgot thee: O, come in, Emilia: 
Soft ; by and by. Let me the curtains draw. 
Where art thou? {Unlocks the door, 





Enter Emus. 


: What’s the matter with thee now! 
Emil. O, my good lord, yonder’s foul mur- 
ders done! 
Oth. What, now? 
Emil. _ But now, my lord. 
Oth. It is the very error of the moon; 
She comes more nearer earth than she was wont, 
And makes men mad. ane 
Emil. Cassio, my lord, hath kill’d a young 
Venetian 


Call’d Roderigo. 

Oth. | Roderigo kill’d! 
And Cassio kill’d! 

Emil. No, Cassio is not kill’d, 

Oth, Not Cassio kill’d! then murder’s out 

of tune, 

And sweet revenge grows harsh. 

Des. O, falsely, falsely murder’d! 

Alas, what cry is that? 


Emit. 
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Scene 1] 


Oth. That! what? 
Emil, Out, and alas! that was my Iady’s 


voice. T19 
Help! help, ho! help! O lady, speak again! 
Sweet Desdemona! O sweet mistress, speak! 


Des. A guiltless death I die. 
Emil. O, who hath done this deed? 
Des. Nobody; I myself. Farewell: 


Commend me to my kind lord: O, farewell! 
Dies. 
Oth. Why, how should she be murder'd ? 
Emit. Alas, who knows? 
Oth. You heard her say herself, it was not [. 
sds She said so: I must needs report the 
truth, 
th. She’s, like a liar, gone to burning hell: 
‘Twas J that kill'd her. 
Emil. O, the more angel she, 130 
enuyon the blacker devil! 
Oth. She turn’d to folly, and she was a whore. 
Limit, 
devil. 
Oth, She was false as water. 
Emil. Thou art rash as fire, to say 
That she was false: O, she was heavenly truc! 
Oth. Cassio did top her; ask thy husband 





Thou dost belie her, and thou art a 


Se. 
O, I were damn’d beneath all depth in hell, 
But that 1 did proceed upon just grounds 
To this extremity. Thy husband knew it all. 
Emil. My husband! 140 
Oth. Thy husband. 
Emil. That she was false to wedlock? 
Oth. Ay, with Cassio. Nay, had she been 


true, 
If heaven would make me such another world 
Of one entire and perfect chrysolite, 
I’ld not have sold her for it. 

Emil. My husband! 

Oth. Ay, ’twas he that told me first : 
An honest man he is, and hates the slime 
That sticks on filthy deeds. 

Emil. _ My husband! 

Oth. What needs this iteration, woman? I 

say thy husband. | I 52 
Emil. O mistress, villany hath made mocks 
with love! 
My husband say that she was false! 

Oth. e, woman ; 
Tsay thy husband: dost understand the word? 
My friend, thy husband, honest, honest Iago. 

‘Emil. If he say so, may his pernicious soul 
Rot half a grain a day! he lies to the heart: 
She was too fond of her most filthy bargain. 

Oth. Ha! 

Emil. Do thy worst: 

This deed of thine isno more worthy heaven 160 
Than thou wast worthy her. 

Oth. Peace, you were best. 

Emil. Thou hast not half that power to do 


me harm 
As Ihave to be hurt. O gull! O dolt! 
‘As ignorant as dirt! thou hast done a deed— 
I care not for thy sword ; 1’ll make thee known, 


Though I lost twenty lives—Help! help, ho! 


help! 
The Moor heth kill’d my mistress! Murder! 
murder! 
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Enter Montano, GRaAtTIANO, Ago, 
and others. 
Mon. What is the matter? How now,, 
general! 


Emil. ©, are you come, Iago? you have 
: done well, 

That men must Jay their murders on your neck. 
Gra, What is the matter? 17t 
Emil. Disprove this villain, if thou be’st a 

man: 

He says thou told’st him that his wife was false: 

I know thou didst not, thou’rt not such a 

_ Villain: 

Speak, for my heart is full. 

Tago. J told him what I thought, and told 
no more 

Than what he found himself was apt and true. 
Emil. But did you ever tell him she was 

false? 
Iago. Ldid, : 
Emil. You told’ lie; an odious, darned 
le; P 180 
Upon my soul, a lie, a wicked lie. i 
She false with Cassio!—did you say with 


‘assio? 

Iago. With Cassio, mistress. Go to, charm 
your tongue. 

Emil. J will not charm my tongue; I am 
bound to speak: vise 

My mistress here lies murder‘d in her bed,— 
“All._ O heavens forfend! 
Emil. And your reports have set the murder 


on. 
Oth. Nay, stare not, masters: it is true, in- 


eed. 
Gra. “Lis a strange truth. 

Aon. O monstrous act! | F 

Emil. Villany, villany, villany ! 190 
I think upon’t, I think: Ismell’t: O villany!— 
L thought so then :—I’ll kill myself for grief :— 
O villany, villany ! . : 

Iago. What, are you mad? I charge you, 

get you home. 

Emil. Good gentlemen, let me have leave 

_ tospeak: 
*Tis proper I obey him, but not now. 
Perchance, Iago, I will ne’er go home. 

Oth. O10! 0! (He falls on the bed. 

mil. _ Nay, lay thee down and roar; 
For thou hast kill’d the sweetest innocent 
‘That e’er did lift up eye. 

Oth, [Rising] O, she was foul! 200 
I scarce did know you, uncle: there lies your 


niece, 
Whose breath, indeed, these hands have newly 
stopp’d : 5 . 
I know this act shows horrible and grim. 
Cees Joe Desdemona! Iamglad thy father’s 
lead ; 
Thy match was mortal to him, and pure grief 
Shore his old thread in twain: did he livenow, 
a sight would make him do a desperate 
urn, 
Yea, curse his better angel from his side, 
And fall to reprobation. 
Oth. Tis pitiful; but yet Iago knows 210 
That she with Cassio hath the act of shame 
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966 OTHELLO [Act v 
A thousand times committed; Cassio confess'd| Gra. [Within] If thou attempt it, it will 
cost thee dear: 
Thou hast no weapon, and peo ree must suffer. 
Oth. Look in upon me then and speak with 





















it: 
‘And she did gratify his amorous works 
‘With that recognizance and pledge of love 
Which 1 first gave her; I saw it im his hand: 
Tt was a handkerchief, an antique token 
Dyarher ane my mother. 

mil. heaven! O heavenly powers! 


me, 
Or, naked as I am, I will assault thee. 
Re-enter’ GRATIANO. 


Tago, Come, hold your peace. Gra. What is the matter? 
Emil. Twill out, ‘twill out ; Ipeace!| Oth. Behold, I have a weapon; 
No, I will speak as liberal as the north: _220| A better never did itself sustain 260 


‘Let heaven and men and deyils, let them all, 
AN), all, ery shame against me, Nee Dll speak. 
Tago. Be wise, and get youhome. 
Emil. I will not. 
Lago offers to stab TH 
ie! 


Upon a soldier's thigh : [have seen the day, 
Phat, with this little arm and this good sword, 
I have made my way through more impedi- 
ments ‘ x 
Than twenty times your stop: but, O vain 


joast ! 

Who can control his fate? ’tis not so now. 
Be not afraid, though you do see me weapon'd; 
Here is my journey’s end, here is my butt, 
‘And very sea-mark of my utmost sail. 
Do you go back dismay'd? “tis a lost fear; 
Man but a rush against Othello’s breast, — 270 
‘And he retires. Where should Othello go? 
Now, how dost thou look now? O ill-starr’d 

wench! 
Pale as thy smock! when we shall meet at 


comp, K z 

This look of thine will hurl my soul from 
heaven, . 2 

And fiends will snatch at it. Cold, cold, my 


Gra. 
Your sword upon a woman ? _ 
‘Emil. © thou dull Moor! that handkerchief 
thou speak’st of Penis 
Lfound by fortune and did give my husband ; 
For often, with a solemn earnestness, 
More than indeed belong’d to such a trifle, 
He bege’d of me to steal it, 
Iago. 2 Villanous whore! 
Emil. She give it Cassio! no, alas! I found 


it, 230 
And I did give’t my husband.__ 
Jago. Filth, thou liest! 
Emil. By heaven, I do not, I do not, gentle- 
men. 
0 mnuerus coxcomb! what should such a 
‘00 
Do with so good a woman ? 
Oth. ‘Are there no stones in heaven 
But what serve for the thunder#—Precious 
villain! z 5 
[He runs at Iago: Tago, from behind, stabs 
Emilia, and exit. 
Gra. The woman falls; sure, he hath kill’ 


girl! 
Even like thy chastity. O cursed slave! 
Whip me, ye devils, 7 
From the possession of this heavenly sight! 
Blow me about in winds! roast me 1n. sulphur! 
Wash me in steep-down gulfs of liquid fire! 280 
© Desdemona! Desdemona! dead! 
Oh! Oh! Oh! 


his wife. Enter LODOVICO, Montano, Cassio carried 
Emil. Ay, ay: 0, lay me by my mistress’ ina chair, and Officers with LAGo, prisoner. 
side. Zod. Where is this rash and most un- 


Gra. He’s gone, but his wife’s kill'd. ~ 
Mon. “Lisa notorious villain. Take you this 
weapon 
Which 1 have here recover'd from the Moor: 
Come, guard the door without; let him not 


pass, 241 
But kill him rather, Ill after that same 
villain, 


fortunate man? ‘ 
Oth. That’s he that was Othello: here Lam. 
te Where is that viper? bring the villain 
‘orth. 
Oth. I look down towards his feet;. but 
that’s a fable. = 
If that thou be’st a devil, I cannot kill thee. 
[Wounds Lago. 


For’tis a damned slave. Lod. Wrench hissword from him. |, 

[Exeunt Montano and Gratiano.| Iago. Tbleed, sir; but not kill'd, 
Oth. Tam not valiant neither, | Oth. Tam not sorry neither: L'ld have thee 
But every puny whipster gets my sword : live; 


But why 8 hould honour outlive onesty ? 
Let it go all, . 

“amil. What did thy song bode, lady ? 
Hark, canst thou hear me? 1 will play the swan, 
‘And die in music. [Singing] Willow, willow, 


For, in my sense, ’tis happiness to die. 290 
Lod. thou Othello, that wert once so 


ood, 
Fallin in the practice of a damned slave 
What shall be said to thee? 


willow.— Oth. Why, any thing: 
Moor, she was chaste; she loved thee, cruel } An honourable murderer, if you will; 
‘oor ; 


For nought I did in hate, but all in honour. |, 
So.come my soul to bliss, as I speak true: 250 Lod. ‘this wretch hath part confess'd his 
So speaking as I think, die, I die. (Dies. | ___ villany ; 
Oth. Thave another weapon in this chamber; | Did you and he consent in Cassio’s death? 
e ne Bayon of Spain, the ice-brook’s temper :— OUle Ne i 4 
, here it is. Tad, . Dear general, I never gave you cause 
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Oth. I do believe it, and I ask you pardon. 
Will you, I pray, demand that demi-devil 301 
Why he hath thus ensnared my soul and body? 

Lago. Demand ine nothing; what you know, 

you know: 
From this time forth I never will speak word. 

Lod. What, not to pray? 

Gra. Torments will ope your lips. 

Oth. Well, thou dost best. 

od. Sir, you shall understand what hath 
befall’n, 
W nich as 1 think, you know not. Here is a 
etter 
Found in the pocket of the slain Roderigo; 
And here another: the one of them imports 310 
The death of Cassio to be undertook 
By Roderigo. | 

Oth. O villain! 

Cas. Most heathenish and most gross! 
__ Lod. Now here’s another discontented paper, 
Found in his pocket too; and this, it seems, 
Roderigo meant to have sent this damned 

villain; 
But that belike Iago in the interim 
Came in and satisfied him. rae 

Oth. O the pernicious caitiff! 
How came you, Cassio, by that handkerchief 
That was my wife’s? 

‘a3. I found it in my chamber: 320 
And he himself confess’d but even now 
That there he dropp'd it for a special purpose 
Which wrought to his desire. 

Oth. é O fool! fool! fool! 

Cas. There is besides in Roderigo’s letter, 
How he upbraids Iago, that he made him 
Brave me upon the watch; whereon it came 
That I was cast; and even but now he spake, 
After long seeming dead, Iago hurt him, 
Tago set him on, g 

Lod. You must forsake this room, and go 

with us: z 330 

Your power and your comman4d is taken off, 
And Cassio rules in Cyprus. or this slave, 
Tf there be any cunning cruelty 
‘That can torment him much and hold him long, 
It shall be his. You shall close prisoner rest, 
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Till that the nature of your fault be known 
To the Venetian state. Come, bring him away. 
Oth. Soft you; a word or two before you go. 

I have done the state some service, and they 
_ know’t. 339 

No more of that. I pray you, in your letters, 

When you shall these unlucky deeds relate, 

Speak of me as 1am; nothing extenuate, 

Nor set down aught in malice: then must you 


spea. 

Of one that loved not wisely but too well ; 

Of one not easily jealous, but being wrought 
Perplex’d in the extreme; of one whose hand, 
Like the base Indian, threw a pearl away. 
Richer than all his tribe; of one whose subdued 


eyes, 
Albeit unused to the melting mood, 
Drop tears as fast as the Arabian trees | 350 
Their medicinal gum. Set you down this; 
And say besides, that in Aleppo once, 
Where a malignant and a turban’d Turk 
Beat a Venetian and traduced the state, 
I took by the throat the circumcised (log 
And smote him, thus. [Stabs himself. 
Lod. O bloody period! F 
Gra. > All that’s spoke is marr’d. 
Oth. I kiss’d thee ere I kill’d thee: no way 
__ but this ; s 
Killing myself, to die aren a kiss. 
, Falls on the bed, and dies. 
Cas. This did I fear, but thought he had no 
weapon ; 360 
For he was great of heart. 
Lod. [o Iago] O Spartan dog, 
More fell than anguish, hunger, or the sea! 
Look on the tragic loading of this bed; 
This is thy work: the object poisons sight ; 
Let it be hid. Gratiano, keep the house, 
And seize upon the fortunes of the Moor, 
Forthey succeed on you, To yon lord.governor, 
Remains the censure of this hellish villain 
The etme, the place, the torture: O, enforce 


it! 

Myself will straight aboard ; and to the state 

This heavy act with heavy heart relate. 371 
[Exewnt, 
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ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA 


DRAMATIS PERSONA 


Mark ANTONY, 
OOTAVIUS Ca:SAR, 

M. Asmitius Leripus, 
SExTuS PoMPEIvs, 
Domir1us ENOBARBUS, \ 
VENTIDIUS, | 


} triumvirs. 


ERos, 
Scanrvs, 
DERCETAS, 
DEMETRIUS, 
PHILO, 


Mero2%NAs, 
AGRIPPA, 
DOLABELLA, 
PROCULELUS, 
THYREUS, 
GALLUS, 
MENAS, 


MENECRATES, 
VARRIUS, 


friends to An- 
tony. 


friends to Czesar. 


\ friends to Pompey. 


ACT IL 


Sornze I. Alexandria. A room in Cleo- 
patra’'s palace. 


Enter DEMETRIUS and PHILO. 


Phi. Nay, but this dotage of our general's 
Overflows the measure : those his goodly eyes, 
That o’er the files and musters of the war 
Have glow’d like plated Mars, now bend, now 


urn, 

The oflice and devotion of their view 

Upon a tawny front: his captain’s heart, 
Which in the scufiles of great fights hath burst 
‘The buckles on his breast, reneges all temper, 
And is become the bellows and the fan 

To cool a gipsy’s lust. 


Flourish. Enter ANTONY, CLEOPATRA, her 
Ladies, the Train, with Ewnuchs fanning her. 


Look, where they come: ro 
Take but good note, and you shall see in him 
The triple pillar of the world transform’d 
Into a strumpet’s fool: behold and see. 
Cleo. Ié it be love indeed, tell me how much. 
Ant. There’s beggary in the love that can 
be reckon’d. 
Gleo. I'll set a bourn how far to be beloved. 
Ant. Then must thou needs find out new 
heayen, new earth. 





Taurus, lieutenant-general to Cresar. 
CanrpiUs, lieutenant-general to Antony, 
Suis, an ofticer in Ventidius’s army. 
EUPHRONIUS, an ambassador from Antony 
DIOMEDES, 

A Soothsayer. 

CHARMIAN, 

Tras, 


to Cisar. 
ALEXAS, 
MARDIAN, a Eunuch, attendants 
Cleopatra. 
A Clown. 
CLEOPATRA, queen of Hgypt. - 
OcTAvIA, sister to Crsar and wife to 
Officers, Soldiers, Messengers, and other At- 
tendants. 
Scene: In several partsof the Roman empire. 


on 





SELEUCUS, 
Antony. 
} attendants on Cleopatra. 


Enter an Attendant. 

Att. News, my good lord, from Rome. 
Ant. Grates me: th sum. 
Cleo, Nay, hear them, Antony: 
Fulvia perchance is angry ; or, who knows 
Tf the scarce-bearded Ciesar haye not sent 
His powerful mandate to you, ‘Do this, or this; 
Take in that kingdom, and enfranchise that ; 
Perform ’t, or else we damn thee.’ 

Ant. How, my love! 

Cleo. Perchance! nay, and most like: 
You must not stay here longer, your dismission 
Is come from Cesar; therefore hearit, Antony. 
alerts mulviais process? Caesar's I would say? 
oth 
Call in the messengers. Aslam Egypt's queen, 
peboupblushest) Antony; and that blood o! 
ine 30 

Is Czsar’s homager: else so thy cheek pays 


20 


shame 
When shrill-tongued Fulvia scolds, ‘The mes- 
sengers! x 
Ae Leé Rome in Tiber melt, and the wide 
arch 
Of the ranged empire fall! Here is my space. 
Kingdoms are clay : our dungy carth alike 
Feeds beast as man: the moblenese of life 
Is todo thus; whensucha mutual pair. 
Panbracind: 
And such a twain can do’t, in which I bind, 
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Scene 1] 


On pain of putishment, the world to weet 
We stand up peerless. 

Cleo. Excellent falsehood ! 
Why did he marry Fulvia, and not love her? 
I'll seem the fool Tam not; Antony 
Will be himself. 

Ant, But stirr’d by Cleopatra. 
Now, for the love of Love and her soft hours, 
Let i not confound the time with conference 

harsh : 
There's not a minute of our lives should stretch 
Aeon eet: pleasure now. What sport to- 
nigh 

Cleo. Hear the ambassadors. 

Ant. Fie, wrangling queen! 
Whom every thing becomes, to chide, to laugh, 
To weep; whose every passion fully strives 50 
To make itself, in thee, fair and admired! 

No messenger, but thine; and all alone 
To-night we'll wander through the streets and 
note 
The qualities of people Come, my queen; 
Last night you did desire it: speak not to us. 
[ELeeunt Ant. and Cleo. with their train. 

Dem. Is Cesar with Antonius prized so 

slight? : 

Phi. Sir, sometimes, when he is not Antony, 
He comes too short of that great property 
Which still should go with Antony. 

Den. Tam full sorry 
That he approves the common liar, who 60 
Thus speaks of him at Rome: but I will hope 
Of better deeds to-morrow. Rest you happy! 

Eueunt. 


40 


Scene. Zhesame. Another roon. 


~ Enter CHARMIAN, [RAS, ALEXAS, and a 
Soothsayer. 


Char. Lord Alexas, sweet Alexas, most any 
thing Alexas, almost most absolute Alexas, 
where’s the soothsayer that you praised so to 
the queen? O, that I knew this husband, 
which, you say, must charge his horns with 
garlands! 

Alex, Soothsayer ! 

Sooth. Your will? Z 

Char. Is this the man? Is’t you, sir, that 

know things? 

Sooth. In nature’s infinite book of secrecy 
A little I can read. ; 

Alex. Show him your hand. 10 


Enter EXOBARBUS. 
Eno. Bring in the banquet quickly; wine 


enough 
Cleopatra’s health to drink. 
Char. Good sir, give me good fortune. 
Sooth, Lmake not, but foresee. 
Char. Pray, then, foresee me one. 
Sooth. You shall be yet far fairer than you 


are. 
Char, He means in flesh. 
Jras. No, you shall paint when you are old. 


Char. Wrinkles forbid! a 
Alec. Vex not his prescience ; be attentive. 
Char. Hush! 2t 
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Sooth. You shall be more beloving than 
beloved. , 
Char. I had rather heat my liver with 


- drinking. 

Alex. Nay, hear him. 

Char, Good now, some excellent fortune! 
Let me be married to three kings in a forenoon, 
and widow them all: let me have a child at 
fifty, to ‘whom Herod of Jewry may do homage: 
find me to marry me with Octavius Czesar, an 
companion me with my mistress. 30 

Sooth. Youshall outlive the lady whom you 

serve. 

Char. O excellent! L love long life better 

than figs. _ 

Sooth. You have seen and proved a fairer 

former fortune 
Than that which is to approach. 

Char. Then belike my children shall have no 
names: prithee, how many boys and wenches 
must J have? 

Sooth. If every of your wishes had a womb, 
And fertile every wish, a million. 39 

Char, Out, fool! I forgive thee for a witch, 

Alex. You think none but your sheets are 
privy to your wishes. 

Char. Nay, come, tell Iras hers. 

Alex. We'll know all our fortunes. 

_Eno. Mine, and most of our fortunes, to- 

night, shall be—drunk to bed. ‘ 

vas. There’s a palm presages chastity, if 
nothing else. 

Char. Fen as the o’erflowing Nilus pre- 
sageth famine. 5° 

ras. Go, you wild bedfellow, you cannot 
soothsay. 3 

Char. | Nay, if an oily palm be not a fruitful 
Pros nos rcaHOny I cannot scratch mine ear. 
Prithee, tell her but a worky-day fortune. 

Sooth. Your fortunes are alike. 4 

Tras. But how, but how? give me particu- 


ars. 

Sooth. Thayesaid. | 

Tras. Am I not an inch of fortune better 
than she? “ 60 

Char. Well, if you were but an inch of for- 
tune better than I, where would you choose it? 

Tras. Not in my husband’s nose. a 

Char, Our worser thoughts heavens mend! 
Alexas,—come, his fortune, his fortune! O, let 
him marry a woman that cannot go, sweet Isis, 
I beseech thee! and let her die too, and give 
him a worse! and let worse follow worse, till 
the worst of all follov him laughing to his 
graye, fifty-fold a cuckold! (ood Isis, hear me 
this prayer, though thou deny me a matter of 
more weight ; good Isis, I beseech thee! 

Tras. Amen. Deargoddess, hear that prayer 
of the people! for, as it is a heart-breaking 
to see a handsome man loose-wived, so it is 
a deadly sorrow to behold a foul knave un- 
cuckolded : therefore, dear Isis, keep decorum, 
and fortune him accordingly! 

Char. Amen, i 79 

Alex. Lo, now, if it Jay in their hands to 
make me a cuckold, they would make them- 
selves whores, but they ‘Id do’t! 

Eno. Hush! here comes Antony 
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970 ANTONY AND 
Char Not he; the queen. 
Enier CLEOPATRA. 
Cleo. Saw you my lord? 5 
Eno. 0, lady. 
Cleo. Was he not here? 


Char. No, madam. ‘ 
Cleo. He was disposed to mirth; but on the 
sudden : 

‘A Roman thought hath struck him. Enobar- 


bus! 
Eno. Madam? 
Cleo, Seek him, 
Where’s Alexas? 
Alex. Here, at your service. 


cpa 4 2 i 
co. We will not look upon him: go with 
us. [Eveunt 


and bring him hither. 


My lord ap- 
go 


Enter ANTONY with @ Messenger and 
Attendants. 


Mess. Fulvia thy wife first came into the 


eld. 
Ant. Against my brother Lucius? 
Mess. Ay: . 
But soon that war had end, and the time’s state 
Mave trends them, jointing theirforce ’gainst 
Jesar 5 
Whose better issue in the war, from Italy, 
Upon the first encounter, drave them. 
Ant. ‘Well, what worst? 
Mess. The nature of bad news infects the 


teller. 
Ant. When it concerns the fool or coward. 


100 

Thin; Tis 
thus; Lf ‘ 
Who tells me true, though in his tale lie death, 
Thear him as he flatter'd. 
Mess. Labienus— 

Thisis stiffnews—hath, with his Parthian force, 
Extended Asia from Euphrates ; 2 
His conquering banner shook from Syria 


n: 
that are past are done with me. 





To Lydia and to Ionia; 
Whilst— 
Ant. Antony, thou wouldst say,— 
Mess. _O, my lord! 
Ant. Speak to me home, mince not the 
general tongue: 


Name Cleopatra as she is call’d in Rome; 110 
Rail thou in Fulvia’s phrase; and taunt my 


faults 
With such full license as both truth and malice 
Haye power to utter. O, then we bring forth 
weeds, 
When our qui 
told us 
Isas our caring. Fare thee well awhile. 
Mess. At your noble pleasure. Exit. 
‘Ant. From Sicyon, ho, the news! Speak 
there! - 
First Att. The man from Sicyon,—is there 
such an one? ; 
Sec, Att, He stays upon your will. 
Ant. Let him a) 
These strong Egyptian fetters I must b 


Or los 
lose oye MACHER shmir Research Insti 


ick minds lie still; and our ills 


pear. 
K, 120 


CLEOPATRA [Acr 1 


Enter another Messenger. 


What are you? 
Sec. Mess. Fulvia thy wife is dead 


Ant. Where died she? 
Sec. Mess. In Sicyon 


Her length of sickness, with what else more 


this bears. 
(Gives a letter. 
Ant. Forbear me. 
[2wit Sec. Messenger. 
There’s a great spirit gone! Thus did I de- 


serious 
Importeth thee to know, 


sire it: 
What our contempt doth often hurl from us, 
We wish it ours again ; the present pleasure, 
By revolution lowering, does become | 
‘The opposite of itself : she's Rood, being gone; 
The hand could pluck her back that shoved 
her on. . 131 
I must from this enchanting queen break ofl’: 
en thousand harms, more than the ills I 


now, 
My idleness doth hatch. How now! Eno- 
barbus ! 


Re-enter ENOBARBUS. 


Eno. What’s your pleasure, sir? 

Ant. I must with haste from hence, 

Eno. Why, then, we kill all our women: we 
see how mortal an unkindness is to them; if 
they suffer our departure, death’s the word. 

Ant. I must be gone. 140 

Eno. Undera compelling occasion, let women 
die: it were pity to cast them away for nothing; 
though, between them and a great cause, they 
shou! id be esteemed nothing. Cleopatra, catch- 
ing but the least noise of this, dies instantly ; 
Lhave seen her die twenty times upon far poorer 
moment: I do think there is mettle in death, 
which commits some loving act upon her, she 
hath such a celerity in dying. 

Ant. She is cunning past man’s thought. 150 

Eno. . Alack, sir, no; her passions are made 
of nothing but the finest part of pure love: we 
cannot call her winds and waters sighs and 
tears; they are greater storms and tempests 
than’almanacs can report: this cannot be 
cunning in her; if it be, she makes a shower 
of rain as well as Jove. 

Ant. Would Thad never seen her! 

Eno. 0, sit, you had then left unseen a 
wonderful piece of work; which not to have been 
blest withal would have discredited your travel. 

Ant. Fulvia is dead. 

Eno. Sir? , 

Ant. Fulvia is dead. 

Eno. Fulvia! 

Ant. Dead. . 

Eno. Why, sir, pive the gods a. thankful 
sacrifice. When it pleaseth their deities to take 
the wife of a man from him, it shows to man 
the tailors of the earth; comforting therein, 
that when old robes are worn out, there are 
members to make new. If there were no more 
women but Fulvia, then had you indeed a cul, 
and the case to be lamented: this grief is 
crowned with consolation; your old smock 
tute. Digitzed by eGangotri 
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brings forth a new petticoat: and indeed the 
tears live in an onion that should water this 
sOITOW. 
A Bie. The business she hath broached in the 
state 
Cannot endure my absence. 179 
Eno. And the business you have broached 
here cannot be without you; especially that of 
Cleopatra’s, which wholly depends on your 


abode. 
Ant. No more light answers. Let our 
officers 


Have notice what we pup OE I shall break 
The cause of our expedience to the queen, 
And get her leave to part. Tor not alone 
The death of Fulvia, with more urgent touches, 
Do strongly speak to us; but the letters too 
Of many our contriving friends in Rome 
Petition us at home: Sextus Pompeius 190 
Hath given the dare to Cresar, and commands 
The empire of the sea: our slippery people, 
Whose love is never link’d to the deserver 
‘Till his deserts are past, begin to throw 
Pompey the Great and all his dignities 
Upon his son; who, high in name and power, 
Higher than both in blood and life, stands up 
For the main soldier; whose quality, going on, 
The sides o’ the world may danger: much is 
breeding, q 1 

Which, like the courser’s hair, hath yet but life, 
And not aserpent’s poison. Say, our pleasure, 
To such whose place is under us, requires 
Our quick remove from hence. 

Eno. Ishall do’t. [Eveunt. 


Scene III. Zhe same. Another room. 


‘Enter CLEOPATRA, CHARMIAN, IRAs, and 
ALEXAS. 


Cleo. Whereishe? | ae 
Char. T did not see him since. 
Glco. See where he is, who’s with him, what 
he does: r 
TI did not send you: if you find him sad, 
Say Iam dancing; if in mirth, report 
That I am sudden sick : quick, and return. 
B __LExit Alexas. 
Char. Madam, methinks, if you did love 
him dearly, 
You do not hold the method to enforce 
The like from him, 
Cleo. ‘What should I do, I do not? 
Char. In each thing give him way, cross him 
in nothing. + 
Cleo. Thou teachest like a fool; the way to 
lose him. 
Char. 


forbear : 3 
In time we hate that which we often fear. 
But here comes Antony. 


Enter ANTONY. 


Cleo. Tam sick and sullen. 

Ant. I am sorry to give breathing to my 
urpose,— 

Cleo. Help me away, dear Charmian ; I shall 


Io 
Tempt him not so too far; I wish, 


fall: 
It cannot be thus long, the sides of nature 
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Will not sustain it. 
Ant. Now, my dearest queen,— 
Cleo. Pray you, stand farther from me. 
Ant. What’s the matter? 
Cleo. I know, by that same eye, there’s some 

good news. i 19 

What ay the married woman? You may go: 

Would she had never even you leave to come! 

Let her not say ’tis I that keep you here: 

T have no power upon you; hers you are. 

Ant. The gods best know,— 
co. O, never was there queen 
So mightily betray’d! yet at the first 
I saw the treasons planted. 


Ant. 
Cleo. Why should I think you can be mine 
and true, 
Though you in swearing shake the throned 


Cleopatra,— 


gods, 
Who have been false to Fulvia? Riotous mad- 


ness, 
To be entangled with those mouth-made yows, 
Which break themselves in swearing ! 
Ant. Most sweet queen,— 31 
Cleo. Nay, pray you, seek no colour for 


your going, 
But bid farewell, and go: when you sued 


staying, | : 
99 | Then was the time for words: no going then; 


Eternity was in our lips and eyes, 
Bliss in our brows’ bent; none our parts 50 


poor, 
But was a race of heaven; they are so still, 
Or thou, the greatest soldier of the world, 
Art turn’d the greatest liar. 
Ant. How now, lady! 
Gleo. I would I had thy inches; thou 
shouldst know | 40 
There were a heart in Egypt. 
Ant. s _ Hear me, queen: 
The strong necessity of timé commands 
Our services awhile; but my full heart 
Remains in use with you. Our Italy 3 
Shines o’er with civil swords: Sextus Pompeius 
Makes his approaches to the port of Rome: 
Equality of two domestic powers 
Breed scrupulous faction: the hated, grown to 
strength, 
Are newly grown to love: the condemn’d 


ompey, 

Rich in his father’s honour, creeps apace 
Into the hearts of such as have not thrived 
Upon the presentstate, whosenumbersthreaten; 
And quietness, grown sick of rest, would purge 
By an, desperate change: my more particular, 
And that which most with you should safe my 


going, 
Is Fulvia’s death. 
Cleo. Though age from folly could not give 
me freedom, f 
It does from childishness: can Fulvia die? 
Ant. She’s dead, my queen: | 
Look here, and at thy sovereign leisure read 60 
The garboils she awaked ; at the last, best : 
See when and where she died, 
Cleo. . O most false love! 
Where be the sacred vials thou shouldst fill 
With sorrowful water? Now I see, I see, 


50 
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In Fulvia’s death, how mine received shall be. 
‘Ant. Quarrel no more, but be prepared to 


know 

The purposes I bear ; which are, or cease, 
As you shall give the advice. By the fire 
That quickens Nilus’ slime, I go from hence 
Thy soldier, servant; making peace or war 70 
As thou atlect’st. * 

Cleo. Cut my lace, Charmian, come ; 
But let it be: Lam quickly ill, and well, 
So Antony loves. x 

Ant. My precious queen, forbear ; 
And give true evidence to his love, which stands 
‘An honourable trial. 

Cleo. . __ So Fulvia told me. 
I siete turn aside and weep for her; 
Then bid adieu to me, and say the tears 
lay one scene 


Belong to Egypt: good now, 
let it look 


Of excellent dissembling ; an 
Like perfect honour. 

Ant. You'll heat my blood: no more. 80 

Cleo. You can do better yet; but this is 

mectly. 

Ant. Now, by my sword,— 

60. And target. Still he mends ; 
But this is not the best. ook, prithee, Char- 
mian, 
How this Herculean Roman does become 
The carriage of his chafe. 

Ant. Lil leave you, lady. 

Cleo. Courteous lord, one word. 
Sir, you and I must part, but that’s not it: 
Sir, you and I have loved, but there’s not it; 
That you know well: something it is l would,— 
O, my oblivion is a very Antony, go 
And [am all forgotten. 

Ant. But that your royalty 
Holds idleness your subject, 1 should take you 
For idleness itself. 

Cleo. _. Tis sweating labour 
To bear such idleness so near the heart 
As Cleopatra this. But, sir, forgive me; 

Since my becomings kill ine, when they do not 
Eye well to you: your honour calls you hence; 
Therefore be deaf to my unpitied folly, 

And all the gods go with you! upon your sword 
Sit laurel victory! and smooth success 100 
Be strew’d before your fect | 

Ant. . Let us go. 
Our separation so abides, and flies, 
That thou, residing here, go’st yet with me, 
And I, hence ficeting, here remain with thee. 
Away! [Exewnt. 


Come; 


SoENE IV. Rome. Ccesar’s house. 


Enter OoTavius Cxsar, reading a letter, 
Lepipus, and their Train. 


Bee You may see, Lepidus, and henceforth 
now, 

It is not Ciesar’s natural vice to hate 

Our great competitor; from Alexandria 

This is the news: he fishes, drinks, and wastes 
The lamps of night in revel; is not more man- 


e 

Than'Gleopatra; nor the queen of Ptolemy 

sia) womanly than he ; hardly gave audience, 
r 
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Vouchsafed to think he had partners ; you shall 
find there eS 

‘A man who is the abstract of all faults 

That all men follow. 5 

Lep. T must not think there are 10 

Evils enow to darken all his goodness : 

His faults in him seem as the spots of heaven, 

More fiery by night’s blackness ; hereditary, 

Rather than purchased ; what he cannot change, 

Than what he chooses. 

Ces. Yoware too indulgent. Let us grant, 

it is not 

Amiss to tumble on the bed of Ptolemy; 

Yo give a kingdom fora mirth; to sit 

And keep the turn of tippling witha slave; _ 

To reel the streets at noon, and stand the bulfet 

With knaves that smell of sweat: say this 
becomes him,— £ DT 

‘As his composure must be rare indeed 

Whom these things cannot blemish,—yet must 
Antony d s 

No way excuse his soils, when we do bear 

So great weight in his lightness. If he fill'd 

His vacaney with his volupttousness, 

Full surfeits, and the dryness of his bones, 

Call on him for’t : but to confound such time, 

That drums him from his sport, and speaks as 





loud 

As his own state and ours,—'tis to be chid 30 

AS tenes boys, who, being mature in know- 
edge, 

Pawn their experience to their present pleasure, 

And so rebel to judgement. 


Enter a Messenger. 


Lep. Here’s more news. 
‘Mess. Thy biddings haye been done; and 
every hour, 

Most noble Cesar, shalt thou have report 

How ’tis abroad. Pompey is strong at sea ; 

‘And it appears he is beloved of those 

That only have fear’d Ciesar: to the ports 

The discontents repair, and men’s reports 

Give him much wrong’d. 

Ces. I should have known no less. 
It hath been taught us from the primal state, 41 
That he which is was wish’d until he were; 
And the ebb’d man, ne’er loved till ne’er worth 


love, 
Comes dear'd by being lack’d. ‘This common 
ody, 
Like to a vagabond flag upon the stream, 
Goes to and back, lackeying the varying tide, 
To rot itself with motion. , 
C83. Cesar, I bring thee word, 
Menecrates and Menas, famous pirates, 
Make the sea serve them, which they ear and 
_ wound 
With keels of every kind: many hot inroads 50 
They make in Italy ; the borders maritime 
Lack tt to think on’t, and flush youth 
revolt: 
No vessel can peep forth, but ’tisas soon. 
Taken as seen; for Pompey’s name strikes 


more 
Than could his war resisted. 
Cees ; pete t = 
ave thy lascjvi assails,, hen thou on: 
HS Se eens vangotri 


_ >. 
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Wast beaten, from Modena, where thou slew’st 

Hirtius and Pansa, consuls, at thy heel 

Did famine follow; whom thou fought’st 
against, 

Though daintily brought up, with patience more 

Than savages could sutler: thou didst drink 6: 

The stale of horses, and the gilded puddle 

Which beasts would cough at: thy palate then 
did deign 

The roughest berry on the rudest hedge ; 

Yea, like the stag, when snow the pasture 
sheets, 

The barks of trees thou browsed’st; on the 


Alps 

Tt is reported thou didst eat strange flesh, 
Which some did die to look on: and all this— 
Tt wounds thine honour that L speak it now— 
Was borne so like a soldier, that thy cheek 70 
So muchas lank’d not, | : 

Lep. ‘fis pity of him. 

Cees. Let his shames quickly . 
Drive him to Rome: ’tis time we twain 
Did show ourselves 7’ the field ; and to that end 
Assemble we immediate council: Pompey 
Thrives in our idleness. 

Lep. To-morrow, Czesar, 
L shall be furnish’d to inform you rightly 
Both what by sea and land I can be able 
To front this present time. 9 

Ces. Till which encounter, 
It is my business too. Farewell. 80 

Lep. Farewell, my lord: what you shall 

know meantime : 

Of stirs abroad, I shall beseech you, sir, 
To let me be partaker. : 

Ces. Doubt not, sir; 
I knew it for my bond. [Exeunt. 


Scene V. Alexandria. Cleopatra’s palace. 


Enter CLEOPATRA, CHARMIAN, Tras, and 
MARDIAN. 


Cleo. Charmian! 
Char, Madam? 


Cleo, Ha, ha! 
Give me to drink mandragora. 
Chan. Why, madam? 
Cleo. That I might sleep out this great gap 
My Antony is away. 
Chan a You think of him too much. 


Cleo. O,’tis treason ! 
Char. Madam, I trust, not so. 
Cleo. Thou, eunuch Mardian ! 


Mar. What’s your highness’ pleasure ? 
Cleo. Not now to hear thee sing; I take no 
pleasure 


Tn aught an eunuch has: "tis well for thee, 10 
That, being unseminar’d, thy freer thoughts , 
May not fly forth of Egypt. Hast thou atfec- 
tions 
Mar. Yes, gracious madam. 
Cleo, Indeed! 
Mar, Not in deed, madam; for I can do 
nothing : 
But what indeed is honest to be done: 
Yet have I fierce affections, and think 
What Venus did with Mars. 
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Cleo. O Charmian, 
Where think’st thou he is now? Stands he, 
or sits he? 
Or does he wall? or is he on his horse? 20 
O happy horse, to bear the Re Ene of Antony! 
Do bravely, horse! for wot’st thou whom thou 


movest? 
The demi-Atlas of this earth, the arm 
And burgonet of men. He’s speaking now, 
Or murmuring ‘Where’s my serpent of old 
Nile?’ 
Yor so he calls me: now I feed myself 
With most delicious poison. Think on me, 
That am with Phebus’ amorous pinches black 
And wrinkled deep in time? road-fronted 
__ Cesar, 29 
When thou wast here above the ground, I was 
A morsel for a monarch: and great Pompey 
Would stand and make his eyes grow in my 


TOW 
There would he anchor his aspect and die 
With looking on his life. 


Enter ALEXAS. 
Alex. Sovereign of Egypt, hail! 
Cleo. How much unlike art thou Mark 
Antony! A pa 
Yet, coming from him, that great medicine 


hath 
With his tinct gilded thee. 
How goes it with my brave Mark Antony? 

Alex. Last thing he did, dear queen, 

He kiss'd,—the last of many doubled kisses,— 
This orient pearl. His speech sticks in my 
heart. 5 4 

Cleo. Mine ear must pluck it thence. 

Alex. *Good friend,’ quoth he, 
‘Say, the firm Roman to great Egypt. sends 
This treasure of an cyster; at whose foot, 

To mend the petty present, I will piece 
Her opulent throne with kingdoms; all the 


east, 

Say thou, shall call her mistress.’ So he nodded, 
t+And sober] did mount an arm-gaunt steed, 
Who neigh’d so high, that what would have 


Broke i 
Was beastly dumb’d by him. 
Cleo. _ What, was he sad or merry? 50 
Alex. Like to the time o’ the year between 
the extremes 
Of hot and cold, he was nor sad nor merry, 
Cleo. O well-divided disposition! Notehim, 
Note him, good Charmian, ’tis the man; but 
note him : . 
He was not sad, for he would shine on those 
That make their looks by his; he was not 


merry, 
Which seem’d to tell them his remembrance 


lay 
In Egypt with his joy; but. between both: 
O heayenly mingle! Be’st thou sad or merry, 
The violence of either thee becomes, 60 
So does it no man else. Met’st thou my posts? 
‘Alex. Ay, madam, twenty several mes- 
sengers : " 
Why do you send so thick? 
Cleo. Who’s born that day 
When I forget to send to Antony, 
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Shall die a beggar. Ink and paper, Charmian. 
‘Welcome, my good Alexas. DM I, Charmian, 
Ever love Cresar so? 
Char. O that brave Cesar! 
Cleo. Be choked with such another emphasis! 
Say, the brave Antony. 
har. The valiant Cesar! 
leo. By Isis, I will give thee bloody tecth, 
If thou with Czesar paragon again 7% 
My man of men, i 
Char. By your most gracious pardon, 
Tsing but after you. 
Cleo. _My salad days, | 
When I was green in judgement: cold in blood, 
To say as I said then! But, come, away; 
Get me ink and paper : ‘ 
He shall have every day a several greeting, 
Or I'll unpeople Egypt. [Exeunt. 


ACT I. 
Scene I, Messina. Pompey’s house. 


Enter Pompry, MENEcRATES, and MENAs, 
in warlike manner. 


Pom, If the great gods be just, they shall 


assis| 
The deeds of justest men. 
Mene. Know, worthy Pompey, 
That what they do delay, they not deny. 
Pom. Whiles we are suitors to their throne, 


decays 
The thing we sue for. 
Mene. ‘We, ignorant of ourselves, 


Beg often our own harms, which the wise 
powers 

Deny us for our good; so find we profit 

By losing of our prayers. 
‘On. I shall do well: 

The people love me, and the sea is mine; 

'Y powers are crescent, and my auguring hope 
Says it will come to the full. Mark Antony rx 
In Egypt sits at dinner, and will make 
No nyars without doors: Czsar gets money 

where 
He loses hearts: Lepidus flatters both, 
Of both is flatter’d ; but he neither loves, 
Nor either cares for him, = 

Men. _ _ Cesar and Lepidus 
Are in the field: a mighty strength they carry. 

Pom. Where have you this? ‘tis false. 

Men. Front Silvius, sir. 

Pom. He dreams: I know they are in Rome 

together, 
Looking for Antony. But all the charms of 
ove, 20 
Salt Cleopatra, soften thy waned lip! ¥ 
Let ite craft join with beauty, lust with 
Tie up the libertine in a field of feasts, 
Keep his brain fuming ; Epicurean cooks 
Sharpen with cloyless sauce his appetite; 
That sleep and feeding may prorogue his honour 
Even till a Lethe’d dulness! 


Enter Varrtvs. 


How now, Varrius! 
Yen: This is most certain that I shall de- 
iver ; 
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Mark Antony is every hourin Rome | 
Expected: since he went from Egypt ’tis 30 
A space for further travel. i 

Pom. I could have given less matter 
A better ear. Menas, I did not think 
a amorous surfeiter would have donn’d his 

helm 
For such a petty war: his soldiership 
Is twice the other twain: but let us rear 
The higher our opinion, that our stirring 
Can from the lap of Egypt's widow pluck 
The ne’er-lust-wearied Antony. 

Men. I cannot hope 
Cwsar and Antony shall well greet together : 
His wife that’s dead did trespasses to Cresar ; 
His brother warr'd upon him; although, I think, 
Not moved by Antony. 

Pom. rs know not, Menas, 
How lesser enmities may give way to greater, 
Were’t not that we stand up against them all, 
‘Twere pregnant they should square between 

themselves; 
For they have entertained cause enough 
To draw their swords: but how the fear of us 
May cement their divisions and bind up 
The petty difference, we yet not know. 
Be’t as our gods will haye’t! It onl stands 50 
Our lives upon to use our strongest hands. 
Come, Menas. [Exeunt. 


Scene IL. Rome. The house of Lepidus. 
Enter EXNOBARBUS and LEPIDUS. 


Zep. Good Enobarbus, ’tis a worthy deed, 

And shall become you well, to entreat your 
captain 
To soft and gentle speech. 

SEO sapere: _ I shall entreat him 
To answer like himself: if Cuzsar move him, 
Let Antony look over Cesar’s head 
And Ga as loud as Mars. | By Jupiter, 
Were I the wearer of Antonius’ beard, 
I-would not shave’t to-day. 

*Tis not a time 


P- 
For private stomaching, 
Eno. Every time 
Serves for the matter that is then born in’t. 10 
Lep. But small to greater matters must give 


way. 
Eno. Not if the small come first. 
ep. : Your speech is passion : 
But, pray you, stirno embers up. Here comes 
The noble Antony. 


Enter ANTONY and VENTIDIUS. 
Eno. And yonder, Cxsar. 


Enter Cxsar, MEcENAS, and AGRIPPA. 


Ant._ If we compose well here, to Parthia: 
Hark, Ventidius. u 
es, Ido not know, 


Mecsenas; ask Agrippa. 
ep. a ; Noble friends, 
That le combined us was most great, and 
let no} a 
A leaner action rend us, What’s amiss, 
May it be gently heard: when we debate 29 
Our trivial difference loud, we do commit 
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Murder in healing wounds: then, noble partners, 
The rather, for 1 earnestly beseech 
Touch you the sourest points with sweetest 


terms, 
Nor curstness grow to the matter. 
Ant. Tis spoken well. 


Were we before our armies, and to fight, 
I should do thus. (Flourish. 


Ces. Welcome to Rome. 
Ant. ‘Thank you, 
Ces. Sit. 
Ant, Sit, sir. 
Ces. Nay, then. 
Ant. T learn, you take things ill which are 
not so, 
Or being, concern you not. 
Cus. I must be laugh’d at, 30 


Tf, or for nothing or a little, I 
Should say myself offended, and with you’ 
Chiefly i‘ the world; more laugh’d at, that I 
should 
Once name you derogately, when to sound your 
name 
It not concern’d me, Bais 
Ant. My being in Egypt, Cresar, 
What was’t to you? 


Ges. No more than my residing here at 
3 Rome 
Might be to you in Egypt: yet, if you there 
Did practise on my state, your being in Egypt 
Might be my question. : 
nu. How intend you, practised? 40 
Ces. You may be pleased to catch at mine 


intent : 
By what did here befal me. Your wife and 
brother < 3 
Made wars upon me; and their contestation 
Was theme for you, you were the word of war. 
Ant. You do mistake your business; my 
brother never Stes ss 
Did urge me in his act: I did inquire it ; 
‘And have my learning from some true reports, 
That drew their swords with you. Did he not 
rather z . 
Discredit my authority with yours; 49 
‘And make the wars alike against my stomach, 
Having alike your cause? Of this my letters 
Before did satisfy you. If you I patch a 
quarrel, pee 
As matter whole you have not to make it with, 
It must not be with this, ‘ 
8. __ . You praise yourself 
By laying defects of judgement to me; but 
You patch’d up your excuses, 
Ant. Not so, not so; 
T know you could not lack, I am certain on "tb, 
Very necessity of this thought, thatI, 
our paring in the cause ’gainst which he 
ought, 
Could not with graceful eyes attend those wars 
Which fronted mine own peace. As for my 
rt 
irit in such another : 


wife, 
J would you had her spi 1 r 
is yours ; which with a 


The third 0’ the world 

snaflle ; 
You may pace easy, but not such a wife. 

Eno. Would we had all such wives, that the 
men might go to wars with the women! 
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Ant. So much uncurbable, her garboils, 


Cresar, 2 

Made out of her impatience, which not wanted 
Shrewdness of policy too, I grieving grant 
Did you too much disquiet: for that you must 
But say, I could not help it. 

Of _ I wrote to you 
When rioting in Alexandria; you 
Did pocket up my letters, and with taunts 
Did gibe my missive out of audience. 

Ant. d Sir, 
He fell upon me ere admitted; then " 
Three kings I had newly feasted, and did 

want 

Of what I was i’ the morning : but next day 
J told him of myself; which was as much 
‘As to have ask’d him pardon. Let this fellow 
Be nothing of our strife; if we contend, 
Out of our question wipe him. 
You have broken 
which you shall 


7 


(ES. 
The article of your oath ; 
a never esc : 
‘ave tongue to charge me with, 
Lep. Soft, Cresar! 
Ant. 0, 
Lepidus, let him speak : 
The honour is sacred which he talks on now, 
Supposing that I lack’d it. But, on, Ceesar; 
The article of my oath. 
Ces. To lend me arms and aid when I 
required them ; 
The which you both denied. 
Ant. z Neglected, rather; 
‘And then when poison’d hours had bound me 


up. go 
From mine own knowledge. As nearly as I 


may, 
I'll play the penitent to you: but mine honesty 
Shall not make poor my greatness, nor my 


power 
Work without it. Truth is, that Fulvia, 
To have me out of Egypt, made wars here; 
For which myself, the ignorant motive, do 
So far ask pardon as befits mine honour 
To stoop in such a case. 
Lep. vane Tis noble spoken. 
Mec. If it might please you, to enforce no 
further 
The griefs between ye: to forget them quite 
Were to remember that the present nee 
Speaks to atone you. és 
De . Worthily spoken, Meczenas. 
Eno. Or, if you borrow one another's love 
for the instant, you may, when, you hear no 
more words of Pompey, return it again: you 


Ior 


shall have time to wrangle in when you have 
nothing else to do. ‘ 
‘Ant. Thou art a soldier only: speak no 


more. 
Eno. That truth should be silent I had 
almost forgot. 110 
. Ant. You wrong this presence; therefore 
speak no more. ; 
Eno. Go to, then; your considerate stone. 
Ces. Ido not much dislike the matter, but 
The manner of his speech; for’t cannot be 
We shall remain in friendship, our conditions 
So differing in their acts. Yet, if I knew 
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What hoop should hold us stanch, from edge 


to edge x 
O’ the world I would pursue it. 
Agr. _ Give me leave, Cesar,— 
Cas. Speak, Agrippa, { 
A a hou hast a sister by the mother’s 
side, 120 
Admired Octavia; great Mark Antony 
Is now a widower. 4 
(3. Say not so, Agrippa: 
Ti Cleopatra heard you, your reproo. 
‘Were well deserved of rashness. 
Ant. Iam not married, Cesar: let me hear 
Agrippa further speak, “| 
Agr, To hold you in perpetual amity, 
Lo make you brothers, and to knit your hearts 
With an unslipping knot, take Antony 
Octavia to his wife; whose beauty claims 130 
No worse a husband than the best of men ; 
- Whose virtue and whose general graces speak 
That which none else can utter. By this 
marriage, : 
All little jealousies, which now seem great, 
And all great fears, which now import their 
dangers, * 
Would then be nothing: truths would be tales, 
Rybere mow half tales be truths: her love to 
oth 
Would, each to other and all loves to both, 
Draw after her. Pardon what I have spoke; 
For ’tis a studied, not a present thought, 140 
By duty ruminated. 
Ant. _ Will Cuesar speak ? 
Ces, Not till he hears how Antony is 
_ touch’d 
With what is spoke already. : 
Ant. What power is in Agrippa, 
If I would say, ‘ Agrippa, be it so,’ 
To make this good? 
Ces. The power of Czesar, and 
His power unto Octavia. a 
Ant. May I never 
To this good purpose, that so fairly shows, 
Wet kof impediment! Let me have thy 
hand : 
Further this act of grace; and from this hour 
The heart of brothers govern in our loves — 150 
And sway our great designs! F 
3. There is my hand. 
A sister I bequeath you, whom no brother 
Did ever love so dearly : let her live 
Yo join our kingdoms and our hearts; and 
never - 
Fly off our loves again | , 
Lep. ‘ Happily, amen! 
Ant, I did not think to draw my sword 
jeune Pompey ; 
For he hath laid strange courtesies and great 
Of late upon me: I must thank him only, 
Lest my remembrance suffer ill report ; 
At heel of that, defy him. — 
ane: a aime calls upon Veep 
us must F’ompey presently be sought, 16 
Or else he seeks out us. 
Ant. Where lies he? 
Ces. About the mount Misenum. 
Ant. What is his strength by land? 
Cees. Great and increasing: but by sea 





[Act 1 


Heisan absolute master. = = * 

Ant. So is the fame. 
Would we had spoke together! Haste we for 
it: 

Yet, ere we put ourselves in arms, dispatch we 
The business we have talk’d of. 


Ces. With most gladness ; 
And do invite you to my sister's view, 170 
Whither straight I’ll lead you. 


Ant. Let us, Lepidus, 
Not lack your company. 
ep. Noble Antony, 
Not sickness should detain me. 
[Plourish. Exeunt Ceasar, Antony, 
and Lepidus. 

Mee. Welcome from Egypt, sir. 

Eno. Half the heart of Czesar, worthy 
Mecwnas! My honourable friend, Agrippa! 

Agr. Good Enobarbus! 

Mec. Wehave cause to be glad that matters 
are so well digested. You stayed well by’t in 
Egypt. i ‘ 180 

Eno. Ay, sir; we did sleep day out of counte- 
nance, and made the night light with drinking. 

Mec. Kight wild-boars roasted whole at a 
Pe and but twelve persons there ; is this 
true 

Eno. This was but as a fly by an eagle: we 
had much more monstrous matter of feast, 
which worthily deserved noting. 

Ace. She’s a most triumphant lady, if report 
be square to her. 190 

Eno. When she first met Mark Antony, she 
pursed UpHs heart, upon the river of Cydnus. 

Agr. There she appeared indeed; or my re- 
porter devised well for her. 

Eno. I wiil tell you. 

The barge she sat in, like a burnish’d throne, 
Burn’d on the water: the poop was beaten 


gold; 

Purple the sails, and so pectumed! that 

‘The winds were love-sick with them; the oars 
were silver, 

Which to the tune of flutes kept stroke, and 
made 200 

The water which they beat to follow faster, 

As amorous of their strokes. For her own 


person, b 

It beggar’d all description: she did lie 

In her pavilion—cloth-of-gold of tissue— 
O’er-picturing that Venus where we sce 

The fancy outwork nature : on each side her 
Stood pretty dimpled boys, like smiling Cupids, 
With divers-colour'd fans, whose wind did seem. 
To glow the delicate cheeks which they did 


cool, 
And what they undid did. 
Agr. O, rare for Antony! 210 
Eno, Her gentlewomen, like the Nereides, 
So many mermaids, tended her i?’ the eyes, 
And made their bends adornings : at the helm 
A seeming mermaid steers: the silken tackle 
Swell with the touches of those flower-soft 
hands, 
That yarely frame the office. From the barge 
A strange invisible perfume hits the sense 
Of the eulacent wharfs. The city cast 
Her people out upon her; and Antony, 
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Enthroned i’ the market-place, did sit alone, 
Whistling to the air; which, but for vacancy, 
Had gone to gaze on Cleopatra too 

And made a gap in nature. 

Agr. _ Rare Egyptian! 

Eno, Upon her landing, Antony sent to her, 
Invited her to supper: she replied, 

It should be better he became her guest ; 

Which she entreated: our courteous Antony, 

Whom nee the word of ‘No’ woman heard 
speak. 

Being barber'd ten times o’er, goes to the feast, 

And for his ordinary pays his heart 230 

For what his eyes eat only. 

Agr, Royal wench! 

She made great Cresar lay his sword to bed: 
He plough’d her, and she cropp’d. 

Tino. I saw her once 
Hop forty paces through the public street ; 
‘And having lost her breath, she spoke, and 

panted, 5 
That she did make defect perfection, 
And, breathless, power breathe forth. 

Mec. Now Antony must leave her utterly. 

Eno. Never; he will not: 

Age cannot wither her, nor custom stale 
Her infintte variety : other women cloy 
The appetites they feed; but she makes hungry 
Where most she satisfies: for vilest things 
Become themselves in her ; that the holy priests 
Bless her when she is riggish. 

Mec. If beauty, wisdom, modesty, can settle 
The heart of Antony, Octavia is 
A blessed lottery to him. 

Agr. 6 US £0. 

Good Enobarbus, make yourself my guest 249 
Whilst you abide here. 
Eno.  Humbly, sir, I thank you. [2xeuné. 


240 


Scene III. The same. Caesar's house. 


Enter ANTONY, Ca&SAR, OCTAVIA between 
them, and Attendants. 


Ant. The world and my great office will 

_ sometimes 
Divide me from your bosom. te aon 

cia. All which time 

Before the gods my knee shall bow my prayers 
To them for you. : e F 

Ant. Good night, sir. My Octavia, 
Read not my blemishes in the world’s report : 
T have not kept my square; but that to come 
Shall a be done by the rule. Good night, dear 


lady. | 
Good night, sir. 
Cas. Good night. 
Exeunt Cesar and Octavia. 


Enter Soothsayer. 
Ant, Now, sitrah; you do wish yourself in 


oF 


Egypt? 
Soothe Would I had never come from thence, 


or you 

Thither! 
Ant. Ifyou can, your reason? F 
Sooth. Isee it in 


My motion, have it not in my tongue: but yet 
Hie you to Egypt again. 
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Ant. Say to me, 
Whose cores shall rise higher, Czesar’s or 
mine 
Sooth. Cxesar's. 


Therefore, O Antony, stay not by his side: 
‘Thy demon, that’s thy oul which keeps thee, is 
Noble, courageous, high, unmatchable 20 
Where Czesar's is not; but, near him, thy angel 
Becomes a fear, as being o’erpower'd : therefore 
Make space enough between you. __ 
Ant. Speak this no more, 
Sooth. To none but thee; no more, but 
when to thee. , 
Tf thou dost play with him at any game, 
Thou art-sure to lose; and, of that natural 


uck, 
He beats thee ’gainst the odds: thy lustre 
thickens, . : 
When he shines by : I say again, thy spirit 
Ts all afraid to govern thee near him; 
But, he away, ’tis noble. 
Ant. 12d Get thee gone: 
Say to Ventidius I would speak with him: 
: _ Leit Soothsayer. 
He shall to Parthia. Be it art or hap 2 
He hath spoken true: the very dice obey him; 
And in our sports my better cunnin; faints 
Under his chance: if we draw lots, he speeds ; 
His cocks do win the battle still of mine, 
When it is all to nought; and his quails ever 
Beat mine, inhoop’d, at odds. I will to Egypt: 
‘And though I make this marriage for my peace, 
T the east my pleasure lies. 


Enter VENTIDIUS. 
_ 0, come, Ventidius, 40 
You must to Parthia; your commission *s ready; 
Follow me, and receive’t. [#xeunt. 


30 


Scene IV. Zhe same. A street. 
Enter Lepipus, MrecxNas, and AGRIPPA. 


Lep. Trouble yourselves no further: pray 
you, hasten 
Your generals after. 
An, __Sir, Mark Antony 
Will e’en but kiss Octavia, and we'll follow. 
Lep. Till I shall see you in your soldier’s 


ress, 
Which will become you both, farewell. 

Mee. P We shall, 
As I conceive the journey, be at the Mount 
Before you, Lepidus. t 

Lep. Your way is shorter; 

My purposes do draw me much about : 
Youll win two days upon me. 


Ts Sir, good success} 
Lep. Farewell. [Exeunt. 10 


SozNnE V. Alexandria. Cleopatra's palace, 


Enter CLEOPATRA, CHARMIAN, Ins, and 
ALEXAS. 


Cleo. Give me some music; music, moody 


‘001 
Of us that trade in love. 3 
Attend. The music, ho! 
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Enter Manpian the Eunuch. 


Cleo. Let it alone; Jet’s to billiards: come, 
Charmian. ‘ 
Char. My arm is sore; best play with 

Mardian. : 
CED: ae well a woman with an eunuch 
ay” 
As wath a woman. Come, you’ll play with me, 


sir? 
Mar. As well as I can, madam. 
Cleo. And when good willisshow’d, though’t 
come too short, 
The actor may plead pardon. I'll none now: 
Give me mine angle; we'll to the river: there, 
My music playing far off, I will betray II 
Tawny-finn’d fishes; my bended hook shall 
jerce 
Their slimy jaws; and, as I draw them up, 
Ll think them every one an Antony, 
‘And say ‘Ah, ha! you're caught.’ 

Char. _ ‘twas merry when 
You wager'd on your angling; when your diver 
Did hang a salt-fish on his hook, which he 
With fervency drew up. ‘ : 

€0. That time,—O times !— 
I laugh’d him out of patience; and that night 
Tlaugh’d him into patience: and next morn, 
Ere the ninth hour, I drunk him to his bed ; 
Then put my tires and mantles on him, whilst 
I wore his sword Philippan. 


Enter a Messenger. 
O, from Italy: 
Ram thou thy fruitful tidings in mine ears, 
That long time have been barren. 
Mess. r Madam, madam,— 
Cleo. Antonius dead !—If thou say so, villain, 
Thou kill’st thy mistress: but well and free, 
Jé thou so yield him, there is gold, and here 
My bluest veins to kiss; a hand that kings 
Have lipp’d, and trembled kissing. 30 
Mess. First, madam, he is well. 
Cleo. Why, there’s more gold. 
But, sirrah, mark, we use 
‘To say the dead are well: bring it to that, 
The gold I give thee will I melt and pour 
Down thy ill-uttering throat. 
Afezss. Good madam, hear me. 
Cleo. Well, go to, I will; 
But there’s no goodness in thy face: if 


ay 
Be free and healthful,—so tart a favour 
To trumpet such good tidings! If not well, 
Thou shouldst come like a Fury crown'd with 
snakes, 40 
Not like a formal man, 
Mess, Will’t please you hear me? 
Cleo. Ihave a mind to strike thee ere thou 
speak’st: ‘ 
Yet, if thou say Antony lives, is well, 
Or friends with Czesar, or not captive to him, 
I'll set thee in a shower of gold, and hail 
Rich pearls upon thee, 
Mess, Madam, he’s well. 


Cleo, Well said. 
Mess. And friends with Cesar. 
€0. Thou 'rt an honest man. 
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[Act 1 
‘Mess, Cesar and he are greater friends than 


ever. 
Cleo. Make thee a fortune from me. 

Mess. But yet, madam,— 
Cleo. I do not like ‘But yet,’ it does allay 
The good precedence; fie upon “But yet”! 5x 

“But yet’ is as a gaoler to brin, forth f 
Some monstrous malefactor. Prithee, friend, 
Pour out the pack of matter to mineear, | 
The good and bad together: he’s friends with 


eeSaL 5 
Instate of health thousay’st; and thousay’st free. 
‘Mess. Free, madam! no; I made no such 


report : 2 
He’s bound unto Octavia, 
Cleo. For what good turn? 
Mess, For the best turn i’ the bed. ; 
Cleo. Tam pale, Charmian. 
Mess. Madam, he’s married to Octavia. 60 
Cleo. The most infectious pestilence upon 
thee! [Strikes him down. 
Mess. Good madam, patience. 
leo. What say you? Hence, 
[Strikes him again. 
Horrible villain! or I'll spur thine eyes 
Like balls before me; 1’ll unhair thy head: 
[She hales him up and down. 
aioe shalt be whipp’d with wire, and stew’d in 
rine, 
Smarting in lingering pickle. 
Mess. Gracious madam, 
I that do bring the news made not the match. 
Cleo. Say ’tis not so, a province I will give 


thee, 
And make thy fortunes proud: the blow thou 


hay 
Shall make thy peace for moving me to rage ; 
And I will boot thee with what gift beside 7 
Thy modesty can beg. 
Mess, He’s married, madam. 
Cleo. Rogue, thou hast lived too long. 
(Draws a knife. 
Mess. Nay, then I’ll run. 
What mean you, madam? I have made no 
fault. Exit. 
Char. Good madam, keep yourself within 
yourself : 
The man is innocent. 
leo. Some innocents’scape not the thunder- 


bolt. 
Melt Egypt into Nile! and kindly creatures 
‘Turn all to serpents! Call the slaye again: 79 
Though I am mad, I will not bite him: call. 
Char. He is afeard to come. 
Cleo. T will not hurt him. 
., [Exit Charmian. 
These hands do lack nobility, that they strike 
A meaner than myself; since I ryBel 
Have given myself the cause. 


Re-enter CHARMIAN and Messenger. 


. Come hither, sir. 
Though it be honest, it is never good 
To bring bad news: give to a gracious message 
An host of tongues ; but let ill tidings tell 
Themselves when they be felt. 
Mess. T have done my duty. 
Cleo. Is he married ? 
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I cannot hate thee worser than I do, 
If thou again say ‘ Yes.’ 
He’s married, madam. 


90 


hold there still? 
Mess. Should I lie, madam ¢ 
0. O, I would thou didst, 
So half my Egypt were submerged and made 
A cistern for scaled snakes! Go, get thee 
hence: 
Hadst thou Narcissus in thy face, to me 
Thou wouldst appear most ugly. He ismarried ? 
Mess. I crave your highness’ panions 
leo. e is married ? 
fess. Take no offence that I would not 
offend you: 
To punish me for what you make me do 100 
Seems much ned ual: he’s married to Octavia. 
Cleo. O, that his fault should make a knave 


of thee, 

nn art not what thou’rt sure of! Get thee 
hence: 

The merchandise which thou hast brought 
from Rome 

Are all too dear for me: lie they upon thy 


hand, 
And be undone by’em! [Bxit Messenger. 
f _ Good your highness, patience. 
In praising Antony, I have dispraised 
Cresar. 
Char. Many times, madam. 
€0. Iam paid for’t now. 
Lead me from hence; 
I faint: O Iras, Charmian! ’tis no matter. x10 
30 to the fellow, good Alexas ; bid him 
Report the feature of Octavia, her years, 
Her inclination, let him not leave out | 
The colour of her hair: bring me won quickly. 


; Bs eit Alexas. 
Let him for ever go :—let him not—Charmian, 
Thought he be painted one way like a Gorgon, 
The other way’s a Mars. Bid you Alexas 
E (Zo Mardian. 
Bring.me word how tall she is. Pity me, 
Charmian, 
But do not speak to me. Lead me to my 
chamber. [Exeunt. 


- SoenE VI. Wear Misenum. 


Flourish. Enter PomPEY and MENAS at one 
side, with drwm and trumpet ; at another, 
Cxsar, ANTONY, Lerrpus, ENOBARBUS, 
MECENAS, with Soldiers marching. 


Pom. Your hostages I have, so have you 


mine; 
And we shall talk before we fight. 
Ces. Tost meet 
That first we come to words; and therefore 
have we 
Our written purposes before us sent ; 
Which, if thou hast consider'd, let us know 
If’ twill tie up thy discontented sword, 
And carry back to Sicily much tall youth 
That else must perish here. 
Pom. ? _ To you all three, 
The senators alone of this great world, 


Chief factors for the gods, 1donot know 10 
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Wherefore my father should revengers want, 
Having a son and friends ; since Julius Czesar, 
Who at Philippi the good Brutus ghosted, 
ere saw you labouring forhim. What was’t 
That moved pale Cassius to conspire; and what 
Made the all-honour’d, honest Roman, Brutus, 
With the arm’d rest, courtiers of beauteous 
freedom, : 
To drench the Capitol; but that they would 
Have one man buta man? And thatisit x9 
Hath made me rig my navy ; at whose burthen 
‘The anger'd ocean foams ; with which I meant 
To scourge the ingratitude that despiteful Rome 
Cast on my noble father. i 
es. Take your time, _ 
Ant. Thou canst not fear us, Pompey, with 
thy sails ; 
We'll speak with thee at sea; at land, thou 
know’st 
How much we do o’er-count thee. 2 
Pom. At land, indeed, 
Thou dost o’er-count me of my father’s house: 
But, since the cuckoo builds not for himself, 
Remain in’t as thou mayst. 
@.. “ Be pleased to tell us— 
For this is from the present—how you take 30 
The offers we have sent you. 


3. ‘There’s the point. 
Ant. sunita do not be entreated to, but 
welg 


ig 
What it is worth embraced. 
3. And what may follow, 
To try a larger fortune. 
Pom. You have made me offer 
Of Sicily, Sardinia; and I must 
Rid all the sea of pirates; then, to send 
Measures of wheat to Rome; this ’greed upon, 
‘Yo part with unhack’d edges, and bear bac! 
Our targes undinted. 
Ces. Ant. Lep. That’s our offer. 
Pom. Know, then, 49 
I came before you here a man prepared 
To take this offer: but Mark Antony 
Put me to some impatience: though I lose 
‘The praise of it by telling, you must know, 
When Cesar and your brother were at blows, 
Your mother came to Sicily and did find 
Her welcome friendly. 
nt. ; have heard it, Pompey} 
And am well studied for a liberal thanks 
Which I do owe you. 
Pom. _ Let me have your hand: 
I did not think, sir, to have met you here. 50 
Ant, The beds i’ the east are soft; and 
thanks to you, | : 
That call’d me timelier than my purpose hither; 
For I have gain'd by’t._. 
Cas, Since I saw you last, 
There is a change upon you. 
om. Well, I know not 
What counts harsh fortune casts upon my face; 
But in my bosom shall she never come, 
To make my heart her vassal. 


ep. ‘Well met here. 
Pom. I hope so, Lepidus, Thus we are 
agreed : 


I crave our composition may be written, 
And seal’d between us. 


CC-0 Kashmir Research Institute. Digitzed by eGangotri 


980 ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA 


Ces. That’s the next to do. 60 
Pom. We'll feast each other ere we part; 
and let’s ‘ 
Draw lots who shall begin. f 
Ant. That will I, Pompey. 
we No, (Antony, ake the oes Dut, first 
r last, your fine Egyptian cooke' i 
Sualnaye the fame. I have hear that Julius 
aesar 
Grew fat with feasting there. 
Ant. ~~ You have heard much. 
Pom. Ihave fair meanings, sir. 
nt. 
Pon. 


nd fair words to them. 
Then so much have I heard : 
And I haye heard, Apollodorus carried— 
Eno. No more of that: he did so. 
Pom. E What, I pray you? 70 
Jno. A. certain queen to Cesar in a mat- 


tress. 
Pom. I know thee now: how farest thou, 
soldier? 
Eno. Well; - 
And well am like to do; for, I perceive, 
Four feasts are toward. 
‘one. Let me shake thy hand; 
I never hated thee: I have seen thee fight, 
When I have envied thy behaviour. 
Eno. Sir, 
T never loved you much; but I ha’ praised ye, 
When you have well deserved ten times as 


much | : 
As [have said you did. < 
Pom. |. Enjoy thy plainness, 80 
It nothing ill becomes thee. 
board my galley I invite you all: 
Will you lead, lords? 
Ces. Ant. Lep. Show us the way, sir. 


Pom. ome. 
[Exeunt all but Menas and Enobarbus. 
Men. [Aside] Thy father, Pompey, would 
ne’er have made this treaty.—You and I have 
known, sir. 
Zino. At-sea, I think. 
Men. We have, sir. 


Eno. You have done well by water. 

Men. And you by land. 90 

Eno. Iwill praise any man that will praise 
me; though it cannot be denied what I have 


done by land. 

Men. Nor what I have done by water. 

Eno. Yes, something you can deny for your 
own safety : you have been a great thief by sea. 

Men. And you by land. 

no. There I deny, my land service. But 
give me your hand, Menas: if our eyes had 
authority, here they might take two thieves 
kissing. tet 

Men. All men’s faces are true, whatsome’er 
their hands are. 

Eno. But there is never a fair woman has a 
true face. 

Men. No slander; they steal hearts. 

Eno, Wecame hither to fight with you. 

Men. For my part, Iam sorry it is turned 
toa drinking. Pompey doth this day laugh 
away his fortune. 110 
. Ji he do, sure, he cannot weep’t back 


agai. 





[Acr 1 


Men. You've said, sir. We looked not for 
Mark Antony here: pray you, 18 he married to 


Cleopatra? 1rea x 
Eno, Cxsar’s sister is called Octavia. 
Men. True, sir; she was the wife of Caius 


Marcellus. 2 
Eno, “But she is now the wife of Marcus 


Antonius, 


Men. Pray ye, sir? 120 

Eno. ’Tis true. E 

Men. Then is Cresar and he for ever knit 
together. 


Eno. I£T were bound to divine of this unity, 
I would not Pronnesy, SO. 4 

Men. I think the policy of that purpose 
made more in the marriage than the love of 
the parties. 

Eno. 1 think so too. But you shall find, 
the band that seems to tie their friendship 
together will be the at strangler of | their 
amity: Octavia is of a holy, cold, and still 
conversation. 13 

Men. Who would not have his wife so? 

Eno. Not he that himself is not so; which 
is Mark Antony. He will to his Kgyptian dish 
again: then shall the sighs of Octavia blow the 
fire up in Cesar; and, as I said before, that 
which is the strength of their amity shall prove 
the immediate author of their variance. Antony 
will use his affection where it is: he married 
but his occasion here. 140 

Men. And thus it may be. Come, sir, will 
you aboard? I havea health for you. 

Eno. J shall take it, sir: we have used our 
throats in Egypt. 

Men. Come, let’s away. [Eceuni. 


SoENE VIL On board Pompey’s galley, of” 
Aisenum. 


Music plays. Enter two or three Servants 
with a banquet. 


First Serv. Were they’ll be, man. Some o’ 
their plants are ill-rooted already; the least 
wind Y the world will blow them down. 

Sec. Serv. Lepidus is high-coloured. 

First Serv. They have made him drink 
alms-drink. 

Sec. Serv, As they pinch one another by the 
disposition, he cries out ‘No more;’ reconciles 
them to his entreaty, and himself to the drink. 

First Serv. But it raises the greater war 
between him and his discretion. “i 

Sec. Serv. Why, this it is to have a name in 
great men’s fellowship: I had as lief have 
reed that will do me no service as a partisan 
L could not heave. 

First Serv. To be called into a huge sphere, 
and not to be seen to move in’t, are the holes 
where eyes should be, which pitifully disaster 
the cheeks. 


A sennet sounded. Enter Cmsan, ANTONY, 
Gepipus, Pompey, AcRippa, MrEO&NAS, 
ENoBARBUS, MENAS, with other captains. 
Ant. [Lo Cesar] Thus do they, sir: they 

take the flow o’ the Nile 4 

By certain scales i’ the pyramid ; they knows 
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By the height, the lowness, or the mean, if 
deart 

Or foison follow: the higher Nilus swells 
The more it promises : as it ebbs, the seedsman 
Upon the slime and ooze scatters his grain, 
And shortly comes to harvest. 

Lep. You’ve strange serpents there. 

Ant. Ay, Lepidus. 

Lep. Your serpent of Egypt is bred now of 


your mud by the operation of your sun: so is | 


your crocodile, 31 

Ant. They are so. 

Pom. Sit—and some wine! A health to 
Lepidus! - 

_Lep. Lam not so well as I should be, but 
Til ne'er out. 

Eno, Not till you have slept; I fear me 
you'll be in till then. 

Lep. Nay, certainly, I have heard the Ptole- 
mies’ pyramises are very goodly things ; without 
contradiction, I have heard that. 4 

Men. [Aside to Pom.] Pompey, a word. 

Pon. [Aside to Men.) Say in 

mine ear: what is’t? 

Men. [Aside to Pom.] Forsake thy seat, I 

do beseech thee, captain, 
And hear me speak a word. 

Pom, [Aside to Men.] Forbear me till anon. 
This wine for Lepidus! 

Lep. What manner o’ thing is your crocodile? 

‘Ant. It is shaped, sir, like itself; and it is 
as broad as it hath breadth: it is just so high as 
it is, and moves with it own organs: it lives by 
that which nourisheth it; and the elements 
once out of it, it transmigrates. 5t 

Lep. What colour is it of? 


Ant. Of it own colour too, 

Lep. “Vis a strange serpent. 

‘Ant. “Tisso. And the tears of it are wet. 
Coes. ‘Will this description satisfy him? | 
Ant. With the health that Pompey gives 


him, else he is a very epicure. - 
Pom. [Aside to Men.| Go hang, sir, hang! 
Tell me of that? away! 
Doas Ibid you. Where’s this cup I call’d for? 
Men. [Aside to Pom.) If for the sake of 
_ merit thou wilt hear me, 6x 
Rise from thy stool. 2 
Pom, [Aside to Men.) I think thou’rt mad. 
The matter? teen and walks aside. 
Men. 1 have ever held my cap off to thy 
fortunes. 2 
Pom. Thouw hast served me with much faith. 
Whats else to say # 
Be jolly, lords. 
nt. These quick-sands, Lepidus, 
Keep off them, for you sink. 
Men. Wilt thou be lord of all the world? 
Pom. __. What say’st thou? 
‘Men. Wilt thou be lord of the whole world? 
That’s twice. 
Pom. How should that be? 
Men. : But entertain it, 
And, though thou think me poor, T am the man 
Will give thee all the swords 


Pom. ast thou drunk well? 71 
‘Men. No, Pompey, I have kept me from 
the cup. 
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Thou art, if thou darest be, the earthly Jove: 
Whate’er the ocean pales, or sky inclips, 
Is thine, if thou wilt ha’t. 
Pom. Show me which way. 
Men. These three world-sharers, these com- 
petitors, 
Are in thy vessel : Iet me cut the cable; 
‘And, when we are put off, fall to their throats: 
All there is thine. 

Pom. ‘Ah, this thou shouldst have done, 
And not have spoke ont! In me ’tis villany; 
Tn thee’t had been good service. Thou ata 

HOW, t 
"Dis not my profit that does lead mine honour; 
Mine honour, it. Repent that e’er thy tongue 
a so betray’d thine act: being done un- 
known, 
T should have found it afterwards well done ; 
But must condemn it now. Desist, and drink. 

Men. [Aside] For this, 

I'll never follow thy pall'd fortunes more. |. 
Who seeks, and will not take when once ’tis 


offer’d, 
Shall never find it more. 
Pom. => This health to Lepidus! 90 


Ant. Bear him ashore. T’ll pledge it for 
him, Pompey. 

Eno. Here's to thee, Menas! 

IGS Ae Enobarbus, welcome 

Pom. Fill till the cup be hid. = 

Eno. There’s a strong fellow, Menas. 
[Pointing to the Attendant who carries 

of Lepidus. 
Men. Why? 


Eno. A? bears the third part of the world, 
man; see’st not? 
‘Men. The third part, then, is drunk: would 
it were all, 
That it might go on wheels! 
Eno. Drink thou; increase the reels. 100 
Men. Come. = 
Pom. _This is not yet an Alexandrian feast. 
‘Ant. Itripens towardsit. Strike the vessels, 


ho! 
Here is to Cxesar! 4 

Cas. T could well forbear’t. s 
Tt’s monstrous labour, when I wash my brain, 
‘And it grows fouler. z i 

Ant. _ Beachild o’ the time. 

Ces. Possess it, I'll make answer : 

But I had rather fast from all four days 
Than drink so much in one. 

Eno. Ha, my brave emperor! [Zo Antony. 
Shall we dance now the Egyptian Bacchanals, 
‘And celebrate our drink? i 

Pom. Let’s ha’t, good soldier, rrz 
‘Ant. Come, let’s all take hands, 

Till that the conquering wine hath steep’d our 


sense r 
In soft and delicate Lethe. 

Eno. ‘Alltake hands. 
Make battery to our ears with the loud music: 
The while I'll place you: then the boy shall 

sings 
The holding every man shall bear as loud 
As his fies Bids can yay A ; rae 
Music plays. Enobarbus places thé: 
one hand in hand. 
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Come, thou monarch of the vine, 120 
Plumpy Bacchus with pink eyne! 

In thy fats our cares be drown’d, 

With thy grapes our hairs be crown’d: 
Cup us, till the world go round, 

Cup us, till the world go round! 


Ces. What would you more? Pompey, good 
night. Good brother, : 
Let me request you off: our graver business 
Frowns at this levity. Gentle lords, let’s part ; 


* You see we have burnt our cheeks: strong 


Enobarb ‘ . 
Is weaker than the wine ; and mine own tongue 
Splits what it speaks: the wild disguise hath 
almos 131 
Antick’d us all. What needs more words? 
Good night. 
Good Antony, your hand. 
Pom. _ Ill try you on the shore. 
Ant. And shall, sir: give’s your hand. 
Pom. Antony, 
You have my father’s house,—But, what? we 
are friends. 
Come, down into the boat. 
nO. -Take heed you fall not. 
[Exeunt all but Enobarbus and Menas. 
Menas, I'll not on shore. 
en. No, to my cabin. 
These drums! these trumpets, flutes! what! 
Let Neptune hear we bid a loud farewell 


* To these great fellows: sound and be hang’d, 


sound out! [Sound a flourish, with drums. 


Eno. Ho! saysa’. There’s my cap. I41 
Men. Ho! Noble captain, come. [Exeunt. 
ACT Il. 


Scene I. A plain in Syria. 


Enter VENTIDIUS as it were in triwmph, with 
S1x1us, and other Romans, Officers, and 
Soldiers; the dead body of Pacorus ‘borne 
before hum. 


Ven. Now, darting Parthia, art thou struck; 
and now 

Pleased fortune does of Marcus Crassus’ death 
Make me revenger. Bear the king’s son’s body 
Before our army. Thy Pacorus, Orodes, 
Pays this for Marcus Crassus, 

sil. i . Noble Ventidius, 
Whilst yet with Parthian blood thy sword is 


warm, : 
wos ugitive Parthians follow; spur through 
edia, | 

Mesopotamia, and the shelters whither 
The routed fly: so thy grand captain Antony 
Shall set thee on triumphant chariots and ‘10 
Put garlands on thy head. 

Ven. O Silius, Silius, 
I haye done enough ; a lower place, note well, 
Bay make too great an act: for learn this, 

iis ; 
Better to leave undone, than by our deed 
Acquire too high a fame when him we serve’s 
away. 

Czesar and Antony have ever won 
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More in their officer than person: Sossius, 
One of my place in Syria, his lieutenant, 
For quick accumulation of renown, 
Which he achieved by the minute, lost his 
fayour, ¥ ra EO 
Who does i’ the wars more than his captain can 
Becomes his captain’s captain : and ambition, 
The soldier’s virtue, rather makes choice of loss, 
Than gain which darkens him. 
T could do more to do Antonius good, 
But ‘twould offend him; and in his offence 
Should my performance perish. na 
Sil. Thou hast, Ventidius, that 
Without the which a soldier, and his sword, 
Grants scarce distinction. ‘thou wilt write to 
Antony? Got 
Ven. Lilhumbly signify what in his name, 
That magical word of war, we have effected ; 31 
How, with his banners and his well-paid ranks, 
The ne’er-yet-beaten horse of Parthia 
We have jaded out o’ the field. 
Sil. Where is he now? 
Ven. He purposeth to Athens: whither, 
with what haste 
The weight we must convey with’s will permit, 
We shall appear before him. On, there; pass 
along! : [Eceunt. 


SornrE I. Rome. An ante-chamber in 
Cesar’s house. 


Enter AGRIPPA at one door, ENOBARBUS 
at another. 


Agr. What, are the brothers parted? 
Eno, They have dispatch’d with Pompey, 
he is gone; 
The other three are sealing. Octavia weeps 
To part from Rome; Ceesarissad ; and Lepidus, 
Since Pompey’s feast, as Menas says, is trouble 
With the green sickness. 
Agr. Tis a noble Lepidus. 
Eno. <A very fine one: O, how he loves 
Cesar! 
Agr. Nay, but how dearly he adores Mark 
Antony! 
Eno. Cesar? Why, he’s the Jupiter of men. 
Agr. What’s Antony? The god of Jupiter. 
Eno. Spake you of Cesar? How! the non- 
pareil ! II 
Agr. QO Antony! O thou Arabian bird! 
Jo. Would you praise Cresar, say ‘Ciesar:’ 
gonofurther, 
nen Indeed, he plied them both with excel- 
len 


raises. 

Eno. But he loves Cresar best; yet he loves 
Antony: 

Ho! hearts, tongues, figures, scribes, bards, 
_ boets, cannot 

Think, speak, cast, write, sing, number, ho! 

His love to Antony. But as for Cesar, 

Kneel down, kneel down, and wonder. 


ign. Both he loves. 
Eno. They are his shards, and he their 


_ beetle. [Trumpets within.] So; 20 
This is to horse. Adieu, noble Agrippa. 
Agr. Good fortune, worthy soldier; and 
farewell. 
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Enter -Czsar, Antony, Lepipus, and 
OcTAVIA. 


Ant. No further, sir. 
Cees. You take from me a great part of 
myself; 
Use me wellin’t. Sister, prove such a wife 
As my moult make thee, and gs my farthest 
and 

Shall pass on thy approof. Most noble Antony, 
Let not the piece of virtue, which is set 
Betwixt us as the cement of our love, 
‘To keep it builded, be the ram to batter 30 
The fortress of it; for better might we 
Haye loved without this mean, if on both parts 
This be not cherish’d. 


Ant. | Make me not offended 
In your distrust. 
8. T have said, 


Ant. P _ You shall not find, 
Though you be therein curious, the least cause 
For what you seem to fear: so, the gods keep 


you 4 
And make the hearts of Romans serve your 
ends 
We will here part. . 
Ces. Tarewell, my dearest sister, fare thee 


well: 
The elements be kind to thee, and make 40 
Thy spirits all of comfort! fare thee well. 

Oct. My noble brother! cs, 

Ant. The April’s in her eyes: it is love's 


spring, 5 
And these the showers to bring it on. Be 


cheerful. 

Oct. fans look well to my husband’s house ; 
and— 

Cos. What, 

Octavia? F 
Oct. 11] tell you in your ear. 

Ant. Her tongue will not obey her heart, 
nor can 

Her heart inform her tongue,—the swan’s down- 

feather, i 

That stands upon the swell at full of tide, 

And neither way inclines. 50 
Eno. [Aside to Agr wil Cesar weep? 
Agr. [Aside to Eno.] He has a cloud 

in’s face. 


Eno. [Aside to Agr.] He were the worse 
for that, were he a horse ; 
So is he, being a man. . 
Agr. [Aside to Eno.) Why, Enobarbus, 
When Antony founil Julius Cesar dead, 
He cried almost to roaring; and he wept 
‘When at Philippi he found Brutus slain. 
Eno. [Aside to Agr] That year, indeed, he 
was troubled with a rheum; 
What walling he did confound he wail’d, 
Believe’t, till I wept too. 
Ces. No, sweet Octavia, 
You shall hear from me still; the time shall 
60 


not 
‘Out-go my thinking on you. 3 
Ant. ‘ Come, sir, come; 
T’ll wrestle with you in my strength of love: 
Look, here I have you; thus I let you go, 
‘And give you to the gods. 
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Cas. ~ Adieu; be happy! | 
Hee ese all the number or the stars give 
1g! 
To thy fair way ! 
Ces. Farewell, farewell! [Kisses Octavia. 
Ant. Farewell! 
[Lrumpets sound. * Exewnt. 


Scene I. Alexandria. Cleopatra's 
palace. 


Enter CLEOPATRA, CHARMIAN, IRAs, 
and ALEXAS, 


Cleo. Where is the fellow? 
Alex. Half afeard to come. 
Cleo. Go to, go to. 


Enter the Messenger as before. 


Come hither, sir. 
Alex. Good majesty, 
Herod of Jewry dare not look upon you 
But when you are well pleased. 
Hleo. That Herod’s head 
I'll have: but-how, when Antony is gone 
Through whom I might command it? Come 
thou near. i 
Mess. Most gracious majesty,— 
Cleo. Didst thou behold Octavia? 
Mess. Ay, dread queen. 
Cleo. Where? 0 
Mess. Madam, in Rome; 
I look’d her in the face, and saw her led 
Between her brother and Mark Antony. 
Cleo. Issheastallasme? . ; 
Mess. She is not, madam. 
Cleo. Didst hear her speak? is she shrill- 
tongued or low? 
Mess. Madam, I heard her speak; she is 
low-voiced. c 
Cleo. That’s not so good: he cannot like her 


long. 
Char. Like her! © Isis! ’tis impossible. 
Cleo. I think so, Charmian: dull of tongue, 
and dwarfish | 2 
What majesty is in her gait? Remember, 30 
If e’er thou look’dst on majesty. 
Mess. c She creeps: 
Her motion and her station are as one; 
She shows a body rather than a life, 
Astatue thana breather. | Ps 
co. Is this certain? 
Mess. OrIhaveno observance. . 
har. Three in Egypt 
Cannot make better note. f 
Cleo. He’s very knowing; 
I do perceive’t : there ’s nothing in her yet: 
The fellow has good judgement. 
Char. Excellent. 
Cleo. Guess at her years, I prithee. 
Mess. Madam, 
She was a widow,— | 
Cleo. Widow! Charmian, hark. 30 
Mess. And TI do think she’s thirty. we 
Cleo. Bear’st thou her face in mind? is’t 
long or round? . 
Mess._Round even to faultiness. . 
Cleo. For the most part, too, they are foolish 
that are so. 
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Her hair, what colour? 
Mess. Brown, madam: and her forehead 
As low as she would wish it. 
€0. There’s gold for thee. 
Thou must not take my former sharpness ill : 
I will employ thee back again; I find thee 
Most fit for business : go make thee ready; 40 
Our letters are prepared. [Exit Messenger. 
Char. A PrOres man. 
Cleo. Indeed, he is so: I repent me much 
poe so I harried him. Why, methinks, by 
him, é 
This creature’s no such thing. 4 
Char. Nothing, madam. 
Cleo. Uhe man hath seen some majesty, and 
should know. A ! 
Char. Hath he seen majesty? Isis else 
defend, 
And serving you so long! 5 
Cleo. Lhave one thing more to ask him yet, 
good Charmian : A : 
But ’tis no matter ; thou shalt bring him to me 
Where I will write. All may be well enough. so 
Char. I warrant you, madam. [Exeunt. 


SoENE IY. Athens. A room in Antony's 
house. 


Enter ANTONY and OcTAVIA. 


Ant. Nay, nay, Octavia, not only that,— 
That were excusable, that, and thousands more 
Of semblable import,—but he hath waged 
New wars ’gainst Pompey ; made his will, and 

read it 
To public ear: 
Spoke scanty of me: when perforce he could 
no} 
But pay me terms of honour, cold and sickly 
He vented them; most narrow measure lent 


me: 

When ie best hint was given him, he not 
took’t, 

Or did it from his teeth. 

Oct. ... O my good lord, 10 
Believe not all; or, if you must believe, 
Stomach not all, .A more unhappy lady, 

Uf this division chance, ne’er stood between, 

Praying for both parts: 

The good gods will mock me presently, 

When I shall pray, ‘O, bless my lord and 
husband !” i 

Undo that prayer, by crying out as loud, 

*O, bless my brother!’ Husband win, win 
brother, ¢ 

Prays, and destroys the prayer; no midway 

*Twixt these extremes at all, " 

Ant. Gentle Octavia, 20 

Let your best love draw to that point, which 
seek: 

Best to preserve it: if I lose mine honour, 

J lose myself: better I were not yours 

Than yours so branchless. But, as you re- 
quested, F 

Yourself shall go between’s: the mean time, 


ady, 

I'll raise the preparation of a war 

shall eat your brother: make your soonest 
haste 5 
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So your desires are yours. 
Oct. Thanks to my lord. 
The Jove of power make me most weak, most 


weak, 
Your reconciler! Wars ’twixt you twain would 
e fs) 
As if the world should cleave, and that faa 


men 
Should solder up the rift. : 
Ant. When it appears to you where this 

begins, f 

Turn your displeasure that way ; for our faults 

Can never be so equal, that your love | 

Can equally move with them. Provide your 
going; 

Choose your own company, and command what 


cost i: 
Your heart has mind to, [Exeunt. 


Sorne Y. Zhe same. Another vroon. 
Enter EXoBAnsus and Eros, meeting. 


Eno. How now, friend Eros! 

Eros. There’s strange news come, sir. 

Eno, What, man? 

Zévos. Cesar and Lepidus have made wars 
upon Oey 

Eno. This is old: what is the success? 

Eros. Czxsar, having made use of him in the 
wars *gainst Pompey, presently denied him 
rivality; would not let him partake in the 
glory of the. action: and not resting here, 
accuses him of letters he had formerly wrote to 
Pompey; upon his own appeal, seizes him: 
so the poor third is up, till death enlarge his 
confine. 

Limo. Then, world, thou hast a pair of chaps, 

no more; 
And throw between them all the food thou hast, 
They'll grind the one the other. Where’s 
Antony? ; 
Eros, He’s walking in the garden—thus; 


and spurns _ 
The rush that lies before him; cries, ‘Fool 
Lepidus!’ 
And threais the throat of that his officer 19 
That murder’d Pompey. 
Eno. Our great navy’s rigg’d. 
Eros, Vor Italy and Cesar. More; Domitius; 
My lord desires you presently: my news 
I might have told hereafter. 
Eno. + i *Twill be naught: 
But let it be. Bring me to Antony, 
Eros. Come, sir. [Bxeunt, 


Scene VI. Rome. Casar’s house. 
Enter CESAR, AGRIPPA, and MroENAs. 


Ces, Contemning Rome, he has done all 
this, and more, 

Alexandria: here’s the manner of ’t: 
T the market-place, on a tribunal silver'd, 
Cleopatra and himself in chairs of gold 
Were publicly enthroned : at the feet sat 
Czsarion, whom they call my father's son, 
And all the unlawful issue that their lust 
Since then hath made between them. Unto her 
He gave the stablishment of Egypt; made her 
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Of lower Syria, Cyprus, Lydia, 10 
Absolute queen. 
Ace. ‘This in the public eye? 
Cas. VT the common show-place, where they 
_ exercise. - 4 
His sons he there proclaim’d the kings of Isings : 
Great Media, Parthia, and Armenia 
He gave to Alexander; to Ptolemy he assign’d 
Syria, Cilicia, and Phenicia; she 
Tn the habiliments of the goddess Isis 
That day appear'd; and oft before gave audience, 
As ’tis reported, so. 
Mee. 
Inform’d, 5 
Agr. Who, queasy with hisinsolence 20 
Already, will their good thoughts call from him. 
Cws. The people know it; and have now 


Let Rome be thus 


_ received 
His accusations. 
Agr. Who does he accuse? 


Cees, Ceesar: and that, haying in Sicily _ 
Sextus Bombe spoil’d, we had not rated him 
His part 0’ the isle: then does he say, he lent 

me 
Some shipping unrestored : lastly, he frets 
That Lepidus of the triumvirate ; 
Should be deposed; and, being, that we detain 
All his revenue. 
Agr. Sir, this should be answer'd. 30 
Cos. ‘Tis done already, and the messenger 
gone. 
T have told him, Lepidus was grown too cruel ; 
That he his high authority abused, 
And did deserve his change: for what I have 
conquer'd, i : 
I grant him part; but then, in his Armenia, 
‘And other of his conquer'd kingdoms, I 
Demand the like. 

Mee. He'll neyer yield to that. | 

cee Nor must not then be yielded to in 

this. 


Enter OcTavia with her train. 


Oct. Hail, Cesar, and my lord! hail, most 
dear Ceesar ! 
Ces. That ever I should call thee castaway ! 
Oct. You have not call’d me so, nor have 
you cause. 4t 
Ces. Why have you stol’n upon us thus? 
You come not 4 
Like Czesar’s sister : the wife of OUD Y 
Should haye an army for an usher, anc 
The neighs of horse to tell of her approach 
Long ere she did appear; the trees by the way 
Should have borne men; and expectation 
fainted, : 
Doneing for what it had not; nay, the dust 
Should have ascended to the roof of heaven, 
Raised by your populous troops: but you are 


come ni te 
A market-maid to Rome; and have mrevenias 
The ostentation of our love, which, left un- 


shown 
Ts often left unloved: we should have met you 
By sea and land; supplying every stage 
With an augmented greeting. 
Oct. Good my lord, 
To come thus was I not constrain’d, but did it 


3R 
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On my free will. My lord, Mark Antony, 
Hearing that you prepared for war, acquainted 
My grieved ear withal; whereon, I bege’d 

His pardon for return. 

Ces. Which soon he granted, 60 
Being an obstruct ‘tween his lust and him. 

Oct. Do not say so, my lord. 4 

Ces. : have eyes upon him, 
And his affairs come to me on the wind. 
Where is he now ? 

Oct. My lord, in Athens. 

Cas. No, my most wronged sister; Cleopatra 
Hath nodded him to her. He hath given his 

empire 
Up to a whore; who now are levying 
The kings o' the earth for war: he hath as- 
sembled , 
Bocchus, the king of Libya; Archelaus, 
Of Cappedomag Philadelphos, king jo 
Of Paphlagonia ; the Thracian king, Adallas ; 
King Malchus of Arabia; King of Pont; 
Herod of Jewry ; Mithridates, king 
Of Comagene; Polemon and Amyntas, 
The kings of Mede and Lycaonia, 
With a more larger list of sceptres. 
ct, Ay me, most wretched, 
That have my heart parted betwixt two friends 
That do afflict each other! 
Ces. Welcome hither: 
Your letters did withhold our breaking forth; 
Till we perceived, both how you were wrong 
ied, 80 

And we in negligent danger. Cheer your 
neart : 

Be you not troubled with the time, which drives 

O’er your content these strong necessities ; 

But let determined things to destiny 

Hold unbewail’d their way. Yelcome to 
Rome; 

Nothing more dear tome. You are abused 

Beyond the mark of thought: and the high 

. gods, 

To do you justice, make them ministers 

Of us and those that love you. Best of 
comfort ; 

and ever welcome to Th f Indy 

Agr. elcome, lady. go 

fee. Welcome, dear madam. 

Bach heart in Rome does love and pity you: 
Only the adulterous Antony, most large 
In his abominations, turns you off; 
And gives his potent regiment to a trull, 
That noises it against us. 
ct. _ _ Isitso, sir? 
Ces. Most certain. Sister, welcome: pray 
you 
Be ever known to patience: my dear’st sister! 
[Exeunt. 


Scene VIL Near Actium. Antony's camp. 
Enter CLEOPATRA and ENOBARBUS. 
Cleo. I will be even with thee, doubt it not. 
Eno. But why, why, why? Bas 
Cleo. Thou hast forspoke my being in these 
wars, 
And say’st it is not fit. 
he Well, is it, is it? 
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Cleo. If not denounced against us, why 
2 peuould not nS) 
e there in person 
Eno. [Aside] Well, I could reply: 
If we suomi serve with horse and mares to- 
ether, 
The horse were merely lost; the mares would 


bear 
A soldier and his horse. Mi 
Cleo. What is’t you say? 1° 
Eno. Your presence needs must puzzle An- 


tony; pete e 
Take f rom his heart, take from his brain, from’s 


time, 
What should not then be spared. He is already 
Traduced for levity; and ’tis said in Rome 
That Photinus an eunuch and your maids 
Manage this war. f 
Cleo. Sink Rome, and their tongues rot 
That speak against us! A charge we bear 1 
the war, | - Z 
And, as the president of my kingdom, will | 
Appear there for a man. peak not against it; 
T will not stay behind. 
Eno. Nay, I have done. 20 
Here comes the emperor. 


Enter ANTONY and CANIDIUS. 

Ant. Is it not strange, Canidius, 
That from Tarentum and Brundusium 
He could so quickly cut the Ionian sea, 
‘And take in Toryne? You have heard on’t, 

swect? 

Cleo. Celerity is never more admired 

Than by the negligent. 


Ant, A 
Which might have well 


men, 
To taunt at slackness. Canidius, we 
Will fight with him by sea. 
€0. > By sea! what else? 

Can. Why will my lord do so? 

Ant. For that he dares us to’t. 
Eno. So hath my lord dared him to single 
I 


good rebuke, 
ecomed the best of 


ight. 3 3 

Can. Ay, and to wage this battle at Phar- 
salia, 

Where Crsar fought with Pompey : but these 


offers, 
Which serve not for his vantage, he shakes off; 
And so should you. 

Eno. our ships are not well mann’d ; 
Your mariners are muleters, reapers, people 
Ingross'd by swift impress ; in Cwesar’s fleet 
Be those that often have ’gainst Pompey 

ought : 

Their ships are yare ; yours, heavy : no disgrace 
Shall fall you for refusing him at sea, 40 
Being prepared for land. 

Ant. By sea, by sea, 

Eno. Most worthy sir, you therein throw 

away ee. 

The absolute soldiership you have by land; 
Distract your army, which doth most consist 
Of war-mark’d footmen; leave unexecuted 
Your own renowned knowledge; quite forego 
The way which uptomaises assurance ; and 
Give up yourself merely to chance and hazard, 










sible; 
Strange that his power should be. 
Our nineteen legions thou shalt hold b land, 
And our twelve thousand horse. We'll to our 


And t 


[Act ur 


Ant. Tl fight at sea. 49 
Cleo. Lhave sixty sails, Cesar none better. 
Ant. Our overplus of shipping will we burn ; 


And, with the rest full-mann’d, from the head 


of Actium 


Beat the approaching Cesar. But if we fail, 
We then can do’t at land. 


Enter a Messenger. 
_ Thy business ? ‘ 
Mess. The news is true, my lord; he is 
descried ; 


Czesar has taken Toryne. 


Ant. Can he be there in person? ‘tis impos- 
Canidius, 


ship: : 
Away, my Thetis! 


Enter a Soldier. 


How now, worthy soldier! 61 
Sold. O noble emperor, do not fight by sea; 


Trust not to rotten planks: do you misdoubt 
This sword and these my wounds? Let the 


Egyptians | F 
the Pheenicians go a-ducking : we 
Have used to conquer, standing on the earth, 


And fighting foot to foot. 


Ant. Well, well; away! 
[Exeunt Antony, Cleopatra, and Enoburbus. 
Sold. By Hercules, I think I am i’ the right. 
Can. Soldier, thou art: but his whole action. 
grows 
Not in the power on’t: so our leader’s led, ro 
And we are women’s men. 
‘old. You keep by land 
The legions and the horse whole, do you not? 
Can. Marcus Octavius, Marcus Justeius, 
Publicola, and Czlius, are for sea: 
But we keep whole by land. This speed of 
Caosar’s A 
Carries beyond belief. _ 
Sold. While he was yet in Rome, 
His power went out in such distractions as 
Beguiled all spies. 
Can. Who’s his lieutenant, hear you? 
Sold. They say, one Taurus. 
Can. Well I know the man. 


Enter a Messenger. 
Mess. The emperor calls Canidius. 50 
Can. With news the time’s with labour, 
and throes forth, 
Each minute, some. [Eaceunt. 


Scene VIL. A plain near Actium. 
Enter Cxsar, and Taurus, with his arms 
marching. 

Ces. Taurus! 
Taur. My lord? 
Ces. Strike not by land; keep whole: pro- 
_. voke not battle, 
Till we haye done at sea. Do not exceed. 
The prescript of this scroll: our fortune lies 
Upon this jump. [Exceunt, 
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Scene IX. Another part of the plain. Eno. I'll yet follow 

2 hi ; 
Fd od Oe CPG ENON Tv eyroundes chance of Antony, though my 
Ant. Set we our squadrons on yond side 0’ Sits in the wind against me. [Eeunt. 


the hill, 
In eye of Casar’s battle; from which place 
We may the number of the ships behold, 
And so proceed accordingly. [Exeunt. 


Sornz XI. Alexandria. Cleopatra's 
palace. 


Enter ANTONY with Attendants. 


; Sonne X. Another part of the plain. Ant, Hark! the land bids me tread no more 
Canripius marcheth with his land army one 3 
way over the stage; and TAURUS, the lieu- 
tenant of C#SAR, the other way. After 
their goung in, is heard the noise of a sea- 


Sight. 
Alarum. . Enter ENOBARBUS. 
Eno. Naught, naught, all naught! I can 
behold nolonger: 
The Antoniad, the Egyptian admiral, 
With all their sixty, fly and turn the rudder: 
To see’t mine eyes are blasted. 


Enter Scarus. 


Scar. Gods and goddesses, 
All the whole synod of them ! i 

Eno. What’s thy passion? 

Scar. The greater cantle of the world is lost 
With very ignorance; we have kiss’d away 
Kingdoms and provinces. 

Eno. eto BppeaTS the fight? 

Scar. On ourside like the token’d pestilence 
Where death is sure. Yon ribaudred nag of 


Egypt 2 Z 10 
Whom leprosy o'ertake!—i’ the midst o” the 


upon ’t; 
It is ashamed to bear me! Friends, come 
hither: | 
Lam so lated in the world, that I 
Haye lost my way for ever: J have a ship 
Laden with gold; take that, divide it; fly, 
And make your peace with Cesar, 
All, Fly! not we. 
‘Ant. Thavefled myself; and have instructed 
cowards k 
To run and show their shoulders. Friends, be 


gone ; 

Thave myself resolved upon a course 

Which has no need of you; be gone: 10 
My treasure’s in the harbour, take it. O, 

T follow'd that I blush to look upon : 

My very hairs do mutiny ; for the white 
Reprove the brown for rashness, and they them 
For fear and doting. Friends, be gone: you 


shal 
Have letters from me to some friends that will 
Sweep your way for you. Pray you, look not 


sad, 
Nor make replies of loathness: take the hint 
Which my despair proclaims; let that be left 
Which leavesitself: to the sea-side straightway : 
I will possess you of that ship and treasure. 2x 
Leave me, I pray, a little: pray you now: 
Nay, do so; for, indeed, I have lost command, 
Therefore I pray you: 1’ll see you by and by. 
[Sits down. 


Enter CLEOPATRA led by CHARMIAN and 
Tras; Eros following. 
erase Nay, gentle madam, to him, comfort, 


ight, 2 h 5 
When vantage like a pair of twins appear’ ‘d, 
Both as the same, or rather ours the elder, 
The breese upon her, like a cow in June, 
Hoists sails and flies. 

Eno. ThatIbeheld: 
Mine eyes did sicken at the sight, and could not 
Endure a further view. E 

Scar. She once being loofd, 
The noble ruin of her magic, Antony, 
Claps on his sea-wing, and, like a doting 

mallard, eect ‘ 20 

Leaving the fight in height, flies after her: 
T never saw an action of such shame 
Experience, manhood, honour, ne’er before 
Did violate so itself. 

Eno. Alack, alack! 


Enter CANIDIUS. 


Can. Our fortune on the sea is out of breath, 
‘And sinks most lamentably. | Had our general 
Been what he knew himself, it had gone well : 
©, he has given example for our flight, 
Most grossly, by his own! 

Eno. _ Ay, are you thereabouts ? 
Why, then, good night indeed. 30 

‘an. Toward Peloponnesus are they fled. 

Scar. iis easy to’t; and there I will attend 
What further comes. 

Can. To Cesar will I render 
My legions and my horse: six kings already 
Show me the way of yielding. 


im. 
Tras. Do, most dear queen. 
Char. Do! why : what else? 
Cleo. Let me sit down. O Juno! 
Ant. No, no, no, no, no. 
Eros. See you here, sir? 30 
‘Ant. O fie, fie, fie! 
Char. Madam! 
Iras. Madam, O good empress! 
Eros. Sit, sit,— AGH 
Ant. Yes, my lord, yes; he at Philippi kept 
His sword e’en like a dancer ; while I struck 
The lean and wrinkled Cassius ; and ‘twas I 
‘That the mad Brutus ended : he alone 
Dealt on lieutenantry, and no practice hi 
In the brave squares of war: yet now—No 


matter. 40 
Cleo. Ah, stand by. 
Eros. The queen, my. lord, the queen. 
Tras. Go to him, madam, speak to him: 
He is unqualitied with very shame. 
Cleo. Well then, sustain me: O} 
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Eros. Most noble sir, arise; the queen ap- 


proaches : phe 
Her head’s declined, and death will seize her, 
ut 

Your comfort makes the rescue. 

Ant. J have offended reputation, 
A most unnoble swerving. 

Eros. Sir, the queen. — 50 
Ant, O, whither hast thou led me, Egypt? 


ee, ; 
How I convey my shame out of thine eyes 
By looking back what I have left behind 
‘Stroy’d in dishonour. 

C0. O my lord, my lord, 
Forgive my fearful sails! I little thought 
You would have follow’d. i 

nt. Egypt, thou knew’st too well 
My heart was to thy rudder tied by the strings, 
And thou shouldst tow me after: o’er my 


init 
Thy fall supremacy thou knew’st, and that 
Thy beck might from the bidding of the gods 
Command me. 

Cleo. O, my pardon ! 

Ant. Now Imust 61 
To the young man send humble treaties, dodge 
And palter in the shifts of lowness ; who 
With half the bulk o’ the world play’d as I 

pleased, a 
Making and marring fortunes. You did know 
How much you were my conqueror; and that 
My sword, made weak by my afiection, would 
Obey it on all cause. 
eo. Pardon, pardon! 
Ant, Fall not a tear, I say; one of them 


rates : 
All that is won and lost: give me a kiss ; 
Even this repays me. 
master ; 
Is he come back ? _ Love, I ara full of lead. 
Some wine, within there, and our viands! 
Fortune knows 
Wescorn her most when most she offers blows. 
(Lreunt. 


jo 
We sent our school- 


Scene XII. Eyypt. Cesar’s camp. 


Enter Czsar, DoLApenna, THYREUS, with 
others. 


Ces. Let him appear that’s come from 
Antony. . 
ow you him ? grail 
ol. Cesar, ’tis his schoolmaster : 
An argument that he is pluck’d, when hither 
He sends so poor a pinion of his wing, 
Which had superfluous kings for messengers 
Not many moons gone by. 


Enter Eupnroytvs, ambassador from 
Antony. 
, 


Cos. Approach, and speak. 
Euph. Such as I am, 1 come from Antony: 

I was of late as petty to his ends 

Asis the morn-dew on the myrtle-leaf 

To his grand sea. 
Cas, Be’t so: declare thine office. 10 
eee Lord of his fortunes he salutes thee, 

ap« Z 


ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA 





(Act rr 


Requires to live in Egypt: which not granted, 

He lessens his requests; and to thee sues 

To let him breathe between the heavens and 
earth, : R 5 

A private man in Athens: this for him. 

Next, Cleopatra does confess thy greatness ; 

Submits her to thy might; and of thee craves 

The circle of the Ptolemies for her heirs, 

Now hazarded to thy grace. 

Ces. For Antony, 
[have no ears to his request. The queen 
Of audience nor desire shall fail, so she 
From Egypt drive her all-disgraced friend, 
Or take his life there : this if she perform, 
She shall not sue unheard. So to them both. 

Euph. Fortune pursue thee! 

Cees. Bring him through the bands, 

b [Exit Euphronius. 
[Zo Thyreus] To try thy eloquence, now ’tis 
time: dispatch ; 
From Antony win Cleopatra: promise, 
Andin our name, what she requires; add more, 
From thine invention, offers: women are not 
In their best fortunes strong; but want will 


20 





perjure 30 

The ne’er-touch’d vestal: try thy cunning, 
hyreus 5 f 

Make thine own eilict for thy pains, which we 

Will answer as a law. 

Lhyr. Cesar, I go. 

Coz. Observe how Antony becomes his flaw, 
And what thou think’st his very action speaks 
In every power that moves. 

Thyr. Cesar, I shall. [Zaeunt. 


Sornz XIU. Alexandria. Cleopatra's 
paluce. 
Enter CLEOPATRA, ENoBaRbUS, CHARMIAN, 
and IRAs. 


Cleo. What shall we do, Enobarbus ? 
Eno. Think, and die. 
Cleo, Is Antony or we in fault for this? 
Hes Antony only, that would make his 
wi 
Lord of his reason, What though you fled 
From that great face of war, whose several 


ranges 
Frighted each other? why should he follow? 
The itch of his affection should not then 
Have nick’d his captainship ; at such a point, 
When half to half the world opposed, he being 
Lhe mecred question : ’twes a sheme no less 10 
‘Than was his loss, to course your flying flags, 
And leave his navy gazing. 

Cleo. Prithee, peace. 

Enter ANTONY with Evenronivus, the 
Ambassador, 

Ant, Is that his answer? 

ifuph. Ay, my lord. 

Ant. The queen shall then have courtesy: 

_,80 she 
Will yield us up. 

Tjuph. He says so, 

Ant. Let her know ’t. 
To the boy Cwsar send this grizzled head, 
And he will fill thy wishes to the brim. 
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Sceny xur] 
With principalities. Cleo. Hei snow: 
: 1 5 e isa god, and knows 60 
leo, That head, my lord? What is most right: mine honour was not 
Ant. Vo him again: tell him he wears the yielded, 


rose r 20 
Of youth upon him; from which the world 
should note 
Something particular: his coin, ships, legions, 
May be i coward’s; whose ministers would 
prevai 
Under the service of a child as soon 
As i’ the command of Cesar: I dare him 
therefore 
To lay his gay comparisons apart, 
‘And answer me declined, sword against sword, 
Ourselves alone. L'il write it: follow me. 
a: Exeunt Antony and Euphronius. 
Eno. [Aside] Yes, like encugh, high-battled 
Cesar will 
Unstate his happiness, and be staged to the 
show, 


B : 30 
Against a sworder! see men’s judgements 






are 
A parcel of their fortunes; and things outward 
Do draw the inward quality after them, 
‘To suller all alike. That he should dream, 

Heo UG all measures, the full Czesar will 
‘Answer his emptiness! Czesar, thou hast sub- 

_ dued 
His judgement too. 


Enter an Attendant. 
Alt. A messenger from Czesar. 
Cleo. What, no more ceremony? See, my 
women! ‘ 
Against the blown rose may they stop their nose 
That kneel’'d unto the buds. Admit him, sir. 
[Bait Attendant. 
Eno. [Aside] Mine honesty and I begin to 
square. 4t 
The loyalty well held to fools does make 
Our faith mere folly : yet he that can endure 
To follow with allegiance a fallin lord 
Does conquer him that did his master conquer, 
‘And earns a place i’ the story. 


Enter THYREUS. 

Cleo. Cresar's will? 

Lhyr. Hear it apart. 

Cleo. None but friends: say boldly. 

Thy. So, haply, are they friends to Antony. 

Eno. He needs as many, sir, as Ccesar has ; 
Or needs not us. If Cesar please, our master 
Will leap to be his friend: for us, you know 5r 
‘Whose he is we are, and that is, Cease 


Thy. f 0. 
Thus then, thou most renown’d: Crsar en- 
treats, 
Not to consider in what case thou stand’st, 
Further than he is Cesar. 
Cleo. Go on: right royal. 
Thyr. 


He knows that you embrace not 
ano : 
As you did love, but as you fear'd him. 
* Cleo. 0 
Thyr. The scars upon your honour, there- 


fore, he r ; 
Does pity, as constrained blemishes, 


Not as deserved. 





But conquer’d merely, 

Eno. [Asdel To be sure of that, 
Twillask Antony. Sir, sir, thou art so leaky, 
That we must leave thee to thy sinking, for, 
Thy dearest quit thee. [Leit. 

Thyr. ‘ Shall I say to Czesar 
What OUTCA US of him? for he partly begs 
To He desired to give. It much would please 

him, 
That of his fortunes you should make a staff 
fo lean upon: but it would warm his spirits, 
No hear from me you had left Antony, jo 
+ And put yourself under his shrowd, 
The universal landlord. 





Cleo. _ What’s your name? 
Thyr. My name is Thyreus, | 
Cleo. Most kind messenger, 


Say to great Cesar this: in deputation 

TL kiss his conquering hand: tell him, I am 
prompt 

To lay my crown at’s fect, and there to kneel: 

Tell him, from his all-obeying breath I hear 

The doom of Egypt. 
hyn. "Tis your noblest course. 

Wisdom and fortune combating together, 

Tf that the former dare but what it can, 80 

No chance may shake it. Give me grace to lay 

My duty on your hand, 

Cleo. Your Cwesar’s father oft, 
When he hath mused of taking kingdoms in, 
Bestow’d his lips on that unworthy place, 

As it rain’d kisses. 
Re-enter ANTONY and ENOBARLUS. 


Ant. Favours, by Jove that thunders! 
What art thou, fellow? 
One that but performs 


Thyr. 
The bidding of the fullest man, and worthiest 
To have command obey'd. a . 
Eno. [Aside] You will be whipp’d. 
‘Ant.. Approach, there! Ah, you kite! Now, 
gods and devils! J 
Authority, melts from me: of late, when I cried 
“Hol? 


Like boys unto a muss, kings would start forth, 
‘And ery ‘Your will?’ Have you no ears? Lam 
Antony yet. 


Enter Attendants. 


Take hence this Jack, and whip him. 
Eno. [Aside] “Tis better playing with a lion’s 


whe D x 
Than with an old one dying. 
Ant. Moon and stars! 
Whip_ him. Were t twenty of the greatest 
tributaries 
That do acknowledge Czesar, should I find them 
So saucy with the hand of she here,—what’s 
her name, i 
Since she was Cleopatra? Whip him, fellows, 
Till, like a boy, you see him cringe his face, x00 
And whine aloud for mercy : take him hence. 
Thyr. Mark Antony! r 
Ant. _ Tug him away : being whipp'd, 
Bring him again: this Jack of Ciesar's shal 
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Bear us an errand to him. E 
[Exeunt Attendants with Thyreus. 
You were half blasted ere I knew you: ha! 
Have I my pillow left unpress’d in Rome, 
Forborne the getting of a lawful race, 
‘And by a gem of women, to be abused 
By one that looks on feeders ? 
€0. Good my lord,— 
Ant. You have been a boggler ever: 110 
But when we in our viciousness grow hard— 
O misery on ’t!—the wise gods seel our eyes; 
In our own filth drop our clear judgements; 
make us : 
Adore our errors ; laugh at’s, while we strut 
To our confusion. 
Cleo. O, is’t come to this? 
Ant, I found you as amorsel cold upon 
Dead SE SME trencher; nay, you were a frag- 
men 
Of Cneius Pompey’s ; besides what hotter hours, 
Unregister’d in vulgar fame, you have 
Luxuriously pick’d out: for, [am sure, 120 
Though you can guess what temperance should 


You know not what it is. 

e0. Wherefore is this ? 

Ant. To let a fellow that will take rewards 

And say ‘God quit you!” be familiar with 
My pple yilloys your hand; this kingly seal 
And plighter of high hearts! O, that I were 
Upon the hill of Basan, to outroar 
The horned herd! for I have savage cause; 
And to proclaim it civilly, were like 
A halter’d neck which does the hangman thank 
For being yare about him. 


Re-enter Attendants with THYREUS. 


Ishewhipp’d? 13 
First Att. Soundly, my lord. 


Ant. Cried he? and bege’d a’ pardon? 
First Att. He did ask favour. 
Ant. If that thy father live, let him repent 


Thou wast not made his daughter; and be thou 
sorry 

To follow Cesar in his triumph, since 

Thou hast been whipp’d for following him: 
henceforth 

The white hand of a lady fever thee, 

Shakethoutolookon’t. Getthee back to Czsar, 

Tell him thy entertainment; look, thou say 140 

He makes me angry with him ; for he seems 

Proud and disdainful, harping on what Iam, 

Not what he knew I was: he makes me angry; 

And at this time most easy ’tis to do’t, 

When my good stars, that were my former 


guides, 

Have empty left their orbs, and shot their fires 
Into the abysm of hell. If he mislike 
My speech and what is done, tell him he has 
Hipparchus, my enfranched bondman, whom 
He may at pleasure whip, or hang, or torture, 
As he shall like, to quit me: urge it thou: 15r 
Hence with thy stripes, begone! [Zit Thyreus. 

Cleo. Have you done yet? 


Ant. Alack, our terrene moon 
Is now eclipsed ; and it portends alone 
ere of Antony! 

0. 


ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA 


[Act Iv 


Ant. To flatter Cmsar, would you mingle 
eyes eee 

With one that ties his points? 

Cleo. Not know me yet? 

Ant. Cold-hearted towardme? 

Cleo. Ah, dear, if I be so, 
From my cold heart let heaven engender hail, 
‘And poison itin the source ; and the first stone 
Drop in my neck: asit determines, so | 161 
Dissolve my life! The next Cresarion smite! 
Till by degrees the memory of my womb, 
Together with my brave Egyptians all, 

By the discandying of this pelleted storm, 
Lie graveless, till the flies and gnats of Nile 
Haye buried them for prey ! : 

Ant. K Tam satisfied. 
Cesar sits down in Alexandria; where 
L will oppose his fate. Our force by land 
Hath nobly held; our sever'd navy too 170 
Have knit again, and fleet, threatening most 

sea-like. 
Where hast thou been, my heart? Dost thou 
hear, lady? 
If from the field I shall return once more 
To kiss these lips, I will appear in blood ; 
Land my sword will earn our chronicle: 
There's hope in’t yet. 
Cleo. That,’s my brave lord! 
Ant. I will be treble-sinew’d, hearted, 
breathed, | = 
And fight maliciously : for when mine hours 
Were nice and lucky, men did ransom lives 180 
Of me for jests; but now I’ll set my teeth, 
And send to darkness all that stop me, Come, 
Let’s have one other gaudy night: call to me 
All my sad captains ; fill our bowls once more; 
Let’s mock the midnight bell. _ - 
69. It is my birth-day: | 
Thad thought to have held it poor; but, since 
my lor 


Is Antony again, I will be Cleopatra. 
Ant. We will yet do well. 
Cleo. Call all his noble captains.to my lord. 
Ant. Do so, we'll speak to them; and to- 
night I’ll force 190 
The wine peep through their scars. Come on, 
my queen ; : 
There’s sap in’t yet. The next time I do fight, 
I'll make death love me; for I will conten 
Even with his pestilent scythe. 
. [eee all but Enobarbus. 
Eno. Now he’ll outstare the lightning. To 


urious, 5 
Ts to be frighted out of fear; and in that mood 
The dove will peck the estridge ; and I see still, 
A diminution in our captain’s brain 
Restores his heart: when valour preys on 


reason, 

It eats the sword it fights with. I will sel 200 

Some way to leave him. [ Exit. 
ACT IV. 

Scene I. Before Alexandria. Caesar's camp. 


Enter Casan, Acrirra, and Mzoxnas, with 
his army; CzSar reading a letter. 


Cws. He calls me boy* and chides, as he 


his time. had 
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You'll serve another master. I look on you 
As one that takes his leave. Mine honest 
friends, 
I turn you not away; but, like a master 30 
Married to your good service, stay till death: 
Tend me to-night two hours, J ask no more, 
‘And the gods yield you for’t! : 
Eno. eas What mean you, sir, 
To give them this discomfort? Look, they 
weep; 
And I, an ass, am onion-eyed: for shame, 
Transform us not to women. 
Ant. ___ Ho, ho, ho! 
Yow the witch take me, if I meant it thus! 
Grace grow where those drops fall! My hearty 
friends, | 
You take me in too dolorous a sense ; f 
For I spake to you for your comfort; did desire 


T'o beat me out of Egypt; my messenger 

He hath whipp’d with rods; dares me to 
personal combat, 

Cesar to Antony : let the old ruffian know 

have many other ways to die; meantime 

‘Laugh at his challenge. 

M eC. Cesar must, think, 
‘When one so great, begins to rage, he’s hunted 
Even to Le Give him no breath, but now 
Make boot of his distraction : never anger 
Made good guard for itself. 

_ Ces. Let our best heads 10 
Know, that to-morrow the Jast of many battles 
We mean to fight: within our files there are, 
Of those that served Mark Antony but late, 
Enough to fetch himin. See it done: 

‘And feast the army ; we haye store to do’t, 
‘And they have earn’d the waste. Poor Antony! 
[Exeunt. 















ae 3 4° 

To burn this night with torches: know, my 
hearts, F 

Lhope well of to-morrow ; and will lead you 

Where rather 1’ll expect victorious life 

Than death and honour. Let’s to supper, 


SoENE IL <Alecandria. Cleopatra’s palace. 


Enter ANTONY, CLEOPATRA, ENOBARBUS, 
CHARMIAN, IRAs, ALEXAS, with others. 


Ant. He will not fight with me, Domitius. 
Eno. No. 
Ant. Why should he not? - 5 
Eno. He thinks, being twenty times of 
better fortune, 
He is twenty men to one. 
Ant, To-morrow, soldier, 
By sea and land I'll fight: or I will live, 
Or bathe my dying honour in the blood 
Shall make it live again. Woo’t thou fight 


well? 
Eno. Illstrike, and cry ‘Take all.’ 
Ant. Vell said ; come on. 
Call forth my household servants : let’s to-night 
Be bounteous at our meal. 


Enter three or four Servitors. 
Give me thy hand, 10 


Thou hast been rightly honest ;—so hast thou ;— 
Thou,—and thou,—and thou :—you have served 


come, : y 
And drown consideration. [Zxeunt. 


Scorn IIL. The same. Before the palace. 
Enter two Soldiers to their guard. 


First Sold. Brother, good night: to-morrow 
istheday. : 
Sec. Sold. It will determine one way: fare 
you well. ‘ 
Heard you of nothing strange about the streets? 
First Sold. Nothing. What news ? 
Sec. Sold. Belike’tis but a rumour. Good 
night to you. E = 
First Sold. Well, sir, good night. 


Enter two other Soldiers. 


Sec. Sold. Soldiers, have careful watch. 
Third Sold. And you. Good night, good 


night. 
[They place themselves in every corner of 


me well, 
And kings have been your fellows. ‘ the stage. 
Cleo. [Aside to Eno.| What means this? | Fourth Sold. Here we: and if to-morrow 


Our navy thrive, T have an absolute hope Io 
Our landmen will stand up. 

Third Sold. Tis a brave army, 
And full of purpose. 

eee of the hautboys as under the stage. 


Eno. [Aside to Cleo.] "Tis one of those odd 
tricks which sorrow shoots 
Out of the mind. 
Ant. And thou art honest too. 
L wish I could be made so many men, 


‘And all of you clapp’d up together in 'ourth Sold. Peace! what noise? |. 
‘An Antony, that I night do you service First Sold. List, list! 
So good as you have done. Sec. Sold. Wark! | = 

All. The gods forbid! First Sold. Music i’ the air. 

“Ant. Well, my good fellows, wait on me to- Third Sold. Under the earth. 


night: 20 
Scant not my cups; and make as much of me 
As when mine empire was your fellow too, 
‘And suffer'd my command. 

Cleo. [Aside to Eno.) What does lie mean? 
Eno. (Aside to Cleo.] To make his followers 


Fourth Sold. Tt signs well, docs it not? 
Third Sold. No. 
First Sold. Peace, I say! 

What should this mean? 

‘Sec. Sold. "Lis the god Hercules, whom 
Antony loved, 

weep. Now leaves him. z 

Ant. Tend me to-night; First Sold. Walk; let’s see if other watch- 

May be it is the period of your duty: 

Haply you shall not see me more; or if, 

‘A mangled shadow : perchance to-morrow 


men 
Do hear what we do. 
[They advance to another post. 
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Sec. Sold. How now, masters! 
All. [Speaking together] How now! 
How now! do you hear this? 
First Sold. Ay; is’t not strange? 20 
Third Sold. Do you hear, masters? do you 


hear? i 
First Sold. Follow the noise so far as we 
have quarter; 
Let’s see how it will give off. 
Al Content. “Lis strange. [Zxewnt. 


ScenelV. Thesame. A room in the palace. 


Enter ANTONY and CLEOPATRA, CHARMIAN, 
and others attending. 


Ant. Eros! mine armour, Eros! 

Cleo. Sleep a little. 

Ant. No, my chuck. Eros, come; mine 
armour, Eros! 


Enter Enos with armour. 


Come, good fellow, put mine iron on: 
If fortune be not ours to-day, it is 
Because we brave her: come. 
H Nay, I'll help too. 


Cleo. 
What’s this for? 

Ant. Ah, let be, Jet be! thou art 
The armourer of my heart: false, false; this, 


this. 5 
Cleo. Sooth, la, I’ll help: thus it must be. 


Ant. . Well, well; 
We shall thrivenow. Seest thou, my good 
fellow ? 
Go put on thy defences. Z 
708. Briefly, sir. 10 
Cleo. Is not this buckled well? 
Ant. rare Rarely, rarely : 
He that unbuckles this, till we do please 
‘To daif’t for our repose, shall hear a storm. 
Thou fumblest, Eros; and my queen’sa squire 
More tight at this than thou: dispatch. O 


love, 

That thou couldst see my wars to-day, and 
knew’st * 

The royal occupation! thou shouldst see 

A workman in’t. 


Enter an armed Soldier. 


Good morrow to thee; welcome: 
Thoup looks like him that knows a warlike 
charge : 
To business that we love we rise betime, 20 
And go to’t with delight. 
Sold. 2 A thousand, sir, 

Early though ’t be, have on their riveted trim, 
And at the port expect you. . 

[shout Trumpets flowrish. 


Enter Captains and Soldiers. 


Capt. The morn is fair. Good morrow, 
eneral. 

All, Good morrow, general. 

Ant. *Tis well blown, lads: 
This morning, like the spirit of a youth 
That means to be of note, begins betimes. 
So, sort come, give me that: this way; well 

sai : 

Fare thee well, dame, whate’er becomes of me: 
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This isa soldier's kiss: rebukeable [Misses her, 
‘And worthy shameful check it were, to stand 
On more mechanic compliment ; 1711 leave thee 
Now, like a man of steel. You that will fight, 
Follow me close; L’ll bring you to’t. Adicu. 
[Bceunt Antony, Los, Captains, and 
Soldiers. 
Char. Please you, retire to your chamber, . 
Cleo. cad me. 
He goes forth gallantly. 
might 


That he and Cesar 
Determine this great war in single fight! 


| Then, Antony,—but now—Well, on. [Zeewnt, 


Scene V. Alexandria. Antony's camp. 


Trumpets sound. Enter ANTONY and Exos; 
a Soldier meeting them. 


Sold. The gods make this a happy day to 
Antony! 
Ant. Would thou and those thy scars had 
once preyail’d 
‘Yo make me fight at land! 
Sold. Hadst thou done so, 
The kings that have revolted, and the soldier 
That has this morning left thee, would have 


still 
Follow’d thy heels. A oS. 
Ant, ‘Who’s gone this morning’? 
Sold. Who! 
One ever near thee: call for Enobarbus, 
He shall not hear thee ; or from Czsar’s camp 
Say ‘Iam none of thine.’ 
Ant, What say’st thou? _ 
Sold. Sir, 
Ee is with Cesar, 
108. _. Sir, his chests and treasure 10 
He has not with him. 
nt. Is he gone? 
Sold. Mos certain. 
Ant. Go, Eros, send his treasure after; doit; 
Detain no jot, I charge thee: write to him— 
I will subscribe—gentle adicus and greetings ; 
Say that I wish he never find more cause 
To change a master. O, my fortunes have 
Corrupted honest men! Dispatch.—Lnobarbus! 
EBueunt. 
Scene VI. Alexandria. Cwsur’s camp. 
Flowrish. Enter Cxsar, AGRIPPA, with 
ENOBARBUS, and others. 
Ces, Go forth, Agrippa, and begin the fight: 
Our willis Antony be took alive; 


Make it so known. a 
Agr. Cesar, I shall. [Zxit. 





Ces. The time of universal peace is near: | 
Prove this a prosperous day, the three-nook’d 


wor 
Shall bear the olive freely. 
Linter a Messenger. 
Mess. | Antony 
Is come into the field. , 
v3. Go charge Agrippa 
Plant those that have revolted in the van, 
That Antony may seem to spend his fury | 10 
Upon himself, — [Exewnt all but Enobarbus. 
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Continues still a Jove. 


Scryz vr] 
Eno. 


on 

Affairs of Antony ; there did persuade 

Great Herod to incline himself to Czsar, 

And leave his master Antony: for this pains 
Cosar hath hang’d him. Canidius and the rest 
That fell away have entertainment, but 

No honourable trust. [have done ill; 

Of which I do accuse myself so sorely, 

That L will joy no more. 


Enter a Soldier of Cxsar’s. 


Sold. Enobarbus, Antony 20 
Hath after thee sent all thy treasure, with 
His bounty overplus: the messenger 
Came on my guard; and at thy tent is now 
Unloading of his mules, 
dino, I give it you. 
Sold. Mock not, Enobarbus. 
L tell you true: best you safed the bringer 
Out of the host; 1 must attend mine office, 
Or would have done’t myself. Your em iy 
Gaul, 
Eno. Uamalone the villain of the earth, 30 
And feel 1am so most. O Antony, 
Thou mine of bounty, how wouldst thou have 
pa 
My better service, when my turpitude 
Thou dost so crown with gold! This blows my 


Alexas did revolt; and went to Jewry 


eart : 
If swift thought break it not, a swifter mean 
Bball outsirike thought: but thought will do’t, 


ecl. 

I fight against thee! No: I will go seek 
Some ditch wherein to die; the foul’st best fits 
My latter part of life. 5 [Exit. 39 


Sornn VIL. Field of battle between the 
canrps. 


Drums and trumpets. 
Acriera aad others. 


Agi. Retire, we have engaged ourselves too 


Alarun. Enter 


ar: ; 
Cesar himself has work, and our oppression 
Exceeds what we expected. [Exreunt. 


Alarums. Enter ANTONY, and SCARUS 
wounded. 
Scar. © my brave emperor. this is fought 


indeed ! 
Had we done so at first, we had droven them 


home ¥ 
‘With clouts about their heads. : 
nt. Thou bleed’st apace. 
Scar. Lhad awound here that was like a ‘T, 
But now ’tis made an H, 


Ant. They do retire. 
‘Scar. We'll beat ’em into bench-holes: I 
have yet 
Room for six scotches more. 10 


Enter Eros. 
Eros. They are beaten, sir; and our ad- 
vantage serves 
Yor a fair victory. 
Scar. Let us score their backs, 
‘And snatch ’em up, as we take hares, behind : 
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*Tis sport to maul a runner. 
nt. I will reward thee 
Once for thy spritely comfort, and ten-fold 
For thy good valour. Come thee on. 
Scar. TIL halt after. [Zaeunt. 


Scene VILL. Under the walls of Alecandria, 
Alarwm. Enter ANTONY, in a march; 
Scarus, with others. 


Ant. We have beat him to his camp: run 
one before, 
And let the queen know of our gests. To- 
morrow, 
Before the sun shall sce’s, we'll spill the blood 
That has to-day escaped. I thank you all; 
For doushty-handed are you, and have fought 
Not as vou seryed the cause, but as’t had been 
Each man’s like mine; you have shown all 
Hectors. : 
Enter the city, clip your wives, your friends, 
Tell them your feats ; whilst they with joyful 


tears 
MED the congealment from your wounds, and 
18S, 10 
The honour’d gashes whole. [Zo Scarus] Give 
me thy hand ; 


Enter CLEOPATRA, atended. 


To this great fairy I'll commend thy acts, 

Make her thanks bless thee. [Z'o Cleo.] O thou 
day 0’ the world, 

Chain mine arnr'd neck; leap thou, attire and 


au, 
Through proof. of harness to my heart, and 


__ there 4 5 
Ride on the pants triumphing ! 
Cleo. : Lord of lords! 


O infinite virtue, comest thou smiling from 
The world’s great snare uncaught? = 

Ant. _. My nightingale, 

We have beat them to their beds. What, girl! 
though grey 5 

Do something mingle with our younger brown, 
yetha’we | 20 

A brain that nourishes our nerves, and can 

Get goal for goal of you Behold this man; 

Commend unto his ips thy favouring hand : 

Kiss it, my warrior: he hath fought to-day 

As if a god, in hate of mankind, had 

Destroy’d in such a shape. é 

Cleo. __ I'll give thee, friend, 
An armour all of gold; it was a king's. 

‘Ant. He has deserved it, were it carbuncled 
Like holy Phebus’ car. Give me thy hand: 
‘Through Alexandria make a jolly march; — 30 
Bear our hack’d targets like the men that owe 

them: 
Had our great palace the capacity 
To camp this host, we all would sup together, 
And drink carouses to the next day's fate, 
Which promises royal peril. Trumpeters, 
With brazen din blast you the city’s ear; 
Make mingle with our rattling tabourines ; 
That heaven and earth may strike their sounds 


together, 
Applauding our approach. [Eceunt. 3¢ 
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Scene LX. Cesar’s camp. 
Sentinels at their post. 
First Sold. Ii we be not relieved within 


this hour, 
We must return to the court of guard: the 


night 
Is shiny’ and they say we shall embattle 
By the second hour’ the morn. | 
See, Sold. This last day was 
A shrewd one to’s. 


Enter ENoBARBUS. 


Eno. O, bear me witness, night,— 
Third Sold. Whatmanisthis? = 

Sec. Sold. _ Stand close, and list him. 
Eno. Be witness to me, O thou blessed 


moon, 
When men revolted shall upon record __ 
Bear hateful memory, poor Enobarbus did 
Before thy face repent! 
First Sold. Enobarbus! 
_ Third Sold. Peace! 
‘fark further. 
Hus. O sovereign mistress of true melan- 
choly, 
The poisonous damp of night disponge upon 
me, 
That life, a very rebel to my will, 
May. hang no longer on me: throw my heart 
Against the flint and hardness of my fault; 
ich, being dried with grief, will break to 


poowder, 
And finish all foul thoughts. O Antony, 
Nobler than my revolt is infamous, 
‘orgive me in thine own particular; 
But let the world rank me in register 
A master-leayer and a fugitive: 
O Antony! O Antony! 
Sec. Sold. Let’s speak 
To him. : 5 
First Sold. Let’s hear him, for the things 
he speaks 
May concern Cesar, 
Third Sold. Let’s do.so. But he sleeps. 
First Sold. Swoons rather; for so ba 
prayer as his 
Was never yet for sleep. , 
Sec, Sold. Go we to him. 
Third Sold. Awake, sir, awake; speak to us. 
Sec. Sold. Hear you sir? 
First Sold. The hand of death hath raught 
him. [Drums afar off.] Hark! the drums 
Demurely wake the sleepers. Let us bear him 
To the court of guard; he is of note: our hour 
Is fully out. 
Third Sold. Come on, then; 
He may recover yet. [Ezewnt with the body. 


10 


(Dies. 


ScENE X. Between the two camps. 
Enter ANTONY and SOARS, with their Army. 


Ant. Their preparation is to-day by sea; 
We please them not by land. ; 


Sear, For both, my lord. 
Ant. Iwould they’ld fight i’ the fire ori’ the 
air; 
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We’ld fight there too. But this it is; our foot 
Upon the hills adjoining to the city 

Shall stay with us: order for sea is given; 
+They have put forth the haven.., 

Where their appointment we may best discover, 
And look on their endeavour. [Zaeunt. 9 


Scene XI. Another part of the same. 
Enter Casan, and his Army. 


Ces. But being charged, we will be still by 
and, 

Which, as I take’t, we shall; for his best force 
Is forth to man his galleys. ‘To the vales, 
And hold our best advantage. [Exewnt. 


ScenE XII. Another part of the same. 
Enter ANTONY and Scarus. 


Ant. Yet they are not join’d: where yond 
pine does stand, : 
I shall discover all: I'll bring thee word 
Straight, how ’tis like to go. [2ait. 
Sear. - _ _ Swallows have built 
In Cleopatra’s sails their nests: the augurers 
Say they know not, they cannot tell; look 
grimly, Z 
And dare not speak their knowledge. Antony 
Is valiant, and dejected; and, by starts 
His fretted fortunes give him hope, and fear, 
Of what he has, and has not. 
Alarum afar off, as at a sea-fight. 
Re-enter ANTONY. 
Ant. Allis lost; 
This foul Egyptian hath betrayed me: 
My fleet hath yielded to the foe; and yonder 
They cast their caps up and carouse together 
Like friends long lost. ‘Triple-turn’d whore! 
*tis thou F 
Hast sold me to this novice; and my heart 
Makes only wars on thee. Bid them all fly; 
For when I am revenged upon my charm, 
Ihave done all. Bid them all fly; begone. 
[Lait Scarus. 


Bo} 


&/ O sun, thy uprise shall I see no more: 


Fortune and Antony part here ; even here 

Do we shake hands. All come to this? The 
hearts. 20 

That spaniel’d me at heels, to whom I gave 

Their wishes, do discandy, melt their swects 

On blossoming Czesar ; and this pine is bark’d, 

That overtopp’d them all. Betray’d Iam: 

O this false soul of Egypt! this grave charm,— 

Whose eye beck’d forth my wars, and, call’d 
them home; 

Whose bosom was my crownet, my chief end,— 

Like a right gipsy, hath, at fast and loose, 

Beguiled me to the very heart of loss. 

What, Eros, Eros! 


Enter CLEOPATRA. 


Ah, thou spell! Avaunt! 30 

Cleo. Why is my lord enraged against his 
love? < 

Ant. Vanish, or I shall give thee thy 


_, , deserving, z 
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And blemish Czesar’s triumph. Let him take T made these wars for Egypt; and the queen,— 
Whose heart I thought ad, for she had mine; 
Which whilst it was mine had annex’d unto’t 
A million more, now lost,—she, Eros, has. 


Pacl’d cards with Cesar, and false-play’d my 
























thee, 
And hoist thee up to the shouting plebeians : 
Follow his chariot, like the greatest spot 
Of all thy sex ; most monster-like, be shown 
For poor'st diminutives, for doits ; and let glory 
Unto an enemy’s triumph. 


Patient Octavia plough thy visage up 
With her prepared nails. eG ‘Exit Cleopatra. | Nay, weep not, ipeatle Eros; there is left us 
F ; ‘Tis well thou’rt gone, Ourselves to end ourselves. 
Té it be well to live: but better "twere 40 Enter MARDIAN 
ARDIAN. 


Thou fell’st into my fury, for one death 

Might have event many. Eros, ho! 

The shirt of Nessus is upon me: teach me, 
‘Alcides, thou mine ancestor, thy rage: 

Let me lodge Lichas on the horns o' the moon ; 
‘And with those hands, that grasp’d the heaviest 


O, thy vile lady! 

She has robb’d me of my sword. 

Mar. No, Antony; 
My mistress loved thee, and her fortunes 

_mingled 
With thine entirely. 

Ant. ence, saucy eunuch ; peace! 
She hath betray’d me and shall die the death. 

‘Mar. Death of one person can be paid but 


club, 
Subdue my worthiest self. The witch shall die: 
To the young Roman boy she hath sold me, 
and I fall 
Under this plot; she dies for’t. Eros, ho! 49 once, 
[Exit. And that she has discharged: what thou 
wouldst do 
Is done unto thy hand: the last she spake 
Was ‘ Antony! most noble Antony ! 2 3 
Then in the midst a tearing groan did break 
The name of Antony ; it was divided 
Between her heart and lips: she render’d life, 
Thy name so buried in her. 
Ant. Dead, then? 
Mar. Dead. | 
‘Ant. Unarm, Eros; the long day’s task is 


SornE XIIL. Alexandria. Cleopatra's 
palace. 


Enter CLEOPATRA, CHARMIAN, Tras, 
and MARDIAN. 


Cleo. Help me, my women! O, he is more 


fe 


mat 
Than Telamon for his shield; the boar of 


Ww Thessaly era i 
‘Was never so emboss’d. lone, 
Char. To the monument! And we must sleep. [To Mar.] That thou 


There lock yourself, and send him word you are depart’st hence sate, 
Does pay thy labour richly ; go. 
Exit Mardian. 
: 5 ff, pluck off: 
The seven-fold shield of Ajax cannot keep 
The battery from my heart. O, cleave, my 
sides! 3 
Heart, once be stronger than thy continent, 40 
Crack thy frail case! Apace, Eros, apace. 
No more a soldier: bruised pieces, 0; ' 
You have been nobly borne. From me awhile. 
¥ [Exit Eros. 
I will o’ertake thee, Cleopatra, and 
Weep for my pardon. So it must be, for now 
All length is torture: since the torch is out, 
Lie down, and stray no farther; now all labour 
Mars what it does; yea, very force entangles 
Ttself with strength seal then, and all is done. 
Eros!—I come, my queen :—Eros!—Stay for 


dead. 

The soul and body rive not more in parting 
Than greatness going off. 
Cleo. To the monument! 

Mardian, go tell him I have slain myself ; 

Say, that the last I spoke was "Antony, - 

And wordit, prithee, piteously : hence, [ardian, 

‘And bring me how he takes my death. To the 
monument! [Exeunt. 10 


Scene XIV. he same. Another 100m. 
Enter ANTONY and Eros. 


Ant. Eros, thou yet behold’st me? 
Eros. * Ay, noble lord. 
“Ant. Sometime we see a cloud that’s dra- 
gonish; = 
‘A vapour sometime like a bear or lion, 
‘A tower'd citadel, a pendent rock, 
‘A forked mountain, or blue promontory 
With trees upon’t, that nod unto the world, 
And mock, our eyes with air: thou hast seen 


me: 5° 
Where souls do couch on flowers, we 11 hand 


in hand, e 
And with our sprightly port make the ghosts 


these signs; |, gaze: 

They are black vesper’s pageants. Dido and her AEneas shall want troops, 

E703. ae ‘Ay, my lord. ‘And all the haunt be ours. Come, Eros, Eros! 
“Ant. That which is now a horse, even with Re-enter Eros. : 


a thought otal sree 
The rack dislimns, and makes it indistinct, 10 
‘As water is in water. 
Eros. Tt does, my lord. lee 
“Ant. My good knave Eros, now thy captain is 
Bven such a body : here Tam Antony; 
Yet cannot hold this visible shape, my knave. 


Eros. What would my lord? r 
Ant. ___ Since Cleopatra died, 
{ have lived in such dishonour,, that the g 
Detest my paseness. I, that with my swo! 
Quarters the world, and o’er green Neptune's 
ack 
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With ships made cities, condemn myself to lack 
The courage of g woman; less noblemind 60 
Than she which by her death our Ceesar tells 

‘Lam conqueror of myself.’ Thou aré sworn, 


TO! . 
That, Casa tie exigent should come, which 


now 
Ts come indesd, when I should see behind me 
‘The inevitable prosecution,of 
Disgrace and horro7, that, on my command, _ 
Thou then wouldst kill me: do’t; the time is 


come : 
Thou strikest not me, ‘tis Caesar thou defeat’st. 
Put colour in thy cheek, 7 

Eros. The gods withhold me! 
Shall I do that which all the Parthian darts, 
Though enemy, lost aim, and could not ? 

nt, 5 i Eros, 71 

Wouldst thou be window’d in great Rome and 


see 
Thy master thus with pleach’d arms, bending 


own 
His corrigible neck, his face subdued 

To penetrative shame, whilst the whecl’d seat 
Of forsuniate Cesar, drawn before him, branded 
His baseness that ensued ? 


Eros. I would not see’t. 
Ant. Come, then; for with a wound I must 
be cured. 


Draw that thy honest sword, which thou hast 


worn 
Most useful for thy country. 
708. O, sir, pardon me! 80 
Ant. When I did make thee free, sworest 
thou, not then 
To do this when I bade thee? Do it at once; 
Or thy precedent services are all 
But accidents unpurposed. Draw, and come. 
Eros. Tur irom me, then, that noble 
countenance, 
Wherein the worship of the whole world lies. 


Ant. Lothee! [Turning from him. 
Eros. My sword is drawn. 
Ant. Then let it do at once 


The thing why thou hast drawn it. 

Eros. My dear master, 
My captain, and my emperor, let me say, 96 
Before I strike this bloody stroke, farewell. 

Ant. Tis said, man; and fareweil. 

Eros. Farewell, great chief, Shail I strike 

now? 
Now, Eros, 
£vros. Why, there then: thus I do escape 


the sorrow - 

Of Antony's death. [Hills himself. 
Ant. Thrice-nobler than myself ! 

Thou teachest me, O valiant Eros, what 

I suould, and thou couldst not. My queen and 


Eros 
Have by their braye-instruction got upon 
e 


mi 
A nobleness in record: but I will be 
A bridegroom in my death, and run into’t 100 
As toa lover’s bed. Come, then; and, Eros, 
Thy master dies thy scholar: to do thus 

% [Falling on his sword. 
I learn’d of thee. How! not dead? not dead ? 
The guard,ho! 0, dispatch me! 
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Enter DERCETAS and Guard. 


First Guard. What’s the noise? 
Ant. I have done my work ill, friends: O, 
make an end 
Of what I have begun. ) 
Sec. Guard. The star is fal?’n, 
Figs Guard, And time is at his period, 
Al 





7 Z 
Ant, Lethim that loves me stri 
Lirst & 

Nor I. 


fuard. 
Sec. Guard. 
Lhird Guard, Nor any one, 110 
[Bxeunt Guard. 
Dev, Thy death and fortunes bid thy fol- 
lowers fly. ; ’ 

This sword but shown to Cesar, with this 
_. tidings, wh 3 
Shall enter me with him. 


Enter DIOMEDES. 


Dio. Where’s Antony? 
Der. There, Diomed, there. 
to. , Lives he? 
Wilt thou not answer, man? [Zxit Dercetas. 
Ant. Art thou there, Diomed? Draw thy 
sword, and give me 
Sufficing strokes for death. 
io. Most absolute lord, 
My mistress Cleopatra sent me to thee. 
Ant. When did she send thee? 
Dio. Now, my lord. 


Ant. : Where is she? 
Dio. Lock’din her monument. She had a 
prophesying fear 120 


Of what hath come to pass: for when she saw— 
Which never shall be found—you did suspect 
She had disposed with Czsar, and that your 


rage 
Would not be purged, she sent you word she 
was dead ; s 
But, fearing since how it might work, hath sent 
Me to ‘proclaim the truth; and I am come, 
I dread, too late. 
Ant. Too late, good Diomed: call my guard, 
I prithee. 
Dio. What, ho, the emperor's guard! The 
guard, what, ho! 
Come, your lord calls! 130 


Enter four or five of the Guard of ANTONY. 
Ant. Bearme, good friends, where Cleopatra 


_ bides; 
"Tis the last service that I shall command you. 
First Guard. Woe, woe are we, sir, you 
may not live to wear 
All pore true followers out. 
All. Most heavy day! 
Ant. Nay, good my fellows, do not please 
sharp fate 3 
To grace it with your sorrows: bid that wel- 
come} 
Which comes to punish us, and we punish it 
Seeming to bear it lightly. Take me up: 
Lhave led you oft : carry me now, good friends, 
And have my thanks for all. 140 
(Exeunt, bearing Antony. 
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Scene XV. The same. A monument. 


Enter CLEOPATRA, and her maids aloft, 
with CHARMIAN and IRas, 
Gleo. O Charmian, I will never go from 
hence. 
Char. Be comforted, dear madam. 
y : No, I will not: 
All strange and terrible events are welcome, 
But comforts we despise ; our size of sorrow, 
Proportion’d to our cause, must be as great 
‘As that which makes it. 


Enter, below, DIOMEDES. 


‘ = How now! is he dead? 
Dio, ¥is death’s upon him, but not dead. 
Look out o’ the other side your monument ; 
His guard have brought him thither. 


Enter, below, ANTONY, borne by the Guard. 
_ Cleo. Osun, 
Burn the great sphere thou movest in! darkling 
stand 10 
The varying shore o’ the world. O Antony, 
Antony, Antony! Help, Charmian, help, Tras, 





help; 

Help, friends below; Jet’s draw him hither. 

Ant. Peace! 
Not Cresar’s valour hath o'crthrown Antony, 
But Antony's hath triumph’d on itself. 

Glco. So it should be, that none but Antony 
Should conquer Antony ; but woe "tis so! 

Ant. Iam dying, Egypt, dying; only 
T here importune death awhile, until 
Gf many thousand kisses the poor last 
Tay upon thy lips. 

Cleo. T dare not, dear,— 
Dear my lord, pardon,—I dare not, 
Lest I be taken: not the imperious, show 
Of the full-fortuned Czesar ever shall 
Be brooch’d with me ; if knife, drugs, 

have 

Edge, sting, 
Your wife Octavia, 
And still conclusion, 
Demuring upon me. 


tony,— 
Help ae my women,—we must draw thee up: 
‘Assist, good friends. 
C0. 
weighs my Jord! 3 
Our strength is all gone into heaviness, 5 
That makes the weight: had I great Juno’s 
ower, 


20 


serpents, 


or operation, I am safe : 

with her modest eyes 

shall acquire no honour 
But come, come, An- 


or am gone. 31 


O, quick, 
ate How heavy 


Flere’s sport indeed! 


‘ Thestrong-wi ng’d Merewry' should fetch thee up, 


And set thee by Joye's gide. Yet come alittle — 
Wishers were ever fools,—O, come, come, come; 
[Dhey heave Antony ‘aloft to Cleopatra. 
‘And welcome, welcome! die where thou hast 
lived: mat a 
Quicken with kissing had my lips that power, 
}hus would I wear them out. : 
All, i A heavy sight! 40 
‘Ant. Iam dying, Eespt, dying: . 
Give me some wine, an et me speak a little. 
Cleo. No, let me speak; and let me rail so 


high, 
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That ae false housewife Fortune break her 
wheel, 
Provoked by my offence. 
Ant. One word, sweet queen: 
Of Ciesar seek your honour, with your safety. 


Cleo. They do not go together. 
Ant. Gentle, hear me: 
None about Cesar trust but Proculeius, 
Cleo. My resolution and my hands I'll trust; 
None about Cesar. ‘0 
Ant, The miserable change now at my end 
Lament nor sorrow at; but please your thoughts 
In feeding them with those my former fortunes 
Wherein : I lived, the greatest prince o’ the 
world, 
The noblest; and do now not basely die, 
Not cowardly put off my helmet to 
My countryman,—a Roman bya Roman , 
Valiantly vanquish’d. Now my spirit is going; 
I can no more. 
Cleo. Noblest of men, woo’t die?, 
Hast thou no care of me? shall I abide 
Tn this dull world, which in thy absence is 
No better than a sty? O, see, my women, |. 
[Antony dies. 
The crown o’ the earth doth melt. My lord! 
0, wither'd is the garland of the war, 3 
The soldier's pole is fall’n : youn: boys and girls 
‘Are level now with men; the oc ils is gone, 
And there is nothing left remarkable 
Beneath the visiting moon. [Fatnts. 
ay, i O, quietness, lady! 
3. She is dead too, our sovereign. 
Char. toda 
Tras. Madam! 
Ghar. O madam, madam, madain ! 
Sras. Royal Egypt, 70 
Empress! 
Char. Peace, peace, Tras! 
Cleo. No more, but e’en a woman, 
commanded 
By such poor passion as the maid that milks 
‘And does the meanest chares.. It were for me 
To throw my sceptre at the injurious gods 
To tell them that this world did equal theirs 
Till they had stol’n our jewel. All’s b 
naught ; % < 
Patience is sottish, and impatience does 
Become a dog that’s mad: then js it sin 
io rush into the secret house of death, 
Ere death dare come to us? How do you,. 
women? 
What, what! good cheer! Why, how now, 
Charmian ! 
My noble girls! Ah, women, 
Our lamp is spent, it’s out! 


heart ; 
We'll bury him; and then, what’s brave, what's 


60 





and 


ut 


80 


women, look, 
Good sirs, take 


noble, 
Let’s do it after the high Roman fashion 
‘And make death proud to take us. Cone, 


away: J 
This case of that huge spirit mow 15 cold: | 
Ah, women, women! come; we haye no friend 
But resolution, and the briefest end. Ps 

[Exeunt ; those above bearing oF 
Antony's boay. 
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ACT V. 
Scene I. Alexandria. Ccsar’s camp. 


Enter Czsar, AGRIPPA DOLABELLA, MECE- 
NAS, GALLUS, PROOULELUS, and others, his 
council of war. 


Ces. Go to him, Dolabella, bid him yield ; 
Being so frustrate, tell him he mocks 
The euised that he makes. 
Dol. Crear, I shall. [Zwit. 


Enter DERCETAS, with the sword of ANTONY. 


Ces. Wherefore is that? and what art thou 
iM tha daresy , 
ppear thus to us 

Der Tam call’'d Dercetas ; 
Mark Antony I served, who best was worthy 
Best to be served : whilst he stood up and spoke, 
He was my master ; and I wore my life 
To spend upon his haters. If thou please 
To take me to thee, as I was to him 
Tl be to Cesar; if thou pleasest not, 
I yield thee up my life. f 
Ces. What is’t thou say’st ? 
Der, I say, O Cesar, Antony is dead. 
Cas. oe breaking of so great a thing should 
make 
A greater crack: tthe round world 
Should have shook lions into civil streets, 
‘And citizens to their dens: the death of 
Antony v 
Is nota see doom ; in the name lay 
A moiety of the world. 
Der. ___ , Heis dead, Cesar; 
Not by a public minister of justice, 
Nor by a hired knife; but that self hand, 
Which writ his honour in the acts it did, 
Hath, with the courage which ‘the heart did 


lend it, 

Splitted the heart. This is his sword 5 
Lrobb’d his wound of it; behold it stain’d 
With his most noble blood. E 

Ces. Look you sad, friends ? 
The gods rebuke me, but it is tidings 
To wash the eyes of kings. 
And strange it is, 
us to lament 


10 


20 


gr. 
That nature must compel 
Our most persisted deeds. _ 
Mec. ____ His taints and honours 30 
Waged equal with him. < 
Agr. : A rarer spirit never 
Did steer humanity : but you, gods, will give us 
Some faults to make us men. | Czsar is touch’d, 
Mec. When such a spacious mirror’s set 
before him, 
He needs must see himself. 
Cas, _ O Antony! 
Ihave follow’d thee to this; but we do lance 
Diseases in our bodies: I must perforce 
. Have shown to thee such a flechining day, 
Or look on thine; we could not stall together 
In the whole world : but yet let me lament, 40 
With tears as sovereign as the blood of hearts, 
That thou, brother, my competitor _ 
In top of all design, my mate in empire, 
Friend and companion in the front of war, 
The arm of mine own body, and the heart 
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Where mine his thoughts did kindle,—that our 


stars, e 
Unreconciliable, should divide , 
Our equalness to this. Hear me, good friends,— 
But I will tell you at some meeter season: 


Enter an Egyptian. 


The business of this man looks out.of him; 50 
We'll hear him what he says. Whence are 


you? - 
Egyp. A poor Egyptian yet. The queen my 
mistress, 
Confined in all she has, her monument, 
| Of thy intents desires instruction, 
That she preparedly may frame herself 
To the way she’s forced to. 

Cees. Bid her have good heart : 
She soon shall know of us, by some of ours, 
How honourable and how kindly we | 
Determine for her; for Czesar cannot live 
To be ungentle. a, 

Egyp. So the gods ipiesenve thee! [£xit. 60 

Ces. Come hither, Proculeius. Go and say, 
We purpaee her no shame: give her what 

comforts * 
The quality of her passion shall require, 
Lest, in her greatness, by some mortal stroke 
She do defeat us; for her life in Rome 
Would be eternal in our triumph: go, 
And with your speediest bring us what she 


says, 

And how you find of her. 
Pro. Cmsar, I shall. [Evit. 
Ces. Gallus, goyoualong. [rit Gallus.] 

Where’s Dolabella, 
oe pecan Proculeius ? 





. i Dolabella ! 

Cce3. Let him alone, for I remember now. 
How he’s employ’d: he shall in time be ready. 
Go with me to my tent ; where you shall see 
How hardly I was drawn into this war; 

How calm and gentle I proceeded still 
In all my writings: go with me, and see 
What I can show in this. [Eceunt. 


Scene I. Alexandria. A room in the 
monument. 


Enter CLEOPATRA, CHARMIAN, and IRAs. 


Cleo. My desolation does begin to make 
A better life. ’Tis paltry to be Caesar; 
Not being Fortune, he’s but Fortune’s knave, 
A minister of her will: and it is great 
Yo do that thing that ends all other deeds ; 
Which shackles accidents and bolts up change; 
Which sleeps, and never palates more the dug, * 


The beggar's nurse and Cresar’s. 


Enter, to the gates of the monument, PRocU- 
LEIUS, GALLUS, ad Soldiers. 
Pro. Czsar sends greeting to the Queen of 
_ Egypt; . 
And bids thee study on what fair demands 10 
Thou mean’st to have him grant thee. 
leo. i What’s thy name? 
Pyro. My name is Proculeius. 


Cleo. tony, 
Did tell me of you, bade me trust you; but 


jo 
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L do not greatly care to be deceived, 
That have no use for trusting. If your master 
ayoule have a queen his beggar, you must tell 
him, 
That majesty, to keep decorum, must 
Yo less beg than a kingdom : if he please 


‘And hang me up in chains! 

Pro. You do extend 
These thoughts of horror further than you shall 
Find cause in Ceesar. 


Enter DOLABELLA. 


























To give me conquer’d Egypt for my son. Dol. Proculeius, 
He gives me so much of mine own, as i 20 | What thou hast done thy master Cresar knows, 
Will kneel to him with thanks. And he hath sent for thee: for the queen, 


PO seme , Be of good cheer ; 
You’re fall’n into a princely hand, fear nothing: 
Make your full reference freely to my lord, 
Who is so full of grace, that it flows over 

On all that need: let me report to him 

Your sweet Gependencys and you shall find 

‘A conqueror that will pry in aid for kindness, 
Where he for grace 1s cneel'd to, 


T'll take her to my guard. 
Pro. So, Dolabella, 
It shall content me best : be gentle to her. 
[Zo Cleo.] To Cesar J will speak what you shall 


please, i 

If you’ll employ me to him. 
Cleo. ay, would die, 70 

[Eaeunt Proculeius and Soldiers. 
Dol. Most noble empress, you have heard 
of me? 

Cleo. I cannot tell. 
Dol. Assuredly you know me. 
Cleo. No matter, sir, what have heard or 


Cleo. Pray you, tell him 
Tam his fortune’s vassal, and I send him 
The greatness he has got. LThourly learn 30 
‘A doctrine of obedience 5 and would gladly 
Look him?’ the face. 

Pyro. This I'll report, dear lady. 
Have comfort, for I know your plight is pitie 
Of him that caused it. . 

Gal. Yousee how, easilyshe may be surprised : 

[Here Proculeius ‘and two of the Guard 
ascend the monument by a ladder placed 
against a window, and, having descend- 
ed, come behind Cleopatra. Some of the 
Guard unbar and open the gates. Z 

[To Proculeius and the Guard] Guard her till 

Cresar_come. [Extt. 

Tras. Royal queen! 

Char. O Cleopatra! thou art taken, queen. 

Cleo. Quick, quick, good hands. 

(Drawing @ dagger. 

Pro. Hold, worthy lady, hold: 

[Seizes and disarms her. 
Do not you such wrong, who are in this 40 


known. 
You laugh when boys or women tell their 


eas ; 
Ts’t not your trick? 
ol. TL understand not, madam. 
Cleo. I dream’d there was an Emperor 
Antony: : 
O, such another sleep, that I might see 
But such anotherman! 
Dol. . Tf it might please ye,— 
Cleo. His face was as the heavens; and 
therein stuck 5 
A sun ‘and moon, which kepé their course, and 
80 


lighted 
The little O, the earth. ‘ 
Dol. : Most sovereign creature,— 
Cleo. His legs bestrid the ocean: his reard 


arm. 
Crested the world: his voice was propertied 
‘As all the tuned spheres, and that to friends ; 
But when he meant to quail ‘and shake the orb, 
He was as rattling thunder. For his bounty, 
There was no winter in’t; an autumn *twas 
That grew the more by reaping + his delights 
Were dolphin-like;, they show id his back above 
The element they lived in: in his livery 90 
Walk’d crowns and crownets; realms and 
jslands were z 
As plates dropp’d from his pocket. 
Dol. - Cleopatra 
Cleo. Think you there was, or might be, such 
aman 
‘As this I dream’d of? 

Dol. : Gentle madam, no. 

Cleo, You lie, up to the hearing of the gods. 
But, if there be, or ever were, one such, 

It’s pee the size of dreaming: nature wants 
stu 

To vie strange forms with fancy; yet, to 
imagine 2 

An Antony, were nature’s piece *gainst fancy, 

Condemning shadows quite. 

Dol. Hear me, good madam. 100 
Your loss is as yourself, great; and you bear it 
60| As answering to the weight: would I might 
never 


Relieved, but not betray’d. 
leo. What, of death too, 
That rids our dogs of languish? 
Pro. Cleopatra, 
Do not abuse my master’s bounty by 
The undoing of yourself : Jet the world see 


‘Will never let come forth. 
fa €0. ‘Where art thou, death? 
Come hither, come! come, come, and take a 


queen 
‘Worth many babes and beggars | 

Pro. ©, temperance, lady ! 
Cleo. Six, L will eat no meat, >| not drink, 


sit; 
Tf idle talk will once be necessary, 50 
Tl not sleep neither: this mortal house ri 


ruin, , 
Do Cesar what he can. Know, sir, that I 
Will not wait pinion’d at von qnaster’s court ; 
Nor once be hastised with the sober eye 

Of dull Octavia. Shall they hoist mie up 

‘And show me to the shouting varletry 

Of censuring Rome? Rathera ditch in Egypt 
Be gentle grave ‘unto me! rather on Nilus’ mw 
‘Lay me stark naked, and let the water-flies 
Blow me into abhorring! rather make 

My country’s high pyramides my gibbet, 
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co. See, Cesar! O, behold, 
How pomp is follow’d! mine will now be yours; 
And, should we shift estates, yours would be 


Overtake pursued success, but I do feel, 

By the rebound of yours, a grief that smites 

My yery heart at root. ¥ 
Cleo. I thank you, sir. 

Know you what Cesar means to do with me? 
‘Dol. J am loath to tell you what I would 
a you IneN F 

leo. Nay, pray you, sir,— 
ol. Though he be honourable,— 
Cleo. He'll lead me, then, in triumph? 
Dol. Madam, he will; I know’t. 110 
[Plourish, and shout within, ‘Make way 
there: Cresar!’ 




















mine. 

The ingratitude of this Seleucus does 

Even make me wild: O slave, of no more trust 

Than love that’s hired! What, goest thou 
back? thou shalt : 

Go back, I warrant thee; but Ill catch thine 


eyes, a na 
Though they had wings : slave, soulless villain, 


Og 
O rarely base! 


Cos. Good queen, let us entreat you. 
Enter Czsar, Gattus, Procunetus, Mca} Cleo, O Cxsar, what 2 wounding shame is 
NAS, SELEUCUS, and others of his train. this, 


Cee3. Which is the Queen of Egypt? 

Dol. Itis the emperor, madam. 

: [Cleopatra kneels. 

Ces. Arise, you shall not kneel : 

I pray you, rise; rise, Wgypt. 

Cleo. Sir, the gods 
Will have it thus ; my master and my lord 
I must obey. 

Ces. Take to you no hard thoughts: 
The record of what injuries you did us, 
Though written in our flesh, we shall remember 
As things but done by chance. 

leo. 2 Sole sir o’ the world, 
I cannot project mine own cause so well — 121 
To make it clear; but do confess I have 
Been laden with like frailties which before 
Haye often shamed our sex. 


That thou, vouchsafing here to visit me, 160 

Doing the honour of thy lordliness 

To one so meek, that mine own servant should 

Parcel the sum of my di: ces by 

Addition of his envy! + good Cesar, 

That I some lady trifles have reserved, 

Immoment toys, things of such dignity 

‘As we greet modern friends withal; and say, 

Some nobler token I have kept apart 

For Livia and Octavia, to induce 

‘Their mediation ; must I be unfolded 3170 

With one that I have bred? The gods! it 
smites me 2 

Beneath the fall I have. [Zo Seleucus] Prithee, 
go hence; ; 

Or I shall show the cinders of my spirits 

Through the ashes of my chance: wert thou 





. ‘leopatra, know, a man, 
We will extenuate rather than enforce : Thou wouldst have mercy on me. 
Tf non apply yourself to our intents, Ces. Forbear, Seleucus. 
Which towards you are most gentle, you shall [Exit Scleucus. 
find Cleo. Be it known, that we, the greatest, are 


ni 

A benefit in this change; but if you seek 

To lay on mea cruelty, DF taking 

Antony’s course, you shall bereave yourself 130 

Of my good purposes, and put your children 

To that destruction which I'll guard them from, 

If thereon yourely. I'll take my leave. i 

Cleo. And may, through all the world: ’tis 

yours ; and we, E j 

Moun eruienrane and your signs of conquest, 
sha 

Hang in what place you please. Here, my good 


misthought 
For things that others do; and, when we fall, 
We answer others’ merits in our namie, 
Are therefore to be pitied. 
_ Ces. Cleopatra, 
Not what yu have reserved, nor what acknow- 
ledge 


dl, 180 
Put wei’ the roll of conquest : still be’t yours, 
Bestow it at your pleasure; and believe, 
Cwesar’s no merchant, to make prize with you 
Of things that merchants sold. ‘Therefore be 

ord. . fi cheer’d ; 9 
Ces. Youshall advise me in all for Cleopatra. Make not your thoughts your prisons : no, dear 
Cleo, oe is the brief of money, plate, and 
jewels, i 


queen ; ; 
r For we intend so to dispose you as 
Lam possess’d of : ’tig exactly valued ; 


i g i, Yourself shall give us counsel. Feed, and sleep: 
Not pett y things admitted, Where’s Beleucus} Our care and pity is so much upon you, 
Sel. - rere! madam. ke 14% | That we remain your friend; and so, adieu. 
Cleo. This is my treasurer: let him speak,}| veo. My master, and my lord! 


my Jord, , {ee Not so, _ Adieu. 
Upon his peril, that I have reserved Flourish. Exeunt Casar and his tain. 
‘Yo myself nothing. Speak the truth, Seleucus.| Cleo, He words me, girls, he words me, that 

Sel. Madam, ‘i I should not gt 
Shad rather seal my lips, than, to my peril, Be noble to myself: but, hark thee, Charmian. 
Speak that which is not. {Whispers Charmian. 


Cleo. What have I kept back?} ras. Finish, good lady; the bright day is 
Sel, Enough to purchase what you have lone, 

made known. And we are for the dark. 
Ces. Nay, blush not, Cleopatra; Lapprove Cleo Hie thee again : 


leo. 
Your wisdom in the @e# achmir Research Institite Sea a ponees: 











Scunz 11] 


Go put it to the haste. 
Char. Madam, I will. 


Re-enter DOLABELLA. 

Dol. Where is the queen? 
Char. Behold, sir. [Zuxit. 
Cleo. Dolabella! 

Dol. Madam, as thereto sworn by your 

command, 

Which my love makes religion to obey, 
I tell you this: Ciesar through Syria 
Intends his journey ; and within three days 
You with your children will he send before : 
Make your best use of this: I have perform’d 
Your pleasure and my promise. 


200 


Cleo. : Dolabella, 
I shall remain your debtor. 
Dol. T your servant. 


Adicu, good queen ; I must attend on Crsar. 
Cleo. Yarewell, and thanks. [ Hit Dolabella. 
Now, Iras, what think’st thou? 
Thou, an Egyptian puppet, shalt be shown 
In Rome, as Well as I: mechanic slaves 
With greasy aprons, rules, and hammers, 


shall 
Uplifi us to the view; in their thick breaths, 
Rank of gross dict, shall we be enclouded, 
‘And forced to drink their vapour. 
Tras. ; ‘The gods forbid! 
Cleo. Nay, “tis most certain, Tras: saucy 
__lictors Z 
Will catch at us, like strumpets; and scald 
rhymers 
Ballad us out o’ tune: the quick comedians, 
Extemporally will stage us, and present 
Our Alexandrian revels; Antony 
Shall be brought drunken forth, and I shall see 
Some squeaking Cleopatra boy my greatness 
T the posture of a whore. 
Ivas. O the good gods! 22 
Cleo. Nay, that’s certain. 
Tras. Vil never see’t; for, 
nails - 
Are stronger than mine eyes. 
leo. ? i Why, that’s the way 
To fool their preparation, and to conquer 
Their most absurd intents. 


Re-enter CHARMAN. 


Now, Charmian ! 

Show me, my women, like a queen; go tet 
My best attires: Lam again for Cydnus, 
fo meet Mark Antony : sirrah, Iras, g0. 
Now, noble Charmian, we'll dispatch indeed ; 
And, when thou hast done this chare, I'll give 

hee leave . 231 
To play till doomsday. Bring our crown andall. 
Wherefore’s this noise? 

[2vit Tras. 


Enter a Guardsman. 


Guard. _ _ Here is.a rural fellow 
That will not be. denied your highness’ presence: 
He brings you figs. : 

Cleo. Let him come in. [Exit Guardsman. 

What poor an instrument 
May do a noble deed! he brings me liberty. 
My resolution’s placed, and J have nothing 
Of woman in me: now from head to foot 


3S 


I am sure, my 


A noise within. 
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Tam marble-constant; now the flecting moon 
No planet is of mine. 


Re-enter Guardsman, with Clown bringing ir 
a busket. 

Guard. This is the man. 24T 

Cleo. Avoid, and leave him. 

[Beit Guardsman. 
Hast thou the pretty worm of Nilus there, 
That kills and pains not? : 

Clown. Truly, L have him: but I would not 
be the party, that should desire you to touch 
him, for his biting is immortal; those that do 
die of it do seldom or never recover. Z 

Cleo. Rememberest thou any that have died 

on 't? 249 

Clown. Very many, men and women too. I 
heard of one of them no longer than yesterday: 
a very honest woman, but something given to 
lie: asa woman should not do, but im the way 
of honesty : how she died of the biting of it, 
what pain she felt: truly, she makes a yery 

ood report o’ the worm but he that will 

elieve all that they say, shall never be saved 
by half that they do: but this is most fallible, 
the worm’s an odd worm. 

Cleo. Get thee hence; farewell. 

Clown. I wish you all joy of the worm. 

[Setling down his basket. 

Cleo. Farewell. 


Clown. You must think this, look you, that 
the worm will do his kind. 

Cleo. Ay, ay; farewell. < 

Clown. Look you, the worm 1s not to be 
trusted but in the keeping of wise people; for, 
indeed, there is no goodness in the worm. 

Cleo. Take thou no care; it shall be heeded. 

Clown. Very good, Give it nothing, I pray 
you, for it is not worth the feeding. 271 

Cleo. Williteatme? < 

Clown. You must not think I am so simple 
but I know the devil himself will not eat a 


260 


woman: I know that a woman is a dish for the 
gods, if the devil dress her not. But, truly, 
these same whoreson deyils do the gods great 
harm in their women; for in every ten that 
they ke, the devils mar five. 
Cleo. Well, get thee gone; farewell. 280: 
Clown. Yes, forsooth: I wish you 


: > 
the worm. hei, 


Re-enter Inas with a robe, crown, cc. 


Cleo. Give me my robe, pub on my crown; 
Ihave |. 
Immortal longings in me: now no more. 
The juice of Egypt's grape shall moist this lip: 
Yare, yare, good tras ; quick. Methinks I hear 
Antony call; I see him rouse himself 
fo praise my noble act; I hear him mock 
The luck of Czesar, which the gods give men 
To excuse their after wrath: husband, I come: 
Now to that name my courage prove my title! 
Tam fire and air; my other elements 
I give to baser life. So; have you done? . 
Gome then, and take the last. warmth of my lips. 
Farewell, kind Charmian ; Tras, long farewell. 
‘Kisses them, | Iras falls and dies. 

Have I the aspic in my lips? Dost fall? 
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Re-enter) DOLABELLA. 


Dol. How goes it here? 

Sec. Guard. Alldead, 

Dol. _.. Gwsar, thy thoughts 
Touch their effects in this : thyself art. coming 
To sce perform’d the dreaded act which thou 
So sought’st to hinder. 

[Within ‘A way there, a way for Ciesar!’ 
Re-enter Cxsar and. all his train, marching, 
Dol. O sir, youare too sure an augurer; 
That you did fear is done. 
ws. Bravest at the last, 
She levell’'d at our purposes, and, being royal, 
Took her own way. The manner of their 
deaths 340 
I do not see them bleed. : 
Dol. Who was last with them? 
First Guard. A simple countryman, that 
_ brought her figs : 
This was his basket. | 

Ces. Poison’d, then. 

First Guard. O Cesar, 
This Charmian lived but now; she stood and 
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Jf thou and nature can so gently part, 
The stroke of death is as a lover's. inch, 3 
Which hurts, and is desired. Dost thou lie 


















st 
Tf thus thou vanishest, thou tell’st the world 
Tt is not worth leave-taking. _ Bor 
Char. Dissolve, thick cl loud, and rain; that 
I may say, 
The gods themselves do weep! 
Cleo. ° This proves me base = 
Té she first meet the curled Antony, : 
He'll make demand of her, and spend that kiss 
Which is my heaven to have. Come, thou 
mortal wretch, ; 
[Zo an asp, which she applies to her breast. 
With thy sharp teeth this knot intrinsicate 
Uf life at once untie: poor venomous fool, 
Be angry, and dispatch. , couldst thou speak, 
That I might hear thee call great Cuesart ass 
Unpolicied ! 
har.  O eastern star! 
Cleo. Peace, peace! git 
Dost thou not see my baby at my breast, 
‘That sucks the nurse asleep? 
Char. O, break! O, break! 
Cleo. As sweet as balm, as soft as air, as 
genitle,— 
O Antony !—Nay, I will take thee too: 
\¢ pplying another asp to her arm. 
What should I stay— (Dies. 
Char. In this vile world? So, fare thee well. 
Now boast thee, death, in thy possession lies 
‘A lass unparallel'd. Downy windows, close ; 
‘And golden Phoebus never be beheld 320 
OF eyes again so yoyal! Your crown’s awry; 
T’ll mend it, and then play. 


Enter the Guard, rushing im. 
First Guard. Where is the queen? 
Char. Speak softly, wake her not. 
First Guard. Czesar hath sent— 
Char. Too slow a messenger. 


. {Applies an asp. 
O, come apace, dispatch! I pare feel thee. Of easy ways to dic. Take up her bed 
First Guard. Approach, ho! ‘All’s not | And bear her women from the monument: 

She shall be buried by her Antony: 361 

No grave upon the earth shall clip in it 

A pair so famous. High events as these 

Strike those that make them ; and their story is 

No less in pity thun his glory which 

Brouzht them to be lamented. Our army shall 

Tn solemn show attend this funeral; 


ppake<cie sme. 
I found her trimming up the diadem 
On her dead mistress 5 tremblingly she stood 
And on the sudden dropp’d. 
Ces. __ Onoble weakness! 
If they had swallow'd poison, *twould appear 
By external swelling : but she looks like sleep, 
‘As she would catch another Antony 350 
In her strong toil of grace. 
Dol. Here, on her breast, 
There is a vent of blood and something blown: 
The like is on her arm. 
First Guard. This isan aspic's trail: and 
these fig-leaves 
Have slime upon them, such as the aspic leaves 
Upon the caves of Nile. 
ame eS : Most probable 
hat so she died ; for her physician, tells me 
She hath pursued conclusions infinite 


well: Casar’s beguiled. , 

Sec. Guard. There’s Dolabella sent from 
Cresar; call him. : 

First Guard, What work is here! Char- 
mian, is this well done? 

Char. It is well done, and fitting for a 
princess 


Descended of so many royal kings. _ 330] And then to Rome. Come, Dolabella, see ~~ 
‘Ah, soldier! [Dies. High order in this great solemnity. Vinceunt. 
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CYMBELINE 


DRAMATIS PERSONAS 


CymBELINE, king of Britain. Two British Captains. 
CrorEN: ison to the Queen by a former Arne mienditg Philario. 
usband. wo Lords of Cymbeline’s co 
posnaouye EON ATU, agentleman, hus- mE Gentlemen of the same. 
ni mogen. wo Gaolers, © 
BELARIUS, a banished lord, disguised under A : 
the name of Morgan. Cues Crrabeling beline b 
% Buea Cymbetine dis ase acorns aon s ymbeline by a 
vrpErius, }underthe names of Polydore ie . 
ARVIRAGUS, {i Cadwal, supposed sons HELEN, ee ady attending on Imogen. 
Ato Morgan. Lords, Ladies, Roman Senators, Tribunes, 
PurtLaRio, friend to Posthumus,| yialians a Soothsayer, a Dutchman, a Spaniard, 
Tacnimo, friend to Philario, ians.| \fusicians, Officers, Captains, Soldiers, Mes- 
Gaus Lucius, general ofthe Roman forces. | sengers, and other attendants. 
‘PISANIO, servant to Posthumus. ‘Apparitions. 
CoRNELIUS, 2 physician. ees 
A Roman Captain. SornE: Britain ; Rome. 


As, to seek through the regions of the earth 20 

For fone his like, there would be something 
‘ailing 

In him that should compare. I do not think 

So fair an outward and such stuff within 

Endows a man but he. 














ACT I. 


Scene I. Britain. The garden of 
Cymbcline’s palace. 


Enter two Gentlemen. 


Sec. Gent. You speak him far. 
First Gent. You do not meet a man but| First Gent. I do extend him, sir, within 
frowns: our bloods himself, 


Crush him together rather than unfold 

His measure duly. : 
Sec. Gent. What's his name and birth? 
First Gent. I cannot delve him to the root: 


No more obey the heavens thai our courtiers 


Still seem as does the king. 
Sec. Gent. ‘But what’s the matter? 


First Gent. His daughter, and the heir of’s 


kingdom, whom | : his father |. th ee 
He purposed to his wife’s sole son—a widow Was called Sicilius, who did join his honour 
That late he married—hath referr'd herself Against the Romans with Cassibelan, 30 


But had his titles by Tenantius whom 

He served with glory and admired success, 

So goin the sur-addition Leonatus 5 

And had, besides this gentleman in question, 

Two other sons, who in the wars o’ the time 

Died with their swords in hand; for which their 

ather, 

‘Then old and fond of issue, took such sorrow 

That he quit being, and his gentle lady, 

Big of this gentleman our theme, deceased 

‘Ashe was born. The king he takes the babe 

> his protection, calls him Posthumus Leo- 
natus, 4r 

Breeds him and makes him of his bed-chamber, 

Puts to him all the learnings that his time 

Could make him the receiver of; which he too: 

As we do air, fast as twas minister’d, ‘ 

‘And in ’s spring became a harvest, lived in 
court— 


Unto a poor but worthy gentleman: she {3 
wedded 5 7 ee 
Her husband banish’d ; she im: rison’d : all 
Ts outward sorrow 5, though I think the king 
Be touch’d at very heart. ; 
Sec. Gent. None but the king? 10 
First Gent. He that hath lost her too; so 1s 
the queen, . 
That most desired the match; but nob a 
courtier, ¢ 
Although they wear, their faces to the bent 
Of the fing’s looks, hath a heart that is not 
Glad at the thing they scowl at. 
Sec. Gent. _ And why so? 
First Gent. Hethat hath miss’d the princess 
is a. thing 
Too bad for bad report: and he that hath her— 
T mean, that married her, alack, good man! 
‘And therefore panish’d—is a creature such 
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1004 CYMBELINE [Act r 
i it i —m0s i To be suspected of more tenderness 
yah eee aoe most speaies anes Than doth Secome a man. I will remain 


loved, 

A sample to the youngest, to. the more mature 
‘A glass that feated them, and to the graver 49 
‘A child that guided dotards; to his mistress, 
Tor whom he now js banish’d, her own price 
Proclaims how she esteem’d him and his virtue ; 
By her election may be truly read 

What kind of man he is. ji 

Sec. Gent. T honour him 
Even out of your report, But, pray you, tell me, 
Is she sole child to the king? \ 

First Gent. His only child. 
He had two sons: if this be worth your hearing, 
‘Mark it; the eldest of them at three years old, 
T the swathing-clothes the other, from their 

nursery : : 
Were stol’n, and to this. hour no guess in 

knowledge 60 
Which way they went. fie oe 
Sec. Gent. How long is this ago? 
First Gent. Some twenty years, 

Sec. Gent, ‘That a king’s children should be 

so convey’d, 
So slackly guarded, and the search so slow, 
That could not trace them! 

First Gent. Howsoe’er "tis strange, 
Or that the negligence may well be laugh’d at, 
Yet is it true, sir. 

Sec. Gent. I do well believe you. 

First Gent. We must forbear: here comes 

the gentleman, 
The queen, and princess. (Eceunt. 


Enter the QUEEN, PoSTHUMUS, and IMOGEN. 


Queen. No, be assured you shall not find 
me, daughter, 7° 
After the slander of most stepmothers, 
Evil-eyed unto you: you’re my prisoner, bué 
Your gaoler shall deliver you ‘the keys 
That Jock up your restraint. For you, Post- 
humus, “ 
So soon as I can win the offended king, 
I will be known your advocate; marry, yet 
The fire of rage is in him, and 'twere good, 
You Jean’d unto his sentence with what patience 
Your wisdom may inform, yous : 
Post. Please your highness, 
I will from hence to-day, : 
Queen. You know the peril. 80 
Tif fetch a turn about the garden, pitying | 
The pangs of barr'd affections, though the king 
Hath charged you should not speak tone it 
‘ait, 
0 


How fine this tyrant 


Imo... 
Dissembling courtesy! 
My dearest 


Gan tickle where she wounds! 
husband, - 

I something fear my father’s wrath; but no- 
thing-- 

Always reserved my holy duty—what 

His rage can do on me; you must be gone ; 

‘And I shall here abide the hourly shot 

Of angry eyes, not comforted to live, go 

But that there is this jewel in the world 

Oy Tray, see again. ; ee 
‘ost. queen! _my mistress! 

O lady, weep no x6 Ra 





The loyal’st husband that did eer plight troth: 

My residence in Rome at one Philario’s, 

Who to my father was a friend, to me 

Known but by letter: thither write, my queen, 

‘And with mine eyes Tl drink the words you 
send, 100 

Though ink be made of gall. 


Re-enter QUEEN. 
ucen. Be brief, I pray you: 
Tf the king come, I shall incur I know not 
How much of his displeasure. [Aside] Yet 
Ill move him : 
To walk this way : I never do him wrong, 
But he does buy my injuries, to befriends; | 
Pays dear for my offences. _ [hvit. 
Post, Should we be taking leave 
As long a term as yet we have to live, ‘ 
The loathness to depart would grow. Adieu! 
Imo. Nay, stay alittle: 
Were you but riding forth to air yourself, 110 
Such parting were too Betty Look here, love; 
"This diamond was my mot! ner’s: take it, heart; 
But keep it till you woo another wife, 
When Imogen is dead. 
Post. How, how: another? 
You gentle gods, give me but this I have, 
And Sear up my embracements from a next 
With bonds of death! [Putting on the ring.) 
Remain, remain thou here 
Ryne Sete can keep it on. And, sweetest, 
airest, 
As I my poor self did exchange for you, 
‘To your so infinite loss, so in our trifles 120 
I still win of you: for my sake wear this; 
It is a manacle of love; Tl place it 
Upon this fairest prisoner. 
[Putting a bracelet wpon her avn. 
Imo. O the gods! 
When shall we see again? 
< 


Enter CYMBELINE and Lords. 
Post, 2 Alack, the king! 
Cym. Thou basest thing, avoid! hence, from 
my sight! 
If after this command thou fraught the court 
With thy unworthiness, thou diest: away! 
Thow’rt poison to my blood. 

Post. The gods protect you! 
‘And bless the good remainders of the court! 
Lam gone. Exit. 

Tmo, There cannot bea pinch in death 130 
More sharp than this is. 

ym. fi O disloyal thing, 
That shouldst repair my youth, thou heap’st 
A year’s age on me. 
mo. I beseech you, sir, 
Harm not yourself with your vexation : 
I am senseless of your wrath; a touch more 


rare 
Subdues all pangs, all fears. 
Cyn. Past grace? obedience! 
Imo. Past hope, and in despair; that ways 
past grace. 
Oym. ‘That mightst have had the sole son. of 


slingirResearch Institute WDiGtsd by eGangotri 





Soene 1} 


Imo. i O blest, that I might not! I chose an 
eagle, 
And did avoid a puttock. 140 
Cym. Thou took’st a beggar ; wouldst have 
made my throne 
A seat for baseness. 


Ino. , No; Lrather added 
A Justre to it. 
Cyniu O thou vile one! 


Imo. ir, 
It is your fault that I have loved Posthumus + 
You bred him as my playfellow, and he is 
Aman worth any woinan, overbuys me 
Almost the sum he pays. 
Cym. : What, art thou mad? © 
Imo, Almost, sir: heaven restore me! 
Would I were 
A neat-herd’s daughter, and my Leonatus 
Our neighbour shepherd's son! 
Cyn. Thou foolish thing! 15° 


Re-enter QUEEN. 


They were again together: you have done 
Not after our command. Away with her, 
‘And pen her up. 

Queen. Besecch your patience. Peace, 
Dear lady daughter, peace! Sweet sovereign, 
Leave us to ourselves; and make yourself some 

comfort 
Out of your best advice. _ 

Cym. Nay, let her languish 

A dro of blood a day; and, being aged, 
Die of this folly! 
[Exewnt Cymbeline and Lords. 

Fie! you must give way. 


Enter PISANIO. 
Here is your servant. How now, sir! Whai 


Queen. 


news? 

Pis. My lord your son drew on my master. 
Queen. . Ha! 160 
No harm, J trust, is done? : 

Pis. There might have been, 
But that my master rather play’d than fought 
‘And had no help of anger: they were parted 
By gentlemen at hand. 


queen: Tam very glad on’t. 
™o. Your son ’s my father’s friend; he 
takes his part. 


To draw upon an exile! O brave sit! 

I would they were mn Afric both together; 

Myself by with a needle, that I might prick 

he gocr-back. Why came you from your 
master 

Pis. Onhis command : he would not suffer 

me 170 

To bring him to the haven; left these notes 

Of what commands I should be subject to, 

‘When’t pleased you to employ me. 

Queen. ‘This hath been 

‘Your faithful servant: I dare lay mine honour 


- He will remam so. ; 
Pis. Thumbly thank your highness. 
gueens Pray, walk awhile. 

mo. About some half-hour hence, 

I pray you, speak with me: you shall at least 
Go see my lord aboard; for this time leave me. 
(Exeunt. 
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Scene It. The same. A public place. 
Enter Cotes and two Lords. 


First Lord. Sir, I would advise you to shift 
| shirt; the violence of action hath made you 
jreek as a sacrifice; where air comes out, air 
| comes in: there’s none abroad so wholesome 
as that you vent. 

_ Clo. If my shirt were bloody, then to shift 
it. Have I hurt him? 

Sec. Lord. [Aside] No, *faith; not so much 
as his patience. 9 

First Lord. Hurt him! his body’s a pass- 
able carcass, if he be not hurt; it isa through- 
fare for steel, if it be not hurt. 

Sec. Lord, (Aside) His steel was in debt; it 
went o’ the backside the town. 

Clo, ‘The villain would not stand me. 

Sec, Lord. [Aside] No; bub he fled forward 
still, toward your face. 

First Lord. Stand you! You have land 
enough of your own: but he added to your 
having ; gave you some ground. | 20 

Sec. Lord. [Aside] As many inches as you 
have oceans. Puppies! 





Glo. I would they had not come between us. 

Sec. Lord. [Aside] 50 would J, till you had 
measured how long a fool you were upon the 
ground. 


Clo. And that she should love this fellow - 


and refuse me! 
Sec. Lord. [Aside] If it be a sin to make a 
true election, she is damned, 30 
First Lord. Sir, a8 T told you always, her 
beauty and her prain go not together: she’s a 
‘ood sign, but I have seen small reflection of 
er wit. 
‘Sec. Lord. [Aside] She shines not upon 
fools, lest the reflection should hurt her. 
Clo. Come, I'll to my chamber. Would 
there had been some hurt done! 


Sec. Lord. Aside] I wish not so; unless it 
had been the fall of an ass, which is no great 
art. 
Clo. You'll 60, with us? 40 
First Lord. CN attend your lordship. 
Clo. Nay, come, let’s go together. 


Sec. Lord. Well, my lord. [Execunt. 


Scene Il. A room in Cymbeline’s palace. 
Enter IMoGEN and PISANIO. 


Imo. Lwould thou grew’st unto the shores 0’ 
the hayen, ee 
And question’dst every sail: if he should write, 
‘And L not have it, twere @ paper lost, 
‘As offer'd mercy 18- What was the last 
That he spake to thee? P 
Pis. It was his queen, his queen! 
Imo. Then waved his handkerchief? 
Pis. ‘And kiss‘t it, madam, 
Tmo. Senselesslinen! happier therein than It 
‘And that was all? 
is. No, madam; for so long, 
‘As he could make me with this eye or car 
Distinguish him from others, he did keep, 70 
The deck, with glove,,or hat, or handkerchief, 
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Still waving, as the fits and stirs of’s mind 
Could best express how slow his soul sail’d on, 
How swift his ship. , 
Imo, hou shouldst have made him 
As little as a crow, or less, ere left 


To after-eye him. 
SPestaine Madam, so I did. 


Imo. I would have broke mine eye-strings ; 
crack’d them, but ea 
To look upon him, till the diminution 
Of space had pointed him sharp as my needle, 
Nay, follow'd him, till he had melted from 20 
he smallness of a gnat to air, and then 
Have turn’d mine eye and wept. But, good 
Pisanio, i 
When shall we hear from him? 
is. Be assured, madam, 
With his next vantage. a 
thos I did not take my leave of him, but 
hai 
Most pretty things to say: ere I could tell him 
How J would think on him at certain hours F 
Such thoughts and such, or I could make him 


swear 
The shes of Italy should not betray 
Mine interest and his honour, or have charged 


him, 30 
At the sixth hour of morn, at noon, at mid- 
night, 
+ To encounter me with orisons, for then 
Tam in heaven for him; or ere I could 
Give him that parting kiss which I had set 
Betwixt two c) 
father 
And like the tyrannous breathing of the north 
Shakes all our buds from growing. 


Enter a Lady. 


Lady. : The queen, madam, 
Desires your highness’ company. 
mo. Those things I bid you do, get them 


arming words, comes in my 


dispatch’d. 
I will attend the queen. 
Pis. Madam, I shall. [Eewnt, 40 


Scene IV. Rome. Philario’s house. 


Enter Purnanto, Iacnimo, a Frenchman, 
@ Dutchman, and a@ Spaniard. 


Zach. Believe it, sir, T have seen him in 


Britain: he was then of a crescent note, ex- fi 


pected to prove so worthy as since he hath been 
allowed the name of; but I 1 
looked on him without the help of admiration 
though the catalogue of his endowments had 
been tabled by his side and I to peruse him by 
items, 


Phi. You speak of him when he was less 
furnished than now he is with that which makes 
him both without and within. 10 

French, Thave seen him in France: we ha 
very many there could behold the sun with as 

‘m eyes as he, 

Zach. This matter of Marrying his king’s 
daughter, wherein he must be weighed rather 
by her value than his own, words him, I doubt 
not, a great deal from the matter. 

French. And then his banishment. 
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could then haye | lad 


[Act r 


Tach. Ay, and the approbation of those that 
weep this lamentable divorce under her colours 
are wonderfully to extend him; be it but to 
fortify her judgement, which else an easy 
battery might lay flat, for taking a beggar with- 
out less quality. But how comes it he is to 
sojourn with you? How creeps acquaintance? 

Phi. His father and I were soldiers together; 
to whom I have been often, bound for no less 
than my life. Here comes the Briton : let him 
be so entertained amongst you as suits, with 

entlemen of your knowing, to a stranger of 

his quality. 30 


. Enter Postuumus, 


I beseech you all, be better known to this 
gentleman, whom I commend to you as a 
noble friend of mine: how worthy he is I will 
leave to appear hereafter, rather than story him 
in his own hearing. 

French. Sir, we have known together in 
Orleans. 

Post. Since when I have been debtor to you 
for courtesies, which I will be ever to pay and 
yet pay still. : 40 

ivench. Six, you o’er-rate my poor kindness: 
I was glad I did atone my countryman and 
you; it had been pity you should have been 
put together with so mortal a purpose as then 
each bore, upon importance of so slight and 
trivial a nature. ' 

Post. By ror pardon, sir, I was then a 
young traveller; rather shunned to go even 
with what I heard than in my every action to 
be guided by others’ experiences : but upon my 
mended judgement—if I oftend not to say it is 
mended— yatuarrel was not altogether slight. 

French, *Faith, yes, to be put to the arbitre- 
ment of swords, and by such two that would by 
all likelihood have confounded one the other, 
or have fallen both. 

Tach, Can we, 
the difference? < 
. french. Safely, I think: ’twas a contention 
in public, which may, without contradiction, 
suffer the repous It was much like an argu- 
ment that fell out last night, where each of us 
fell in praise of our country mistresses; this 
gentleman at that time youching—and upon 
warrant of bloody affirmation—his to be more 
chaste, constant-qualified 
than any the rarest of our 


with manners, ask what was 


air, virtuous, wise, 
and less attemptable 
ies in rance, 
Tach. That lady 
gentleman’s opinion 
ae 


is not now living, or this 
by this worn out. 

She holds her virtue still and I my 
mind. 


Lach, You 
ours of Italy. 
Post. Being so far 
france, I wou 
profess myself 


must not so far prefer her "fore 


7 
rovoked as I was in 
ld abate her nothing, though I 
her adorer, not her friend. 

. Lach. As fair and as good—a kind of hand- 
in-hand comparison—had been something too 
fair and too food for any lady in Britain. 

she went before others [ have scen, as that 
diamond of yours outlustres many I have be- 
held, I could not but believe she excelled many: 
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but I have not seen the most precious diamond 
that is, nor you the lady. 

Post. I praised her as I rated her: so do I 
my stone. 

Lach. What do you esteem it at? 

Post. More than the world enjoys. 

Tach, Kither your unparagoned mistress is 
dead, or she’s outprized by a trifle. 

Post. You are mistaken: the one may be 
sold, or given, if there were wealth enough for 
the purchase, or merit for the gift: the other is 
nota thing for sale and only the gift of the gods. 

Tach. Which the gods have given you? 

Post. Which, by their graces, I will keep. 

Tach. You may wear her in title yours : Bat, 
you know, strange fowl i ht upon neighbouring 
panel b Your ring may 2 stolen too: so your 

»race of unprizable estimations ; the one is but 
frail and the other casual; a cunning thief, or 
athat way accomplished courtier, would hazard 
the winning both of first and last. 

Post. Your Italy contains none so accom- 
plished a courtier to convince the honour of my 
mistress, if, in the holding or loss of that, you 


_ term her frail. Ido nothing doubt you have 


store of thieves ; notwithstanding, I fear not my 


Ting, 
Phi. Let us leave here, entlemen. 109 
_Post. Sir, with all ay eart. This worthy 
signior, I thank him, <eg no stranger of me; 
we are familiar at first. : 
Tach. With five times so much conversation, 
T should get ground of your fair mistress, make 
her go back, even to the yielding, had I admit- 
tance and opportunity to friend. 
Post. No, no. 5 
I dare thereupon, pawn the moiety of 
my estate to your ring; which, in my opinion, 
o’ervalues it something : but [make my wager 
rather against your confidence than her reputa- 
tion: and, to bar your offence herein too, I 
durst attempt it against any lady in the world. 
Post. You are a great deal abused in too 
bold a persuasion; and I doubt not you sustain 
what you’re worthy of by your attempt. 
Tach. What’s that? 
Post, A repulse: though your attempt, as 
you call it, deserve more; a punishment too. | 
Phi. Gentlemen, enough of this: it came in 


- tou suddenly ; let it die as it was born, and, I 


ray you, be better acquainted. 
W DD ele Would I had put my estate and my 
neighbour's on the approbation of what Lhave 
spoke! 
PP ost. What lady would you choose to assail? 
Tach. Yours; whom in constancy you think 
stands so safe. I will lay you ten thousand 
ducats to your ring, that, commend me to the 
court where your ady is, with no more ad- 
vantage than the ae ortunity of a second 
conference, and I will bring from thence that 
honour of hers which you imagine so reserved. 
Post. Lwillwage against your gold, gold toit: 
my ring I hold dear as my finger; ’tis part of it. 
Tach. You are afraid, and therein the wiser. 
If you buy ladies’ flesh at a million a dram, 
You cannot preserve it from tainting : but I see 
you haye some religion in you, that you fear. 
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Post. This is but a custom in your tongue; 
you bear a graver purpose, I hope. I5t 


Tach. Jam the master of my speeches, and 
would underee what’s spoken: I swear. | 
Post. Will you? I shall but lend my diamond 
till your return: let there be covenants drawn 
between’s: my mistress exceeds in, goodness 
the hugeness of your unworthy thinking: I 
dare you to this match: here’s my ring. 

Phi. Twill have ft no lay. ee) 

Tack, By the gods, it is one. If I bring you 
no sufficient testimony that T have enjoyed the 
dearest bodily part of your mistress, my ten 
thousand ducats are yours ; so is your diamond 
too; if I come off, and Jeave her in'such honour 
as you haye trust in, she your jewel, this your 
jewel, and my gold are yours: provided I have 
yonseorameandetton for my more free entertain- 
ment. 

Post. I embrace these conditions ; Tet us 
have articles betwixt us. Only, thus far you 
shall answer: if you make your yoyage upon 
her and give me directly to understand you 
have prevailed, I am_no further your enemy ; 
she is not worth our debate: if she remain un- 
seduced, you not making it appear otherwise, 
for your ill opinion and the assault you have 
made to her chastity you shall answer me with 
your sword. a 

Tach. Your hand; a covenant: we will have 
these things set down by lawful counsel, and 
straight away for Britain, lest the bargain 
should catch cold and starve: I will fetch my 
gold and have our two wagers recorded. 181 

Post. Agreed. ; 

‘Exeunt Posthumus and Iachimo. 

French, Will this hold, think yout 

Phi. Signior Iachimo will not from it. Pray, 
let us follow ’em. [Exeunt. 


ScENEY. Britain. A room in Cymbeline’s 
palace. 


Enter QUEEN, Ladies, and ConneELius. 


Queen. Whiles yet the dew’s on ground, 
gather those flowers ; 
Make haste: who has the note of them? 
First Lady. I, madam. 
Queen. Dispatch. (Zaeunt Ladies. 
Now, master doctor, have you brought those 


rugs? x 
Cor. Pleaseth your highness, ay : here they 
are, madam : LPresenting a small box. 
But I beseech your grace, without offence,— 
My conscience ids me ask—wherefore you have 
Commanded of me these most poisonous com- 


pounds, Bay 
Which are the movers of a languishing death; 
But though slow, deadly? 

Queen. I wonder, doctor, 10 
chou ask’st me such a question. Have T not 

en. 
Thy pupil long? Hast thou not learn’d me how 
To make perfumes? distil? preserve? yea, sO 
That our great king himself doth woo me oft 
For my confections? Having thus far pro- 
ceeded,— 
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Unless thou think’st ine devilish—is’t not meet 
hat I did amplify my judgement in 
Other conclusions? I will try the forces 
f these thy compounds on such creatures as 
We count not worth the hanging, but none 
human, 20 
To try the vigour of them and apply 
Allayments to their act, and by them gather 
Their several virtues and effects. 
‘07. Your highness 
ca from this practice but make hard your 
heart : 
Besides, the secing these effects will be 
Both noisome and infectious. 
Queen. O, content thee, 


Enter PIsanto. 
[Aside] Here comes a flattering rascal; upon 


him 
Will I first work; he’s for his master, 
And enemy to my son. How now, Pisanio! 
Doctor, your service for this time is ended; 30 
Take your own way, 
Cor. [Aside] I do suspect you, madam ; 
But you shall do no harm. 
Queen. [Lo Pisanio] Hark thee, a word. 
Cor. [Aside] I do not like her.’ She doth 
think she has _ 3 
Strange lingering poisons: I do know her spirit, 
And will not trust one of her malice with 
A drug of such damn’d nature. Those she has 
‘Will stupify and dull the sense awhile; 
puhichs rst, perchance, she’ll prove on eats and 
logs, 
Then afterward up higher: but there is 
o danger in what show of death itmakes, 40 
More than the locking-up the spirits a time, 
To be more fresh, reviving. She is fool’d 
With a most false effect; and I the truer, 
So to be false with her. 
Queen. No further service, doctor, 
Until I send for thee. 
Cor. Thumbly take my leave, [vit 
Queen. Weeps she still, say’st thou? Dost 
thou think in time . ; 
e will not quench and let instructions enter 
Where folly now possesses? Do thou work : 
When thou shalt bring me word she loyes my 


son, 
Ill tell thee on the instant thou art then 50 
As great as is thy master eee for 
His fortunes all lie speechless and his name 
at last gasp: return he cannot, ‘nor 
Continue where he is; to shift his being 
Is to exchange one misery with another, 
And every day that comes comes to decay 
A day’s work in him. What shait thou expect, 
To be depender on a thing that leans, 
Who cannot be new built, nor has no friends, 
So much as but to prop him? [Phe Queen drops 
the box: Pisanio takes it up.] Thou takest up 
Heh peat not what; but take it for thy 
labour : 
It is a thing I made, which hath the king 
Five times redeem’d from death: I donot know 
What is more cordial. Nay, I prithee, take it; 
1s an earnest of a further food — 
That I mean to thee. Tell thy mistress how 


2 
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The case stands with her; do’t as from thyself, 

Think Want a chance thou changest on, but 
think 

Thou hast thy mistress still, to boot, my son, 

Who shall take notice of thee: I'll move the 
king jo 

To any shape of thy preferment such f 

As thou’lt desire ; ‘and then myself, I chiefly, 

‘That set thee on to this desert, am bound 

To load thy merit richiy. Call my women : 

Think on my words. [£uit Pisanio, 

A sly and constant knave, 

Not to be shaked; the agent for his master 

And the remembrancer of her to hold s ’ 

The HED ie to her lord. I have given him 
that. 

Which, if he take, shall quite mapeople her 

Of liegers for her sweet, and which she after, 80 

Except she bend her humour, shall be assured. 

To taste of too. 


Re-enter PIsanto and Ladies, 

So, so: well done, well done: 
The violets, cowslips, and the primroses, 
Bear to my closet. Fare thee well, Pisanio; 
| Think on my words. 

[Exeunt Queen and Ladies. 
ts. And shall do: 

But when to my good lord I prove untrue, 
| I'll choke myself: there’s all I’ll do for you. 
[Exit. 


Scene VI. Lhe same. Another room in the 
palace. 


' Enter Imocen. 


Imo. A father cruel, and a step-dame false; 
A foolish suitor to a wedded lady, 
wee path her husband banish’d 3—O, that hus- 
and! 
| My supreme crown of grief | and those repeated 
Vexations of it! Had I been thief-stol’n, _ 
As my two brothers, happy! but most miser- 











able 
Ts the desire that’s glorious; blest be those, 
How mean soe’er, that have their honest wills, 
Which pesos comfort. Who may this be? 
Fie 


Enter Pisanio and Iacuto, 


Pis. Madam, a noble gentleman of Rome, 
Comes from my lord with letters, 
Tach, Change you, madam? 11 
The worthy Leonatus is in safety 
And greets your highness dearly, 
[evresents a letter. 
thanks, good sir: 





Imo. _. 
Youw’re kindly welcome. 
Zach. [Aside] All of her that is out of door 
most rich! ; 
If she be furnish’d with a mind so rare, 
She is alone the Arabian bird, and I 
Have lost the wager. Boldness be my friend! 
«Arm me, audacity, from head to foot! 
Or, like the Parthian, I shall flying fight; 20 
Rather, direetly fly. . 
Imo. [Reads] ‘He is one of the noblest 
note, to whose kindnesses I am most infinitely 
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tied. Reflect upon him accordingly, as you 
value your trust— LEONATUS,’ 
So far I read aloud : 

But even the very middle of my heart 

Is warm’d by the rest, and takes it thankfully. 
You are as welcome, worthy sir, as L 

Have words to bid you, and shall find it so 30 
In all that I can do. 


tach. Thanks, fairest lady. 
What, are men mad? Hath nature given them 
eyes 


To sce this vaulted arch, and the rich crop 
Of sea and land, which can distinguish ’twixt 
‘The fiery orbs above and the twinn’d stones 
Upon the number'd beach? and can we not 
Partition make with spectacles so precious 
‘Twixt fair and foul? 
Imo. What makes your admiration? 
Lach. Tt cannot be i’ the eye, for apes and 
monkeys 
*Twixt Be such shes would chatter this way 
and 40 
Contemn with mows the other; nor i’ the 
judgement, 
For idiots in this case of favour would 
Be wisely definite; nor?’ the appetite; 
Sluttery to such neat excellence opposed 
Should make desire vomit emptiness, 
Not so allured to feed. 

Imo. What is the matter, trow? 

Tach. ‘The cloyed will, 
That satiate yet unsatisfied desire, that tub 
Both fill’d and running, ravening first the lamb 
Longs after for the garbage. E 

Imo. What, dear sir, 50 
Thus raps you?’ Are you well? Ce 

Tach. Thanks, madam; well. [Zo Pisanio] 

Beseech you, sir, desire c 
My man’s abode where I did leave him : he 
Is strange and pecvish. : ; 
18. I was going, sir, p 
To give him welcome. _ [eeit. 
‘mo. Continues well my lord? His health, 
beseech you ? 

Lach, Well, madam. : 

Imo. Is he disposed to mirth? I hope heis. 

Hee Exceeding pleasant; none a stranger 

there 

So merry and so gamesome: he is call’d 60 
The Briton reveller. 

Imo. When he was here, 
He did incline to sadness, and oft-times 
Not knowing why. : 

Lach. I never saw him sad. 
There is a Frenchman his companion, one 
An eminent monsicur, that, it seems, much 


loves 
A Gallian girl at home; he furnaces 


The thick sighs from him, whiles the jolly | 


riton— 
Your lord, I mean—laughs from’s free lungs, 


ries ‘O, ‘ 
Can. my sides hold, to think that man, who 


knows 7 
By history, report, or his own proof, 7° 
What woman is, yea, what she cannot choose 


But must be, will his free hours languish for 
Assured bondage?” 
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Imo. Will my lord say so? 
Jach. Ay, madam, with his eyes in flood 
_ With laughter : 
It is a recreation to be by 
And hear him mock the Frenchman. 
heavens know, 
Some men are much to blame. 
Imo, Not he, I hope. 
Lach. Not he: but yet heaven’s bounty to- 
wards him might 
Be used more thankfully, In himself, ’tis much; 
In you, which I account his beyond all talents, 
Whilst Lam bound to wonder, Lam bound ér 
To pity too. AR 
Imo. What do you pity, sir? 
Tach. Two creatures heartily. E 
Into. _Am I one, sir? 
You look on me: what wreck discern you in me 
Deserves your pity? 
Lach. Lamentable! What, 
To hide me from the radiant sun and solace 
I’ the dungeon by a snutl? 
Imo. I pray you, sir, 
Deliver with more openness your answers 
To my demands. Why do you pity me? 
Lach, That others do— 90 
T was about to say—enjoy your——But 
Tt is an office of the gods to venge it, 
Not mine to speak on’t. 
Imo. You do scem to know 
Something of me, or what concerns me: pray 


But, 


you,— : 
Since doubting things go ill often hurts more 
Than to be sure they do; for certainties 
Either are past remedies, or, timely knowing, 
The remedy then born—discover to me 
What both-you spur and stop. : 

Tach. ci i _ Had I this cheek 99 
To bathe my lips upon ; this hand, whose touch 
Whose every touch, would force the fecler’s soul 
To the oath of loyalty ; this object, which 
Takes prisoner the wild motion of mine eye, 
Fixing it only here; should I, damn’d then, 
Slaver with lips as common as the stairs 
‘That mount the Capitol ; join gripes with hands 
Made hard with hourly falschood—falsehood, as 
With labour; then by-peeping in an eye 
Base and unlustrous as the smoky light 
That’s fed with aanlnag tallow ; it were fit x10 
That all the plagues of hell should at one time 
Encounter such revolt. 


Ino. 3 My lord, I fear, 
Has forgot Britain. ’ 
Lach. And himself. Not I, 


Inclined to this intelligence, pronounce 
‘The beggary of his change; but ‘tis your graces 
That from my mutest conscience to my tongue 
Charms this report out. 
Imo. Let me hear no more. 
Zach, O dearest soul! your cause doth strike 
my heart 
With vity, that doth make me sick. A lady 
So fair, and fasten’d to an empery, _ 120 
Would make the great’st king double,—to be 
artner’d 5 os 
With tomboys hired with that self exhibition 
Which your own ¢offers yield! with dis 
ventures 
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That play with all infirmities for gold 5 
Which rottenness can lend nature! such boil’d 
stuff . % 
As well might poison poison! Be revenged; 
Or she that bore you was no queen, and you 
Recoil from your great stock. 
mo. Revenged! 
How should I be revenged? If this be true,— 
As I have such a heart that both mine ears 130 
Must not in haste abuse—if it be true, 
How should L be revenged ? 

Lach. Should he make me 
Live, like Diana’s priest, betwixt cold sheets, 
Whiles he is vaulting variable ramps, x 
In your despite, upon your purse? Revenge it. 

dedicate myseli to your sweet pleasure, 
More noble than that runagate to your bed, 
And will continue fast to your affection, 
Still close as sure. ey 

Imo. What, ho, Pisanio! 3 

ach. Let me my service tender on your lips. 

Imo. Away! I do condemn mine ears that 


have 14t 
Solongattended thee. Ifthou wert honourable, 
Lhou wouldst have told this tale for virtue, not 
For such an end thou seek’st,—as base as 
strange. : 
Thou wrong’st a gentleman, who is as far 
T'rom thy report as thou from honour, and 
Solicit’st here a lady that disdains 
Thee and the devil alike. What ho, Pisanio! 
The king my father shall be made acquainted 
Of thy assault : if he shall think it fit, 150 
A saucy stranger in his court to mart 
As ina Romish stew and to expound 
His beastly mind to us, he hath a court 
He litle cares for and a daughter who i 
¢ not respecis at all. Wohat, ho, Pisanio! 
Lach. O happy Leonatus! Imay say: 
The credit that thy lady hath of thee 
Deserves thy trust, and thy most perfect good- 
ness 
Her assured credit. ., Blessed live you long! 
A lady to the worthiest sir that ever 160 
Country call’d his! and you his mistress, only 
For the most worthiest fit! Give me your 


pardon, t 

Thave spoke this, to know if yous affiance 
Were deeply rooted; and shall make your lord, 
That which he is, new o’er: and he is one 
Zhe truest manner’d; such a holy witch 
That he enchants societies into him ; 
Half all men’s hearts are his. 

Imo. 2 You make amends. 

Zach, He sits ’mongst men like a descended 


god: 
He hath a kind of honour sets him off, 170 
More than a mortal seeming? Be not angry, 
Most mighty princess, that I have adventured 
To try pour taking of a false report; which 
hath 
opened with confirmation your great judge- 
men 
in the election of a sir so rare, 
Which you know cannot err: the love I bear 


ryhiiy 
Made me to fan you thus, but the gods made 
you, 
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Unlike all others, chaffless. Pray, your pardon. 
Imo. ae ’s well, sir: take my power i’ the 
court for yours, 
Jach. My humble thanks. I had almost 
forgot ss 189 
To entreat your grace but.in a small request, 
And yet of moment too, for it concerns 
Your lord; myself and other noble friends 
Are partners in the business, ; 
Imo. Pray, what is’t? 
Lach. Some dozen Romans ot us and your 


lord— 
The best feather of our wing—have mingled 
sums 
To buy a present for the emperor; 
Which I, the factor for the rest, have done 
In France: ’tis plate of rare device, and jewels 
Of rich and exquisite form ; their values great ; 
And Iam something curious, being strange, 
To have them in safe stowage: may it please 


you ; 
To take them in protection? 
Imo. Willingly ; 

And pawn mine honour for their safety: since 
My lord hath interest in them, I will keep them 
In my bedchamber. ‘ 

‘ach, They are in a trunk, 
Attended by my men: I will make bold 
To send them to you, only for this night; 
I must aboard to-morrow. 


Imo. , No, no. 
Lach. Yes, I beseech; or I shall short my 
word . 


By lengthening my return. From Gallia 
T cross'd the seas on purpose and on promise 
To see your grace. 

Imo. I thank you for your pains: 
But not away to-morrow ! z 
Tach. , L must, madam: 

Therefore I shall beseech you, if you please 

To greet your lord with writing, do’t to-night: 

T have outstood my time; which is material 

‘To the tender of our present. 

Imo. I will write. 

Send your trunk to me; it shall safe be kept, 

And truly yielded you. You’re very welcome. 
[E£ceunt. 


ACT I. 
SceneL Britain. Before Cymbeline’s palace. 
Enter CLoTEN and two Lords, 


Clo, Was there ever man had such Juck! 
when I kissed the jack, upon an up-cast to be 
hit away! I had a hundred pound on’t: and 
then a whoreson jackanapes must tale me up 
for swearing; as if I borrowed mine oaths of 
him and might not spend them at my pleasure. 

First Lord. What got he by that? You 
have broke his ate with your bowl. Fs 

Sec. Lord. [Aside] If his wit had been like 
him that broke it, it would have run all out. 10 
_, Glo. When a gentleman is disposed to swear, 
it s not for any standers-by to curtail his oaths, 


ha 
Sec. Lord. No, my lord; [Aside] nor crop 
the ears of them. 
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Clo. Whoreson dog! I give him satisfac- 
tion? Would he had een one of my rank! 

Sec. Lord. [Aside] To have smelt like a fool. 

Clo. I am not vexed more at any thing in 
the earth: a pox on’t!_ Ihad rather not be so 
noble as I am; they dare not fight with me, 
because of the queen my mother: every Jack- 
slave hath his bellyful of fighting, and [ must 
go up and down like a cock that nobody can 
match. 2 

Sec, Lord. [Aside] You are cock and capon 
too; and you crow, cock, with your comb on. 

Clo. Sayest thou? 

Sec. Lord. Itis not fit your lordship should 
undertake every companion that you give offence 

30 


to. 3 
Clo. No, I know that: but it is fit I should 

commit offence to my inferiors. ‘ 
Sec, Lord. Ay, it is fit for your lordship 


only. 

Clo. Why, so I say. 

First Lord. Did you hear of a stranger 
that’s come to court to-night? 

Clo. A stranger, and I not know on’t! 

Sec. Lord. [Aside] He’s a strange fellow 
himself, and knows it not. 

First Lord, There’s an Italian come; and, 
*tis thought, one of Leonatus’ friends, 4r 

Clo. Leonatus! a banished rascal ; and he’s 
another, whatsoever he be. Who told you of 
this stranger? 3 

First Lord. One of your lordship’s pages. . 

Clo. Is it fit I went to look upon him? is 
there no derogation in’t? 

Sec. Lord. You cannot derogate, my Jord. 

Clo. Not easily, I think, 49 

Sec. Lord. [Aside] You area fool granted ; 
therefore your issues, being foolish, do not 
derogate, 

Clo. Come, Ill 
have lost to-day at 
him. Come, go. . 
Sec. Lord. 1'll attend your lordship. 

[Exewnt Cloten and First Lord. 
That such a crafty devil as is his mother 
Should yield the world this ass! a woman that 
Bears all down with her brain; and this her 

son 

Cannot take two from twenty, for his heart, 60 
And leave eighteen. Alas, poor princess, 
Thou divine lmogen, what thou endurest, 
Betwixt a father by thy ste -dame goyern'd, 
A. mother hourly coining plots, a wooer 
More hateful than the foul expulsion is 
Of thy dear husband, than that horrid act 
Of the divorce he’ld make! The heavens hold 


o see this Italian: what I 
Sowls T’ll win to-night of 


m 
The walls of thy dear honour, keep unshaked 
That ferople: thy fair mind, that thou mayat 
stand, 9 
To enjoy thy banish’d lord and this great. ya ! 
fal. 


Scene IL. Imogen’s bedchamber in Cymbe- 
line's palace: a trunk in one corner of it. 
IMoGEN in bed, reading ; a Lady attending. 

Imo. Who’s there? my woman Helen? 
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Lady. Please you, madam. 
Imo. What hour is it? 
Lady. Almost midnight, madam. 
Imo. I have read three hours then: mine 
eyes are weak : 
Fold down the leaf where I have left : to bed: 
Take not away the taper, leave it buming; 
And if thou canst awake by four o’ the clock, 
I prithee, call me. Sleep hath seized me 
wholly, (2xit Lady. 
To your protection I commend me, gods, 
From fairies and the tempters of the night 
Guard me, beseech ye. 10 
Sleeps. lachimo comes from the, trunk. 
Tach. The crickets sing, and man’s o’er- 
labour’d sense a 
Repairs itself by rest. Our Bese thus. 
Did softly press the rushes, ere he waken’d 
‘The chastity he wounded, Cytherea, . 
How bravely thou becomest thy bed, fresh lily, 
And whiter than the sheets! That I might 
touch! ; a 
But kiss; one kiss! Rubies unparagon’d, 
How dearly they do’t! “Lis her breathing that 
Perfumes the chamber thus: the flame o’ the 


taper 
Bows toward her, and would under-peep her lids, 
To sce the enclosed lights, now canopied 2 
Under these windows, white and azure laced 
With blue of heayen’s own tinct. But my 
design, E 
To note the chamber: I will write all down: 
Such and such pictures; there the window; 


such 
The adornment of her bed; the arras; figures, 
Why, such and such; and the contents o’ the 
story. 
Ah, but some natural notes about her body, 
Above ten thousand meaner moveables 
Would testify, to enrich ynine inventory. 
O sleep, thou ape of death, lie dull upon 
And be her sense but as a monument, 
‘Thus in a chapel lying! Come otf, come off: 
Taking off her bracelet. 
As slippery as the Gordian knot was hard! 
Tis mine; and this will witness outwardly, 
AS strongly as the conscience does within, 
To the madding of herlord. On her left breast 
A mole cinque-spotted, like the crimson drops 
I the bottom of a cowslip : here’s a voucher, 
Stronger than eyer law could make ; this secret 
Will force him think I have pick’d the lock and 


ta’en ft r 
The treasure of her honour. No more. To 
what end? |, : 
Why should I write this down, that’s riveted, 
Sarsmidl ite my memory? She hath been read- 
ing late 
The tale of Tereus; here the leaf’s turn’d down 
Where Philomel gave up. Ihave enough: | 
To the trunk again, and shut the spring of it. 
Swift, swift, you dragons of the night, that 
awning ‘ 
May bare the raven’s eye! I lodge in fear; 
Though this a heavenly angel, hell is here. | 50 
[Clock strikes. 


30 
her! 


One, two, three: time, time! 
[Goes into the trunk. The scene closes. 
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SogneE III. An ante-chamber adjoining 
Imoyen’s apartments. 


Enter Coren and Lords. 


First Lord. Your lordship is the most 
patient man in loss, the most coldest that 
ever turned up ace. 

Clo. It would make any man cold to lose, 

First Lord. But not ever: man patient after 
the noble temper of your lordship, You are 
most hot and furious when you win. 

Clo, Winning will put any man into courage. 
If Icould get this foolish Imogen, 1 should have 
gold enough. It’s almost morning, is’t not? 

First Lord. Day, my lord. bat 

Clo. I would this music would come: Iam 
advised to give her music o” mornings; they 
say it will penetrate, 


Enter Musicians. 


Come on; tune: if you can penetrate her with 
your fingering, so; we'll try with tongue too: 
if none will do, let her remain; but I°ll never 

ive o'er. First, a very excellent good-conceited 
t ing after, a wonderful sweet air, with ad- 
mirable rich words to it: and then let her 
consider. 20 


Sone. 
Hark, hark! the lark at heayen’s gate sings, 


And Phebus gins arise, 
ig steeds to water at those springs 
On chaliced flowers that Jies ; 
And winking Mary buds begin 
To ope their golden eyes: 
With every thing that pretty is, 
My lady sweet, arise: 
Arise, arise, go 
Clo. So, get you gone. If this penetrate, I 
will consider your music the better: if it do 
not, it is a vice in her ears, which horse-hairs 
and calves’-guts, nor the voice of unpaved 
eunuch to boot, can never amend, 
[xeunt Musicians. 
Sec. Lord. Here comes the king. 
Clo, Iam glad I was up so late; for that’s 
ie reason I was up so early: he cannot choose 
but take this service I have done fatherly, 


Enter CYMBELINE and QUEEN. 
Good morrow to your majesty and to my 
Sracious mother. 41 
Cym. Attend you here the door of our stern 
_ daughter? 
Will she not forth? 

Clo. I have assailed her with music, but she 
Vouchsafes no notice. ‘ 

Cym._ The exile of her minion is too new; 
She hath not yet forgot him: some more'time 
Must wear the print of his remembrance out, 
And then she’s yours, 3 

ween, You are most bound to the king, 
Who lets go b no vantages that may 50 
Prefer you to his daughter. Frame yourself 
To orderly soliciting, and be friend 
With aptness of the season; make denials 
Ancrease your services; so seem as if 
You were inspired to do those duties which 
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You tender to her; that you in all obey her, 

Save when command to your dismission tends, 

And therein you are senseless. 
Clo. Senseless! not so, 


Enter a Messenger. 


Mess. So like you, sir, ambassadors from 
Rome; . 
The one is Caius Lucius. 

Cym. A worthy fellow, 60 
Albeit he comes on angry purpose now ; b 
BG Bub i no fault of his: we must receive 

hn 
According to the honour of his sender; 
And towards himself, his goodness forespent 


on us, 
We must extend our notice. Our dear son, 
When you have given good morning to your 
mistress, 
Attend the queen and us; we shall have need 
‘0 employ you towards this Roman. Come, 
our queen. Lxewnt all but Cloten. 
Glas Is she be up, I’ll speak with her; if 


not, 
Let her lie still and dream. [Knocks] By your 
leave, ho! 70 
| I know her women are about her: what 
Zi 1 do line one of their hands? “Lis gold 
Which buys admittance ; oft it doth; yea, and 
_ Makes 5 
Diana’s rangers false themselves, yield up 
Their deer to the stand 0’ the stealer; and ’tis 





gol 
Which mane the true man kill'd and saves the 


Nay, sometime hangs both thief and true man: 
what 
Can it.not do and undo? I will make 
ne of her women lawyer to me, for 
J yet not understand the case myself. 80 
({nocks] By your leave. 


Enter a Lady. 
Lady. Who’s there that knocks? 


Clo. A gentleman. 
iY. No more? 

Clo.” Yes, anda gentlewoman’s son. 

Lady. That’s more 


Than some, whose tailors are as dear as yours, 
Can justly boast of, What’s your lordship's 
B leasure ? 

Clo. Your lady’s person : is she ready? 

Lady. Ay, 
To keep her chamber. 

Clo. ‘There is gold for you; 
Sell me your good Yeport. 

Lady. How! my good name? or to report 


ofyou 
What 1 shall think is good?—The princess! 90 


Enter Imocen, 


Clo. Good morrow, fairest : sister, your swect 
hand. [kait Lady. 

Imo. Good morrow, sir. You lay out too 
much pains 

For purchasing but trouble: the thanks I give 

Is telling you that I am poor of thanks 

And scarce can spare them, 
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Clo. Still, I swear I love you. 
Imo. IE you but said so, ’twere as deep 
with m 


Tf you swear still, your recompense is still 
That Lregardit not. 
This is no answer. 


Clo. F 
Ino. But that you shall not say I yield 
being silent, 
I would not speak. I pray you, spare me: 
“faith, 4 100 
I shall unfold equal discourtesy 
To your best kindness: one of your great 
knowing |. 
Should learn, being taught, forbearance. 
Clo. ‘Vo leave you in your madness, *twere 
my sin: 
I will not. 
Imo. Yools are not mad folks. 
Clo. Do you call me fool? 
Imo, AsIam mad, Tdo: 
If you'll be patient, L ‘Iino more be mad; 
That cures us both. Iam much sorry, sir, 
You put me to forget a lady’s manners, 
By being so verbal: and learn now, for all, 
That J, which know my heart, do here pro- 
nounce, P 
By the very truth of it, I care not for you, 
And am so near the lack of charity— 
To accuse myself—I hate you; which I had 
rather 
You felt than make’t my boast, 5 
Clo, é You sin against 
Obedience, which you owe your father. lor 
The contract you pretend with that base wretch, 
One bred of alms-and foster'd with cold dishes, 
With scraps 0’ the court, it is no contract, none: 
And though it be allow’d in meaner parties— 
Yet srl than he more mean ?—to knit their 
souls, 
On whom there is no more dependency 
But brats and beggary, in self-figured knot; 
Yet you are curb'd from that enlargement by 
The consequence o’ the crown, and must not 
so 
The precious note of it with a base slave, 
A hilding for a livery, a squire’s cloth, 
A pantler, not so eminent. 
mo. Profane fellow! 
Wert thou the son of Jupiter aud no more 130 
But what thou art besides, thou wert too base 
‘Lo be his groom: thou wert dignified enough, 
Even to the point of envy, 1f’twere made 
Comparative for your virtues, to be styled 
The under-hangman of his kingdom, and hated 
For being preferr'd so well, 
Clo, 2 The south-fog rot him ! 
Imo, He never can meet more mischance 
than come 
Zo be but named of thee. His meanest garment, 
That ever hath but clipp'd his body, is dearer 
in my respect than all the hairs above thee, r40 
Were they all made such men. How now, 
Pisaniol! 


Enter PISAnro. 
ment!’ Now the devil— 


I10 


Clo. ‘His 
Imo. To 
sently— 
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. ‘His garment!’ : 

ae : [am sprited with a fool, 
Frighted, and anger’d worse: go bid my woman 
Search for a jewel that too casually oe 
Hath leit mine arm: it was thy master’s: 

*shrew me, 

Tf I would lose it fora revenue |. 
Of any king’s in Europe. I do think 
Tsaw’t this morning: confident ] am 
Last night ’twas on mine arm; I kiss’ 
T hope it be not gone to tell my lord 
That I kiss aught buthe. 

Pis. h seh not be lost. 
Imo. Thope so: go and search, : 
P - [Zit Pisanio. 
You have abused me: 


150 
dit: 


Clo. 

‘His meanest garment !’ é 3 
m0. Ay, Isaid so, sir, 
Tf you will make’t an action, call witness to’t. 

Clo, Iwillinform your father. __ 

Imo. Your mother too: 
She’s my good lady, and will conceive, I hope, 
But the worst of me. So, I leave you, sir, 
To the worst of discontent. Eat. 

Clo. I?ll be revenged: 160 
‘His meanest garment!’ Well. {Bait 


Scene LY. Rome. Philario’s house. 
Enter Postuusus and PHILARIO. 


Post. Fear it not, sir: I would I were so sure 
To win the king as Tam bold her honour 
Will remain hers. 3 
Phi. What means do you make to him: 
Post. Not any, but abide the change of 


time, 
Quake in the present winter’s state and wish 
a warmer days would come: in these sear’d 
opes, 
I barely gratify your love; they failing, 
I musi die much your debtor. 

Pht. Your very goodness and your company 
O’erpays all can do. By this, your king 10 
Hath heard of great Augustus: Caius Lucius 
Will do’s commission throughly : and I think 
He’ll grant the tribute, send the arrearages, 

Or look upon our Romans, whose remem- 
brance | ¥ te 

Is yet fresh in their grief. 
‘ost. I do believe, 

Statist though I am none, nor like to be. 

That this will prove a war; and you shall hear 

The legions now in Gallia sooner landed 

In our not-fearing Britain than have tidings 

Of any penny tribute paid. Our countrymen 20 

Are men more order’d than, when Julius Cesar 

Smiled at their lack of skill, but found their 


courage i 
Worthy his frowning at: their discipline, 
Now mingled with their courages, wil! make 
ite taste approvers 
'o their approvers they are people such 
That ean upon the Warldiad be 


Enter Tacuio. 


Phi. Sec! Iachimo! 


orothy my woman hie thee pre-| Post. The swiftest harts have posted you by 


land ; 
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And winds of all the corners kiss’d your sails, 
To make your vessel nimble. 
a __ Welcome, sir. 
Post. I hope the briefness of your answer 
made 30 
The speediness of your return. 
Tach. Your lady 
Is one of the fairest that I have look’d upon. 
Post. And therewithal the best; or let her 
beauty 
Look through a casement to allure false hearts 
And be false with them. 

Tach. . Here are letters for you. 

Post. Their tenour good, I trust. 

Lach. _ *Tis very like. 

Phi. Was Caius Lucius in the Britain court 
When you were there? 

Lach. He was expected then, 
But not approach’. 

Post. Alliswellyet. = 39 
Reales this stone as it was wont? or is’t not 

‘co dull for your good wearing ? R 
Tach. If I had lost it, 
Ishould have lost the worth of it in gold. 
Tl make a journey twice as far, to enjoy — 
A second night of such sweet shortness which 
Was mine in Britain, for the ring is won. 
Post. The stone’s too hard to come by. 
Lach. ‘ Not a whit, 
Your lady being so easy. & 2 

Post. Make not, sir, 

Your loss your sport: I hope you know that we 
Must noé continue friends. : 

Lach. Good sir, we must, 
If you keep covenant. Had Inot brought 50 
The knowledge of your mistress home, 1 grant 
We were to question further: but I now 
Profess myself the winner of her honour, 
Together with sous ring; and not the wronger 
Of her or you, having proceeded but 
By both your wills. 

post. If you can make’t apparent 
That you have tasted her in bed, my hand 
And ring is yours; if not, the foul opinion 
You had of her pure honour gains or loses 59 
Your sword or mine, or masterless leaves both 
To who shall find them. _ 2 

Tach. Sir, my circumstances, 
Being so near the truth as 1 will make them, 
Must first induce you to believe: whose strength 
Lwill confirm with oath; which, I doubt not, 
Nout ye me leaye to spare, when you shall 


You need it not. 
Post, Proceed. 
‘ach. First, her bedchamber,— 
Wher, I confess, I slept not, but profess 
Had a was well worth watching—it was 
D, 


vans ; ; 
With tapestry of silk and silver ; the story 
roud Cleopatra, when she met her Roman, 70 
And Cydnus swell’d above the banks, or for 
he press of boats or pride: a piece of work 
So bravely done, so rich, that it did strive 
In workmanship and val ue; which I wonder’d 
ould be so rarely and exactly wrought, 
Since the true life on ’t was— 
Post. Thisis true; 
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And this you might have heard of here, by me, 

Or by some other. 3 
‘ach. More particulars 

Must justify my knowledge. 

Post. ae So they must, 

Or do your honour injury. _- é 

Hache Thechimney 8 
Is south the chamber, and the chimney-piece 
Chaste Dian bathing: never saw I figures 
So likely to report themselves: the cutter 
Was as another nature, dumb; outwent her, 
Motion and breath left out. : 

Post. This is a thing 
Which you might from relation likewise reap, 
Being, as it is, much spoke of. 

‘ach. _ the roof 0’ the chamber 
NRE golden cherubins is fretted: her an- 
dirons— 
Lhad forgot them—were two winking Cupids 
Of silver, each on one foot standing, nicely 90 
Depending on their brands. 

Post. This is her honour! 

Let it be granted you have seen all this—and 
praise a 

Be given to your remembrance—the descri ption 
Of what is in her chamber nothing saves 
The wager you have laid. : 

Lach. Then, if you can, 

[Showing the bracelet, 

Be pale: I beg but leave to air this jewel; see! 
And now ’tis up again : it must be married 
To that your diamond; I’ll keep them. 

Post. see Joye! 
Once more let me behold it: is it that 
Which I left with her? 

Lach, : Sir—I thank her—thai: 100 
She stripp’d it from her arm; I see her yet; 
lier pretty action did outsell her gift, 

And Yel enrich’d it too: she gave it me, and 
said 
She prized it once. 

Post. May be she pluck’d it off 
To send it me. 2 

Tach. She writes so to you, doth she? 

Post. O, no, no, no! ’tis true, Here, take 

_ this too; i [Gives the ring. 
It is a basilisk unto mine eye, 
Kills me to look on’t. Let there be no honour 
Rutt there is beauty; truth, wheresemblance 8 

love, 
Where there’s another man: the vows of 
women 110. 
Of no more bondage be, to where they are made, 
Than they are to their virtues 3 whichis nothing. 
O, above measure false | 

Phi. i Have patience, sir, 

And take your ring again; ’tis not yet won: 

It may be probable she lost it; or 

Who sae if one of her women, being cor- 
rupted, — 

Hath stol’n it from her? 

Post. Very true; s 
And so, I hope, he came by 6. Back my ring: 
Render to me some corporal sign about her, 
More evident than this; for this was stolen. 

Zach. By Jupiter, I had it from her arm. 

Post, Hark you, he swears; by Jupiter he 

swears, 
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"Lis true nay, keep the ring—tis true: Iam 


sure 
She would not lose it: her attendants are 
All avon and honourable :—they induced to 
steal it! 
And by a stranger !—No, he hath enjoy’d her : 
The cognizance of her incontinency 
fs this: she hath bought the name of whore 
thus dearly. < 
There, take thy hire ; and all the fiends of hell 
Divide themselves between you! A 
Phi. Sir, be patient: 130 
This is not strong enough to be believed 
Of one persuaded well of— 
Post. Never talk on’t; 
She hath been colted by him. 
Lach. : f you seek 
For further satisfying, under her breast— 
Worthy the pressing—lies a mole, right roud 
Of that most delicate lodging : by my life, 
Lkiss'd it; and it gave me present hunger 
To feed again, though full. You do remember 
This stain upon her? x 
‘ost. 2 Ay, and it doth confirm 
Another stain, as big as hell can hold, 140 
Were there no more but it. 
* — Tach. Will you hear more? 
Post. Spare your arithmetic: never count 
the turns; | 
Once, and a million ! 
Lach. I'll be sworn— é 
Post. No swearing. 
Ifyou will swear you have not done’t, you lie; 
And I will kill thee, if thou dost deny 
Thou ’st made me cuckold, s j 
Lach. Ill deny nothing. 
Post. O, that I had her here, to tear her 
limb-meal! 
L will go there and do’t, i’ the court, before 
Her father. I’ll do something— Exit. 
Phi. ; Quite besides x49 
The government of patience! You have won: 
Let’s follow him, and pervert the present wrath 
He hath against himself. 
‘ach. With all my heart. [Exeunt. 


SozNE V. Another room in Philario’s house. 
Enter PostTHUMUS. 


Post. Is there no way for men to be but 

women 

Must be half-workers? We are all bastards ; 

And that most venerable man which I 

Did call my father, was I know not where 

Avia ee stamp’d; some coiner with his 

00! 

Made me a counterfeit: yet my mother seem’d 

‘The Dian of that time: so doth my wife 

The nonpareil of this. O, vengeance, ven- 
geance! 

Me of my lawful eset she restrain’d 

And bray 'd me oft forbearance; did it with 10 

A pudency so rosy the sweet view on’t 

Might well have warm’d old Saturn; that I 
thought her y 

As chaste as ungunn’d snow. O, all the devils ! 

This yellow Tachimo, in an hour,—was’t not?— 

Or less,—at first?—perchance he spoke not, but, 
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Like a full-acorn’d boar,a German one, _ 
Cried £O!? and mounted; found no opposition 
But what he look’d for should oppose and she 


Should from encounter guard. Could I find 
out Z 
The woman’s part in me! For there’s no 

motion 20 


That tends to vice in man, but Iaftirm . 

It is the woman’s part : be it lying, note it 

The woman’s; flattering, hers; deceiving, hers; 

‘BIE, and rank thoughts, hers, hers; revenges, 

ners ; 

Metta covetings, change 
dain, Kr 

Nice longing, slanders, mutability, 

All faults that may be named, nay, that hell 
knows, , 

Why, hers, in part or all; but rather, all; 

For even to vice ; - 

They are not constant, but are changing still 

One vice, but of a minute old, for one gr 

Not halt so old as that. T’ll write against 
them, 2 

Detest them, curse them: yet ’tis greater skill 

In a true hate, to pray they have their will: 

The very devils cannot plague them better. 


of prides, dis- 


(Exit. 
ACT TL 
Scene I. Britain. A hall in Cymbeline’s 
palace. : 


Entex iz state, CYMBELINE, QUEEN, CLOTEN, 
and Lords at one door, and at another, 
Carus Lucius and Attendants. 


Cym. Nowsay, what would Augustus Caesar 
with us? 
Inc. When Julius Cesar, whose remem- 
__ brance yet 
Lives in men’s eyes and will to ears and tongues 
Be theme and hearing ever, was in this Britain 
And conquer’d it, Cassibelan, thine uncle,— 
Famous in Ceesar’s praises, no whit loss 
Than in his feats deserving it—for him 
‘And his succession granted Rome a. tribute, 
Realy uines thousand pounds, which by thee 


ately 
Is left untender’d. 
Queen. - And, to kill the marvel, 


Shall be so ever. 
Clo. There be many Cesars, 
Ere such another Julius. Britain is 
A world by itself; and we will nothing pay 
For wearing our own Bee 
ucen. hat opportani 
Which then they had to take from UN to Satta 
We have again. Remember, sir, my liege, 
The kings your ancestors, together with « 
The natural bravery of your isle, which stands 
As Neptune’s park, ribbed and paled in 
With rocks unscaleable and roaring waters, 20 
iathyeands that will not pear your enemies’ 
But suck them up to the topmast. A kind of 
conquest 
Ceesar made here; but made not here his bi 
Of ‘Came’ and ‘saw’ and ‘overcame:;’ witl 
shame— 


ro 
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The first that ever touch’d him—he was carried 
From off our coast, twice beaten; and his 
shipping— z 
Poor ignorant baubles !—on our terrible seas, | 
Like egg-shells moved upon their surges, crack’d 
‘As easily ’gainst our rocks: for joy whereof 
The famed Cassibelan, who was once at point— 
O giglot fortune !—to master Caesar's sword, 3x 
Made Lud’s town with rejoicing fires bright 
And Britons strut with courage, 

Clo. Come, there’s no more tribute to be 
paid: our kingdom is stronger than it was at 
that time; and; as I said, there is no moe such 
Cesars: other of them may have crook’d noses, 
but to owe such straight arms, none. 

Cyn. _ Son, let your mother end. 3! 
Clo. We have yet aay among us can gripe 
as hard as Cassibelan: I do not say Lam one; 
but Ihave a hand. Why tribute? why should 
we pay tribute? If Caesar can hide the sun 
from us with a blanket, or put the moon in his 
pocket, we will pay him tribute for light ; else, 
sir, no more tribute, pray you now. 

Cym. You must know, 

Till the injurious Romans did extort 
This tribute from us, we were free: Czesar’s 


ambition, Se 3. 
Which swell'd so much that it did almost 
stretch 5° 


The sides o’ the world, against all colour here 
Did put the yoke upon ’s; which to shake off 
Becomes a warlike people, whom we reckon 
Ourselves to be. 

Clo. and Lords. We do. 

Cym. Say, then, to Cesar, 
Our ancestor was that Mulmutius which 
Ordain’d our laws, whose use the sword of 

Ceesar y 
Hath too much mangled; whose repair and 
franchise 
Shall, by the power we hold, be our good deed, 
Though Rome be therefore angry : Mulmutius 
made our laws, Zi 
Who was the first of Britain which did put. 60 
His brows within a golden crown and call’d 
Himself a king. 

Ine. Iam sorry, Cymbeline, 

- That [am to pronounce Augustus Caesar— 
Ceesar, that hath more kings his servants than 
Thyself domestic officers—thine enemy : 
Receive it from me, then: war and confusion 
In Cesar’s name pronounce I’gainst thee: look 
For fury not to be resisted, Thus defied, 

I thank thee for myself. : 

Cym. A Thou art welcome, Caius. 
Thy Cesar knighted me; my youth I spent 7o 
Much under him ; of him I gather’d honour; 

/ hich he to seek of me again, perforce, 
Behoves me keep at utterance. I am perfect 
That the Pannonians and Dalmatians for 
Their liberties are now in arms; a precedent 
Which not to read would show the Britons 


cold: 

So.Ceesar shall not find them. 
Tne. . . Let proof speak. 
Clo, His majesty bids you welcome, Make 

pastime with us a day or two, or longer; if you 

seek us afterwards in other terms, you shall 
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find us in our salt-water girdle: if you beat us 
out of it, it is yours; if you fall in the 
adventure, our crows shall fare the better for 
you; and there’s an end. 

Lue. So, sir. i 

Cym. I know your master’s pleasure and he 

mine: ; 

All the remain is ‘ Welcome!’ [Exeunt. 


Scenz Il. Another room in the palace. 
Enter PISanto, with a letter. 


Pis. How! of adultery? Wherefore write 

you not 

What monster’s her accuser? Leonatus | 

O master! what a strange infection 

Is fall’n into thy ear! What false Italian, _ 

As poisonous-tongued as handed, hath prevail’d 

On thy too ready hearing? Disloyal! No: 

She’s punish’d for her truth, and undergoes, 

More goddess-like than wife-like, such assaults 

As would take in some virtue. O my master! 

‘Thy mind to her is now as low as were 10 

uy, fortunes. How! that L should murder 
her? 

Upon the love and truth and vows which I 

Have made to thy command? I, her? her © 
blood ? bi 

If it be so to do good service, never 

Let me be counted serviceable, How look I, 

That I should seem to lack humanity » 

So much as this fact comes to? [Reading] 
“Do’t: the letter 

That I have sent her, by her own command 

Shall give thee opportunity. O damn’d paper! 

Black as the ink that’s on thee! Senseless 
bauble, 

Art thou a feodary for this act, and look’st 

So virgin-like without? Lo, here she comes. 

Tam ignorant in what I am commanded. 


Enter IMoGEN. 

Imo. How now, Pisanio! 

Pis. Madam, here is a letter from my lord. 

Imo. Who? thy lord? that is my lord, 

‘onatus ! 

O, learn’d indeed were that astronomer 
That knew the stars as I his characters ; 
He’ld lay the future open. You good gods, 
Let what is here contain’d relish of love, 30 
Of my lord’s health, of his content, yet not 
That we two are asunder; let that grieve him: 


Some griefs are med’cinable; that is one of 
them, 


For it doth physic love: of his content, 
All but in that! Good wax, thy leave, Blest 


be 

You_bees that make these locks of counsel! 
Lovers 

And men in dangerous bonds pray not alike : 


Though forfeiters you cast in prison, yet 





You clasp young Cupid’s tables. Good news, 
gods! 9 
[iteads, ‘Justice, and your father’s wrath, 
should he take me in his dominion, could not 
be so cruel to me, as you, O the dearest, of 
creatures, would even renew me with your eyes. 
Take notice hat, am. ® Cambria, at Milford- 
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Haven: what your own love will out of this 
advise you, follow. So he wishes you al 
happiness, that remains loyal to his vow, and 
your, increasing in love, 
LEoNATUS PosTHUMUS.’ 
0, for a horse with wings! Hear’st thou, 
Pisanio? 
He is at Milford-Haven: read, and tell me 51 
How far’tis thither. Lf one of mean affairs 
May plod it in a week, why may not ee 
Glide thither ina day? Then, true Pisanio,— 
‘Who long’st, like me, to see thy lord; who 
long’st,— os 4 
O, let me bate,—but not like me—yet long’st, 
But in a fainter kind :—O, not like me; 

Yor fae beyond beyond—say, and speak 
thick ; 
Love's counsellor should fill the boresof hearing, 

To the smothering of the sense—how far it is 
To this same blessed Milford : and by the way 
Tell me how Wales was made so happy as 
To inherit such a haven: but first of all, 
How we may steal from hence, and for the gap 
That we shall make in time, from our hence- 
going 
a our return, to excuse: but first, how get 
hence : 
Why should excuse be born or e’er begot? 
We'll talk of that hereafter. Prithee, speak, 
How many score of miles may we well ride 
*Twixt hour and hour? 2 
7S. One score ’twixt sun and sun, 
Madam, ’s enough for you: [Aside] and too 
much too. 7 
Imo. Why, one that rode to’s execution, 


man, 

Could never go so slow: I have heard of riding 
wagers, = 

Where horses have been nimbler than the 


sands | e 
That run i’ the clock’s behalf. But this is 
foolery : 
Go bid my woman feign a sickness; say 
She’ll home to her father: and provide me 
(presently F 
A riding-suit, no costlier than would fit 
A franklin’s housewife. 
ts. Madam, you’re best consider. 
Imo. I see before me, man: nor here, nor 
ere, : 80 
Nor what ensues, but have a fog in them, 
Chat [ cannot look through. Away, I prithee ; 
Do as I bid thee : there’s no more to say ; 
Accessible is none but Milford way. [Haeunt. 


Scene IT. Wales : a mountainous cowntry 


with a cave. 
Enter, from the cave, BELARIUS ; GUIDERIUS, 
and ARviRAGUS following. 
el 5 A goodly day not to keep house, with 
Whose roof’s as low as ours p 
titereete ! Stoop, boys; 
Instructs you how to adore the heavens and 
a bows you Poehat - 
'o a moming’s holy office: 
monarchs sf papa ls 


3T 
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Are arch’d so high that giants may jet through 


1| And keep their impious turbans on, without 


Good morrow to the sun. Hail, thou fair 
heaven! 
We house i’ the rock, yet use thee not so hardly 


As prouder livers do. 


Gui, Hail, heaven! 
We Hail, heaven! 
Bel. Now for our mountain sport: up to 


yond hill; 

Your legs are young; 
Consider, ‘ e 

When you above perceive me like a crow, 

That it is place which lessens and sets off: 

And you may then revolve what tales I have 
told you | ee 

Of courts, of princes, of the tricks in war: 

This service is not service, so being done, 

But being so allow’d: to apprehend thus, 

Draws us a profit from all things we see; 

And often, to our comfort shall we find 

The sharded beetle in a saferhold 20 

Than is the full-wing’d eagle. O, this life 

Is nobler than attending for a check, 

Richer than doing nothing for a bauble, 

Prouder than rustling in unpaid-for silk : 

Such gain the cap of him that makes ’em fine, 

Yet keeps his book uncross’d: no life to ours. 

Gui. Qut of your proof you speak: we, poor 

unfledged, x 

Have never wing’d from view o’ the nest, nor 
know not " 3 

What air’s from home. Haply this life is best, 

If quiet life be best ;. sweeter to you 30 

That have a sharper known; well corresponding 

With your stiff age: but unto us it is 

A cell of ignorance ; travelling a-bed ; 

A prison for a debtor, that not dares 

To stride a limit. 

Arv. ‘What should we speak of 
When we are old as you? when we shall hear 
The rain and wind beat dark December, how, 
In this our pinching cave, shall we discourse 
pee eeeang hours away? We have seen no- 

hing ; 
We are beastly, subtle as the fox for prey, 
Like warlike as the wolf for what we eat ; 
Our valour is to chase what flies; our cage 
We make a quire, as doth the prison’d bird, 
And sing our bondage freely. 

Bel. __ , How you speak! 
Did you but know the city’s usuries 
And felt them knowingly ; the art o’ the court, 
As hard to leave as keep; whose top to climb 
Is certain falling, or so slippery that 
The fear’s as bad as falling ; the toil o’ the war, 
A pain that only seems to seek out danger. 50 
T the name of fame and honour; which dies i’ 
Andesies ott'a sand 

hath as oft a slanderous epitaph 
As record of fair act; nay, many, fines; 
Doth ill deserve by doing well; what’s worse, 
Must court’sy at the censure:—O boys, this 


story 
The world may read in me: my body’s mark’d 
With Roman swords, and my report was once 
First with the best of note: Cymbeline loved 


Till tread these flats, 


40 
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‘And when a soldier was the theme, my name ScENE IV. Country near Milford-Haven, 
Was not far off: then was I as a tree 60 Enter PISaNto and Imocen, 


Whose boughs did bend with fruit : but in one Imo. Thou told’st me, when we came from 


night, i t i horse, the place 
Asstorm or robbery, call it what you will, , Cia Ps y 
ay, ‘as near at hand: ne’er long’d my mother so 
Shook down! my’ mellow, hangings, nay, my No see me first, as I have now. Pisanio! man! 


Where is Posthumus? What is in thy mind 
Uncertain favour! | That makes thee stare thus? Wherefore breaks 


Gui. 
t bei ing—2 rt that sigh 
Bel. My fault being nothing—as I have told te ae Ward ofithee? One, but painted 


hier ilai hose false oaths pre- thus, 
Bea ea Would be interpreted a thing perplex 
Before my perfect honour, swore to Cymbeline | Beyond self-explication : put thyseli 
I was confederate with the Romans: so Into a haviour of less fear, ere wildness Z 
¥ollow’d my banishment, and this twenty years | Vanquish my staider senses. What’s the 


i demesnes have been m, matter? 2 10 
ile roe and ythiete a Why tender’st thou that paper to me, with 


7 yf . 
Where have lived at honest freedom, paid A look untender? If’t be summer news 
More pious debts to heaven than in all Smile to’t before; if winterly, thou need’st 
The fore-end of my time. But up to the moun- | But Keen ioe countenance still. My husband’s 
i an 


leaves, 
And left me bare to weather. 


tains! ‘ i 
This is not hunters’ Janguage: he that strikes | That drug-damn’d Italy hath out-craftied him, 
The yenison first shall be the lord o’ the feast; | And he’s at some hard point. Speak, man: 
To him the other two shall minister ; thy tongue , 4 
And we will fear no poison, which attends May take off some extremity, which to read 
In place of greater state, 1’ll meet you in the Would be even mortal to me. 

valleys. eepcde . Pis. Please you, read; 

[Exeunt Guiderius and Arviragus. | And you shall find me, wretched man, a thing 
How hard it is to hide the sparks of nature! The most disdain’d of fortune. 2 


1°) 
These boys know little they are sons to the| Imo. [Reads] ‘Thy mistress, Pisanio, hath 


King; ‘ is 80 | played the strumpet in my bed ; the testimonies 
Nor Crmbeline dreams that they are alive. _ whereof lie bleeding in me. J speak not out of 
They think they are mine; and though train’d weak surmises, but from proof as strong as my 

up thus meanly : srief and as certain as r expect my revenge. 
T the cave wherein they bow, their thoughts that Dart thou, Pisanio, must act for me, if thy 

hit faith be not tainted with the breach of hers. 


lo hit 
The roofs of ipalacesnand nature prompts them | Let thine own hands take away her life: I shall 
In simple and low things to prince it much five thee opportunity at Milford-Haven. She 
Beyond the trick of others. ‘This Polydore, hath my letter for the purpose: where, if thou 
he heir of, Cymbeling and Britain, who fear to strike and to make me certain it is 
The king his father call’d Guiderius,—Jove! done, thou art the pandar to her dishonour and 
When on my three-foot stool I sit and tell equally to me disloyal? 
The warlike feats I have done, his spirits fly out | Pis. What shall I need to draw my sword? 
Into my story: say ‘Thus mine enemy fell, or the paper 
its princely bon pioots oR 2 necks erent then pane eughey throat already. No, ’tis slander, 
e W is cheek, he sweats, 0: i r 

Sree his Cant aes Ca AA TR ose! page is sharper than the sword, whose 

posture Outvenoms all the worms of Nile, breath 
ae eS Ray words. The younger brother, ides on the posting pints and Gouin oetie 
Ons wee ae as iin eee corners of the world: kings, queens and 


One states, 
Strikes life into my speech and shows much | Maids, matrons, nay, the secrets of the grave 


more ‘This vipe: 
His own conceiving—Hark, the game is pea ant slander enters. What ghee 
roused !|— mo. False to his What is i J 
O Cymbeline! heayen and my conscience 7 Hae in Red sue ntito.be 
OWS ~ ‘o lie in watch there and to think on hi 
Thou didst unjustly banish me: whereon, 100 | To weep ’twixt clock and clock? if msepicharge 
At three and two years old, 1 stole these babes ; nature, 
gt bar thee of succession, as To break it with a fearful dream of him' 
Thou reft’st me of my lands. Euriphile, And cry myself awake? that’s false to’s bed, 
Thou east their nurse ; they took thee for their ae Ve 5 
mother, is. Alas, good lady! 
And every day do honour to her grave: Imo. 1 false! ‘Thy conscience witness: 
Myself, Belarius, that am Morgan call’d, Tachimo, 
They take for natural father. The game is up, | Thou didst accuse him of incontinency ; 


anh 
CC-0 Kashmir Reselha incthoe HSH e ee es HRS now methinks 








ScENE Iv] 


favour’s good enough. Some jay of Ital, 

Pay nose mother was her painting, hath El 
him: " 

Poor I am stale, a garment out of fashion ; 

‘And, for I am richer than to hang by the walls, 

T must be ripp’d :—to pieces with me!—O, 

Men’s vows are women’s traitors! All good 
sceming, 

By thy revolt, O husband, shall be thought 

Put on for villany ; not born where’t grows, 

But worn a bait for ladies. 

Pis. Good madam, hear me. 
Imo. True honest men being heard, like 

false Amneas, 6 

Were in his time thought false, and Sinon’s 
nyeeping ; 

Did scandal many a holy tear, took pity 

¥rom most true wretchedness: so thou, Post- 
humus, 

Wilt lay the leaven on all proper men; . 

Goodly and gallant shall be false and perjured 

sora ay: great fail. Come, fellow, be thou 
honest : 

Do thou thy master’s bidding : when thou see’st 


him, 

A little witness my obedience: look! 

T draw the sword myself: take it, and hit 

‘The innocent mansion of ay love, my heart: 70 

Fear not; ’tis empty of all things but grief: 

Thy master is not there, who was indeed 

The riches of it: do his bidding ; strike. 

Thou mayst be valiant in a better cause ; 

But now thou seem’st a coward. _ 
zs. Hence, vile instrument! 

Thou shalt not damn my hand. - 

Imo. Why, I must die; 

And if I do not by thy hand, thou art, 

No servant of thy master's. Against self- 
slaughter nigh 

There is a prohibition so divine 

That cravens my weak hand. Come, here’s my 
heart. 80 

Something’s afore’t. Soft, soft! we’ll no de- 


fence; 
Obedient as the scabbard. What is here? 
The scriptures of the loyal Leonatus, 
All turn’d to heresy? Away, away, 
Corrupters of my faith! you shall no more 
Be stomachers to my heart. Thus may poor 


‘ools 

Believe false teachers: though those that are 
betray’d 

Do feel the treason sharply, yet the traitor 

Stands in worse case of woe. 

And thou, Posthumus, thou that didst set up 90 

My disobedience ’gainst the king my father 

And make me put into contempt the suits 

Of princely fellows, shalt hereatter find 

It is no act of common passage, but 

A strain of rareness: and I grieve myself 

To think, when thou shalt be disedged by her 

That now thou tirest on, how thy memory 


Will then be pang’d by me. Prithee, dispatch: 


The lamb entreats the butcher: where’s thy | B 


nife ? 
Thou art too slow to do th; "s biddi 
‘When lidentepttictaeat cm cr aes 


Pis, O gracious lady, 10I 
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Since I received command to do this business 
T have not slept one wink. : 
mo. Do’t, and to bed then. 

Pis, Ill wake mine eye-balls blind first. 

Imo. Wherefore then 
Didst undertake it? Why hast thou abused 
So many miles with a pretence? this place? 
Mine action and thine own? our horses’ labour? 
The time inviting thee? the perturb’d court, 
For my being absent? whereunto I never 
Purpose return. Why hast thou gone so far, 110 
To be unbent when thou hast ta’en thy stand, 
The elected deer before thee? aoe 

i But to win time 


Pis. 

To lose so bad employment; in the which 
1 have consider’d of a course. Good lady, 
Hear me with patience. 

Imo. Talk thy tongue weary; speak : 
Thave heard I am a strumpet; and mine ear, 
herein false struck, can take no greater wound, 
Nor tent to bottom that. But speak, 

is. ‘hen, madam, 
I Mionehe you would not back again. 
mu 


0. Most like; 
Bringing me here to kill me. 

Pis. Not so, neither: 120 
But if I were as wise as honest, then 
My purpose would prove well. It cannot be 
But that my master is abused: |. 

Some villain, ay, and singular in his art, 
Hath done you both this cursed injury. 

Imo. Some Roman courtezan. 

Pis. i No, on my life. 
I'll give but notice you are dead and send him 
Some bloody sign of it; for tis commanded 
I should do so: you shall be miss’d at court, 
And that will well confirm it. 

Imo. Why, good fellow, 130 
What shall I do the while? where bide? how 


ive 
Or in my life what comfort, when I am 
Dead to my husband? 
Pis. If youll back to the court— 
Imo. No court, no father; nor no more ado 
+With that harsh, noble, simple nothing, 
That Cloten, whose love-suit hath been to me 
As fearful as a siege, 
is. | «If not at court, 
Then not in Britain must you bide. 
IMO: shies Where then ? 
Hath Britain ‘all the sun that shines? Day, 


night, 7 
Are they not but in Britain? TP the world’s 
volume 140 
oun Britain Soa as of it, but nob in’t i 
na great pool a swan’s nest: prithee, thin 
alse ’s livers out of Burns y 3 
is. am most gla 
You think of other place. The pe 
Lucius the Roman, comes to Milford-Haven 
To-morrow: now, if you could wear a mind 
Dark as your fortune is, and but disguise 
That which, to appear itself, must not yet be 
ut by eta you should tread a course 
t Pretty and ful of view; yea, haply, near 150 
The residence of Posthumus; so nigh at least 
hat though his actions were not visible, yet 
Report should render him hourly to your ear 
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‘As truly as he moves. 
- Imo. 0, for such means! | 
Though peril to my modesty, not death on’t, 
I vould adventure. p 
Pis. Well, then, here’s the point: 
You must forget to be a woman; change 
Command into obedience : fear and niceness— 
The handmaids of all women, or, more truly, 
Woman it pretty self—into a waggish courage ; 
Ready in gibes, quick-answer’d, saucy and 16r 
As quarrelous as the weasel; nay, you must 
Forget that rarest treasure of your cheek, 
Exposing it—but, O, the harder heart ! 
Alack, no remedy !—to the greedy touch 
Of common-kissing Titan, and forget 
Your laboursome and dainty trims, wherein 
You made great Juno angry. ; 
Imo. Nay, be brief : 
Tsce into thy end, and am almost 
A man already. é 
Pis. _ First, make yourself but like one. 170 
Fore-thinking this, I have already fit— 
Tis in my cloak-bag—doublet, hat, hose, all : 
That answer to them: would you in their 
serving, = 
And with what imitation you can borrow 


CYMBELINE 





From youth of such a season, fore noble Lucius 

Present yourself, desire his service, tell him 

Wherein you’re happy,—which you’ll make 
him know, 

If that his head have ear in music,—doubtless 

With joy he will embrace you, for he’s honour- 


able 
And doubling that, most holy. Your means 
abroad, 180 
You haye me, rich; and I will never fail 
Beginning nor supplyment. 
TOES Se Thou art all the comfort 
The gods will diet me with. Prithee, away : 
here’s more to be consider’d; but we'll even 
All that good time will give us: this attempt 
Lam soldier to, and will abide it with 
A prince’s courage. Away, I prithee. 
fis. Well, madam, we must take a short 
farewell, _ 
Lest, being miss’d, I be suspected of 
Your carriage from the court. My noble mis- 
tress, 3 190 
Here is a box; I had it from the queen: 
What’s in’t is precious; if you are sick at sea, 
Or stomach-qualm’d at lan , a dram of this 
Vill drive away distemper. ‘To some shad 
And fit you to your manhood. May the go: 
Direct you to the best! 
Imo. Amen: I thank thee. 
[Exeunt, severally. 


SoENE V. A room in Cymbeline’s palace. 


Enter CYMBELINE, QUEEN, CLOTEN, Lucius, 
Lords, and Attendants. 


Cym. Thus far; and so farewell. 
Cc. Thanks, royal sir. 
My emperor hath wrote, I must from hence ; 
And am right sorry that I must report ye 
a7 master’s enemy. 
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Will not endure his yoke ; and for ourself 
To show less sovereignty than they, must needs 
Appear unkinglike. < 
AUC. 0, sir: I desire of you 
A conduct over-land to Milford-Hayen. 
Madam, all joy befal your grace! 
een. And yes ! 
ym. My lords, you are appointed for that 
Office ; ; : 5 Io 
The due of honour in no point omit. 
So farewell, noble Lucius. 
uC. Your hand, my lord. 
Clo. Receive it friendly ; but from this time 
forth 
I wear ig as your enemy. 
LC. Sir, the event 
Is yet to name the winner : fare you well. 
Cym. Leave not the worthy Lucius, good 


my lords, ; 
Till he have cross’d the Severn. Happiness! 
[Exeunt Lucius and Lords, 
Queen. He goes hence frowning: but it 
honours us 
That we have given him cause. 
On) *Tis all the better ; 
Your valiant Britons have their wishes in it. 20 
Cym. Lucius hath wrote already to the 
emperor = 
How it goes here. It fits us therefore ripely 
Our chariots and our horsemen be in readiness: 
The powers that he already hath in Gallia 
Will soon be drawn to head, from whence he 
moves ~ 
His war for Britain. 
ween. *Tis not sleepy business ; 
But must be look’d to speedily.and strongly. 
Cym. Our expectation that it would be thus 
Hath made us forward. But, my gentle queen, 
Where is our daughter? She hath not ap- 
pea: fe) 
Before the Roman, nor to us hath tender’d : 
The duty of the day: she looks us like 
A thing more made of malice than of duty : 
We have noted it. Call her before us; for 
We have been too slight in sufferance, 
[Exit an Attendant. 
Queen. ye Royal sir, 
Since the exile of Posthumus, most retired 
Hath her life been; the cure whereof, my lord, 
Tis time must do. Beseech your majesty, 
Borieae suet puree to her # she’s a lady 
nder of rebukes that words are strokes 40 
And strokes death to her, g 


Re-enter Attendant. 


Cym. Where is she, si 
coher contempt be answer'd? eck 


te Please you, sir, 

Her chambers are all lock’d: $s ne 
anes : all lock’d; and there's no 
ug wal be given to the loudest noise we 
Queen. My lord, when last I went to visit 


She pray’d me to excuse her keeping close 
Whereto constrain’d by her earmites : 
She should that duty leave unpaid to you, 
Proffer: this 
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ish’ make known; but our great | _ Clo. ‘ All-worthy villain! 
She sve 'd me to “aad eres erhere thy mistress uy & ore ord!” 
blame in memory. t the next word: no more of “worthy ! 
Bade eee Bien doors lock’d? | Speak, or thy silence on the instant 1s 
Not scen of late? Grant, heavens, that which T sycondemaeoe and thy deat ae as 
‘ is. : 
Prove itse! [Zcit. | This paver is the history of my kmowledge 99 
Queen. Son, I say, follow the king. Touching her flight. | [Presenting @ letter. 
Glo. That man of hers, Pisanio, her old} _ Clo. ‘Let’s see’t. I will pursue her 


servant, 
I have not seen these two days. ‘ 

Queen. Go, look aiter. [Zait Cloten. 
Pisanio, thou that stand’st so for Posthumus ! 
He hath a drug of mine; I pray his absence 
Proceed by swallowing that, for he believes 
Tt isa thing most precious. Butforher, . 
‘Where is she gone? _Haply, despair hath seized 


her, 6 
Or, wing’d with fervour of her love, she’s flown 
To her desired Posthumus: gone she 1s 
To death or to dishonour; and my end 
Can make good use of either : she being down, 
J have the placing of the British crown. 
Re-enter CLOTEN. 
How now, my son! ‘ ; 
0. "Tis certain she is fled. 
Go in and cheer the king: he rages; none 
Dare come about him. 
Queen. [aside All the better: may 
This night forestall him of the coming days ‘ 
Ecit. 
Clo. Tlove and hate her: for she’s tate and 
royal, jo 
And that she hath all courtly parts more ex- 
quisite 
Than lady, ladies, woman; from every one 
‘The best she hath, and she, of all compounded, 
Outsells them all; I love her therefore : but 
Disdaining me and throwing favours on 
‘The low Posthumus slanders so her judgement 
That what’s else rare is choked; and in that 


oint 
I will conclude to hate her, nay, indeed, 
ae be revenged upon her. For when fools 


aull— 


79 


Enter PISANIO. 


Who is here? What, are you packing, sirrah ? 
Come hither : ah, you poreclous andar | Villain, 
Where is thy lady? In a word; or else 

hou art straightway with the fiends, 


Pis. O, good my lord! 
Clo. Where is thy lady? or, by Jupiter,— 
Iwill not ask again. Close villain, 
ll have this secret from thy heart, or rip 
Thy heart to find it, Is she with Posthumus? 
From whose so many weights of baseness 
cannot 
A drain of worth be drawn. 
ase Alas, my lord, 
How can she be with him? When was she 


Iniss go 
He is in Rome. 
Clo. Where is she, sir? Come nearer; 


No further halting: satisf, 
‘What is become of her. fans home 
Pis, O, my all-worthy lord} 








Even to Augustus’ throne. 4 i 

Pis. [Aside] Or this, or perish. 
She’s far enough; and what he learns by this 
May prove his travel, not her danger, 

Clo. Hum! 

Pis,_[Aside] I'll write to my lord she’s dead. 

O Imogen, i 
Safe mayst thou wander, safe return again! 

Clo. Sirrah, is this letter true? 

Pis. Sir, as I think. i 

Clo. Itis Posthumus’ hand; Iknow’t. Sirrah, 
if thou wouldst not be a villain, but do me true 
service, undergo those employments wherein 
Ishould have cause to use thee with 2 serious 
industry, that is, what villany soe’er I bid thee 
do, to perform it directly and truly, I would 
think thee an honest man: thou shouldst 
neither want my means for thy relief nor my 
voice for thy preferment. 

Pis. Well, my good lord. 2 F 

Clo. Wilt thou serve me? for since patiently 
and constantly thou hast stuck to the bare for- 
tune of that beggar Posthumus, thou canst not, 
in the course of gratitude, but be a diligent 
follower of mine: wilt thou serve me? 

Pis. Sir, I will. 

Clo. Give me thy hand; here’s my purse. 
Hast any of thy late master’s garments in thy 
possession ? 2 

Pis. I have, my lord, at my lodging, the 
same suit he wore when he took leave or my 
lady and mistress. 

Clo. The first service thou dost me, fetch that 
suit hither: let it be thy first service; go. 13 

Pis, I shall, my lord. Exit. 

Clo. Meet thee at Milford-Haven !—I forgot 
to ask him one thing ; I’ll remember’t anon :— 
even there, thou villain Posthumus, will I kill 
thee. I would these garments were come. She 
said upon a time—the bitterness of it I now 
belch from. my heart—that she held the very 
garment of Posthumus in more respect than 
my noble and natural person, together with the 
adornment of my aiualiiies: With that suit 
upon my back, will I ravish her: first kill him, 
and in her eyes; there shall she see my valour, 
which will then be a torment to her contempt. 
He on the ground, my specch of insultment 
ended on his dead body, and when my. lust 
hath dined,—which, as I say, to vex her I will 
execute in the clothes that she so praised,—to 
the court I'll knock her back, foot her home 
again, She hath despised me rejoicingly, and 
Dll be merry in my revenge. 150 


Re-enter P1santo, with the clothes, 


Be those the garments? 
Pis, Ay, my noble lord, 
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Clo. How long is’t since she went to Milford- 
Haven? 

Pis. She can scarce be there yet. 

Clo. Bring this apparel to my chamber ; that 
is the second thing, that I have commanded 
thee: the third is, that thou wilt bea voluntary 
mute to my design. Be but duteous, and true 
preferment shall tender itself to thee. My re- 
venge is now at Milford: would I had wings 
to follow it! Come, and be true. [Exit 

Ee Thou bid’st me to my loss: for true to 

thee 
Were to prove false, which I will never be, 
To him that is most true. ‘To Milford go, 
And find not her whom thou pursuest. Flow, 


ow, if : 

You heavenly blessings, on her! This fool's 
speer x 

Be cross’d with slowness; labour be his meed ! 

[£zit. 


Scenz VI. Wales. Before the cave of 
Belarius. 


Enter InoceEn, in boy's clothes. 


Imo. I see a man’s life is a tedious one: 
I have tired myself, and for two nights to- 
gether 
Have rade the ground my bed. I should be 
sick, 
But that my resolution helps me. Milford, 
When from the mountain-top Pisanio show’d 


thee, 
Thou wast within a ken: O Jove! I think 
Foundations fly the wretched ; such, I mean, 
Where they should be relieved. Two beggars 
told me 
I could not m 


i iss my way: will poor folks lie, 


at have afflictions on them, knowing ’tis 10 
A eaienment or trial? Yes; no wonder, 
When rich ones scarce tell true. To lapse in 
fulness 
Ts sorer than to lie for need, and falsehood 
Ts worse in kings than beggars. My dear lord! 
bon art one o' the false ones. Now I think on 
thee, 
My hunger’s gone; but even before, I was 
At point to sink for food. But what is this? 
Here is a path to’t: ‘tis some savage hold : 
I were best not call; I dare not call: 
famine, 
Ere clean it o'erthrow nature, makes it valiant. 
Plenty and peace breeds cowards: hardness 


yet 


ever 

Of hardiness is mother, Ho! who’s here? 

Tf any thing that’s civil, speak; if savage, 

Take or lend. Ho! No answer? Then I'll 
enter. 

Best draw my sword ; and if mine enemy 

But dean the sword like me, he'll, scarcely look 
on’t. 

Such a foe, good heavens! [Ezxit, to the cave. 


Enter BeLantus, GumpERtus, and 
ARVIRAGUS. 
Bel. You, Polydore, have proved best wood- 
man an 
Are master of the feast: Cadwal.ai 
CC-0 Kashmir 
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Will play the cook and servant; ’tis our match: 
The sweat of industry would dry and die, 3 
But for the end it works to. Come; our 
stomachs : 
Will make what’s homely savoury : weariness 
Can snore upon the flint, when resty sloth 
Finds the down pillow hard. Now peace be 


here, Y 
Poor house, that keep’st thyself! 
Gui. Jam throughly weary, 
Arv. I am weak with toil, yet strong in 
appetite. e 
Gui. There is cold meat i’ the cave; we'll 
browse on that, 4 
Whilst what we have kill’d be cook’d. 
Bel. [Looking into the cave] Stay; come 
not in. : f 40 
But that it eats our victuals, I should think 
Here were a fairy, 3 
Gui. What's the matter, sir? 
Bel. By Jupiter, an angel! or, if not, 
An earthly paragon! Behold divineness 
No elder than a boy! 


Re-enter IomocEn. 


Imo,_ Good masters, harm me not: 
Before I enter’d here, Teall’d; and thought 
To have begg’d or bought what I have took: 
good troth, 

I have stol’n nought, nor would not, though 
I had found 

Gold strew’d i’ the floor. Here’s money for my 
meat: 50 

I would have left it on the board so soon 

as [had made my meal, and parted 

With prayers for the provider. 

Gut Money, youth? 

Arv. All gold and silver rather turn to dirt! 
As’tis no better reckon’d, but of those 
Who worship dirty gods. 

Imo. I see you’re angry: 
Know, if you kill me for my fault, I should 
Have died had I not made it. 

Bel, E Whither bound ? 

Imo. To Milford-Haven. 

Bel. What’s your name? 

Imo. Fidele, sir. Ihave a kinsman who 
Is bound for Italy ; he embark’d at Milford; 
To whom being going, almost spent with 


hunger, q 
Iam fall'n in this offence, 
Bel, Prithee, fair youth, 
Think us no churls, nor measure our good 

minds 
By this rude place we live in. Well en- 
am: counter’d | 
*Tis almost night: you shall have better cheer 
Ere you depart; and thanks to stay and eut it. 
Boys, bid him welcome. 

r Were i, 


AU, ‘Ou a woman, youth 
I should woo hard ; 1 


but be your groom. In 
_ honesty. 70 

I bid for you as I’ld buy. 
Ary, TH make’t my comfort 


Heisa man ; I’ll love him as my brother : 
And such a welcome as I’ld give to him 
After long absence, such is yours: most wel- 
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Scene v1] 

ightly, f fall *mongst friends. 
Beanie ui pan Songst friends, 
If brothers. [Aside] Would it had been so, 


that they 2 
Had been my father’s sons! then had my prize 
Been less, and so more equal ballasting 
To thee, Posthumus. ; : 

el. He wrings at some distress. 
Gui. WouldIcouldfree’t’ 

Or I, whate’er it be, 80 


1. 

What pain it cost, what danger. Gods! 
Bel. ark, boys. 
[Whispering. 


Imo. Great men, | % 
That had a court no bigger than this cave, 
That did attend themselves and had the virtue 
Which their own conscience seal’d them—laying 


y wppece : 
That nothing-gift of differing multitudes— 
Could mG: out-peer these twain. Pardon me, 
gods! st 
J’ld change my sex to be companion with them, 
Since Leonatus’s false. 
el, It shall be so. 
Boys, well go dress our hunt. Fair youth, 
come in: 90 
Discourse is heavy, fasting; when we have 


Supp a, 
We'll mannerly demand thee of thy story, 
So far as thou wilt speak it. 
Get, Pray, draw near. 


wi. 

Avrzv. The night to the owl and morn to the 
lark Jess welcome. 

Imo. Thanks, sir. 

Arv. I pray, draw near. [Exeunt. 


Scene VII. Rome. A public place. 
Enter two Senators and Tribunes. 
First Sen. Thisis the tenour of the emperor's 
writ: 
That since the common men are now in action 
*Gainst the Pannonians and Dalmatians, 
And that the legions now in Gallia are 
Tull weak to undertake our wars against 
The fall’n-otf Britons, that we do incite 
The gentry to this business. He creates 
Lucius proconsul ; and to you the tribunes, 
For this immediate levy, he commends 
His absolute commission. Long liye Cresar ! 10 
F ie Tri. Is Lucius general of the forces? 
c. Sen. ve 

First Tri, Remaining now in Gallia? 

First Sen. With those legions 
Which I have spoke of, whereunto your levy 
Must be supplyant: the words of your com- 

_, mission 
‘Will tie you to the numbers and the time 
OF their dispatch. 
First Tr. We will discharge our duty. 
Exeunt. 


ACT Iv. 
ScenE I, Wales: near the cave of Belarius. 
Enter CLoren. 


Clo. Iam near to the place where they should 
meet, if Pisanio have mapped it truly. How fit 
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his garments serve me! Why should his mis- 
ae who was made by him that made the 
tailor, not be fit too? the rather—saving rever- 
ence of the word—for ‘tis said a womans 
fitness comes by fits. Therein I must play the 
workman. I dare speak it to myself—for it is 
not vain-glory for a man and his glass to confer 
in his own chamber—I mean, the lines of my 
body are as well drawn as his; no less young, 
more strong, not beneath him in fortunes, 
beyond him in the advantage of the time, 
above him in birth, alike conversant in general 
services, and more remarkable in single opposi- 
tions: yet this imperceiverant thing loves him 
inmy despite. What mortality is! Posthumus, 
thy head, which now is growing upon thy 
shoulders, shall within this hour be off; thy 
mistress enforced; thy garments cut to pieces 
before thy face: and all this done, spurn her 
home to her father; who may haply be a little 
angry for my so rough usage; but my mother, 
having power of his testiness, shall turn all into 
my commendations. My horse is tied up safe: 
out, sword, and to a sore purpose! Fortune, 
put them into my hand! This is the very 
description of their meeting-place; and_the 
fellow dares not deceive me. [Exit 


Scene Il. Before the cave of Belarius, 


Enier, from the cave, BELARIUS, GUIDERIUS, 
Arviracus, and IMOGEN. 


Bel. (To Imogen] Youare not well: remain 
here in the cave ; 
We'll come to you after hunting. 


Are. [Zo Imogen] Brother, stay here: 
Are we not brothers ? 
Imo. So man and man should be: 


Bui clay and clay differs in dignity, 

Whose dust is both alike. Iam very sick. 
Gut. Goyouto hunting; I’llabide with him. 
Imo. So sick Iam not, yet 1am not well: 

But not so citizen a wanton as 

To seem to die ere sick : so please you, leave me ; 

Stick to your journal course: the breach of 


custom 10 
Is breach of all. Iam ill, but your being by me 
Cannot amend me; society is no comfort 
To one not sociable: I am not very sick, 
Since I can reason of it. Pray you, trust me 


here : 
I'll rob none but myself; and let me die, 
Stealing so poorly. 
Ui. 9 I love hee I nave spoke it: 
‘ow much the quantity, the weight as mu 
As I do love my father. Z a 
Bel. r .,. What! how! how! 
Arv. If it be sin to say so, sir, I yoke me 
In my good brother’s fault: Tknow not why 20 
Llove this youth; and I have heard you say, 
Love's reason’s without reason ; the bierat door 
Anda demand who is’t shall die, I'ld say” 
My father, not eos veut 
Bel. [Aside] O noble strain ! 
se) worthiness of nature! breed of greatness! 
Cowands father cowards and base things sire 


ase : 
Nature hath ale bran, contempt and grace, 
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I’m not their father; yet who this should be, 

Doth miracle itself, loved before me. 

*Tis the ninth hour o’ the morn. 

Ar. i Brother, farewell. 30 

Imo. Iwish ye sport. ~ 
Arv. Yo health. So please you, sir. 
Imo. [Aside] These are kind creatures. 

Gods, what lies I have heard! 

Our courtiers say all’s savage but at court: 

Experience, O, thou disprovest report ! . 

The imperious seas breed monsters, for the dish 

Poor tibniaty rivers as sweet fish. 

Lam sick still; heart-sick, Pisanio, 

ll now taste of thy drug. ‘Swallows some. 


Gui. I could not stir him: 
He said he was gentle, but unfortunate; 
Dishonestly afflicted, but yet honest. 40 

Arv. Thus did he answer me: yet said, 

hereafter 
I might know more. 


Bel. To the field, to the field! 
We'll leave you for this time: go in and rest. 


Arv. We'll not be long away. f 

Bel. Pray, be not sick, 
Tor you must be our housewife. = 

Imo. Wellor ill, ; 
Iam bound to you. 

Bel. And shalt be ever. 


; [Zxit Imogen, to the cave. 
LUE TSR howe'er distress’d, appears he hath 
a 


Good ancestors. 
1. _How angel-like he sings! 
Gui. But his neat cookery! he cut our roots 
In characters, 
And sauced our broths, as Juno had been sick 
And he her dieter. 
1. _. _ Nobly he yokes 51 
A smiling with a sigh, as if the sigh 
Was that it was, for not being such a smile; 
The smile mocking the sigh, that it would fly 
From so divine a temple, to commix 
With winds that sailors rail at. 
Gui. : I do note 
That grief and patience, rooted in him both, 
Mingle their spurs together. 
1. ee Grow, patience! 
And let the stinking elder, grief, untwine 
His perishing root with the increasing vine! 60 
Bel. It is great morning. Come, away !— 
Who’s there? 


Enter CLOTEN. 
Clo, I cannot find those runagates; that 


villain 
Hath mock’d me. Iam faint. 
el. ‘Those runagates!’ 
Means he not us? I partly know him: ‘tis 
Cloten, the son o’ the queen. I fear some 
ea: d 
saw him not these many years, and yet 
Iknow’tis he. We are held as outlaws :hence! 
Gui. He is but one: you and my brother 
Where ani 
les are near: Hy 
Let me alone with him. eke 
[Zucunt Belarius and Arviragus, 
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Clo. Soft! Whatare you 70 
That fly me thus? some villain mountaineers ? 
Thave heard of such. What slave art thou? 

Gui. _ Athing 
More slavish did I ne’er than answering 
‘A slave without a knock. 

vr Mains greli thes; ek” 
ww-breaker, a villain: yie , thief. 
A To who? to thee? What art thou? 
HavenotI ae 
An arm as big as thine? a heart as big? 
Thy words, I grant, are bigger, for I wear not 
My dagger in my mouth. Say what thou art, 
Why Tshould yield-to thee? rs 

Clo. Thou villain base, 80 
Know’st me not by my clothes? ‘ 

Gui. No, nor thy tailor, rascal, 
Who is thy grandfather: he made those clothes, 
Which, as it seems, make thee. : 

0. Thou precious varlet, 
My tailor made them not. 

Gu. Hence, then, and thank 

The man that gave them thee. Thou art some 


fool; 
I am loath to beat thee. 


Clo. Thou injurious thief, 
Hear but my name, and tremble. 
Gui. What’s thy name? 


Clo, Cloten, thou villain. _ 
Gui. Cloten, thou double villain, be thy 


name, j : 
I cannot tremble at it: were it Toad, or Adder, 

Spider, 90 
*Twould move me sooner. 

0. To thy further fear, 
Nay, to thy mere confusion, thou shalt know 
Iam son to the queen: i 

Gui. am sorry for’t; not seeming 
So worthy as thy birth. 

Clo. Art not afeard ? 

Gui. Those that I reverence those I fear, 


the wise: 

At fools I laugh, not fear them. 

0. . 5 Die the death: 
When J have slain thee with my proper hand, 
I'll follow those that even now fled hence, 
And on the gates of Lud’s-town set your heads: 
Yield, rustic mountaineer, 100 

[Exeunt, fighting. 


Re-enter BELARIUS and ARVIRAGUS. 


Bel. No companies abroad ? 
Arv. None in the world: you did mistake 
him, sure. 
Bel. T cannot tell: long isitsinceT saw him, 
But time hath nothing blurr’d those lines of 
favour 
Which then he wore;, the snatches in his voice, 
And burst of speaking, were as his: I am 
absolute 
*Twas very Cloten. 
Ary, In this place we left them: 
I wish my brother make good time with him, 
You say he is so fell. 
Bel. Being scarce made up, 
I mean, to man, he had not apprehension 1x0 
ws oat iig terrors on ua effect of jd emer 
tse } rs 
An intenuhunaa poyAOrOLe 








Scene 11] 


Re-enter GUIDERTUS, with CLoTEn’s head. 


Gut. This Cloten was a fool, an empty 
purse; = 
There was no money in’t: not Hercules 
Could have knock’d out his brains, for he had 


none: 2 
Yet it moY doing mate the fool had borne 
My head as I do his.. 
Bel, ‘What hast thou done? 
Gus ! am perfect what: cut off one Cloten’s 
head, é 
Son to the queen, after his own report; 
Who call’d me traitor, mountaineer, and swore 
With his own single hand he’ld take us in, 121 
Displace our heads where—thank the gods!— 
they grow, 
And set them on Lud’s-town. 
cl. Weare all undone. 
Gui. Why, worthy father, what have we to 


ose, “ 

But that he swore to take, our lives? The law 
Protects not us: then why. should we be tender 
To let an arrogant piece of flesh threat us, 
Play judge and executioner all himself, 
For we do fear the lav? What company 
Discover you abroad? E 

Bel. No single soul 130 
Can we set cye on; but in all safe reason 
He must have some attendants. Though his 

humour 
Was nothing but mutation, ay, and that 
From one bad thing to worse; not frenzy, not 
Absolute madness could so far have raved 
To bring him here alone; although perhaps 
It may be heard at court that such as we 
Cave here, hunt here, are outlaws, and in time 
May make some stronger head; the which he 
hearing— 

As it is like him—might break out and swear 
He’ld fetch us in; yet is’t not probable 14 
To come alone, either he so un ertaking, 
Or they so suffering: then on good ground we 


fear, 

Té we do fear this body hath a. tail 
More perilous than the head. 

1. _. Let ordinance 
Come as the gods foresay it’: howsoe’er, 
iva brounes hath done well. 

el, 2 I had no mind 
To hunt this day : the boy Fidele’s sickness 
Did make my way long forth. 

Gaui. : _ With his own sword, 
eh We did wave against my throat, I have 

. e ; 150 
His head from him: I’ll throw’t into the creek 
Behind our rock; and let it to the sea, 
And tell the fishes he’s the queen’s son, Cloten: 
That’s all I rec & [£aic. 

el. ear “twill be revenged: 

Would, Polydore, thou hadst notdone’t! though 


valour 
Becomes thee well enough. 
Ary, ‘Would I had done’t, 


So the revenge alone pursued r r 

I love thee brotherly, but rca ie 

Thou hast robb’d me of this deed: I would re- 
yenges, 
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That possible strength might meet, would seek 
ve through 160 
A ~ us to our answer. . 
Bed, 5 Well, ’tis done: 


We'll hunt no more to-day, nor seeix for danger 
Where there’s no profit. I prithee, to our rock; 
You and Fidele play the cooks: I'll stay 

‘Pill hasty Polydore return, and bring him 

To dinner presently. ; 7 

Are. Poor sick Fidele! 
L'il willingly to him: to gain his colour 
[ld let a parish of such Clotens blood, 
‘And praise myself for charity. 

Bel. O thou goddess, 169 
Thou divine Nature, how thyself thou blazon’st 
In these two princely boys! They are as gentle 
‘As zephyrs blowing below the violet, 

Not wagging his sweet head; and yet as rough, 
Their royal blood enchafed, as the rudest wind, 
‘Phat by the top doth take the mountain pine, 
And make him stoop to the vale. “Tis wonder 
That an invisible instinct should frame them 
To royalty unlearn’d, honour untaught, 
Civility not seen from other, valour 

That wildly grows in them, but yields a crop 180 
As if ithad been sow’d. Yet still it’s strange 
What Cloten’s being here to us portends, 

Or what his death will bring us. 


Re-enter’ GUIDERIUS. 


Gui. Where’s my brother? 
I have sent Cloten’s clotpoll down the stream, 
In embassy to his mother: his body’s hostage 
For his return. | _ [Solemn music. 
Bel. My ingenious instrument ! 
Hark, Polydore, it sounds! But whatoccasion 
Hath Cadwal now to give it motion? Hark! 
Gui. Is he at home? 
el. He went hence even now. 
Gui, What does he mean? since death of 
my dear’st mother 190 
It did not speak before. All solemn things 
Should answer solemn accidents. ‘The matter? 
pumps for nouns and Jamenting toys 
s jollity for apes and grief for boys. 
Is Cadwal mad % Ss : 
Bel. Look, here he comes, 
And brings the dire occasion in his arms 
Of what we blame him for. 


Re-enter ARVIRAGUS, with IMOGEN, as dead, 
bearing her in his arms. 


Ar. The bird is dead 
That we have made so much on. I had rather 
Have skipp’d from sixteen years of age to sixty, 
To have turn’d my leaping-time into a crutch, ' 
Then have seen t a ? 

‘wi. sweetest, fairest lily! cor 
My brother wears thee not the one h: ve 
AS AyHeN thou grew’st thyself. albeoxwell 


(Z£cit. 


Bel. O melanchol: 
Who ever yet could sound thy bottom? find 
‘The ooze, to show what coast thy sluggish crare 
mich casiliest harbour in? Thou blessed 
Jove knows what man thi i 
Sontay ta ou mightst have 
Thou diedst, a most rare boy, of melancholy. 
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How found you him ? 
Arv. Stark, as you see: 

Thus smiling, as some fly had tickled slumber, 

Not as death's dart, being laugh’d at; his right 


7 cheek - amr 
eposing on a cushion. 
Cus. £ Where? 

Ary. O’ the floor; 


His arms thus leagued: I thought he slept, and 


ut 
My Pleated brogues from off my feet, whose 
rudeness 
Answer'd my steps too loud. 
i. Why, he but sleeps: 
If he be gone, he'll make his grave a bed; 
With female fairies will his tomb be haunted, 
And worms will not come to thee. _ 
Aru, With fairest flowers 
Whilstsummer lasts and 1 live here, Fidele, 
Ill sweeten thy sad grave: thou shalt not lack 
The flower that’s like thy face, pale primrose, 
nor 221 
The azured harebell, like thy veins, no, nor 
The leaf of eglantine, whom not to slander. 
Out-sweeten’d not thy breath: the ruddock 


would, . 5 
With charitable bill,—O bill, sore-shaming 
Those rich-left heirs that let their fathers lie 
Without a monument !—bring thee all this; 
Yea, and furr’d moss besides, when flowers are 
none, 
To winter-ground thy corse. _ 
Gui. Fi Prithee, have done; 
And do not play in wench-like words with that 
Which is so serious. Let us bury him, 231 
And not protract with admiration what 
Is now due debt. To the grave! 
Ary. Say, where shall’s lay him ? 
Gui. By good Euriphile, our mother. 
Arv. Be’t so: 
And let us, Polydore, though now our voices 
Have got the mannish crack, sing him to the 
ground, ¢ 
As once our mother ; use like note and words, 
Save that Euriphile must be Fidele. 
Gui. Cadwal, : 
I cannot sing: I’ll weep, and word it with thee; 
For notes of sorrow out of tune are worse 241 
Than priests and fanes that lie. 
; We'll speak it, then. 
Great griefs, I see, medicine the less; 
for Cloten 
Is quite forgot. He was a queen’s son, boys; 
And though he came our enemy, remember 
He was paid for that: though mean and mighty, 
rottin; 
Together, Kiave one dust, yet reverence, 
That angel of the world, doth make distinction 
Of place “tween high and low. Our foe was 


pice! ys 3, é 249 
cae though you took his life, as being our foe, 
e 


t bury as a prince. 
Gut. Pray you, fetch him hither. 
Thersites’ body is as good as Ajax’, 
When neither are alive. 
Ary. If you'll ‘fe fetch him, 
We'll say our song the whilst. Brother, begin. 
[Ecit Belarius. 


Ary, 
Bel. 
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Gui. Nay, Cadwal, we must lay his head to 


the east; é 
My father hath a reason for’t. 


Ary. ‘Tis true. 
Gui. Come on then, andremove him, 
Ary, So. Begin. 
Sone. 
Gui. Fear no more the heat o’ the sun, 
Nor the furious winter's rages ; 
Thou thy worldly task hast done, 260 
Home art gone, and ta’en thy wages: 
Golden lads and girls all must, 
As chimney-sweepers, come to dust. 
Arv, Fear no more the frown o’ the great; 
Thou art past the tyrant’s stroke; 
Care no more to clothe and eat; 
To thee the reed is as the oak : 
The sceptre, learning, physic, must 
All follow this, and come to dust. 
Gui. Fear no more the lightning-flash, 270 
Arv. _ Nor the all-dreaded thunder-stone; 
Gut. Fear not slander, censure rash ; 
Ary, Thou hast finish’d joy and moan; 
Both. <All lovers young, aii lovers must 
Consign to thee, and come to dust. 
Gui. No exorciser harm thee! 
Arv. Nor no witchcraft charm thee! 
Gui. Ghost unlaid forbear thee ! 
Arv. Nothing ill come near thee! 
Both. Quiet consummation have; 280 


And renowned be thy grave! 


Re-enter BELARIUS, with the body of CLOTEN. 


Gui. We have done our obsequies: come, 
lay him down. 
Bel. Here’s a few flowers; but "bout mid- 
night, more: 
The Herts that have on them cold dew o’ the 
nigh 
ee anes fitt’st for graves. Upon their 
‘aces, 
You were as flowers, now wither’d: even so 
These herblets shall, which we upon you strew. 
Come on, away: apart upon punleiees 
‘The ground that gave them first has them again: 
Their pleasures here are past, so is their pain. 290 
[Eceunt Belarius, Guidervus, and 


Arviragus, 
[Awaking] Yes, Milford. 


Imo. sir, to Milford- 
Haven; which is the wa: ao Miioy 


gat ; 
I thank you.—By yond buEth t-Pray, how far 


“ods pitikinst can it b 1 
s pittikins ! can it be six mile yet ?— 
I nave gone all night, "Faith, I’Ulie down and 


sleep, 
But, soft! uo bedfellow!—O gods and god- 
lesses { [Seeing the body of Cloten. 
hese \flowers are like the pleasures of the 
his bloody may 4 
. aren? in, the care on’t. I hope I 
or so I thought I was a cave-kee) 
And cook to honest creatures: but tis not so; 


ash i I 
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There vanish’d in the sunbeams: which por- 

tends— eager 35° 
Unless my sins abuse my divination— 


Success to the Roman host. 
Dream often so, 


In. 5 
And never false. Soft, ho! what trunk is here 
Without his top? The ruin speaks that some- 


Which the brain makes of fumes: our very 



















eyes 4 
Are yometimes like our judgements, blind. 
Good faith, J 
I tremble still with fear: but if there be 
Yet left in heaven as small a drop of pity 
As a wren’s eye, fear'd gods, a pat ofit! |. 
The dream’s here still: even when Lwake, it is 
Without me, as within me; not imagined, felt. 
Aheadlessman! The garments of Posthumus! 
T know the shape of rea this is his hand; 
His foot Mercurial; his Martial, thigh; 310 
The brawns of Hercules: but his Jovial face— 
Murder in heaven ?—How!—'Tis gone. Pisanio, 
‘All curses madded Hecuba gave the Greeks, 
‘And mine to boot, be darted on thee! Thou, 
Conspired with that irregulous devil, Cloten, 
Hast here cut off my lord. ‘To write and read 
Be henceforth treacherous! Damn’d Pisanio 
Hath with his forged letters,—damn’d Pisanio— 
¥rom this most bravest vessel of the world 
Struck the main-top! O Posthumus! alas, 320 
Where is thy head? where’s that? Ay me! 
where’s that? |. 
Pisanio might have kill’d thee at the heart, 
‘And left this head on. How should this be? 
Pisanio? 
-Tis he and Cloten: malice and lucre in them 
Have laid this woe here. O, ’tis pregnant, 
pregnant ! : 
The drug he gave me, which he said was 


“preeiaus 

And cordial to me, have I not found it 

einrerane to the senses? That confirms it 

home : 

This is Pisanio’s deed, and Cloten’s: O! 

Give colour to my pale cheek with thy blood, 

That we the horrider may seem to those — 331 

Which chance to find us: O. lord, my lord! 
[Falls on the body. 


time 
It was a worthy building, How! a pai e! 
Or dead, or sleeping on him? But dead rather; 
For nature doth abhor to make his bed 
With the defunct, or sleep upon the dead. 
Let ’s see the boy’s face. : 
Cap. Fle’s alive, my lord. 
Luc. He'll then instruct us of this body. 
Young one, i 360 
Inform us of thy fortunes, for it seems | 
They crave to be demanded, Who is this 
Thou makest thy bloody pillow? Or who was 


he 
That, otherwise than noble nature did, 

Hath alter’d that good picture? What’s thy 

interest 3 Rar 
In this sad wreck? How came it? Who is it? 
What art thou ? . 

Imo. Lam nothing: or if not, 
Nothing to be were better. This was my master, 
‘A very valiant Briton and a good, 

That here by mountaineersliesslain. Alas! 370 
There is no more such masters: I may wander 
From east to occident, cry out for service, 

Try many, all good, serve truly, never 

Find such another master. 

Inc. __ ‘Lack, good youth! 
Thou movestno less with thy complaining than 
Thy master in bleeding: say his name, good 

friend. 

Imo. Richard du Champ. [Aside] If I do 

lie and do 
No harm by it, though the gods hear, I hope 
They ’ll pardon it.—Say you, sir? 


Enter Lucius, a Captain and other Officers, | ~ Luc. Thy name? 
and & oothsayer. i 2 Imo. “indele, sir, 
Cap. To them the legions garrison’'d in| uc. Thou dost approve thyself the very 


Gallia, 
After your will, have cross’d the sea, attending 
You here at Milford-Hayen with your ships : 
They are in readiness. 
C. But what from Rome? 
Cap. The senate hath stirr'd up the confiners 
And gentlemen of Italy, most willing spirits, 
That promise noble service: and they come 
Under the conduct of bold Iachimo, 340 
Syenna’s PERS es 
Cu hen expect you them? 
Ga With the next pencil oF the wind. 
. his forwardness 
Makes our hopes fair. Command our present 


numbers 
Be muster’d; bid the captains look to’t. Now, 


same: 80 
Thy name well fits thy faith, thy faith thy 


name. 
Wilt take thy chance with me? I will not say 
Thou shalt be so well master’d, but, be sure, 
No less beloved. The Roman emperor's letters, 
Sent by a consul to me, should not sooner 
Than thine own worth prefer thee: go with me. 

hee x i iolow, sir, But first, an’t please 

he go 
I'll hide my master from the flies, as deep 
As these pack pickaxes can dig; and when 
With wild wood-leaves and weeds I ha’ strew’d 
his grave, 390 
And on it said a century of prayers, 
Such as I can, twice o’er, I’ll weep and sigh; 
And leaving so his service, follow you, : 
So please you entertain me. 
uc. Ay, good youth ; 

And rather father thee than Taaster thee. 
My friends, 
The boy hath taught us manly duties: let us 


sit, 
What have you dream’d of late of this war's 
purpose? 


D 4 
Sooth. Last night the very gods show’d me 
a vision— 


i" fast pnd pray'd ee Bie intelligence—thus: 

saw Jove's bird, the Roman eagle, wing’d Find out the prettiest daisi 

From the spongy south to this part of the west, | And make MESH conde lot ees 
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A grave: come, arm him. Boy, he is preferr’d 
By thee to us, and he shall be interr'd = gox 
As soldiers can. Be cheerful; wipe thine eyes: 
Some falls are means the happier to arise. 
[Excunt. 


Sonne IT. A room in Cymbeline’s palace. 
Enter CyMBELINE, Lords, Prsanro, and 


Attendants. 
Cym. Again; and bring me word how ’tis 
an hen ; [ Beit an Attendant. 


A fever with the absence of her Son, 
A madness, of which her life’s in danger. 
Heavens, 

How deeply you at once do touch me! Imogen, 
The great part of my comfort, gone; my queen 
Upon a desperate bed, and in a time 

When fearful wars point at me; her son gone, 
So needful for this present: it strikes me, past 
The hope of comfort. But for thee, fellow, 
Who needs must know of her departure and 10 
wea seem so ignorant, we'll enforce it from 


ee 
By a sharp torture. Sa. 
Pis. ., Sit, my life is yours ; 
i humbly set it at your will; but, for my 
mistress, 3 
I nothing know where she remains, why gone, 
Nor when she purposes return. Bescech your 


highness, 
old me your loyal servant. 2 
First Lord. Good my liege, 


The day that she was EUS he was here: 
I dare be bound he’s true and shall perform 
All parts of his subjection loyally. for Cloten, 
there wants no diligence in seeking him, 20 
And will, no doubt, be found. 5 
ym. The time is troublesome. 
[Z'o Pisanio] We'll slip you for a season; but 
our jealousy 
Does yet depend. pase 
First Lord. So please your majesty, 
The Roman legions; all from Gallia drawn, 
Are landed on your coast, with a supply 
Roman gentlemen, by the senate sent. 
Cym. Now for the counsel of my son and 





queen! 
Tam amazed with matter, 2 
First Lord. Good my liege, 


Your preparation can affront no less 
in what you hear of: come more, for more 





you’re ready : 30 | Th 
n 


The want is but to put those powers in motio’ 
That long to move. 

Cym. A k 
And meet the time as it'seeks us. We fear not 
What can from Italy annoy us: but 
We grieve at chancés here. Awan 

[Exeunt all but Pisanio. 


wrote him Imogen was slain : “tis strange: 
Nor hear I from my mistress, who did promise 
© yield me often tidings ; neither know I 
What is betid to Cloten; but remain 0 
erplex'd in all, ‘The heayens still must work, 
ain Iam false I am honest; not true, to 
FUL, 
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Ithank you. Let’s withdraw ; | T 


vv. 
F Dll thither: what thin & tha 
Pis, Theard no letter from my master since | Did i aree ever ice 


[Act 1v 


hese present wars shall find I love my country, 
ives to the note o’ the Jing, or I'll fallin them: 
All other doubts, by time let them be clear’d: 
Fortune brings in some boats that are not 
steer’d. [Ewvit, 


Sonne IV. Wales: before the cave of 
Belarius. 


Enter BELARIUS, GUIDERIUS, and 
ARVIRAGUS. 


Gui. The noise is round about us. 2 
Bel. ; ‘ Let us from it, 
Arv. What pleasure, sir, find we in life, to 
lock it 
From action and adventure? 
ut. Nay, what hope 
Have we in hiding us? This way, the Romans 
Must or for Britons slay us, or receive us 
For barbarous and unnatural revolts 
BEN their use, and slay us after. 


el, ons, 
We'll higher to the mountains; there secure us, 
To the king’s party there *s no going : newness 
Of Cloten’s death—we being not own, not 
muster'd 2 Io 
Among the bands—may drive us to a render 
Where we have lived, and so extort from’s that 
Which we have done, whose answer would be 
death 
Drawn on with torture. : 
rt, _ This is, sir, a doubt 
In sucha time nothing becoming you, 
Nor satisfying us, : 
Arv. It is not likely 
That when they hear the Roman horses nei h, 
Behold their quarter’d lires, have both their 
eyes 
And ears so cloy’d im: ortantly as now, : 
That they will waste their time upon our note, 
To know from whence we are. 
Bel. O, Iam Imown 2x 
Of many in the army : many years, 
Though Cloten then but young, you see, not 
wore him 


aor my remembrance. And, besides, the 
- kin, 


is 
Hath not deserved my service nor your loves; 
Who find in my exilé the want of reeding, 
Lhe certainty ot this hard life « aye hopeless 
Lo have the courtesy your cradle promised, 
But to be stil] hot summer's tanlings and 
king slaves of winter, 


Than be so ty 
Better to cease to be. Pray, sir, to the army 3 


e shrin! 
Gui. 


Zand my brother are not known; yourself 

So out of thought, and thereto so cerarovn 

Cannot be question’d. 
Ain By this sun that shines, 


never. 
id see man die! scarce ever look’d on blood, 


But that of coward hares, hot goats, and 


venison ! 


Never bestrid a hors 

A rider like meat °, Save one that had 

x cs anon on we heel! 
‘0 look upon the hol 

The benef of his Beet benno 


vho ne’er wore rowel 
Tam ashamed 40 


nstitute. Digen or Beams, aeinaining 
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So long a poor unknown. 
Gui. _ By heavens, I'll go: 
If you will bless me, sir, and give me leave, 
T’ll take the better care, but if you will not, 
The hazard therefore due fall on me by 
The hands of Romans! 
Arv. So say I: amen. 
Bel. No reason I, since of your lives you set 
So slight a valuation, should reserve _ 
My crack’d one to more care. Have with you, 
boys! ? 50 
Tf in your country wars you chance to die, 
That is my bed too, lads, and there 1’ll lie: 
Lead, lead. [Aside] The time seems long; 
their blood thinks scorn, . 
Till it fy out and show them princes born. 
Exeunt, 


ACT VY. 


Scene I. Britain. The Roman camp. 


Enter PostHumus, with a bloody 
handkerchief. 


le ies bloody cloth, I’ll keep thee, for I 
wish! 
Thou shouldst be colour’d thus. You married 


ones, . 
If each of you should take this course, how 
many 
Must murder wives much better than them- 
selves 
Tor wrying but alittle! O Pisanio! 
Every good servant does not all commands: 
No bond but to do just ones. Gods! if you 
Should have ta’en vengeance on my faults, I 
never 
Had lived to put on this: so had you saved 
The noble Imogen to repent, and struck 10 
Me, Reisen more worth your vengeance. But, 
alack, 
You snatch some hence for little faults; that’s 


ove, 

To have them fall no more: you some permit 

tYo second ills with ills, each elder worse, 

And make them dread it, to the doers’ thrift. 

But Imogen is your own: do your best wills, 

oad make me blest to obey! I am brought 
hither 

Among the Italian gentry, and to fight 

Against my lady’s kingdom: ’tis enough 

That, Britain, [have kill’d thy mistress; peace! 

ive no wound to thee. Therefore, good 

heavens, 21 

Hear patiently my purpose: I°ll disrobe me 

Of these Italian weeds and suit myself 

As does a Briton essa: so I'll fight 

Against the part I come with; so Ill die 

For thee, O Imogen, even for whom my life 

Is every breath a death; and thus, unknown, 

Pitied nor hated, to the face of peril 

Myself I'll dedicate. Let me make men know 

More valour in me than my habits show. 30 

Gods, put the strength 0° the Leonati in me! 

To shame the guise 0’ the world, I will begin 

The fashion, less without and more within. 
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Scene IL. Field of battle between the 
British and Roman camps. : 


Enter, from one side, Luctus, TAcHTs0, and 
the Roman Army; from the_other side, 
the British Army; LEoNATUS PosTHUMUS 
following, like a poor soldier. They march 
over and go out. Then enter again, wn 
skirmish, fronisto and PostHuMus: he 
vanquisheth and disarmeth LAcHTIMO, and 
then leaves him. 


Zach. The heaviness and guilt within my 
bosom 
Takes off my manhood : I have belied a Jady, 
The princess of this country, and the air on’t 
Revengingly enfeebles me ; or could this carl, 
A very drudge of nature’s, have subdued me 
In ay profession? J<nighthoods and honours, 
ore 
As I wear mine, are titles but of scorn. 
Tf that thy gentry, Britain, go before 
‘This loué as he exceeds our lords, the odds 
Is that we scarce are men and you are gods. 10 
[Exit. 
The battle continues ; the Britons jly ; CyMBE- 
LINE 73 taken: then enter, to his rescue, 
BELARIUS, GUIDERIUS, and ARVIRAGUS. 


Bel, Stand, stand! We have the advantage 
of the ground ; 
The lane is guarded : nothing routs us but 
The villany of our fears. 
uy Stand, stand, and fight! 
Re-enter POSTHUMOUS, and seconds the Britons: 
they rescue CYMBELINE, and exeunt. Then 
re-enter LUCIUS, and LACHIMO, with IMOGEN. 


Luc. Away, boy, from the troops, and save 
thyself; : 
For friends kill friends, and the disorder’s such 
As war were hoodwink’d. 
Tach. _ _ *Tis their fresh supplies. 
. Luc. It isa day turn’d strangely: or betimes 
Let’s re-inforce, or fly. Exeunt. 


Scene III. Another part of the field. 
Enter Postuusus and a British Lord. 


Lord. Camest thou from where they made 
the stand? 
Post. I did: 
Though you, it seems, come from the fliers. 
ord. 2 did. 
Post. No blame be to you, sir; for all was 


lost, 
But that the heavens fought: the king hi 
Of his wings destitute, the army broken: eet 
And but the backs of Britons seen, all flying 
Through a strait lane; the enemy full-hearted, 
Lolling (ie tongue with slaughtering, haying 


wor! 
More plentiful than tools to do’t, struck down 
Some mortally, some slightly touch’d, some 


alling Io 
Merely through fear; that the strait pass was 


it 
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With dead men hurt behind, and cowards living 
To die with lengthen’d shame. 
Lord. 3 Where was this lane? 
Post. Close by the battle, ditch’d, and wall’d 
with turf ; Z “ 
Which gave advantage to an ancient soldier, 
An honest one, I warrant; who deserved 
So long a breeding as his white beard came to, 
In doing this for’s country : athwart the lane, 
He, with two striplings—lads more like to run 
The country base than to commit such 
slaughter ; 5 20 
With faces fit for masks, or rather fairer 
Than those for preservation cased, or shame,— 
Made good the passage; cried to those that 


ed, 
‘Our Britain’s harts die flying, not our men: 
To cannes fleet souls that fly backwards. 
tand ; 
Or we are Romans and will give you that 
Like beasts which you shun beastly, and may 


save, 
But to look back in frown: stand, stand.’ 
These three, 
Three thousand confident, in act as many— 
For three performers are the file when all 30 
The rest do nothing—with this word ‘Stand, 
stand,’ 
Accommodated by the place, more charming 
With ae own nobleness, which could have 
turn’ 
A distaff to a lance, gilded pale looks 
Part shame, part spirit renew'd; that some, 
turn’d coward Fe 
But by example—O, a sin in war, 
Damn’d in the first beginners !—gan to look 
The way that they did, and to grin like lions 
Upon the pikes o' the hunters. Then began 
A stop i’ the chaser, a retire, anon 40 
A rout, confusion thick ; forthwith they fly. 
Chickens, the way which they stoop’d eagles; 


slaves, f 
The strides they victors made: and now our 
cowards, 
Like fragments in hard voyages, became 
The life o’ the need: having found the back- 
door open 
Of the unguarded hearts, heavens, how they 
wound! 2 
oe siaip before; some dying; some their 
rien 
O’er-borne i’ the former waye: ten, chased by 
one, 
A\re now each one the slaughter-man of twenty : 
Those that would die or ere resist are grown 50 
The mortal bugs o’ the field. 
Lord. This was strange chance: 
A narrow lane, an old man, and two boys. 
giclee Nay, do not wonder at it: you are 


made 

Rather to wonder at the things you hear 
Than to work any. Will you rhyme upon t, 
And vent it fora mockery} Here is one: 
‘Two boys, an old man twice a boy, a lane, 
Preserved the Britous, was the Romans’ bane.’ 

Lord, Nay, be not angry, sir. 
Post. é ck, to what end ? 
Who dares not stand his foe, 111 be his friend ; 
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For if he’ll do as he is made to do, __ 6x 
I know he’ll quickly fly my friendship too. 
You have put me into rhyme. 
Lord. Farewell; you’re angry, 
Post. Still going? [#xit Lord.] This isa 
lord! O noble misery, 
To be?’ the field, and ask ‘what news?’ of me! 
To-day how many would have given their 
honours ; 
To have saved their carcases! took heel to do’t, 
And yet died too! TI, in mine own woe charm’d, 
Could not find death where I did hear him 


groan, ¥ 
Nor feel him where he struck: being an ugly 
. monster, : as 79 
*Tis strange he hides him in fresh cups, soft 


eds, 7 
Sweet words; or hath more ministers than we 
That draw his knives i’ the war. Well, I will 
find him : 
For being now a fayourer to the Briton, 
No more a Briton, I have resumed again 
The part I came in: fight I will no more, 
But yield me to the veriest hind that shall 
Once touch myshoulder. Great the slaughter is 
Here made by the Roman ; great the answer be 
Britons must take. For me, my ransom’s 
death ;_ 
On either side I come to spend my breath ; 
Which neither here Ill keep nor bear again, 
But end it by some means for Imogen. 


Enter two British Captains and Soldiers. 
First Cap. Great Jupiter be praised! Lucius 
_ is taken. 
Tis thought the old man and his sons were 
ange 
Sec. Cup. There was a fourth man, in asilly 
habit, 
That gave the affront with them. 


First Cap, So ’tis reported : 
But none of em can be found. Stand! who’s 
there? 
Post. A Roman, 
Who had not now been drooping here, if 
seconds go 
Had answer’d him. 
Sec. Cap. Lay hands on him; a dog! 


A leg of Rome shall not return to tell 

What crows have peck’d them here. He brags 
his service 

As if he were of note: bring him to the king. 


Enter CyMBELINE, BELARUS, GUIDERIUS, 
ARVIRAGUS, PISANIO, Soldiers, Attendants, 


and Roman Captives. The Captains present 


PostHuMUS to CYMBELINE, who delivers 
him over to a Gaoler: then exeunt omnes. 


Scene IY. A British prison. 
Enter Postnumus and two Gaolers. 


First Gaol. You shall not now be stol'n, 
you have locks upon you; 
So graze as you find pasture. 
ec. Gaol, Ay, or a stomach. 
heceunt Gaolers. 
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Post. Most welcome, bondage! for thou art 


a way, 

I think, to liberty; yet am I better | 

Than one that’s sick o’ the gout; since he had 
rather % 

Groan so in perpetuity than be cured 

By the sure physician, death, who is the key 

To unbar these locks. My conscience, thou art 
fetter’d i 

More than my shanks and wrists: you good 
gods, give me . 

The penitent instrument to pick that bolt, 10 

Then, free for ever! Is’t enough Iam sorry? 

So children cae yies fathers do appease ; 

Gods are more full of mercy. Must I repent? 

I cannot do it better than in gyves, 

Desired more than constrain’d: to satisfy, 

If of my freedom ’tis the main part, take 

No stricter render of me than my all, 

I know you are more clement than vile men, 

Who of their broken debtors take a third, 

A sixth, a tenth, detting them thrive again 20 

On their abatement: that’s not my desire: 

For Imogen’s dear life take mine ; and though 

Tis not so dear, yet ’tis a life; you coin’d it: 

*Teen man and man they weigh not every 


stamp ; : 
Though light, take pieces for the figure’s sake : 
You rather mine, being yours: and so, great 


owers, 
lf aes will take this audit, take this life, 
And cancel these cold bonds. O Imogen! 
I°ll speak to thee in silence. [Sleeps. 


Solemn music. Enter, as in an apparition, 
Srcrtrus LEonatus, father to Posthumus, 
anold man, attired like awarrior ; leading 
in his hand an ancient matron, his wife, 
and mother to Posthumus, with music before 
them: then, after other music, follow the two 
young LEONATI, brothers to Posthumvus, 
with wounds as they died in thewars. They 
circle PoSTHUMUS round, as he lies sleeping. 

Sici. ‘No more, thou thunder-master, show 30 

Thy spite on mortal flies : 

With Mars fall out, with Juno chide, 
That thy adulteries 

Rates and revenges, 

Hath my ‘poor boy done aught but well, 
Whose face I never saw ? 

T died whilst in the womb he stay’d 
Attending nature’s law: 

Whose father then, as men report 

jmthou orphans’ father art, 40 

Thou phon ldey have been, and shielded 

him 
From this earth-vexing smart. 

Moth. Lucina lent not me her aid 

aout. took me in my throes ; 

That from me was Posthumus ript, 
Came crying ’mongst his foes, 

A thing of pity! 

Great nature, like his ancest 

Moulded the stuff so fair, oH 


That he deserved the praise o° Id, 
As creat Sicilius’ in a Se a 


Sici. 
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First Bro. When once he was mature for man, 
In Britain where was he 
That could stand up his parallel ; 
Or fruitful object be 
In eye of Imogen, that, best 
Could deem his dignity ? 


Moth. With marriage wherefore was he mock’d, 
To be exiled, and thrown 
From Leonati seat, and cast 60 
From her his dearest one, 
Sweet Imogen? 


Sici. Why did you suffer Iachimo, 
Slight thing of Italy, s 
To taint his nobler heart and brain 
With needless jealousy ; 
And to become the geck and scorn 
> Q’ th’ other’s villany ? 
Sec. Bro. For this from stiller seats we came, 
Our parents and us twain, 7° 
That SUSE in our country’s cause 
Fell bravely and were slain, 
Our fealty and Tenantius’ right 
With honour to maintain. 


First Bro. Like hardiment Posthumus hath 

To Cymbeline perform’d : 

Then, Jupiter, thou king of gods, 

Why hast thou thus adjourn’d 
The graces for his merits due, 

Being all to dolours turn’d ? 80 
Thy crystal window ope: look out; 
__No longer exercise 
Upon a valiant race thy harsh 

And potent injuries. 

Moth. Since, Jupiter, our son is good, 

Take otf his miseries. 
Sici. Peep through thy marble mansion; help; 

Or we poor ghosts will cry 

To the shining synod of the rest 

Against thy deity. go 

Both Bro. Help, Jupiter ; or we appeal, 
id from thy justice fly. 


JUPITER descends in thunder and lightning, 
sitting upon aneagle: he throws a thunder- 
bolt. Lhe Ghosts fall on their knees. 


SUD: No more, you petty spirits of region 
low, 

Offend our hearing; hush! How dare you 
Action Ganda ieee ot 

ceuse the thunderer, whose holt, you know, 

Sky-planted batters all rebelling toasts (fee 
Poor shadows of Elysium, hence, and rest 

Upon your never-withering banks of flowers: 
Be Rot with mortal accidents opprest ; 99 

No care of yours it is; you know ’tis ours. 
Whom best I love I cross; to make my gift, 

The more delay'd, delighted. Be content; 
Your low-laid son our godhead will uplift : 

His comforts thrive, his trials well are spent. 
gun oun Sa reign’d at De put and Bn a 

mple was he married. Rise, and fade. 

He shall be lord of lady Imogen, 

And happier much by his affliction made. 
This tablet lay upon his breast, wherein 

Our pleasure his full fortune doth confine: 


Sici. 
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And so, away: no further with your din | 
Express impatience, lest you stir uP mine. 
Mount, eagle, to my palace crystalline. 

[Ascends. 
Sici. He came in thunder; his celestial 
breath 

‘Was sulphurous to smell: the holy eagle 

Stoop’d, as to foot us: his ascension is | 

lores syert than our blest fields: his royal 

pir 2 

Prunes the immortal wring and cloys his bealx, 

ae nen his god is pleased. 


1Ir 


S Thanks, Jupiter! | 

Sici. The marble pavement closes, he is 

enter'd 120 
His radiant roof. Away! and, to be blest, 
Let us with care perform his freat behest. 
[The Ghosts vanish. 
Post. [Waking] Sleep, thou hast been a 
grandsire, and begot 
A father to me; and thou hast created 
A mother and two brothers: but, O scorn! 
Gone they went hence so soon as they were 
porn : 
AndsolLamawake. Poor wretches that depend 
On greatness’ favour dream as I have done, 
Wake and find nothing. But, alas, [ swerve: 
Many dream not to find, neither deserve, 130 
And yet are steep’d in favours; so am I, 
That HEE this golden chance and know not 
why. 
What fairies haunt this ground? A book? O 
Tare one! 
Be not, as is our fangled world, a garment 
Nobler than that it covers: let thy effects 
So follow, to be most unlike our courtiers, 
As good as promise. ; 

[Reads] ‘When as_a lion’s whelp shall, to 
himself unknown, without seeking find, and 
be embraced by a piece of tender air; and 
when from a stately cedar shall be lopped 
branches, which, being dead many years, shall 
after revive, be jointed to the old stock and 
freshly grow ; then shall Posthumus end his 
miseries, Britain be fortunate and flourish in 
peace and plenty.’ an 
‘Tis still a dream, or else such stuff as madmen 
Tongue and brain not ; either both or nothing; 
Or senseless speaking or a speaking such 
As sense cannot untie. Be what it is, 
The action of my life is like it, which 
Tl keep, if but for sympathy. 

Re-enter Gaolers. 

First Gaol. Come, sir, are you ready for 
death? 

Post. Over-roasted rather; ready long ago. 

First Gaol, E-anging is the word, sir: if you 
be ready for that, you are well cooked. 

Post. So, if T prove a good repast to the 
spectators, the dish pays the shot, 

First Gaol. A heavy reckoning for you, sir. 
But the comfort is, you shall be called to no 
more payments, fearno more tavern-bills; which 
are often the sadness of parting, as the procur- 
ing of mirth: you come in faint for want of 
meat, depart reeling with too much drink; 


sorry that you have @aglacHmHelR anderen 


150 
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hat you are paid too much; purse and brain 
Tote onptyeathie brain the heavier for being 
too light, the purse too light, being drawn of 
heaviness: of this contradiction you shall now 
be quit. 0, the charity of a penny cord! it 
sums up thousandsina trice: you haye no true 
debitor and creditor but it; of what’s past, is, 
and to come, the discharge: your neck, sir, is 
en, book and counters; so the acquittance 
‘ollows. 2 

Post. I am merrier to die than thou art 


to live. 

First Gaol. Indeed, sir, he that sleeps feels 
not the tooth-ache: but a man that were to 
sleep your sleep, and a hangman to help him 
to bed, I think he would change places with 
his officer; for, look you, sir, you know not 
which way you shall go. 

Post. Yes, indeed dol, fellow. | , 

First Gaol, Your death has eyes in’s head 
then; I have not seen him so pictured: you 
must either be directed by some that take upon 
them to know, or to take upon yourself that 
which I am sure you do not know, or jump the 
after inquiry on your own_ peril: and how you 
shall speed in your journey’s end, I think you’! 
never return to tell one. ror 

Post. I tell thee, fellow, there are none want 
eyes to direct them the way I am going, but 
such as wink and willnotusethem. ||, 

First Gaol. What an infinite mock is this, 
that a man should have the best use of eyes to 
see the way of blindness! I am sure hanging 3 
the way of winking. 


Enter a Messenger. 
Mess. Knock off his manacles 
prisoner to the king. 
Post. Thou bring’st good news; I am called 
to be made free. 
First Gaol. Ill be hang’d then. 
Post. Thou shalt be then freer than a gaoler; 
no bolts for the dead. 
: Vere all but the First Gaoler. 
First Gaol. Unless a man would marry a 
gallows and beget young gibbets, I never saw 
one so prone, Yet, on my conscience, there are 
verier knaves desire to live, for all he be a 
Roman: and there be some of them too that 
die against their wills ; so should I, if I were 
one. I would we were all of one mind, and 
one mind good; O, there were desolation of 
gaolers ani gallowses! I speak against my 
present profit, but my wish hath a preferment 
in’t. [Eait. 


; bring your 
200 


ScENE V. Cymbeline’s tent. 


Enter CYMBELINE, BELARTUS, GUIDERIUS, 


Arviracus, Pisanio, L i 
‘Attendants. abd Oitcers, ang 


Cym. Stand by my side, you whom the gods 
Peeervera ates thr Woe i heart 
3 hrone. Woe is m 
That the poor soldier that so richly fought, 
Whore) Zags shamed gilded arms, whose naked 


17 
Shee Ubefpretd is yseGpragGtchnnot be found: 








Scunu v] 


He shall be happy that can find him, if 
Our grace can make him so. 
Bel. I never saw 
Such noble fury in so poor a thing; i 
Such precious deeds in one that promised 
oa end sce 100 
ut beggary and poor looks. 
Chines us y No tidings of him? 10 
Pis. We hath been search’d among the dead 
and living, 
But no trace of him. 5 
Cym. To my grief, Tam : 
The heir of his reward; [Zo Belarius, Guide- 
rius, and Arviragus) which I will add 
To you, the liver, heart and brain of Britain, 
By whom I grant she lives. "Lis now the time 
Vo ask of whence you are. Report it. 


el. ir, 
In Cambria are we born, and gentlemen : 
Further to boast were neither true nor modest, 
Unless I add, we are honest. 

Cym. Bow your knees. 
Arise my knights o’ the battle: I create you 20 
Companions to our person and will fit you 
With dignities becoming your estates. 


Enter Cornewtus and Ladies. 


There’s business in these faces. Why so sadly 
Greet you our victory? you look like Romans, 
And not o’ the court of Britain. : 
Cor. . Hail, great king! 
To sour your happiness, I must report 
The queen is dead. 26 
Cym. Who worse than a physician 
Would this report become? But I consider, 
By medicine life may be prolong’d, ee death 
Will seize the doctor too. How ended she? 30 
Cor. With horror, madly dying, like her 


life, 
Which, being cruel to the world, concluded 
Most cruel to herself. What she confess’d 
I will report, so please you: these her women 
Can trip me, if 1 err; who with wet cheeks 
Were present when she finish’d. 
ym. Prithee, say. 
Cor. First, she confess’d she never loved 
you, only 
Affected greatness got by you, not you: 
Married your royalty, was wife to your place ; 
Abhorr’d your person. 

Ci: _, she alone knew this ; 40 
And; but she spoke it dying, I would not 
Believe her lips in opening it. Proceed. 

Oe moun daughter, whom she bore in hand 

e 
With such integrity, she did confess 
Was asa econo to her sight; whose life, 
But that her flight prevented it, she had 
Ta’en oft by Lola 
‘ym. most delicate fiend ! 
Who is’t can read a woman? Is there more? 

Cor. More, sir, and worse. She did confess 

she had 49 
¥or you a mortal mineral; which, being took, 
Should by the minute feed on life and lingering 
By inehee waste you: in which time she pur- 

sed, 
By watching, weeping, tendance, kissing, to 
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O’ercome you with her show, and in time, 
When ane had fitted you with her craft, to 
work 

Her son into the adoption of the crown: 

But, failing of her end by his strange absence, 

Grew shameless-desperate ; open’d, in despite 

Of heaven and men, her purposes; repented 

The evils she hatch’d were not effected; so 69 

Despairing died. : 

Cym. Heard pou all this, her women? 
irst Lady. We did, so please your high- 


i 
mess, 2 
Cym. Mine eyes ; 
Were not in fault, for she was beautiful ; 
Mine ears, that heard her flattery; nor my 


heart, G St ee 
That thought her like her seeming ; it had been 


vicious 
To have mistrusted her: pets O my daughter! 
‘That it was folly in me, thou mayst say, 

And prove it in thy feeling. Heaven mend all! 


Enter Lucius, [acuiMo, the Soothsayer, and 
other Roman Prisoners, guarded ; Postuu- 
mus behind, and IMOGEN. 

Thou comest not, Caius, now for tribute; that 

The Britons have razed out, though with the 


Oss . 7o 
Of many a bold one ; whose kinsmen have made 


suit 

That their good souls may be appeased with 
slaughter ; 3 

Of you their captives, which ourself have 
granted: 


So think of your estate. 
ae Consider, sir, the chance of war: the 
ay 
Was yours by accident ; had it gone with us, 
We should not, when the Mead: was cool, have 
threaten’d _ 
Our prisoners with the sword. But since the 


gods 

Will have it thus, that nothing but our lives 
May be call’d ransom, let it come: sufticeth 80 
A Roman with a Roman’s heart can sufter: . 
Augustus lives to think on’t: and so much 
For my peculiar care, This one thing only 
Iwill entreat; my boy, a Briton born, 
Let him be ransom’d: never master had 
A page so kind, so duteous, diligent, 
So tender over his occasions, true, 
So feat, so nurse-like : let his virtue join 
With my request, which I’ll make bold your 
Ganniodaetyre hath done nove 

annot deny ; he hath done no Briton harm 
Though he have served a Roman: save iim, 


sit, 
And spare no blood beside. 


Cym. . Ihave surely seen him : 
His favour is familiar to me. Bowe 


Thou hast look’d thyself into m; ce, 
+ And art mine own, I know Oates where- 


‘ore, 
To ay ‘live, boy:’ ne’er thank thy master ; 


ve: 
And ask of Cymbeline what boon i 
Fitting my bounty and thy state Tale : 


; Yea, t I 
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he noblest ta’en. , 
y Imo. [humbly thank your highness. 100 
Inc. 1 do not bid thee beg my life, good lad ; 
And yet I know thou wilt. 
no: alack, 


m0. 0, a 
There’s other work in hand : I see a thing 
Bitter to me as death: your life, good master, 
Must shufiie for itself. 3 rth 

Tne. The boy disdains me, . 
He leaves me, scorns me: briefly die their joys 
That place them on the truth of girls and boys. 


Why stands he so lex’d ? 
yin. perWhat wouldst thou, boy? 
T love thee more and more: think more and 


more ‘ . 
‘What's best to ask. Know’st him thou look’st 
110 


on? speak, £ 2 
Wilt have him liye? Is he thy kin? thy friend? | 


Imo. Heisa Roman; no more kin to me 
Than I to your highness; who, being born your 
vassal, 
Am something nearer. : 
ym. ‘Wherefore eyest him so? 
Imo. Vl tell you, sir, in private, if you 
please ; 
To give me hearing. E 
Cym. Ay, with all my heart, 
‘And ‘Tend my best attention. What’s thy 
name? x 
Imo. Fidele, sir. 
Cym. Thou ’rt my good youth, my page; 
T’'ll be thy master: walk with me; speak freely. 
[Cymbeline and Imogen converse apart. 
Bel. not this boy revived from death? 


me sand another r2c | 


Arve. 
Not more resembles that sweet rosy lad 
Who died, and was Fidele. What think you? 
Gui. ‘The same dead thing alive. 
Bel. Peace, peace! see further; he eyes us 
not; forbear; __ 
Creatures may be alike: were’t he, lam sure 
He would have spoke to us. 
Gui. . But we saw him dead. 
Bel. Be silent; let’s see further. 
ei by Meee [Aside] It is my mistress : 
Since she is living, let the time run on 
To good or bad. 
[Cymbeline and Imogen come forward. 


Cym. Come, stand thou by our side; 
Make thy demand alcud. [0 Lackimo] Sir, 
step you forth ; 


Give answer to this boy, and do it freely; 
Or, by our greatness and the grace of i 
Whicl h is our honour, bitter torture shal 
Winnow the truth from falsehood. On, speak 


to him. 
Imo. My boon is, that this gentleman may 


render 
O£ whom he had this ring. 
Post. _ [Aside] What’s that to him? 
Cym. That diamond upon your finger, say 
How came it yours? 


I ee Thou It torture me to leave unspoken 
Vyas. to be spoke, would torture thee, 


ym. How! me? 
gcse T am glad to be constrain’d to itter 
al 
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Which torments me to conceal, By villany 
I got this ring ; twas Leonatus’ ewel; 
hom thou didst banish; an’ —which more 
may grieve thee, ets 
‘As it doth me—a nobler sir ne’er lived 
Twixt sky and ground. Wilt thou hear more, 


my lord? 2 
Cym. All that belongs to this, 

Tach. That paragon, thy daughter,— 
For whom my heart drops blood, and my false 
spirits ; 
Quail to remember— Give me leave; I faint. 

Cym. My daughter! what of her? Renew 
thy strength: i > 150 
I had rather thou shouldst live while nature 


wi 

Than ae ere I hear more: strive, man, and 
speak, 

Tach. Upon a time,—unhappy was the clock 

That struck the hour!—it was in Rome,—ac- 
cursed 

The mansion where!—twas at a feast,—O, 
would 2 

Our viands had been poison’d, or at least 

hose which I heaved to head !—the good Post- 


humus — 
What should I say? he was too good to be 
Where ill men were; and was the best of all 
Amongst the rarest of good ones,—sitting sadly, 
Hearing us praise our loves of Italy 162 
For beauty that made barren the swell’d boast 
Of him that best could speak, for feature, 

laming F 5 
The shrine of Venus, or straight-pight Minerva, 
Postures bevond bricf nature, for condition, 
A shop of all the qualities that man 
Loves woman for, besides that hook of wiving, 
Fairness which strikes the eye— 

ym. I stand on fire: 
Come to the matter. 


Tach. All too soon I shall, 
Unless thou wouldst grieve quickly. This Post- 


humus, 170 

Most like a noble lord in love and one 

That had a royal lover, took his hint ; 

And, not dispraising whom we praised,—therein 

He was as calm as virtue—he began 

His mistress’ picture; which by his tongue 
being made, 

And then a mind put in’t, either our b: 


| Were crack’d of kitchen-trulls, or his valsscrip’ 


tion 
Proved us pas ean eeote: 
ym. ay, nay, to the purpose. 
Zach. Your daughter's chastity—there it be- 


gins. 

He spake of her, as Dian had hot dreams, _ 180 

And she alone were cold: whereat J, wretch, 

HE scruple of his praise; and wager'd with 
m 

Pieces of gold ’gainst this which then he wore 

Upon his honour’d finger, to attain 

Tn suit thelplace of’s bed and win this ring 

By hers and mine adultery. He, true knight, 

o lesser of her honour confident 
Than I did aul find her, stakes this ring ; 
And would so, had it been a carbuncle 


89 
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Been all the worth of’s car. Away to Britain 

Post Lin this design: well may pons sir, 

Remember me at court; where I was taught 

Of your chaste daughter the wide difference 

"Twixt amorous and villanous. Being thus 
quench'd 5 : E 

Of hope, not longing, mine Italian brain 

?Gan in your duller britain operate 

Most vilely ; for my vantage, excellent : 

And, to be brief, my practice so prevail’d, 

That J return’d with siraular proof enough 20c 

‘to make the noble Leonatus mad, 

By wounding his belief in her renown 

With tokens thus, and thus; averring notes 

Of che Hier RBOE IE. pictures, this her brace- 
let,— 

O cunning, how I got it!—nay, some marks 

Of secret on her person, that he could not 

But think her bond of chastity quite crack’d, 

I having ta’en the forfeit. Whereupon— 

Methinks, I see him now— 

Post. [Advancing] Ay, so thou dost, 
Italian fiend! Ay me, most credulous fool, 210 
Egregious murderer, thief, any thing | 
‘That’s due to all the villains past, in being, 

To come! O, give me cord, or knife, or poison, 
Some upright justicer! Thou, king, send out 
For torturers ingenious: it is [ 
‘That all the abhorred things o’ the earth amend 
By being worse than they. Iam Posthumus, 
That kill’d thy daughter :—villain-like, 1 lie— 
That caused a lesser villain than myself, 
A sacrilegious thief, to do’t: the temple 
Of virtue was she; yea, and she herself. 
Spit, and throw stones, cast mire upon me, set 
The dogs o’ the street to bay me: every villai 
Be call'd Posthumus Leonatus ; and 
Be villany less than ’twas! O imogen! 
My queen, my life, my wife! O Imogen, 
ogen, Imogen! 

Imo. Peace, my lord; hear, hear— 

Post. Shall’s have a play of this? Thou 


scornful page, 
There lie thy part. (Striking her: she falls. 
P O, gentlemen, he 


23, Ip! 
Mine and your mistress! O, my Jord Post- 
humus! 230 
You ne’er kill’d Imogen till now. Help, help! 
Mine honour’d lady ! 


m. Does the world go round ? 
Post, How come these staggers on me? 


220 


Pis. ; Wake, my mistress ! 
Cym, If this be so, the gods do mean to 
strike me 
To death with mortal j 


joy. 

w3, 2 How fares my mistress ? 
mo. O, get thee from my sight ; 
phony Gane Me poison: dangerous fellow, 
prea not where princes are. 

ym. The ti 

Pe” Lady, une of Imogen! 

The gods throw stones of sulphur on me, if 240 
That box L gave you was not thought by me 
A precious thing: [ had it from the queen. 
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LT left out one thing which the queen confess'd, 
Which must approve thee honest : If Pisanio 
Have’ said she ‘given his mistress that con- 
fection Z r i 
Which I gave him for cordial, she is served 
As I would serve a rat.’ 420 nae 
Cym. What’s this, Cornelius? 
Cor. The queen, sir, very oft importuned 
me 3 
To temper poisons for her, still pretending 250 
The satisfaction of her knowledge only 
In killing creatures vile, as cats and dogs, 
Of no esteem: I, dreading that her purpose 
Was of more danger, did compound for her 
A certain stuff, which, being ta’en, would cease 
The present power of life, but in short time 
All oflices of nature should again ‘ 
Do their due functions. Haye you ta’en of it? 
imo. Most like I did, for I was dead. 
Bel. My boys, 
There was our error. |. 4 
Gui. This is, sure, Fidele. 260 
Imo. Why did you throw your wedded lady 
from you? 
Think that you are upon a rock; and now 
Throw me again. Nebr nati him. 
Post. _ Hang there like fruit, my soul, 
Till the tree die! P 
Cym. How now, my flesh, my child! 
What, makest thou me a dullard in this act? 
Wilt thou not speak to me? : : 
Imo. Tinecting Your blessing, sir. . 
Bel. (To Guiderius and Arviragus) Though 
you did love this youth, I blame ye not ; 
You had a motive for’t. 
Cym. My tears that fall 
Prove holy water on thee! Imogen, 
Thy mother’s dead. 


Imo. Lam sorry for t, my lord. 270 
Cym. O, she was naught; and long of her 
it was 


That we meet here so strangely: but her son 
Is gone, we know not how nor where. 
Ww. 
Now fear is from me, I’ll speak troth. 
Cloten, ne 
Upon my lady’s missing, came to me 
With his sword drawn; foam’d at the mouth, 
_ and swore, : 
If I discover'd not which way she was gone, 
It was my instant death. By accident, 
J had a feigned letter of my master’s 
Then in my pocket; which directed him, 280 
To seck her on the mountains near to Milford ; 
Where, in a frenzy, in my master’s garments, 
Which he enforced from me, away he posts 
With unchaste purpose and with oath to violate 
My lady’s honour: what became of him 
I partied know mol 5 
Ue et me end the story: 
Islew him there. mf 


ym. Marry, the gods forfend! 
I would not thy good deeds should from my 


My lord, 
Lor 


ips 
Pluck a hard sentence: prithee, valiant youth, 


‘ym. New matter still? Deny’t again. 
Imo. It poison’d me. Gui. Thave spoke it, and I did it. 
Cor. Ogods!! Cym, Hewasa pte 7 OS lad 
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Gui. A most incivil one: the wrongs he 
did’me: ; 

Werenothing prince-like; for he did provoke me 

With language that would make me spurn the 


sea, 

If it could go roar to me: I cut off’s head; 

‘And am right glad he is not standing here 

To tell this tale of mine. 
Jym. Tam sorry for thee : 

By thine own tongue thou art condemn'd, and 


must 
Endure our law: thou’rt dead. 
m0. That headless man 
I thought had been my lord. 
Cym. Bind the offender, 300 
And take him from our presence. 


el. 
This man is better than the man he slew, 
‘As well descended as thyself; and hath 
‘More of thee merited than a band of Clotens . 
Had ever scar for. [Zo the Guard] Let his 
arms alone; 

They were not born for bondage. ; 

C Why, old soldier, 


yin. 0 
Wilt thou undo the worth thou art unpaid for, | 


By tasting of our wrath? How of descent 
As good as we? 

Ary. In that he spake too far. 

Cym. And thou shalt die for’t. 

el. We will die all three: 310 

But I will prove that two on’s are as good 
“As [have given out him. My sons, [ must, 
For mine own part, unfold a dangerous speech, 
Though, haply, well for you. 

Aru. Your danger’s ours. 

Gui. And our good his. 

Bel. _ Have at it then, by leave. 
Thou hadst, great king, a subject who 


Was call'd Belarius. 

Cym. What of him? he 1s 
A banish’d traitor. : 

Bel. He it is that hath 


Assumed this age ; indeed a banish’d man; 
I know not how a traitor. 

Cym. Take him hence: 
The whole world shall not save him. 

Bel. x Not too hot 
First pay me for the nursing of thy sons; 
And let it be confiscate all, so soon 
AsIhave received it. 

ym. Nursing of my sons! 

Bel. I am too blunt and saucy: here’s my 


320 


<nee : 

Ere I arise, I will prefer my sons; 

Then spare not the old father. Mighty sir, 
These two young gentlemen, that call me father 
And think they are my sons, are none of mine; 
nae, are the issue of your loins, my liege, 330 
And blood of your begetting. 

Cym. How! my issue! 
Bel, So sure as you your father's. I, old 


organ, 

Am that Belarius whom you sometime 
banish’d: 

Your pleasure was my mere offence, my punish- 


meni 
Itself, and all my treason; that I suffer'd 
Was all the harmCGid. Kistamée! i 
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For such and so they are—these twenty years 
Have I train’d up: those arts they have as 1 
Could put into them; my breeding was, sir, 


Your hi hness Inows. Their nurse, Ewiphile, 
Whom for the theft I wedded, stole these 


children , é 
Upon my banishment: I moved her to ’t, 
Having received the punishment before, 
For that which I did then: beaten for loyalty 
excited me to treason: their dear loss, 
The more of you ‘twas felt, the more it shaped 
Unto my end of stealing them. But, gracious 


sir, i 
Here are your sons again; and I must lose 


Two of the sweet’st companions in the world. 


Stay, sir king: |The benediction of these covering heavens 350 


Fall on their heads like dew! for they are 
worthy : 

To inlay heaven with stars. 4 

Cym. Thou weep’st, and speak’st. 
The service that you three have done is more 
Unlike than thisthou tell’st. Llost my children: 
If these be thes I know not how to wish 
A pair of wortlhuier sons. i 

Be pleased awhile. 


el. 
| This gentleman, whom I call Polydore, 


Most worthy prince, as yours, is true Guiderius: 
This gentleman, my Cadwal, Arviragus, 359 
Your younger princely son; ‘he, sir, was lapp’d 
In a most curious mantle, wrought by the hand 
Of his queen mother, which for more probation 
Ican with ease produce. |. 
Cym._ Guiderius had 
Upon his neck a mole, a sanguine star; 
It was a mark of wonder. 
Bel. _-) Thisishe; 
Who hath upon him still that natural stamp: 
It was wise nature's end in the donation, 
To be his evidence now. 
Cym. what, am I 
A mother to the birth of three? ’ Ne'er mother 
Rejoiced deliverance more. Blest pray you be, 
That, after this strange starting from your orbs, 
You may reign in them now! O Imogen, 
Thou hast lost by this a kingdom. 
Imo, No, my lord ; 
I have got two worlds by ’t. O my gentle 
brothers, 
Have we thus met? 0, never say hereafter 
But I am truest speaker: you call’d me brother, 
When I was but your sister; I you brothers, 
W pee ye were so anleeos 
ym. id you e’er meet? 
Arv. Ay, my good lord. 
ui. _And at first meetin 
Continued so, until we thought he died. 
Car By the queen’s dram oH swallow’d. fy 
. rare instinct! 
When shall I hear all through? This fierce 
5 pabrideonient 
ath to it circumstantial branches, which 
Distinction should be rich in. Where? how 
lived you? 
And when came you to serve our Roman 
captive? — 
How parted with your brothers? how first met 


loved; 
380 
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Why fled you from the court? and whither? | Lue. Philarmonus! 
These, Sooth. Here, my good lord, 


And your three motives to the battle, with 
Y know not how much more, should be de- 


manded ; r 
And all the other by-dependencies, 390 
From chance to chance: but nor the time nor 


place 3 
will serve our long inter’gatories. See, 
Posthumus anchors upon Imogen, 
‘And she, like harmless lightning, throws her 


eye 
On him, her brothers, me, her master, hitting 
Teach object with a joy : the counterchange 
Ts severally in all. Let sau this ground, 
And smoke the temple with our sacrifices. 
[Zo Belarius] Thou art my brother; so we ll 
hold thee ever. . : 
Imo. Youware my father too, and did relieve 
me, “4 400 
To see this gracious season. 
Cym. All o’erjoy’d, 
Save these in bonds: let them be joyful too, 
T'or they shall taste our comfort. 
Imo. f My good master, 
I will yet do you service, 
Happy be you! 


Inc. 
Cyn. ae forlorn soldier, that so nobly 
‘ought, 
He would have well becomed this place, and 
graced. 
The thankings of a king. 


Post. am, sir, 
The soldier that did company these three 
In poor beseeming; twas a fitment for 409 
The purpose I then follow’d. That I was he, 
Spea x, lachimo: I had you down and might 
ave made you finish. : 
Tach. (Kneeling) I am down again: 
But now my heavy conscience sinks my knee, 
‘As then your force did. Take that life, beseech 


you, 
which t so often owe: but your ring first; 
And here the bracelet of the truest princess 
That ever swore her faith. 

Post. Kneel not to me: 
‘The power that I have on you is to spare you; 
The malice towards you to forgive you : live, 
And deal with others better. 

yn. Nobly doom’d! 420 

We'll learn our freeness of a son-in-law ; 
Pardon’s the word to all. 

Ary. r You holp us, sir, 
As you did mean indeed to be our brother ; 
Joy’d are we that you are. 

Post. Your servant, princes. Good my lord 
Cc ut mies 1 

all forth your soothsayer: as I slept, - 

tuougte ry lept, me: 

‘Great Jupiter, upon his eagle back’d, 
appeand to me, with other spritely shows 
‘Of mine own kindred: when I waked, I found 
‘This label on my bosom; whose containing 
Is so from sense in hardness, that I can 43 
Make no collection of it: let him show 
-His skill in the construction. 


Ine. Read, and declare the meaning. 
Sooth. ee “When as a lion’s whelp 
shall, to. himself unknown, without seeking 
find, and be embraced by a piece of tender 
air; and when from a stately cedar shall be 
lopped branches, which, being dead many 
years, shall after revive, be jointed to the old 
stock, and freshly. grow; then shall Posthu- 
mus end his miseries, Britain be fortunate and 
flourish in peace and plenty.’ 
Thou, Leonatus, art the lion’s whelp ; 
The fit and apt construction of thy name, 
Being Leo-natus, doth import so much. 
[Lo Cymbeline] The piece of tender air, thy 
virtuous daughter, 
Which we call ‘mollis aer ;’ and ‘mollis aer’ 
We term it ‘mulier:’ which ‘mulier’ I divine 
Is this most constant wife; who, even now, 
Answering the letter of the oracle, d 450 
Unknown to you, unsought, were clipp’d about 
With this most tender air. > 
Cym. This hath some seeming. 
Sooth. The lofty cedar, royal Cymbeline, | 
Personates thee: and thy lopp’d branches point 
Thy two sons forth ; who, by Belarius stol’n, 
For many years thought dead, are now revived, 
To the majestic cedar join’d, whose issue 
Promises Britain peace and plenty. 
‘ym. 3 s Well; 
My peace we will begin, And, Caius Lucius, 
Although the victor, we submit to Cresar, 460 
‘And to the Roman empire; promising 
To pay our wonted tribute, from the which 
We were dissuaded by-our wicked queen ; 
Whom heavens, in justice, both on her and 


hers, 
Have laid most heavy hand. 
Sooth. The fingers of the powers above do 


tune 
The harmony of this peace. The vision 
Which I made known to Lucius, ere the 
stroke 
Of this yet scarce-cold battle, at this instant 
Is full accomplish’d ; forthe Roman eagle, 470 
From south to west on wing soaring aloft, 
Lessen’d herself, and in the beams o’ the sun 
So vanish’d: which foreshow’d our princely 


eagle, 
The imperial Caesar, should again unite 
His favour with the radiant Cymbeline, 
Winch shines here in the wees F 
MN. aud we tl g 

And let our crooked smokes climb to eke 
Ree car bles alinra Ba 

‘rom our blest altars. Publish we this 
To all our subjects. Set we forward rie 
A Roman and a British ensign wave 480 
Friendly together: so through Lud’s-town 


march: 

And in the temple of great Jupiter 

Our peace we’ll ratify ; seal it with feasts. 

Set on there! Never was a war did cease, 

Ere bloody hands were wash’d, with such a 
peace. [Eveunt. 
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PERICLES 


DRAMATIS PERSONAS 


Anrioonus, king of Antioch. 
PERICLES, prince of Tyre. 
HELICANUS, | tw, 

EsoaNes, J two lords of Tyre. 
SIMONIDES, king of Pentapolis. 
QuEON, governor of Tarsus, 
LystMACHUS, governor of Mytilene. 
CrrmMon, a lord of Ephesus. . 
THALIARD, a lord of Antioch. 
PHILEMON, servant to Cerimon. 
LEONINE, servant to Dionyza. 
Marshal. 

A Pandar. 

Bout, his servant. 


ACT IL. 
Enter GOWER. 
Before the palace of Antioch. 


‘To sing a song that old was sung, 

From ashes ancient Gower is come; 
‘Assuming man’s infirmities, 

To glad your ear, and please your eyes. 

It hath been sung at festivals, 

On ember-eves and holy-ales ;__ 

And lords and ladies in their lives 

Have read it for restoratives : 

The purchase is to make men glorious ; 
Et bonum quo antiquius, eo melius. 

Jf you, born in these latter times, 

‘When wit’s more ripe, accept my rhymes, 
And that to hear an old man sing 

May to your wishes pleasure bring, 

Life would wish, and that I might 
Waste it for you, like taper-light. 

This Antioch, then, Antiochus the Great 
Built up, this city, for his chiefest seat; 
The fairest in all Syria, 

I tell you what mine authors say: 

This king unto him took a fere, 

Who died and left a female heir, 

So buxom, blithe, and full of face, 

As heaven had lent her all his grace ; 
‘With whom the father liking took, 

And her to incest did provoke: 
Bad child; worse father! to entice his own 
To evil should be done by none: 
But custom what they did begin 
Was with long use account no sin. 
The beauty of this sinful dame 
Made many princes thither frame, 
To seek her as a bed-fellow, 
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20 


go. 


The Daughter of Antiochus. 

Dronyza, wife to Cleon. 

THAISA, daughter to Simonides. 
Mant, daughter to Pericles and Thaisa. 
LYcHORIDA, nurse to Marina. 

A Bawd. 


Lords, Knights, Gentlemen, Sailors, Pirates, 
Fishermen, and Messengers. 


DIANA. 
Gower, as Chorus. j 
ScENE: Dispersedly in various countries. } 





Which to prevent he made a law, | 
To keep her still, and men in awe, 

That whoso ask’d her for his wife, 

His riddle told not, lost his life: 

So for her many a wight did die, 

As yon grim looks do testify. 4o 
What now ensues, to the judgement of your 


eye i 5 
I give, my cause who best can justify. [Zait. 


Scene L Antioch. A room in the palace. 


Ente. ANTIOCHUS, PRINCE PERICLES, 
and followers. 


Ant. Young Pune of Tyre, you have at 
large receive: 
The danger of the task you undertake. 

Per, Ihave, Antiochus, and, with a soul 
Embolden’d with the glory of her praise, 
Think death no hazard in this enterprise. 

ate Bring in our daughter, clothed like a 

ride, 
For the embracements even of Jove himself ; 
At whose conception, till Lucina reign’d, 
Nature this dowry gave, to glad her presence, 
The senate-house of planets all did sit, 
To knit in her their best perfections. 


Music. Enter the Daughter of Antiochus. 


Per. See where she comes, apparell’d like 
the spring, 

Graces her subjects, and her thoughts the king 
Of every virtue gives renown to men! 
Her face the book of praises, where is read 
Nothing but curious pleasures, as from thence 
Sorrow were ever razed, and testy wrath 
Could never be her mild companion. 


10 





1038 





Sonne 1] 


That have inflamed desire in my breast 
To taste the fruit of yon celestial tree, 
Or die in the adventure, be my helps, 
Asam son and servant to your will, 
To compass such a boundless happiness! 
Ant. Prince Pericles,— f 
Per, That would be son to great Antiochus. 
‘Ant. Before thee stands this fair Hesperides, 
With golden fruit, but dangerous to be touch’d; 
For death-like dragons here affright thee hard : 
Her face, like heaven, enticeth thee to view 30 
Her countless glory, which desert must gain ; 
‘And which, without desert, because thine eye 
Paes to reach, all thy whole heap must 
die. 
Yon sometimes famous princes, like thyself, 
Drawn by report, adventurous by desire, 
Tell thee, with speechless tongues and sem- 
blance pale, | 
That without covering, save yon field of stars, 
Here they stand martyrs, slain in Cupid’s wars ; 
And with dead cheeks advise thee to desist 
For going on death’s net, whom none resist. 40 
Per. Antiochus, I'thank thee, who hat! 


paeee 4 i 
My frail mortality to know itself, 
And by those fearful objects to prepare 
This body, like to them, to what I must; 
For death remember'd should be like a mirror, 
Who tells us life’s but breath, to trust it error. 
T’ll make my will then, and, as sick men do 
Who know the world, see heayen, but, feeling 
woe, 
gape not at earthly joys as erst they did; 
So I bequeath a happy peace to you. 50 
And all good men, as every prince should do; 
My riches to the earth from whence they came ; 
But my unspotted fire of love to you. 
[Lo the daughter cf Antiochus. 

Thus ready for the way of life or death, 
I wait the sharpest blow, Antiochus. 

Ant. Scorning advice, read the conclusion, 


then: 
Which read and not expounded, ’tis decreed 
As these before thee thou thyself shalt bleed. 
Daugh. Of all say’d yet, mayst thou prove 
Prosperous Rares 
Of all say'd yet, I wish thee happiness ! 60 
ae ike a bold champion, I assume the 
ists, 
Nor ask advice of any other thought 
But faithfulness and courage. 
He reads the riddle. 
Tam no viper, yet I feed 
On mother's fiesh which did me breed. 
T sought a husband, in which labour 
I found that kindness in a father : 
He’s father, son, and husband mild; 
I mother, wife, and yet his child. 
How they may be, and yet in two, 
As you will live, resolve it you; 
Sharp physic is the fast: but, O you powers 
‘That give heaven countless eyes to view men’s 


20 


7° 


acts, 
Why cloud they not their sights 
If this be true, which makes me PaeoeaTie? 
Pair aiass of light, I loved you, and could still, 
Takes hold of the hand of the Princess. 
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Were not this felonious casket stored with ill: 
But I must tell you, now my thoughts revolt; 
For he’s no man on whom perfections wait 79 
That, knowing sin within, will touch the gate. 
You are a fair viol, and your sense the strings ; 
Who, finger’d to make man his Jawful music, 
Would draw heaven down, and all the gods, to 
hearken ; * 
But being rpiesic upon before your time, 
Hell only danceth at so harsh a chime. 
Good sooth, I care not for you. 
Ne Prince Pericles, touch not, upon thy 
ife, 
For that’s an article within our law, : 
As dangerous as therest. Your time’s expired: 
Either expound now, or receive your sentence, 
Per. Great King, ‘ or 
Few love to hear the sins they love to act; 
*T would braid yourself too near for me to tell it, 
Who has a book of all that monarchs do, 
He’s more secure to keep it shut than shown : 
For vice repeated is like the wandering wind, 
Blows dust in others’ eyes, to spread itself; 
And yet the end of all is bought thus dear, 
The breath is gone, and the sore eyes see clear 
To stop the air would hurt them. The blind 
mole casts > 
Copp’d hills towards heaven, to tell the earth is 
throng’d S 
By man’s oppression ; and the poor worm doth 
die for’t. . 
Kings are earth’s gods; in vice their law’s their 


And if Jove stray, who dares say Jove doth ill? 

It is enough you know; and it is fit, 

What being more known grows worse, to 
smother it. 

All love the womb that their first being bred, 

Then give my tongue like leave to love my 


head. 
Ant. [Aside] Heaven, that I had thy head! 
he has found the meaning: 
But I will gloze with hime voune prince of 


Tyre, 110 
Though by the tenour of our strict edict, 
Your exposition misinterpreting, 
We might proceed to cancel of your days ; 
Yet hope, succeeding from so fair a tree 
As your fair self, doth tune us otherwise : 
Forty days longer we do ite you; 
If by which time our secret be undone, 
This mercy shows we'll joy in such ason: . 
And until then your entertain shall be 
As doth befit our honour and your worth. 20 
[Exeunt all but Pericles. 
Per. How courtesy would seem to cover sin, 
When what is done is like an hypocrite, 
The which is good in nothing but in sight! 
If it be true that I interpret false, 
Then were it certain you were not so bad 
As with foul incest to abuse your soul ; 
Where now you're both a father anda son, 
By your untimely claspings with your child, 
Which pleasure fits an husband, not a father; 
And she an eater of her mother’s flesh, x3 
By the defiling of her parent's hed ; 
And both like serpents are, who though’ they 


teed 
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On sweetest flowers, yet they poison breed. 
Antioch, farewell! for wisdom sees, those men 
Blush not in actions blacker than the night, 
Waltenun no course to keep them from the 
ight. 
One sin, I know, another doth provoke ; 
Murder’s as near to lust as flame to smoke: 
Poison and treason are the hands of sin, 
ay and the targets, to put off the shame: 140 
Then, lest my life be cropp’d to keep you clear, 
By flight 1° shun the danger which I fen i 
ub. 


Re-enter ANTIOCHUS. 


Ant, He hath found the meaning, for which 
we mean 

To have his head. 3 
He must not live to trumpet forth my infamy, 
Nor tell the world Antiochus doth sin 
Insuchaloathed manner; | rl 
‘And therefore instantly this prince must die; 
For by his fall my honour must keep high. 
‘Who attends us there? 


Enter THALIARD. 
Thal. Doth your highness call? 150 
Ant. Thaliard, A 
You are of our chamber, and our mind pariakes 
Her private actions to your secrecy 5 
‘And for your faithfulness we will advance you. 
Thaliard, behold, here’s poison, and here’s 


old; 
We fae the prince of Tyre, and thou must kill 


m: 
It fits thee not to ask the reason why, 
Because we bid it. Say, is it done? 
Thal. My lord, 
Tis done. 4 
Ant. Enough. 160 


Enter a Messenger. 


Let your breath cool yourself, telling your haste. 
fess. My lord, prince Pericles is fled. [Eit. 

Ant. e As thou 

‘Wilt live, fly after: and like an arrow shot 

From a well-experienced archer hits the mark 

His eye doth level at, so thou ne’er return 

Unless thou say ‘Prince Pericles is dead.’ 
Thal. ay lord, 


Tf I can get him within my pistol’s length, 
I'll make him sure enough: so, farewell to 
* your highness, 
Ant. Thaliard, adieu! [zit Thal.] Till| 7 
Pericles be dead, 170 
My hearé can lend no succour to my head. __ 


ett. 


Scene I. Tyre. A room in the palace. 
Enter PERICLES. 


Per, (Lo Lords without] Let none disturb 
us.—Why should this change of thoughts, 
The sad companion, dull-eyed melancholy, 
Be my so a guest as not an hour, 
In the day’s glorious walk, or peaceful night, 
The-tomb where grief should sleep, can breed 


iet 
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Here pleasures court mine eyes, and mine eyes 
shun them, | t 53 _ 

‘And danger, which I fear’d, is at Antioch, 

Whose arm seems far too short to hit me here: 

Yet neither pleasure’s art can joy my spirits, 

Nor yet the other's distance comfort me. xo 

Then it is thus : the passions of the mind, 

That have their first conception by mis-dread, 

Have after-nourishment and life by care ; 

‘And what was first but fear what might be done, 

Grows elder now and cares it be not done, 

And so with me: the great Antiochus, 

*Gainst whom I am too little to contend, 

Since he’s so great can make his will his act, 

Will ets me speaking, though I swear to 
silence; , 

Nor boots it me to say I honour him, 20 

If he suspect I may dishonour him: | fi 

eae what may make him blush in being 
known, ae 

He'll stop the course by which it might be 


known ; 
With hostile forces he’ll o’erspread the land, 
And with the ostent of war will look so huge, 
Amazement shall drive courage from the state; 
Our men be yanquish’d ere they do resist, 
And subjects punish’d that ne'er thought 


offence : 

Which care of them, not pity of myself, 

Who am no more but as the tops of trees, __ 30 
Which fence the roots they grow by and defend 





them, 
Makes both my body pine and soul to languish, 
And punish that before that he would punish. 


Enter HELIOANDS, with other Lords. 
First Lord. Joy and all comfort in your 
sacred breast! 
Sec. Lord. And keep your mind, till you 
return to us, 
Peaceful and comfortable! 
Hel. Peace, peace, and give experience 


‘They do abuse the king t 
ey do abuse the king that flatter him : 
For flattery is the bellows blows up sin; 
The thing the which is flatter’d, but a spark, 40 
To poe that blast gives heat and stronger 
glowing; 
Whereas reproof, obedient and in order, 
Fits kings, as they are men, for they may err. 
When Signior Sooth here does proclaim a peace, 
He flatters you, makes war upon your life. 
Prince, pardon me, or strike me, if you please ; 
cannot be much lower than my kmecs. 
Per. All leave us else; but let your cares 
What ahgeping and what lad ' 
shipping and what lading’s in our haven, 
And then return to us. [Hxeunt Lords.] Heli- 
canus, thou 50 
Hast moved us: what seest thou in our looks? 
Hel. An angry brow, dread lord. 
Per. If there be such a dart in princes’ 
frowns, 
How durst thy tongue move anger to our face? 


Hel. How dare t * 
Eun he plants look up to heaven, 


They have their nourishment? 
itute”Digitzed by stag genn’st Thave power 








a ee 








Scene 11] 


To take thy life from thee. F 
Hel. [Kneeling] I have ground the axe my- 


self; 
Do you but strike the blow. ) f 
Per. Rise, prithee, rise, 
Sit down: thou art no flatterer ; 7 60 
I thank thee for it; and heaven forbid f 
That kings should Jet their ears hear their 
faults hid! ‘ 1 
Fit counsellor and servant for a prince, 
Who by thy wisdom makest a prince thy 


servant, 
What wouldst thou have me do? _ $e 
el. To bear with patience 
Such griefs as you yourself do lay upon yourself. 
Per, Thou speak’st like a physician, Heli- 
canus, _ 
That minister’st a potion unto me_ 
That thou wouldst tremble to receive thyself. 
Attend me, then: I went to Antioch, 72 
ayers Re thou know’st, against the face of 
eath, 
I sought the purchase of a glorious beauty, 
From whence an issue I might propagate, | 
+ Arearms to princes, and bring Joys to subjects. 
Her face was to mine eye beyond all wonder; 
The rest—hark in thine ear—as black as incest : 
iter by my knowledge found, the sinful 
ather 
Seem’d not to strike, but smooth: but thou 
_ know’st this, 
*Tis time to fear when tyrants seem to kiss. 
Which fear so grew in me, I hither fled, 
Under the covering of a careful night, 
Who seem’d my good protector; and, being 


80 


here, 
Bethought me what was past, what might 
succeed. 
I knew him tyrannous; and tyrants’ fears 
ecrease not, but grow faster than the years: 
And should he doubé it, as no doubt he doth, 
_ That I should open to the listening air 
How many worthy Britices bloods were shed, 
To keep his bed of blackness unlaid ope, 
To lop that doubt, he’ll fill this land with arms, 
And make pretence of wrong that I have done 


im. 
When all, for mine, if I may call offence, 
Must feel war’s blow, who spares not innocence: 
Which love to all, of which thyself art one, 
Wit moy, reprovest me for it,— 

¢ 


Nf Alas, sir! 
Per. Drew sleep) out of mine eyes, blood 
from my cheeks, 
Musings into my mind, with thousand doubts 
Tow 1 might stop this tempest ere it came ; 
And finding little comfort to relieve them, 
I thought it jae charity to grieve them. 100 
Hel. Well, my lord, since you have given 
me leave to speak, 
Freely will I speak. Antiochus you fear, 
And justly too, I think, you fear the tyrant, 
Who cither by public war or private treason 
Will take away your life. 
Therefore, my lord, fo travel for a while, 
Till that his rage and anger he forgot, 
Or till the Destinies do cut his thread of life. 
Your rule direct to any; if to me, 


Te! : 
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Day serves not light more faithful than I'll be. 
Per. Idonot doubt thy faith; . ep ITE 
But should he wrong my liberties in my 
absence? a 
Hel. We'll mingle our bloods together in 
the earth, fe 7 
From whence we had our being and our birth. 
Per. Tyre, I now look from thee then, and 
to Tarsus 
Intend my travel, where I’ll hear from thee; 
And by whose letters 1”ll dispose myself. 
The care I had and have of subjects’ good 
On thee I lay, whose wisdom’s strength can 


bear it. E ‘i 
T'll take thy word for faith, not ask thine oath: 
Who shuns not to break one will sure crack 
both: 121 
But in our orbs we’ll live so round and safe, 
That time of both this truth shall ne’er con- 


vince, r 
Thou show’dst a subject’s shine, I_a true 
prince. [Ezeunt. 


Scene I. Tyre. An ante-chamber in the 
palace. 


Enter THALIARD. 


Thal. So, this is Tyre, and this the court. 
Here must I kill King Pericles; and if I do it 
not, I am sure to be hanged at home: ’tis 
dangerous. Well, I perceive he was a wise 
fellow, and had good discretion, that, bein 
hid to ask what he would of the king, desire 
he might know none of his secrets: now do 
I see he had some reason for’t; for if a king 
bid a man be a villain, he’s bound by the in- 
denture of his oath to be one. Hush! here 
come the lords of Tyre. 10 


Enter HeLicanus and Escanes, with other 
Lords of Lyre. 


Hel. You shall not need, my fellow peers of 


yre, 
Further to question me of your king’s de- 
_ parture: E 
His seal’d commission, left in trust with me, 
Doth spose sufficiently he’s gone to travel. 
Thal. [Aside] How! the king gone! 
Hel. If further yet you will be satisfied, 
Why, as it were unlicensed of your loves, 
He would depart, I'll give some light unto you. 


Being at Antioch 
Thal. [Aside] What from Antioch? 
Hel. Royal Antiochus—on what cause I 
know not— 20 
Took some displeasure at him; at least he 


udged so: 

And doubting lest that he had err'd or sinn’d, 
‘Lo show his sorrow, he’ld correct himself ; 
So puts himself unto the shipman’s toil, 
With whom each minute threatens life or death. 

Thal. [Aside] Well, I perceive 
Ishall not be hang’d now, although I would ; 
But since he’s gone, ¢ the king’s seas must 


Please : 
He ’scaped the land, to perish at the sea. 
Pll present myself. Peace to the lords of 
30 
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Those palates who, not yet two summers 
ounger, 5 
Must have inventions to delight the taste, 40 
Would now be glad of bread, and beg for it: 
Those mothers who, to nousle up their babes, 
Thought nought too curious, are ready now 
To eat those little darlings whom they loved. 
So sharp are hunger’s teeth, that man and wife 
Draw lots who first shall die to lengthen life: 
Here stands a lord, and there a lady weeping; 
Here many sink, yet those which see them fall 
Have scarce strength left to give them burial. 
Is not this true? 50 
Dio. Our cheeks and hollow eyes do wit- 


Hel. Lord Thaliard from Antiochus is wel- 

















come. 
Thal. FromhimIcome_ 
With message unto princely Pericles ; 
But since my landing I have understood 
Your lord tea betook himself to unknown 
travels, . 
My message must return from whence it came. 
‘Hel. We have no reason to desire it, 
Commended to our master, not to us: 
Yet, ere you shall depart, this we desire, 39 
As friends to Antioch, we may feast in Tyre. 
[Exewnt. 


Scene LV. Tarsus. A room in the 
Governor's house. 


Enter CLEON, the governor of Tarsus, with 
Dionyza, and others. 


Cle, My Dionyza, shall we rest_us here, 

And b relating tales of others’ griefs, 

See if ‘twill teach us to forget our own? ; 
Dio. That were to blow at fire in hope to 

quench it; i 

For who digs hills because they do aspire _ 

Throws down one mountain to cast up a higher. 

O my distressed lord, even such our griefs are; 

Here they’re but felt, and seen with mischief’s 


eyes, 
But jike to groves, being topp’d, they higher 


rise. 

Cle. O Dionyza, x 10 
Who wanteth food, and will not say he wantsit, 
Or can conceal his hunger till he famish? 

Our tongues and sorrows do sound deep 

Our woes into the air; our eyes do weep, 

Till tongues fetch breath that may proclaim 
them louder; 

That, if heaven slumber while their creatures 


ness it. ” Fr 
Cle. 0, let those cities that of plenty’s cup 
And her prosperities so largely taste, 
With their superfluous riots, hear these tears! 
The misery of ‘Tarsus may be theirs. 


Enter a Lord. 


Lord. Where’s the lord governor? 
Cle. Here. rs i . 
Speak out thy sorrows which thou bring’st in 
haste, 
For comfort is too far for us to expect. 
Lord. Wehave descried, upon our neighbour- 
ing shore, 60 
A portly sail of ships make hitherward. 
le. Ithoughtas much. | 
One sorrow never comes but brings an heir, 
That may succeed as his inheritor; : 
And so in ours: some neighbouring nation, 
Taking advantage of our misery, 
Hath stuff’d these hollow vessels with their 


power, 

To beat us down, the which are down already ; 

And make a conquest of unhappy me, 

Whereas no glory’s got to overcome. 79 
Lord. That’s the least fear; for, by the 


semblance 
Of their white flags display’d, they bring us . 
ace, 
And come to us as favourers, not as foes. 
Cle. Thou speak’st like him’s untutor’d to 


want, 
They may awake their helps to comfort them. 
I'll then discourse our woes, felt several years 
And wanting breath to speak help me with 


tears. 
Dio. I'll do my best, sir. 20 
Cle. This Tarsus, o’er which I have the 
government, 
A city on whom plenty held full hand, 
For riches strew’d herself even in the streets ; 
Wa kaverst bore heads so high they kiss’d 
he clou 
And strangers ne’er beheld but wonder'd at; 
Whose men and dames so jetted and adorn’d, 
Like one another's glass to trim them by : 
Their tables were stored full, to glad the sight, 


Tepeat: 
Who makes the fairest show means most deceit. 
But bring they what they will and what they 


can, 
What need we fear? 


any 4 round ’s the lowest, and we are half way 
Te. 

Go tell their general we attend him here, 

To know for what he comes, and whence he 


And not so much to feed on as delight; And-what ‘he craves. sa 
Ainexerty pra scorn’d, el pride so great, 30} Jord. I go, my lord. Exit. 
name of help grew odious to repeat. Cle. i i ence 
Dio. _O,’tis too true. a Sono anes on ape ee 


Cle. But see what heaven can do! By this 
our change, 
These mouths, who but of late, earth, sea, and 


alr, 
Were all too little to content and please, 
eachousl they gave their creatures in abun- 
jane 


If wars, we are unable to resist, 


Enter PERICLES with Attendants. 

Per. Lord governor, for so we hear you are, 
Let not our ships and number of our men 
Be like a beacon fired to amaze your eyes. 


ce, We have heard your miseri ub 
As houses are defiled for want of use, And seen the declaton@heon eee 


They are now Starved SOR HHH RESEARCh InstAlRe COREA Cenanyote your tears, 9° 








Scenu iv] 


But to relieve them of their heavy load; _ 
‘And these our ships, you happily may think 
‘Are like the Trojan horse was stuff?d within 
With bloody veins, expecting overthrow, 
Are stored with corn to make your needy bread, 
‘And give them life whom hunger starved halt 
dead. 
All. The gods of Greece protect you! 
And we'll pray foryou. | f 
en, Arise, I pray you, rise : 
We do not look for reverence, but for love, 99 
And harbourage for ourself, ourships, and men. 
Cle. The which when any shall not gratify, 
Or pay you with unthankfulness in thought, 
Be it our wives, our children, or ourselves, 
The curse of heaven and men succeed their 


evils! 
Till when,—the which I hope shall ne’er be 
seen,— 
Your grace is welcome to our town and us. 
Per. Which welcome we'll accept; feast 
here awhile, 
Until our stars that frown lend us a smile. 
[2aeunt. 


ACT IL. 
Enter GowER. 


Gow, Here have you seen a mighty king 
His child, I wis, to incest bring; 
A better prince and benign Jord, 
That will prove awful both in deed and word. 
Be quiet then as men should be, 
Till he hath pass’d necessity. 
I'll show you those in troubles reign, 
Losing a mite, a mountain gain. 
The good in conversation, 
To whom I give my benison, 10 
Ts still at Tarsus, where each man 
Thinks all is writ he speken can; 
And, to remember what he does, 
Build his statue to make him glorious: 
But tidings to the contrary 
Are brought your cyes; what need speak I? 


Dus SHow. 


Enter at one door Perioves talking with 
CiLEON; all the train with them. Enter at 
another door_a Gentleman, with @ letter to 
PERICLES; PERICLES shows the letter to 
CLEON; gives the Messenger a reward, and 
ners im. Exit PERICLES at one door, 
and CLEON at another. 


Good Helicane, that stay’d at home 
a Golge et Boney like pidrone ; 
n others’ labours; for though he strive 
To killen ta keep good alive 7 20 
And to fulfil his prince’ desire, 
Sends word of all that haps in Tyre: 
How Thaliard came full bent with sin 
And had intent to murder him; 
And that in ‘Tarsus was not best 
Ponger for him to make his rest. 
He, doing so, put forth to seas, 
‘Where when men been, there’s seldom ease ; 
For now the wind begins to blow; 


CC-0 Kashmir Research Institute. Digitzed by eGangotri 


PERICLES 


1043 


Thunder above and deeps below 30 
Make such unquiet, that the ship : 
Should house him safe is wreck and split ; 
And he, good prince, having all lost, 

By waves from coast to coast is tost: 

‘All perishen of man, of pelf, 

Ne aught eseapen but himself ; 

Till fortune, tired with doing bad, 

Threw him ashore, to give him glad: 

And here he comes. What shall be next, 
Pardon old Gower,—this longs the text de 

“eit. 


Scene I. Pentapolis. An open place by the 
sea-side. 


Enter PERICLES, wet. 


Per. Yet cease your ire, you angry stars of 
heaven! 
Wind, rain, and thunder, remember, earthly 


man 
Ts but a substance that must yield to you; 
And I, as fits my nature, do obey you: 
Alas, the sea hath cast me on the rocks, 
Wash’d me from shore to shore, and left me 


breat' 
Nothing to think on but ensuing death: 
Let it suffice the greatness of yor powers 
To have bereft a prince of all his fortunes ; 
And having thrown him from your watery 


grave, fj 10 
Here to have death in peace is all he’ll crave. 


Enter three Fishermen. 


First Fish. What, ho, Pilch! 

Ree Fish. Ha, come and bring away the 
nets! 

First Fish. What, Patch-breech, T say! 

Lhird Fish. What say you, master? 

First Fish. Took how thou stirrest_ now! 
come away, or I’ll fetch thee with a wanion, 

Third Fish. Faith, master, I am thinking 
of the poor men that were cast away before us 
even now. j 20 

First Fish. Alas, poor souls, it grieved my 
heart to hear what pit:ful cries they made to us 
to help them, when, well-a-day, we could scarce 
help ourselves. 

hird Fish. Nay, master, said not las much 

when I saw the porpus how he bounced and 
tumbled? they say they’re half fish, half flesh; 
a plague on them, they ne’er come but I look 
to be washed. Master, I marvel how the fishes 
live in the sea. 30 

First Fish. Why, as men do a-land; the 
great ones eat up the little ones: I can compare 
our rich misers to nothing so fitly as to a 
whale ‘ a plays and tumbles, driving the poor 
fry before him, and at last devours them all at 
a mouthful: such whales have I heard on o’ the 
land, who never leaye gaping till they’ve swal- 
fas ie, whole parish, church, steeple, bells, 
and all. 

Per. [Aside] A pretty moral. 

Third Fish. But, master, if I had been the 
sexton, I would have been that day in the 
belfry. 40 
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Sec, Fish. Why, man? 

Third Fish. Because he should have swal- 
lowed me too: and when I had been in his 
belly, I would have kept such a jangling of the 
bells, that he should never have left, till he cast 
bells, steeple, church, and parish, up again. 
But if the good King Simonides were of my 


amind,— hua 

Per. [Aside] Simonides! 49 

Third Fish, We would purge the land of 
‘these drones, that rob the bee of her honey. 

Here [Aside] How from the finny subject of 

the sea 
These fishers tell the infirmities of men; 
And from their watery empire recollect 
All that may men approve or men detect! 
Peace be at your labour, honest fishermen. 

Sec. Fish. Honest! good fellow, what’s that? 
If it be a day fits you, tsearch out of the 
calendar, and nobody look after it. 

Per. May see the sea hath cast upon your 


coast. 

Sec. Fish. What a drunken knave was the 
sea to cast thee in our way! 

Per, An man whom both the waters and the 

wind, 
In that vast tennis-court, have made the ball 
Jor them to play upon, entreats you pity him; 
He asks of you, that never used to beg. 

First Fish. No, friend, cannot you beg? 
Here’s them in our country of Greece gets more 
with begging than we can do with working. 

Sec. Fish. Canst thou catch any fishes, then 7 

Per. J never practised it. . 71 

Sec. Fish, Nay, then thou wilt starve, sure ; 
for here’s nothing to be got now-a-days, unless 
thou canst fish for’t. 

Bee What I have been I have forgot to 

KNOW ; 
But what I am, want teaches me to think on: 
A man throng’d up with cold: my yeins are 


chill, 
And have no more of life than may suffice 
To give my tongue that heat to Ane your help; 
Which if you shall refuse, when I am dead, 80 
For that I am a man, pray see me buried. 

First Fish. Die quoth-a? Now gods forbid! 
Ihave a gown here; come, putiton; keep thee 
warm. Now, afore me, a handsome fellow ! 
Come, thou shalt go home, and we'll have flesh 
for holidays, fish or fasting-days, and moreo’er 
puddings and flap-jacks, and thou shalt be wel- 
come. 

Per, I thank you, sir. 

Sec. Fish. Hark you, my friend; you said 
you could not beg. 90 

Per, I did but crave. 

Sec. Fish. But crave! Then I’ll turn craver 
too, and so I shall ’scape whipping. 

Per. Why, are all your beggars whipped, 

en 


., Sec. Fish. O, not all, my friend, not all; for 
if all your beggars were whipped, T would wish 
no better office than to be beadle. But, master, 
I'll go draw up the net. 

a mw iach Ca Re Fisherman. 
er. 8 ow well this honest mirth 
becomes their labour ! 
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First Fish. Hark you, sir, do you know 
Where yes ard Ai yor 

er. Not well. fs 

First Fish. Why, Ill tellyou: this is called 
Pentapolis, and our king the good Simonides 

Per. The good King Simonides, do you call 
him? 

First Fish. Ay, sir; and he deserves so to 
be called for his peaceable reign and good 
government. és z . 

er. He is a happy king, since he gains 
from his subjects the name of good by his 
government. How far is his court distant 
from this shore? F aut 

First Fish. Marry, sir, half a day’s journey : 
and Ill tell you, he hath a fair daughter, and 
to-morrow is her birth-day; and_ there are 
princes and knights come from all parts of 
the world to just and tourney for her love. 

‘er, Were my fortunes equal to my desires, 
I could wish to make one there. 

First Fish. O, sir, things must be as they 
may; and what a man cannot get, he may 
lawfully deal for—t his wife’s soul. 121 


Re-enter Second and Third Fishermen, 
drawing up @ net. 


Sec. Fish. Help, master, help! here ’s a fish 
hangs in the net, like a poor man’s right in 
the law; twill hardly come out. Hal bots 
on’t, ’tis come at last, and ’tis turned toa 
rusty armour. ; 
Per. An armour, friends! I pray you, let 
me see it. 
Thanks, fortune, yet, that, after all my crosses, 
Thou pivest me somewhat to repair myself ; 
And though it was mine own, part of my 
heritage, 
Which my dead father did bequeath to me, 130 
With this strict charge, even as he left his ife, 
F Keep it, my Pericles ; it hath been a shield 
RL me and death;’—and pointed to this 
race ;— 
‘For that it saved me, keep it; in like 
necessity— 
The which the gods protect thee from !—may 
defend thee.” 
Tt Kept where I kept, I so dearly loved it; 
Till the rough seas, that spare not any man, 
Took it in rage, though calm’d have given’t 
again : 
I thank thee for’t: my shipwreck now’s no ill, 
Since I have here my father's gift in’s will. 140 
Birst Fish. What mean you, sir? 
Per. To beg of you, kind friends, this coat 
of worth, — 
For it was sometime target to a king; 
I know it by this mark. “ He loved me dearly, 
And for his sake I wish the having of tt; 
And that you’ld guide me to your sovereign’s 


court, 
Where with it I may appear a gentleman ; 
And if that ever my low fortune ’s better, 
Til Pi, your bounties; till then rest your 
ebtor. 


a inst Fish, Why, wilt thou tourney for the 
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Scene 1] 
Per. I'll show the virtue I have borne in 


arms. 

First Fish. Why, do’e take it, and the gods 
give thee good on’t! ; 

Sec. Fish. Ay, but hark you, my friend; 
“twas we that made up this garment through 
the rough seams of the waters: there are 
certain condolements, certain vails. I hope, 
sir, if you thrive, you ‘Il remember from whence 
you had it. a 

Per. Believe’t, I will. 5 
By your furtherance I am clothed in steel; 160 
And, spite of all the rapture of the sea, 

This jewel holds his building on ie arm: 
Unto thy value I will mount myself 
Upon a courser, whose delightful steps 
Shall make the gazer joy to sce him tread. 
Only, my friend, I yet am unprovided 

Of a pair of bases, : 

Sec. Wish. We'll sure provide: thou shalt 
have my best gown to make thee a pair; and 
I'll bring thee to the court myself. 170 

Per, Then honour be but a goal to my 


will, 
This day Ill rise, or else add ill to ill. [Zxewnt. 


Scene II. Zhe same. A public way or plat- 
Sorm leading to the lists. A pavilion by 
the side of it for the reception of the King, 
Princess, Lords, cc. 


Enter Stwontors, Tuatsa, Lords, and 
Attendants. 


Sim. Are the knights ready to begin the 
triumph? 
First Lord. They are, my liege; 
And stay Py Ouk coming to present themselves. 
Stim. Return them, we are ready; and our 
daughter, 
In honour of whose birth these triumphs are, 
Sits here, like beauty’s child, whom nature gat 
For men to see, and seeing wonder at. 
: [Exit a Lord. 
That. Tt pleaseth you, my royal father, to 
express 
Ly commendations great, whose merit’s less. 
Sim, It’s fit it should be so; for princes are 
A model, which heaven makes like to itself: x1 
As jewels lose their glory if neglected, 
So princes their renowns if not respected. 
Tis now your honour, daughter, to explain 
The labour of each knight in his device. 
Thai. Which, to preserve mine honour, I’ll 
perform. 


Finter a Knight; he passes over, and his 
Squire presents his shield to the Princess, 


a Wino is the first that doth prefer him- 
St 


el 
L es ie A knight of Sparta, my renowned 
ry 
And the device be bears upon his shield 
Is a black Ethiope reaching at the aun 5 20 


The word, ‘Lux tua vita mihi,’ 


Sim. He loves you well that holds his ‘life 
of you. 


(The Second Knight passes over. 
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Thai. A prince of Macedon, my royal father; 
And the device he bears upon his shield 
Ts an arm’d knight that’s conquer’d by a lady ; 
The motto thus, in Spanish, ‘Piu por dulzura 
que por fuerza.’ 
(Lhe Third Knight passes over. 
Sim. And what’s the third? 


Thai. The third of Antioch ; 
And his device, a wreath of chivalry ; 
The word, ‘Me pompze provexit apex.’ 30 


(Lhe Fourth Knight passes over. 
Sim. What is the fourth? i 
Thai. A burning torch that’s turned upside 


own; ae 

oe word, ‘Quod me alit, me extinguit.’ 

Sim. 

power and will, ‘ . 

Which can as well inflame as it can kill. 

[The Fifth Knight passes over. 

ees F The fifth, an hand environed with 

lou 


clouds, 
Holding out gold that’s by the touchstone 


ried ; 
The motto thus, ‘Sic spectanda fides.’ 

[The Siath Knight, Pericles, passes over. 
Sim. And what’s R : 
The eae and last, the which the knight him- 

se 40 
With such a graceful courtesy deliver'd? ‘ 
Thai. He seems to be a stranger; bué his 
present is 
A wither'd branch, that’s only green at top; 
The motto, ‘In hae spe vivo.” 
Sim. A pretty moral; 
From the dejected state wherein he is, 3 
He hopes by you his fortunes yet may flourish. 
trst Lord. He had need mean better than 
his outward show 
Can any way speak in his just commend; 
For by his rusty outside he appears 50 
To have practised more the whipstock than the 
lance. 
Sec. Lord. He well may be a stranger, for 
he comes 
To an honour’d triumph strangely furnished. 
Third Lord. And on set purpose let his 
armour rust 
Until this day, to scour it in the dust. 
Sim. Opinion’s but a fool, that makes us 


scan 
The outward habit by the inward man. 
But stay, the knights are coming: we will 
fe pride [ 
nto the gallery. Exeunt. 
[Great shouts within, and all ery ‘The 
mean knight!’ 


Sonne I. The same. A hall of state: 
a banquet prepared. 


Enter Smmontpes, THarsa, Lords, Attend- 
ants, and Knights, from tilting. 

Sim. Knights, 

'o say you’re welcome were superfluous, 
To place upon the volume of your deeds, 
As in a tit] orpage, your worth in arms, 
Were more than you expect, or more than’s fit, 
éBengotnimends itself. 


Which shows that beauty hath his 
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Prepare for mirth, for mirth becomes a feast : 
You are princes and any guests 
Thai, But you, my knight and guest ; 
To whom this wreath of victory I give, 
‘And crown you king of this day’s happiness. 
Per. °Tis more ‘by fortune, lady, than by 


merit. ; i 
Sim. Gall it by what you will, the day is 
is none that envies it. 


ypursi 

And here, I hope, : 

Tn framing an artist, art hath thus decreed, 

To make some good, but others to exceed; 

‘And you are her labourd scholar. Come, 
queen o’ the feast,— 

For, daughter, so you are,—here take your 


10 


place; 4 
Marshal the rest, as they deserve their grace. 
Knights, We are honourd much by good 


Simonides. 20 
Sim. Your presence glads our days: honour 
we love; 
For who hates honour hates the gods above. 
‘Marshal. Sir, yonder is your place. 
Per. Some other is more fit. 
First Knight. Contend not, sir; for we are 
gentlemen 


That neither in our hearts nor outward eyes 
Envy the great nor do the low despise. 


Per. Youware right courteous knights. 
Sim. Sit, sir, sit. 
Per. By Jove, I wonder, that is ‘king of 


thoughts, | 
These cates resist me, she but thought upon. 
Thai. By Juno, that is queen of marriage, 
All yiands that I eat do seem unsavoury, _ 3 
Wishing him my meat. Sure, he’s a gallant 
gentleman. 
Sim. He’s but a country gentleman ; 
Has done no more than other knights have 


done; 
Has broken a staff or so; so let it pass. 
HG To me he seems like diamond to 
glass. 
Per, Yon king’s to me like to my father’s 
picture, 2 
Which tells me in that glory once he was; 
Had princes sit, like stars, about his throne, 
‘And he the sun, for them to reverence ; 40 
None that beheld him, but, like lesser lights, 
Did vail their crowns to his supremacy: 
‘Where mows son’s like a glow-worm in the 
night 
The which hath fire in darkness, none in light: 
Whereby I see that Time’s the king of men, 
He’s both their parent, and he is their grave, 
‘And gives them what he will, not what they 
crave. 
Sim. What, are you merry, knights? 
Knights. Who can be other in this royal 


presence? 
Sim. Here, with a cup that’s stored unto 
the brim,— 50 
As you do exe to your mistress’ lips,— 
Wis chp ue ETE Oa enth 
nights, eu our grace. 
Sim. Yet awhile : Sea: 


Yon knight 
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[Act 1 


Had not a show might countervail his worth. 
Note it not you, Thaisa? oa 

Thai. Seay What is it 

me, father ? 

* im. ae O, attend, my daughter: 
Princes in this should live like gods above, 
Who freely give to every one that comes 
To honour them : ‘ 
And princes not doing so are like to gnats, 
Which make a sound, but kill’d are wonder’ 


60 


at. 
Therefore to make his entrance more sweet, | 
Here, sy we drink this standing-bowl of wine 
to him. 
Thai. Alas, my father, it befits not me 
Unto a stranger knight to be so bold: 
He may my proffer take for an offence, 
Since men take women’s gifts for impudence. 
Sim. How! 70° 
Do as I bid you, or you’ll move me else. 
Thai. {Aside] Now, by the gods, he could 
not please me better. 
Sim. And furthermore 
to know of him, 
Of whence he is, his name and parentage. 
Thai. The king my father, sir, has drunk 


to you. 
Per. I thank him. 
ates Wishing it so much blood unto your 
ife. 
Per. I thank both him and you, and pledge 


him freely. 
Thai. And further he desires to know of 


tell him, we desire 


you, 
Of whence you are, your name and parentage. 
Per. A gentleman of Tyre; my name, 
Pericles; 8r 
My education been in arts and arms; 
Who, looking for adventures in the world, 
Was by the rough seas reft of ships and men, 
And after shipwreck driven upon this-shore. 
Thai. He thanks your grace; names himself 
Pericles, z 
A gentleman of Tyre, 
Who only by misfortune of the seas 
Bereft of ships and men, cast on this shore. 
Sim. Now, by the gods, I pity his mis- 
fortune, z 
And will awake him from his melancholy. 
Come, gentlemen, we sit too long on trifles, 
And waste the time, which looks for other 
revels. 
Even in your armours, as you are address’d, 
Will very well become a soldier’s dance. 
I will not have excuse, with saying this 
Loud music is too harsh for ladies’ heads, 
Since they love men in arms as ug? as beds. 
_ he Knights dance. 
So, this was well ask’d, ’twas so well perform’. 
ome, Sir; 100 
Here is a lady that wants breathing too: 
And I have heard, you knights of Tyre 
Are excellent in making ladies trip ; 
‘And that their measures are as excellent. 
Eas Ree that practise them they are, 
lord. 


loth si nelancholy, Sim: > 
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Scenu 1] 


Of your fair courtesy. 
[The Knights and Ladies dance. 
nelasp, unclasp : 
Thanks, gentlemen, to all; all have done well, 
[Zo Per.] But you the best. Pages and lights, 
to conduct a 4 
These knights unto their several lodgings! [Zo 
Per.)| Yours, sir, 110 
We have given order to be next our own. 

Per. Lam at your grace’s pleasure. 

Sim. Princes, it is too late to talk of love; 
And that’s the mark I know you level at: 
Therefore each one betake him to his rest ; 
To-morrow all for speeding do their best. 

[Zaeunt. 


ScENE IV. Tyre. A room in the 
Governors house. 


Enter Henicanus and EScANES. 


Hel. No, Uscanes, know this of me, 
Antiochus from incest lived not free: 
For Auch, the most high gods not minding 

longer 

To withhoid the vengeance that they had in store, 
Due to this heinous capital offence, 
Even in the height and pride of all his glory, 
When he was seated in a chariot 
Of an inestimable value, and his daughter with 

him, 
A fire from heaven came and shrivell’d up 
Their bodies, even to loathing; for they so 

stunk, 10 
That all those eyes adored them ere their fall 
Scorn now their hand should give them burial. 

Esca. *Twas very strange. 

Hel. | And yet but justice; for though 
This king were great, his greatness was no 


guar 
To bar heaven’s shaft, but sin had his reward. 
Esca. °Tis very true. 


Enter two or three Lords. 


First Lord, See, not a man in private 
conference 
Or council has respect with him but he. 
Sec. Lord. It shall no longer grieve without 


reproof. 
Third Lord. And cursed be he that will not 
second it. 20 
First Lord. Follow me, then. Lord Heli- 
cane, a word. 
Hel. With me? and welcome: happy day, 
my lords, 
First Lord, Know that our griefs are risen 
to the top, 
And now at length they overflow their banks. 
Hel. Your griefs! for what? wrong not your 
prince you love. 
Furst Lord. Wrong not yourself, then, 
noble Helicane ; 
But if the prince do live, let us salute him, 
ir a what ground’s made happy by his 
reath, 


If in the world he live, well seek him out; 


If in his grave he rest, we'll find h 5 
And be resolved he lives to Botan tn a 2 
Or dead, give’s cause to mourn his fyneral 
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And leave us to our free election. 
Sec. Lord. Whose death indeed’s the 
strongest in our censure: _ 
And knowing this kingdom is without a head,— 
Like goodly buildings left without a roof 
Soon fall to ruin,—your noble self, 3 
That best know how to rule and how to reign, 
We thus submit unto,—our sovereign. 
All. Live, noble Helicane! 40 
Hel, For honour’s cause, forbear your sut- 
frages : j F 
If that you love Prince Pericles, forbear. 
Take I your wish, I leap into the seas, 
Where’s hourly trouble for a minute’s ease. 
A twelvemonth longer, let me entreat you to 
Forbear the absence of your king ; 
If in which time expired, he not return, 
I shall with aged patience bear your yoke. 
But if I cannot win you to this love, 
Go search like nobles, like noble subjects, 50 
And in your search spend your adventurous 
worth ; 
Whom if you find, and win unto return, 
You shall like diamonds sit about his crown. | 
First Lord. To wisdom he’s a fool that will 
not yield ; et, 
And since Lord Helicane enjoineth us, 
We with our travels will endeavour us. 
Hel. Then you love us, we you, and we'll 
clasp hands: 
When peers thus knit, a kingdom ever stands. 
[Eceunt. 


ScENE V. Pentapolis. A room in the palace. 


Enter SIMONIDES, reading a letter, at one 
door: the Knights meet him. 


First Knight. Good morrow to the good 
Simonides. 
Sim. Knights, from my daughter this I let 
you know, 
That for this twelyemonth she’ll not undertake 
A married life. 
Her reason to herself is only known, 
Which yet from her by no means can I get. 
Sec. Hnight. May we not get access to her, 
my lor 
Sim. Faith, by no means; she hath so 
strictly tied ate 
Her to her chamber, that ’tis impossible. 
pa rele moons more she’ll wear Diana’s 
livery ; 
This by thie eye of Cynthia hath she vow’d, 
And on her hee honour will not break it. 
Third Knight. Loath to bid farewell, we 


take our leaves. [Eveunt Knights, 
Sim. So, 
They ae well dispatch’d ; now to my daughter's 
letter: 
She ee pee here, she'll wed the stranger 
cnight, 


Or never more to view nor day nor light. 

Tis well, mistress; your choice agrees with 
mine; 

Tlike that well: nay, how absolute she’s in’t, 

Not minding whether I dislike or no! 20 

Well, Ido commend per elioice: 3 

é HeceReey eCaltgatd clays 
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Soft! here he comes: I must dissemble it. 


Enter PERICLES. 
. Per, All fortune to the good Simonides! 
Ein fo you as much, ‘ari Iam beholding 
to you 
For coh sweet music this last night: I do 
Protest my ears were never better fed 
With such delightful pleasing harmony. 
Per. It is your grace’s pleasure to com- 
mend; 
Not my desert. 2h 
Sim. Sir, you are music’s master. 30 
‘Per. The worst of all her scholars, my good 


lord. 
Sim. Let me ask you one thing: | 
What do you think of my daughter, sir? 
Per. n most virtuous princess. 
‘Sim. And she is fair too, is she not? 
Per, As a fair day in summer, wondrous 
fair. 
Sim. Sir, my daughter thinks very well of 
you; 
Ay, so well, that you must be her master, 
And she will be your scholar: therefore look to 
it. 
- Per. Iam unworthy for her schoolmaster. 
Sim. She thinks not so; peruse this writing 


else. i 4r 
Per. [Aside] What’s here? 
A letter, that she loves the knight of Tyre! 
Tis the king’s subtilty to have my life. 
O, seek not to entrap me, gracious lord, 
‘A stranger and distressed gentleman, 
That never aim’d so high to love your daughter, 
But bent all offices to honour her. 
Sim. Thou hast bewitch’d my daughter, and |- 
thou art 
A villain. 50 
Per. By the gods, I have not: 
Never did thought of mine levy offence; 
Nor never did my actions yet commence 
‘A deed might gain her love or your displeasure. 
Sim. Traitor, thou liest. 
Per. Traitor! 
Sim. Abarth Ay, traitor. 
Per. Even in his throat—unless it be the 


Foalame ta 

That calls me traitor, I return the lie. 

Sim. [Aside] Now, by the gods, I do 
applaud his courage. 

Per. My actions are as noble as my thoughts, 
That never relish’d of a base descent. 60 
I came unto your court for honour’s cause, 
And not to be a rebel to her state; 

‘And he that otherwise accounts of me, 
This sword shall prove he’s honour’s enemy. 

Sim. No? 

Here comes my daughter, she can witness it. 


Enter THAISA. 


Per. Then, as you are as virtuous as fair, 
Resolve your angry father, if my tongue 
Did eer solicit, or my hand subscribe 
To any syllable that made love to you. 7o 
Thai. Why, sir, say if you had,. 
Who takes offence at that would make me 
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Sim. Yea, mistress, are you so peremptory ? 

Aside] Iam glad on’t with all my heart.— 

il tame you; L’ll bring you in subjection. 
Will you, not having my consent, 
Bestow your love aug ony affections 
Upon a stranger? [Aside] who, for aught I 

know, 

May be, nor can I think the contrary, 
‘As great in blood as I myself.—. 
‘Therefore hear you, mistress ; either frame 
Your will to mine,—and you, sir, hear you, 
Either be ruled by me, or I will make you— 
Man and wife : ry 
Nay, come, your hands and lips must seal it 


too: 
And being join’d, I’ll thus your hopes destroy ; 
‘And for a further grief,—God give you joy !|— 
What, are you both pleased ? P 
Thai. Yes, if you love me, sir. 
Per. Even as my life my blood that fos- 


ters it. 
Sim. What, are you both agreed? 90 
Both. Yes, if it please your majesty. | 
Sim. It pleaseth me so well, that I will see 
you wed; 
And then with what haste you can get you to 
bed. [Zeewnt. 


ACT III. 
Enter GOWER. 


Gow. Now sleep yslaked hath the rout; 
No din but snores the house about, 
Made louder by the o’er-fed breast 
Of this most pompous marriage-feast. 
The cat, with eyne of burning coal, 
Now couches fore the mouse’s hole ; 
nd crickets sing at the oven’s mouth, 
er the blither for their drouth. 
Hymen hath brought the bride to bed, 
Where, by the loss of maidenhead, 10 
A babe is moulded. Be attent, 
And time that is so briefly spent 
With yout fine fancies guaintly eche: 
What’s dumb in show Ill plain with speech. 


Dox Sxow. 

Enter, PERICLES and SIMONIDES, at one 
door, with Attendants; a Messenger meets 
them, kneels, and gives PERICLES a letter: 
PERICLES shows i+ SIMONIDES; the Lords 
kneel to him. Then enter THAISA with 
child, with LycHORIDA a nurse. The KING 
shows her the letter ; she rejoices: she and 
PerioLes take leave of her father, and 
depart with LycHormA and their At- 
pena Then exeunt SIMONIDES and the 
rest, 

By many a dern and painful perch 
Of Pericles the careful eearcis 
By the four opposing coigns 
hich the world together joins, 
Is made with all due diligence 
That horse and sail and high expense 20 
Can stead the quest. At last from Tyre, 
Tame Suswering. the most strange inquire, 


ituike thignsed of/leGasguimides 








ae 


Sonne 1] 


Are letters brought, the tenour these: 

Antiochus and his daughter dead ; 

The men of Tyrus on the head 

Of Helicanus would set on _ 

The crown of Tyre, but he will none: 

The mutiny he there hastes t’ oppress ; 
* Says to ’em, if King Pericles 

Come not home in twice six moons, 

He, obedient to their dooms, ¢ 

Will take the crown. ‘The sum of this, 

Brought hither to Pentapolis, 

Y-ravished the regions round, 

And every one with claps can sound, 

‘Our Relmanpareny isa king! Sore 

Who dream’d, who thought of such a thing? 

Brief, he must hence depart to Tyre: 

His queen with child makes her desire— 

Which who shall cross ?—along to go: 

Omit we all their dole and woe: 

Lychorida, her nurse, she takes, 

And so to sea. Their vessel shakes 

On Neptune’s billow ; half the flood 

Hath their keel cut: but fortune’s mood 

Varies again ; the grisled north 

isgorges such a tempest forth, 

That, as a duck for lite that dives, 

So up and down the poor ship drives: 

The lady shricks, and well-a-near 

Does fall in travail with her fear: 

And what ensues in this fell storm 

Shall for itself itself perform. 

Inill relate, action may 

Conveniently the rest convey ; 

Which might not what by me is told. 

In your imagination hol 

This stage the ship, upon whose deck 5 

The sea-tost Pericles appears to speak. [Zxit. 


Scene I. 


Enier PERICLES, on shipboard. 


Per, Thou god of this great vast, rebuke 
these surges, 
Which wash both heaven and hell; and thou, 
that hast 





40 


50 





Upon the winds command, bind them in brass, 
e deep! O, still 


HOuLne call’d them from th 
Thy deafening, dreadful thunders; gently 
quench 
Thy_ nimble 
ychorida, 
How does my queen? Thou stormest venom- 


ously; 

Wilt thou spit all thyself? The seaman’s 

whistle 
as a whisper in the ears of death, 

Unheard. Lychorida!—hucina, O 

Divinest patroness, and midwife gentle 

To those that cry by night, conve thy deity 

Aboard our dancing boat; make swift the 

pangs 
Of my queen's travails! 


Enter Lyowontpa, with an Infant. 
Now, Lychori 
Lue. Here is a thing too Smee baad a 
place, 
Who, if it had conceip evepid-dienae Research 
3x 


sulphurous flashes! 0, how, 


Io 
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Am like to do: take in your arms this piece 
Of your dead queen. i 
Per. How, how, Lychorida! 
Lye. do not assist the 
storm. ee 
Here’s all that is left living of your queen, 
A little daughter : for the sake of it, 
Be manly, and take comfort. 
er". O you gods! 
Why do you make us love your goodly pif 
And snatch them straight away? e 
elow 
Recall not what we give, and therein may 
Use honour with you. uv 
Patience, good sir, 


Patience, good sir; 


20 


ts, 
here 


UC. 
Even for this charge. ; i 
er. Now, mild may be thy life! 
For a more blustrous birth had never babe: 
Quiet and gentle thy conditions! for. 
Thou art the rudeliest welcome to this world 
That ever was prince’s child. Happy what 
follows! or 31 
Thou hast as chiding a nativity 
As fire, air, water, earth, and heaven can make, 
To herald thee from the womb: even at the first 
Thy loss is more than can thy portage quit, 
With all thou canst find here. Now, the good 


gods | 
Throw their best eyes upon’t! 


Enter two Sailors. 
First Sail. What courage, sir? God save 


you! 
Tae Courage enough: I do not fear the 
aw 5 
9 | It hath done to me the worst. Yet, for the 
ove 
Of this poor infant, this fresh-new sea-farer, va 
I would it would be quiet. 
First Sail. Slack the bolins there! Thou 


wilt not, wilt thou? Blow, and split thyself, 
Sec. Sail. But sea-room, an the brine and 
cloudy billow kiss the moon, I care nof. 
First Sail. Sir, your queen must overboard: 
the sea works high the wind is loud, and will 
not lie till the ship be cleared of the dead. 
Per. That’s your superstition, go 
First Sail. Pardon us, sir; with us at sea it 
hath been still observed; and we are strong in 
custom. Therefore briefly yield her; for she 
must overboard straight. 
er. As you think meet. Most wretched 
queen! 
Lyc. Here she lies, sir. 
ace A terrible childbed hast thou had, my 
ear; 
No light, no fire: the unfriendly elements 
Forgot thee utterly ; nor have I time 9 
To give thee hallow’d to th: grave, but straight 
Must cast thee, scarcely coftin’d, in the ooze; 
Where, for a monument upon thy bones, 
And e’er-remaining lamps, the belching whale 
And (humming water must o’erwhelm thy 
COLD SEs 
Lying with simple shells. O Lychorida, 
Bid Ni ester bring me Spices, rane aApEr, 
My casket and my jewels; and bid Nicander 
AsttutcBigitssihip£Sangetthe babe 
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Have studied physic, through which secret art, 

By turning o’er authorities, Ihave, _. 

Together with my practice, made familiar 

To me and to my aid the blest mfusions 

‘That dwell in vegetives, in metals, stones ; 

‘And [ can speak of the disturbances ; 

That nature works, and of her cures; which 
doth give me ! 

‘A more content in course of true delight 

Than to be thirsty after tottering honour, 40 

Or tie my treasure up in silken bags, 

To please the fool and death. c* 

‘Sec. Gent. Your honour has through Ephesus 

pour'’d forth 

Your charity, and hundreds call themselves 

Your creatures, who by you have been restored: 

And not your knowledge, your personal pain, 
but even ; 

Your purse, still open, hath built Lord Cerimon 

Such strong renown as time shall ne’er decay. 


Enter two or three Servants with @ chest. 


First Serv. So; lift there. b 
er. What. is that? 
First Serv. Sir, even now 
Did the sea toss upon our shore this chest: 50 
Tis of some wreek. 
er". Set’t down, let’s look upon’t. 
Sec. Gent, "Tis like a coftin, sir. : 

‘er. _Whate’er it be, 
Tis wondrous heavy. Wrench it cpen straight: 
Tf the sea’s stomach be o’ercharged with gold, 
#Tis:a good constraint of fortune it belches 

uponus. 

Sec. Gent. "Tis so, my lord. i 

Cer. How close’tis caulk’d and bitumed! 
Did the sea cast it up? : 

First Serv. Inever saw so huge a billow, sir, 
As toss’d it upon shore. 

er. Wrench it open ; 

Soft! it smells most sweetly in my sense. 60 
Sec. Gent, A delicate odour. 
Cer. Asever hit my nostril. So, up with it. 
10) you most potent gods! what’s here? a corse! 
irst Gent. Most strange! 
Cer. Shrouded in cloth of state; balm’d and 
_entreasured 
With full bags of spices! A. passport too! 
Apollo, perfect me in the characters! 
E : [Reads srom a scroll. 
Here I give to understand, 
If c’er this coffin drive a-land, 
I, King Pericles, have lost 7 
This queen worth all our mundane cost. 
Who finds her, give her burying; 
She was the daughter of a king: 
Besides this reasure for a fee, 
The gods requite his charity ! ; 
Tf thou livest, Pericles, thou hast a heart 
ahi een cracks for woe! This chanced to- 
sie Gent. Most likely, sir. 

ee Nay, certainly to-night; 

For look how fresh she looks | ‘They ‘vere too 


rough 

That threw her in the sea, Make a fire within: 
Fetch hither all pay boxcs in my closet. 81 
lute. Digitzed by eGangotri [Exit a Servant. 



















Upon the pillow: hie thee, whiles I say 69 
A priestly farewell to her: suddenly, woman. 
[Exit Lychorida. 
Sec. Sail. Sir, we have a chest, beneath the 
hatches, caulked and bitumed ready. 
Per. ° Tthank thee. Mariner, say what coast 
is this? 
Sec. Sail. We are near Tarsus, 
Per, . Thither, gentle mariner, 
Alter thy course for Tyre, When canst thou 
reach it? ‘ f° 
Sec. Sail. By break of day, if the wind cease. 
Per. O, make for Tarsus! 
There will J visit Cleon, for the babe 79 
Cannot hold out to Tyrus: there 1’ll leave it 
Atcareful nursing. Go thy ways, good mariner : 
Ill bring the body presently. [Exeunt. 


SorNE II. Ephesus. A room in 
Cerimon’s house. 


Enter Orton, with a Servant, and some 
Persons who have been shipwrecked, 


Cer. Philemon, ho! 


Enter PHILEMON, 


Phil. Doth my lord call? 
Cer. Get fire and meat for these poor men :. 
°T has been a turbulent and stormy night. 
Serv. I have been in many; but such a 
night as this, 
Till now, I ne’er endured. 
Cer. Your master will be dead ere you 


return ; 
There’s nothing can_be minister’d to nature 
That can recover him. (Zo Philemon] Give 
this to the ’pothecary, 
And tell me how it works. 
[Eceunt all but Cerimon. 


Enter two Gentlemen. 


First Gent. Good morrow. | 10 
Sec. Gent. Good morrow to your lordship. 
Cer, ; Gentlemen, 
Why do yon stir so early? 

Oa nares eine peal apont 

ur lodgings, 8' ing bleak upon the sea, 

Shook as the earth did quake ; 
The very principals did seem to rend, 
And all-to topple : pure surprise and fear 
Made me to quit the house. 
Sec. Gent. That is the cause we troubie you 
_ so early ; 
"Tig not our husbandry, 
cr. _ O, you say well. 20 

Furst Gent. But I much marvel that your 
Bich Pee atone you, should at these eax 

ich tire about you, should at these early hours 
Shake off the golden slumber of repose. Mh 
Tis most pirange, 

Nature should be so conversant with pain, 
Being thereto not compell’d. 

Cer. q L hold it ever, 
Virtue and cunning were endowments greater 
Than nobleness and riches : careless heirs 
May the two latter darken and expend; 

But pnmOreEEY, attends the former, 30. 
Making a man @ G0. Kétinininikesbeveh Insti 


1O 








Scuve 11] 


Death may usurp on nature many hours, 

And yet the fire of life kindle again % 
The o’erpress’d spirits. +1 heard of an Egyptian 
‘That had nine hours lien dead, 

Who was by good appliance recovered. 


Re-enter a Servant, with boxes, napkins, 
and fire. 


Well said, well said ; the fire and cloths. 

The rough and woeful music that we have, 
Cause it to sound, beseech you. é 

The yiol once more: how thou stirr’st, thou 


ock | 
The music there !—I pray you, give her air. 
Gentlemen, 
This queen will live: nature awakes; a warmth 
Breathes out of her: she hath not been en- 
tranced 

Above five hours : see how she gins to blow 
Into life’s flower again! 

First Gent. ‘The heavens, 
Through you, increase our wonder and set up 
Yourfame forever. 

Cer, She is alive; behold, 
Her eyelids, cases to those heavenly jewels 
Which Pericles hath lost, 3 
Begin to part their fringes of bright gold ; 
The diamonds of a most praised water # 
Do appear, to make the world twicerich. Live, 


And make us weep to hear your fate, fair 
creature, 
Rare as you seem to be. _ [She moves. 
Thar. dear Diana, 
Where ant I? Where’s my lord? What world 
is this? 
Sec. Gent. Is not this strange? 
First Gent. Most rare. 


Cer. Hush, my gentle neighbours! 
Lend me your hands; to the next chamber 
bear her. 
Get linen: now this matter must be look’d to, 
Yor her relapse is mortal. Come, come;  rro 
And Aisculapius guide us! 
wee [Eceunt, carrying her away. 


Sozne OT. Tarsus. A room in Cleon’s 
house. 


Enter PeniciEs, CLeon, Dionyza, and 
LYcHORIDA with MARINA in her arms, 


Per, Most honour’d Cleon, I must needs be 


gone ; 
My twelve months are expired, and Tyrus 
stands 
Ina litigious peace. You, and your lady, 
Take from my heart all thankfulness!’ The 
the rest upon you! 
our shafts of fortune, though they 
hurt you mortally, 
Yet glance full wanda on us. 


ton, our sweet } 
That the strict fates had ipleased youating 

brought her hither, 
Hornave less’d mine eyes ane her! 

er. © cannot but obe! 
The powers above us. Could I Tage Aa roa A 


As doth the sea she ligsénp yet thoraReseare 


gods 
Make u 
Cle. 
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Must be as’tis. My gentle babe Marina, whom, 

For she was born at sea, I have named so, here 

I charge your charity withal, leaving her 

The infant of your care; beseeching you 

To give her princely training, that she may be 

Manner’d as she is born. f 
Cle. Fear not, my lord, but think 

Your grace, that fed my country with your 

corn, = 
For which the people’s prayers still fall upon 


you, 
Must in your child be thought on. If neg- 
lection 20 
Should therein make me vile, the common body, 
By you relieved, would force me to my duty : 
But if to that my nature need a spur, 
‘The gods revenge it upon me and mine, 
To the end of generation! 
Per. I believe you; 
Your honour and your goodness teach me to’t 
Without your vows. ‘Till she be married, 
madam, 
Pe. bright Diana, whom we honour, all 
nscissar’d shall this hair of mine remain, 
Though I show ill in’t. So I take my leave. 30 
Good madam, make me blessed in your care 
In bringing up my child. 
ion. Thave one myself, 
Who shall not be more dear to ny respect 
Than yours, my lord. 
cr. Madam, my thanks and prayers. 
Cle, We'll bring your grace e’en to the edge 
o’ the shore, 
Then give you up to the mask’d Neptune and 
The gentlest winds of heaven. 
er. I will embrace 
sone offer. Come, dearest madam. O, no 
ears, 
Lychorida, no tears: 
Look to your little mistress, on whose grace 40 
You may depend hereafter. Come, my lord. 
Execunt. 


Scene IV. Ephesus. A room in Cerimon’s 
Use. 


Enter Certmon and THatsa. 


Cer. Masiam, this letter, and some certain 
jewels, ~ 

Lay with you in your coffer: which are now 
At your command. Know you the character? 

Thai. Ibis my lord’s. 
That I was shipp'd at sea, I well remember, 
Even on my eaning time; but whether there 
Deliver, by fe holy go ic 

cannot rightly say. But since King Pericles, 
My wedded lord, I ne’er shall sce again, : 
A vestal livery will I take me to, 
And never more have joy. 

Cer, Madam, if this you purpose as ye speak, 
Diana’s temple is not distant far 
Where you may abide till your date expire. 
Moreover, if you please, a niece of mine 
Shall there attend you. 

Thai. My recompense is thanks, that’s all; 
Yet my good will is t, though the gift 
InstuteLDigitzed by eGangotri [Exeunt, 


10 











ACT IY. 
Enter GOWER. 


Gow. Imagine Pericles arrived at Tyre, 


‘Welcomed and settled to his own desire. 
His woeful queen we leave at Ephesus, 
Unto Diana there a votaress. | 

Now to Marina bend your mind, 

Whom our fast-growing scene must find 
At Tarsus, and by Cleon train’d 

In music, letters; who hath gain’d 

Of education all the grace, 


Which makes her both the heart and place 10 


Of general wonder. But, alack, 

That monster, envy oft the wrack 

Of earned Praise, flarina’s life 

Seeks to take off by treason’s knife. 
And in this kind hath our Cleon 

One daughter, and a wench full grown, 
Even ripe for marria; e-rite; this maid 
Hight Philoten: and it is said 

For certain in our story, she 

Would ever with Marina be: - 
Be’t when she weaved the sleided silk 
With fingers long, small, white as milk; 


Or when she would with sharp needle wound 
The cambric, which she made more sound 


By hurting it; or when to the lute 
She sung, and made the night-bird mute, 
That still records with moan; or when 
She would with rich and constant pen 
Vail to her mistress Dian ; still 

This Philoten contends in skill 

With absolute Marina: so _ 

With the dove of Paphos might the crow 
Vie feathers white. Marina gets 

All praises, which are paid as debts, 

And noé as given. This so darks 

In Philoten all graceful marks, 

That Cleon’s wife, with envy rare, 

A present murderer does prepare 

For goon Marina, that her daughter 

Might stand peerless by this slaughter. 
The sooner her vile thoughts to stead, 
Lychorida, our nurse, is dead : 

And cursed Dionyza hath 

The pregnant instrument of wrath 

Prest for this blow. The unborn event 
Ido commend to your content: 

Only I carry winged time 

Post on the lame feet of my rhyme ; 
Which never could I so convey, 

Unless your thoughts went on my way. 
Dionyza does appear, 

‘With Leonine, a murderer. 


sea-shore. 
Enter Dionyza and LEONINE. 


Dion. 
to do’t: 


*Tis but a blow, which never shall be known. 
Thou canst not do a thing in the world so 


soon; 
To yield thee so much profit. Let not con- 


science, 


PERICLES 


(Exit. 
Scene I. Tarsus. An open place near the 


hy oath remember; thou hast sworn 
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[Act 1v 


Which is but cold, inflaming love ? thy bosom, 
Inflame too nicely ; nor let pity, which 
ven women have cast off, melt thee, but be 
A soldier to thy purpose. ; 
Leon. 1 will do’t; but yet she is a goodly 


creature. 9 
Dion. The fitter, then, the gods should have 
her, tHere she comes weeping for her only 
mistress’ death. ‘Thou art resolved ? 
Leon. Lam resolved. 















Enter Marina, with a basket of jlowers, 


Mar. “No, I will rob Tellus of her weed, 
To strew thy green with flowers: the yellows, 


ues, x 
The purple violets, and marigolds, 
Shall as a carpet hang upon thy grave, 
While ania diye do last. Ay me! poor 
maid, : 
Born in a tempest, when my mether died, 
This world to me is like a lasting storm, 
Whirring me from my friends. 
Dion. Fow now, Marina! why do you keep 
alone? F , 
How chance my daughter is not with you? Do 


20 


not 
Consume your blood with sorrowing : you have 
A nurse of me. Lord, how your fayour’s 
_ changed 
With this unprofitable woe! 
Come, give me your flowers, ere the sea mar it. 
Walk with Leonine ; the air is quick there, 
30| And it pierces and sharpens the stomach. 
‘ome, 
Leonine, take her by the arm, walk with her. 30 
Mar. No, I pray you; 
I'll not bereave you of your servant. 
Dion. Come, come; 
Tlove the king your father, and yourself, 
With more than foreign heart. We every day 
Expect him here: when he shall come and find 
Our paragon to all reports thus blasted, 
He will repent the breadth of his great voyage ; 
pene both my lord and me, that we have 
ken 
No care to your best courses. Go, I pray you, 
Walk, and be cheerful once again; reserve 49 
That excellent complexion, which did steal 
The eyes of young and old. Care not for me; 
I can go home ele hi 
a. ell, I will go; 
But yet I have no desire to it, os 
Dion. Come, come, I know ’tis good for 


you. 

Walk half an hour, Leonine, at the least: 
member what I have said. 

I warrant you, madam. 


I'll leave you, a 
ile: you, my sweet lady, for a 


Pray, walk softly, do not hi : 
What! I must hive a care ee es 
Mar, My thanks, eyecomndamy, 50 
Is this wind westerly that nee 3 eel 
pee South-west. 
‘ax, When Iwas born, the wind was north. 
Was’t 80? 


40 


50 








Scene 1] 


ede My father, as nurse said, did never 
ear, 5 i 
But cried ‘Good seamen!’ to the sailors, galling 
His kingly hands, haling ropes; 

And, clasping to the mast, endured a sea 
That almost burst the deck. 

Leon. When was this? 

Mar. When I was born: . 
Never was waves nor wind more violent; 
And from the ladder-tackle washes oft’, 
A canvas-climber, ‘Ha!’ says one, ‘wilt out?’ 
And with a dropping industry they skip 
From stem to stern: the boatswain whistles, and 
The master calls, and trebles their contusion. 

Leon. Come, say your prayers. 

Max, What mean you? 

Leon. Tf you require a little space for prayer, 
Igrant it: pray; but be not tedious, 69 
Yor the gods are quick of ear, and 1 am sworn 
To do my work with haste. , F 

Man. Why will you kill me? 

Leon, To satisfy my lady. : 

Mar. Why would she have me kill’d? 

Now, as I can remember, by my troth, 

I never did her hurt in all my life : 

I never spake bad word, nor did ill turn 

To any living creature; believe me, la, 

I never kill’d a mouse, nor hurt a fly: 

Ttrod upon a worm against my will, 

But I wept for it. How have I offended, _ 80 
Wherein my death mizht yield her any profit, 
Or my life imply her any danger? 

Leon. My commission 
Is not to reason of the deed, but do it. 

Mar, You will not do’t for all the world, I 


ope. 
You are well favour’d, and your looks foreshow 
ou have a gentle heart. I saw you lately, 
en you caught hurt in parting two that 
‘ought : 
Good sooth, it show’d well in you: do so now: 
Your lady seeks my life; come you between, 90 
And save poor me, the weaker. 


eon. Iam sworn, 
And will dispatch. 


[He seizes her. 
Enter Pirates. 


First Pirate. - Hold, villain! 
‘ . . LLeonine vwns away. 
Sec. Pirate. A prize! a prize! 
_Llard Pirate. Half-part, mates, half-part. 
Come, let’s have her aboard suddenly. 
[Laeunt Pirates wit 


60 


Marina. 


Re-enter LEONINE. 


Leon. These roguing thieves he great 

irate Valdes Bi i ey 

And they have seized Marina. Let her go: 

There’s no hope she will return. Ill swear 

she’s dead, 

And thrown into the sea, But I’ll see further : 

cee they will but please themselves upon 
er, 101 

Not cay her aboard. If she remain, 

Whom they have ravish’d must by me be slain. 
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Scene II. Mytilene. A room in a brothel. 
Entcr Panda, Bawd, and Bout. 


Pand. Boult! 

Boult. Sir? ‘ 

Pand. Search the market narrowly ; Myti- 
lene is full of gallants. We lost too much 
money this mart by being too wenchless. 

Bawd._ We were never so much out of crea- 
tures. We have but poor three, and they can 
do no more than they can do; and they with 
continual action are even as good as rotien. 9 

Pand. Therefore let’s have fresh ones, 
whate’er we pay for them. If there be not a, 
conscience to be used in every trade, we shall 
neyer prosper. ‘ n 
_ Bawd. Thou sayest true: ’tis not our bring- 
ing up of poor bastards,—as, I think, I have 
brought up some eleven— 

Boult. Ay, to eleven; and brought them 
down again. But shall I search the market? 

Bawd. What else, man? The stuff we have, 
a strong wind will blow it to pieces, they are so 
pitifully sodden. 2r 

Pand. Thou sayest true; they’re too un- 
wholesome, 0’ conscience. oor ‘Zransyl- 
vanian is dead, that lay with the little baggage. 

Boult, Ay, she quickly pooped him: she 
made him roast-meat for worms. But L’ll go 
search the market. [Exit 

Pand. Three or four thousand chequins were 
as pretty a proportion to live quietly, and so give 
over. 30 

Bawd. Why to give over, I pray you? isita 
shame to get when we are old? 

Pand._ O, our credit comes not in like the 
commodity, nor the commodity wages not with 
the danger : therefore, if in our youths we could 

ick up some pretty estate, *twere not amiss to 
keep our door hatched. Besides, the sore terms 
we stand upon with the gods will be strong 
with us for giving over. 39 

Bawd. Come, other sorts offend as well as we, 

Pand. As well as we! ay, and better too; 
we offend worse. Neither is our profession any 
trade; it’s no calling. But here comes Boult: 


Re-entcr BovLt, with the Pirates and MARINA. 


Boult. [To Marina] Come your ways. My 
masters, you say she’s a virgin? _ 

First Pirate. Q, sir, we doubt it not, 

_Boult. Master, Thave one through for this 

icce, you see: if you like her, so; if not, I 

ave lost my earnest. 

Bawd. Boult, has she any qualities? 50 

Boult. She has a good face, speaks well, and 
has excellent good clothes: there’s no further 
necessity of qualities can make her be refused. 

Bawd. What’s her price, Boult? 

Boult. I cannot be bated one doit of a 
thousand pieces. 

Pand. Well, folloy me, my masters, you 
shall haye your money presently. Wife, take 
her in; instruct her what she has to do, that 
she may not be raw in her entertainment. 60 

[Exeunt Pandar and Pirates. 

Bawd. Boult, take you the marks of her, the 
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warrant of her virginity ; and cry ‘ He that will 
ive most shall have her first.” Such a maiden- 

fiead were no cheap thing, if men were as they 

have been. Get this done as I command: you. 
Boult. Performance shall follow. [Ezit. 
Mar. Alack that Leonine was so slack, so 


slow! 
He should have struck, not spoke ; or that these 


pirates, 
Not enough barbarous, had not o’erboard 
thrown me 7° 
For to seek my mother! 

Bawd. Why lament you, pretty one? 

Mar. That [am pretty. ‘ 

_ Bawd. Come, the gods have done their part 
in you. 

Mar. I accuse them not. 

Bawd. You are light into my hands, where 
you are like to live. 

Mar. The more my fault f F 
To scape his hands where I was like to die. 80 

Bawd. _Ay, and you shall live in pleasure. 

Mar, No. . 

Bawd. Yes, indeed shall you, and taste 
gentlemen of all fashions: you shall fare well ; 
you shall have the difference of all complexions. 

What! do you stop your ears? 

Afar. Are you a woman? 

Bawd. What would you have me be, an I be 
not a woman? 8 

Mar. An honest woman, or not a woman. 

Bawd. Marry, whip thee, gosling: I think 
T shall have something to do with you. Come, 
you ’re a young foolish sapling, and must be 

owed as I would have you. 

Mar. The gods defend me! 

Bawd. If it please the gods to defend you 
by men, then men must comfort you, men 
must feed you, men must stir you up. Boult’s 
returned. 


Re-enter Bout. 


Now, sir, hast thou cried her through the 
market ? 99 

Boult. Thaye cried her almost to the number 
of her hairs; I have drawn her picture with my 
voice. 

Bawd, And I prithee tell me, how dost thou 
find the inclination of the people, especially of 
the younger sort? ! 

Boult. ’Faith, they listened to me as they 
would have hearkened to their father’s testa- 
ment. ‘There was a Spaniard’s mouth so 
watered, that he went to bed to her yery 
description. : 109 

Bawd. We shall have him here to-morrow 
with his best ruff'on. 

Boult. To-night, to-night. But, mistress, do 
you know the French knight that cowers i’ 
the hams? 

Bawd. Who, Monsieur Veroles? . 

Boult, Ay, he: he offered to cut a caper at 
the proclamation ; but he made a groan at it, 
and swore he would see her to-morrow. 

Baud. Well, well; as for him, he brought 
his disease hither: here he does but repair it. 
I know he will come in our shadow, to scatter 
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Boult. Well, if we had of every nation a 
traveller, we should lodge them with this sign. 

Bawd._ [Yo Mar.) Pray you, come hither 
awhile. You have fortunes coming upon you. 
Mark me: you must seem to do that fearfully 
which you commit willingly, despise profit where 
you have most gain. ‘To weep that you live as 
ye do makes pity in your lovers: seldom but 
that pity begets you a good opinion, and that 
opinion a mere profit. 

Mar. I understand you not. 

Boult.. O, take her home, mistress, take her 
home: these blushes of hers must be quenched 
with some present practice. | 

Bawd. Thou sayest true, i’ faith so they 
must; for your bride goes to that with shame 
which is her way to go with warrant. 139 

Boult, Faith, some do, and some do not, 
But, mistress, if I have bargained for the 
joint,—. 

: Bawd. Thou mayst cut a morsel off the spit. 

Boult. I may so. : 

Bawd. Who should deny it? Come, young 
one, I like the manner of your garments well. 

Boult. Ay, by my faith, they shall not be 
changed yet. a 

Bawd. Boulé, spend thou that in the town: 
report what a sojourner we have; you’ll lose 
nothing by custom. When nature framed this 


9 | piece, she meant thee a good turn; therefore 


say what a paragon she is, and thou hast the 
harvest out of thine own report. 

Boult. I warrant you, mistress, thunder shall 
not so awake the beds of eels as my giving out 
her beauty stir up the lewdly-inclined. Ill 
bring home some to-night. 

Baud. _Come your ways; follow me. 

Mar. Ii fires be hot, knives sharp, or waters 


deep, 
Untied (still my virgin knot will keep. 160 
Diana, aid my purpose | 
Bawd. What have we to do with Diana? 
Pray you, will you go with us? [Exeunt. 


Scene IIL Zarsus. A room in Cleon’s 
house. 


Enter CLEON and DionyzA. 


as (PY are you foolish? Can it be un- 
one 

Cle. O Dionyza, such a piece of slaughter 
The sun and moon ne’er look’d upon! 


ion. z 3 I think 

You'll turn a child again. 
a oe I chief lord of all this spacious 
WOT! 
Dd give it to undo the deed. O lady, 
Much less in blood than virtue, yet a princess 
To equal any single crown o’ the earth 
TL the justice of compare! villain Leonine ! 
Whom thou hast poison’d too : 10 
If thou hadst drunk to him, *t had been a 
Becomineeell thet 

ecoming well thy fact: what canst thou say 
When noble Pericles shall demand his child? 

ee wee she is dead. Nurses are not 

he fates, 
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She died at night; Ill say so. Who can cross 
it? 


Unless you play the pious innocent, 
And for an honest attribute cry out 
‘She died by foul play,’ 

Cle. O, goto. Well, well, 
Of all the faults beneath the heavens, the gods 
Do like this worst. ‘ 

Dion. Be one of those that think 21 
The petty wrens of Tarsus will fly hence, 

And open this to Pericles. Ido shame 
To think of what a noble strain you are, 
And of how coward a spirit. Fr 

Cle. To such proceeding 
Who ever but his approbation added, 

Though not his Paine consent, he did not flow 
From honourable sources, 

Dion. Be it so, then: 

Yet mone does know, but you, how she came 

lead, 

Nor none can know, Leonine being gone. 

She did distain my child, and stood between 

Her and her fortunes: none would look on her, 

But cast their gazes on Marina’s face; y 

Whilst ours was blurted at and held a malkin 

Not worth the time of day. It pierced me 
thorough ; 

And though you call my course unnatural, 

You not your child well loving, et I find 

It greets me as an enterprise of kindness 

Perform’d to your sole daughter. oS 

Cle. Heavens forgive it! 

Dion. And as for Pericles, 40 
What should he say? We wept after her hearse, 
And yet we mourn-: her monument 
Is almost finish’d, and her epitaphs 
In glittering golden characters express 
A general praise to her, and care in us 
At whose expense ’tis done. 5 

le, Thou art like the harpy, 
Which, to betray, dost, with thine angel's face, 
Seize with thine eagle's talons. —- 

Dion. You are like one that superstitiously 

Doth swear to the gods that winter kills the 


3° 


1eS = 30 
But yet I know you’ll do as I advise. [Exeunt. 


Scene IV. 


Enter Gower, before the monument of 
MARINA at Tarsus. 


Gow. Thus time we waste, and longest 
.,eagues make short ; 
Sail seas in cockles, have an wish but for’t; 
Making, to take your imagination, 
From bourn to bourn, region to region. 
By you being pardon’d, we commit no crime 
2o use one language in each several clime 
Where our scenes seem to live. I do beseech 


you 
To learn of me, who stand i’ the gaps to teach 


you, 
The stages of our story. Pericles 
Is now again thwarting the Wayward seas, 10 
Attended on by many a lord and kni; ht, 
Lo see his daughter, all his life's delight: 
Old Escanes, whom Helicanus late 
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Is left to govern. Bear you it in mind, 

Old Helicanus goes along behind. 

Well-sailing ships and bounteous winds have 
brought ie 

This kin, His Tarsus,—think his pilot thought; 

So with his steerage shall your thoughts grow 


on,— 4 
To fetch his daughter home, who first is gone. 
Like motes and shadows see them move 

awhile; a ar 
Your ears unto your eyes I'll reconcile. 


Duns Syow. 


Enter’ PERICLES, at one door, with all leis 
train; CLEON and Dionyza, at the other. 
CLEON shows PERICLES the tomb; whereat 
PERICLES makes lamentation, puts on sack- 
cloth, and in a mighty passion departs. 
Then exewnt CLEON and DIONYzA. 


Sce how belicf may suffer by foul show! 

This borrow’d passion stands for true old woe; 

And Pericles, in sorrow all devour'd, 

With sighs shot through, and biggest tears. 

o’ershower'd, : 

Leaves ‘Tarsus and again embarks. He swears 

‘Never to wash his face, nor cut his hairs : 

He puts on sackcloth, and to sea. He bears 

A tempest, which his mortal vessel tears, 30 

And yet he rides it out. Now please you wit 

The epitaph is for Marina writ 

By wicked Dionyza. ae . 

[Reads the inscription on Marina's 

ps _ monument. 

The fairest, sweet’st, and best lies here, 

Who wither’d in her spring of year. 

She was of Tyrus the king’s daughter, 

On whom foul death hath made this slaughter; 

Marina was she call’d; and at her birtlt, 

Thetis, being proud, swallow’d some part o’ 

the carth: ‘ 
Therefore the earth, fearing to be o’erflow’d, 
Hath Thetis’ birth-child on the heavens be- 


sto’ e 4L 
‘Wherefore she does, and swears she’ll never 


stint, . 

Make raging battery upon shores of flint.’ 
No visor does become black villany 
So well as soft and tender flattery. 
Let Pericles believe his daughter’s dead, 
Aud bear his courses to be ordered 
By Lady Fortune; while our scene must play 

is daughter's woe and heavy well-a-day 
In her unholy service. Patience, then, 
And think you now are all in Mytilene, 

. [Exi, 


SceNE V. Jlytilene. A street before the 
brothel. 


Enter, from the brothel, two Gentlemen. 


First Gent. Did you ever hear the like ? 

Sec. Gent. No, nor never shall do in such a 
Place as this, she being once gone. 

First Gent. But to have divinity preached 
there! did you ever dream of such a thing? 
, I amt for no. 
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more bawdy-houses: shall’s go hear the vestals 
sing? - . 
First Gent. Ill do eny thing now that is 
virtuous; but Iam out of the road of rutting 
for ever. [Eceunt, 10 


Scene VI. Zhe same. A room in the brothel. 
Enter Pandar, Bawd, and Bout. 


Pand. Well, I had rather than twice the 
worth of her she had ne'er come here. 

Bawd, Fie, fie upon her! she’s able to freeze 
the god Priapus, and undo a whole generation, 
We must either get her ravished, or be rid of 
her. When she should do for clients her fit- 
ment, and do me the kindness of our profession, 
she has me her quirks, her reasons, her master 
reasons, her prayers, her knees; that she would 
makea puritan of the devil, if he should cheapen 
a kiss of her. | i 10 

Boult. Faith, I must ravish her, or she’ll 
disfurnish us of all our cavaliers, and make 
our swearers priests. r 

Pand. Now, the pox upon her green-sick- 
ness for me! i 

Bawd. ’Faith, there’s no way to be rid on’t 
but by the way to the pox. ere comes the 
Lord Lysimachus disguised. 

., Boult, We should have both lord and lown, 
if the peevish baggage would but give way to 
customers. 2r 


Enter Lystacuvs. - 


Lys. How now! How a dozen of virginities ? 

Bawd. Now, the gods to bless your honour! 

Boult. Iam glad to see your honour in good 
health. 

Iys. You may so; ’tis the better for you 
that your resorters stand upon sound legs. 
How now! wholesome iniguity have you that 
aman may deal withal, and defy the surgeon? 

Bawd. We have here one, sir, if she would— 
but there never came her like in Mytilene. 3: 

Lys. If she’ld do the deed of darkness, thou 
wouldst Bay, 

Bawd. Your honour knows what ’tis to say 
well enough: 

Lys. Well, call forth, call forth. 

Boult. For flesh and blood, sir, white and 
red, you shall see a rose; and she were a rose 
indeed, if she had but— 

Lys. What, prithee? 40 

Boult.O, sir, I. can be modest. 

Lys. That dignifies the renown of a bawd, 
no less than it gives a good report to.a number 
to be chaste. _ , LExit Boult. 

Bawd. Here comes that which grows to the 
stalk; never plucked yet, I can assure you. 


Re-enter Boutt with Manta. 


Is she not a fair creature? 

Lys. *Faith, she would serve after a long 
voyage at sea. Well, there’s for you: leave us. 

‘awd. I beseech your honour, give me leave: 

a word, and I’ll have done presently. 51 

Lys. I beseech you, do. 

Bawd. fro Marina) First, I would haye 
you note, t! 
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Mar. I Gere to find him so, that I may 
worthily note him. ‘ 

aaa Next, he’s the governor of this 
country, anda man whom I am bound to. 

Mar. Té he govern_the country, you are 
bound to him indeed; but how honourable he 
is in that, I know not. | 7 es 

Bawd. Pray you, without any more virginal 
fencing, will you te him kindly? He will line 

our apron with gold. = = a 
Mer What he will do graciously, I will 
thankfully receive. 

Lys. Ha’ you done? 

Bawd. My lord, she’s not paced yet: you 
must take some pains to work her to your 
manage. Come, we will leave his honour and 
her together. Go thy ways. 

Exeunt Bawd, Pandar, and Boult. 

Lys. Now, pretty one, how long have you 
been at this trade? 


Mar. What trade, sir? 7 
Lys. Why, I cannot name’t but I shall 
offend. 


Mar. I cannot be offended with my trade. 
Please you to name it. 5 

Lys. How long have you been of this pro- 
fession? 

Mar. Fer since I can remember. 

Lys. Did you go to’t so young? Were you 
a gamester at five or at seven? br 

Mar. Earlier too, sir, if now I be one. 

Lys. Why, the house you dwell in proclaims 
you to be a creature of sale. 

Mar. Do you know this house to be a place 
of such resort, and will come into’t? I hear 
say you are of honourable parts, and are the 
governor of this place. rel 

Lys. Why, hath your principal made known 
unto you who Lam? go 

Mar. Who is my principal? 

Iys. Why, your herb-woman ; she that sets 
seeds and roots of shame and iniquity. O, you 
have heard something of my power, and so 
stand aloof for more serious wooing. But I 
protest to thee, pretty one, my authority shall 
not see thee, or else look friendly upon thee. 
Come, bring me to some private place : come, 
come. 

Mar, I£ you were born to honour, show it 

now; 
If put upon you, make the judgement good 100 
That thought you worthy of it. 
Lys. How’s this? how’s this? Some more: 
e, 


sage. 
mri a math bh. most 1 

hat am a maid, though most ungenile fortune 
Haye placed me in this sty, where, since: L 

cam 

Diseases have been sold a h i 
O, that the gods carer hanphiysic, 
Would set me free from this unhallow’d place, 
Thong they did change me to the meanest 


That flies 7’ the purer air! 

Lys. I did not think 

Thou couldst have spoke so well; ne’er dream’d. 
thou couldst, 
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Thy speech had alter’d it. Hold, here’s gold 
for thee: 


Persever in that clear way thou goest, 
‘And the gods strengthen thee ! 
Mar. The good gods preserve you! 
Lys. For me, be you thoughten 
That I came with no ill intent; for to me 
The very doors and windows savour vilely. 
Pare thee well. Thou art a piece of virtue, and 
T doubt not but thy training hath heen noble. 
Hold, here’s more gold for thee. | 120 
‘A curse upon him, dic he like a thief, 
‘hat robs thee of thy goodness! Jf thou dost 
Hear from me, it shall be for thy good. 


Re-enter Bout. 
Boult. I beseech your honowr, one piece for 


me. 

Zys. Avaunt, thou damned door-keeper! , 
Your house, but for this virgin that doth propit, 
Would sink and overwhelm you. Away! [écit. 

Boult. How’s this? We must take another 
course with you. If your peevish chastity, 
which is not worth a breakfast in the cheapest 
country under the cope, shall undo a whole 
household, Ict me be gelded like a spaniel. 
Come your ways. 

Mar. Whither would you have me? 

Boult. % must have your maidenhead taken 
off, or the common hangman shall execute it. 
Come your ways. We'll have no more gentle- 
men driven away. Come your ways, I say. 


Re-enter Bawd. 


Baud. How now! what’s the matter? 140 
Boult, Worse and worse, mistress ; she has 
here spoken holy words to the Lord Lysimachus. 

Bawd. O abominable! 

Boult. She makes our profession as it were 
to stink afore the face of the gods. 

Bawd. Marry, hang her Te for ever! 

Boult. The nobleman would have dealt with 
her like a nobleman, and she sent him away as 
cold as asnowball; saying his prayers too. 149 

Bawd. Boult, take her away ; use her at thy 
pleasure: crack the glass of her virginity, and 
make the rest malleable, 

Boult. An if she were a thornier piece of 
ground than she is, she shall be ploughed. 

Mar. Hark, hark, you gods! 

Bawd. She conjures: away with her! Would 
she had never come within my doors! Marry, 
hang you! She’s born to undo us; Will you 
not go the way of women-kind? Marry, come 
up, my dish of chastity with rosemary and 
bays Exit. 


Boult. Come, mistress; come your ways | 


van me. Whith 
ar. Whither wilt thou have me? 
Boult. To take from you the jewel you 
hold so dear. z 
Mar, Prithee, tell me one thing first. 
Boult. Come now, your one thing. 
eae = What canst thou wish thie enemy 
Boult. 
master, or Tater aay mistress, 
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Mar. Neither of these are so bad as thou 


art, 
Since they do better thee in their command. 
hon bolalst a. place, for which the pained’st 
en 
Of hell would not in reputation change: 
Thou art the damned doorsee ner to every 
Coistrel that comes inquiring for his Tib; 
To the choleric fisting of every rogue 
hy ear is liable; thy food is such 
‘As hath been belch’d on by infected lungs. 179 
Boult. What would you have me do? go to 
the wars, would you! where a man may serve 
seven years for the loss of a leg, and have not 
money enough in the end to buy him a wooden 
one 
Mar. Do any thing but this thou doest. 
Empty 
Old receptacles, or common shores, of filth ; 
Serve by indenture to the common. hangman: 
‘Any of these ways are yet better than this ; 
For wale thou professest, a baboon, could he 
speak, . 
Would own aname too dear. O, that the gods 
Would safely deliver me from this place! 9" 
Here, here’s gold for thee. 
If that thy master would gain by me, 
roel that I can sing, weave, sew, and 
_ dance, | ‘ 
With other virtues, which I'll keep from boast; 
And I will undertake all these to teac! 
I doubt not but this populous city will 
Yield many scholars. 
GEE But can you teach all this you speak 


of? 
Mar. Prove that I cannot, take me home 
again, 200 
And prostitute me to the basest groom 
That doth frequent your house. 

Boult.. Well, I will see what I can do for 
thee: if I can place thee, I will. 

Mar. But amongst honest women. 

Boult. "Faith, my acquaintance lies little 
amongst them. But since my master and mis- 
tress have bought you, there ’s no going but by 
their consent: therefore I will make them ac- 
quainted with your purpose, and I doubt not 
but I shall find them tractable enough. Come, 
I'll do for thee what I can ; come your ways. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT Y. 
Enter GOWER. 


Gow. Marina thus the brothel scapes, and 
chances 

Into an honest house, our story says. 
She sings like one immortal, and she dances 
As goddess-like to her admired lays ; 
Deep clerks she dumbs; and with her neeld 
= composes 
Nature’s own shape, of bud, bird, branch, or 


erry, 

That even her art sisters the natural roses; 

Her inkle, silk, twin with the rubied cherry: 

That pupils lacks she none of noble race, 9 
ho pour their bounty on her; and her gain 
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And to her father turn our thoughts again, _ 
Where we left him, on the sea. We there him 


Osu; rete ies 
Whence, driven before the winds, he is arrived 
Here wuere his daughter dwells; and on this 

coas' 

Suppose him now at anchor. The city strived 
God. Neptune’s annual feast to keep: from 
whence . 2 3 
Lysimachus our Tyrian ship espies, 
is banners sable, trimm’d with rich expense ; 
And to him in his barge with fervour hies. 20 
In yous Supposing once more put your sight 
Of heavy Pericles; think this his bark: 
Where what is done in action, more, if might, 
Shall be discover'd ; please you, sit and hark. | 
[Zeit. 
Scene. On board Pericles ship, of Mytilene. 
A close pavilion on deck, with a curtain 
before it; Pericles within it reclined on 
a couch . A barge lying beside the Tyrian 
vessel. 


Enter two Sailors, one belonging to the Tyrian 
vessel, the other to the barge; to them HELI- 
CANUS. 

Tur, Sail. [Lo the Sailor of Mytilene] 
‘Where is Jord Helicanus? he can resolve 


you. 
O, here he is. ; 
Sir, there ’s a barge put off from Mytilene, 
And in it is Lysimachus the governor, 
Who craves to come aboard. What is your 


will? 
Hel. Thathe have his. Call up some genile- 


men. _ 
Tyr. Sail. Ho, gentlemen! my lord calls. 
Enter two or three Gentlemen. 
First Gent. Doth your lordship call? 
Hel. Gentlemen, there’s some of worth 
would come aboard; 
I pray ye, greet them fairly. 10 
[Lhe Gentlemen and the two Sailors descend, 
and go on board the barge. 
Enter, from thence, LysttAcuus and Lords; 
with the Gentlemen and the two Sailors. 
Tyr. Sail. Sir : 
This is the man that can, in aught you would, 
Resolve you. i 
Ty. i il, reverend sir! the gods preserve 
you 
Hel. And you, sir, to outlive the age I am, 
And die ‘as I would do. 
Lys. You wish me well. 
Being, on shore, honouring of Neptune's 
triumphs, ; 
Seeing this goodly vessel ride before us, 
made to it, to know of whence you are, 
Hel. First, what is your place? 20 
ee Iam the governor of this place you lie 


‘ore, 
Hel. Sir, 
Our vessel is of init the king; 


A man who for this three months hath not 
spoken 
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But to prorogue his grief. = 
Lys. Upon what ground is his distempera- 


ture? 
Hel. ’Twould be too tedious to repeat ; 

But the main grief springs from the loss 

Of.a beloved daughter and a wife. 30 
Lys. May we not see him? 

el. Youmay; | : 

But bootless is your sight: he will not speak 

To any. , F 
Lys. Yet \ct me obtain my wish. | 
Het, Behold him. [Pericles discovered.] 

This was a goodly person, _ 

Till the disaster that, one mortal night, 

Drove him to this. F 
Jys. Sir king, all hail! the gods preserve 

you! 

Hail, royal sir! : 40 
Hel. tis in vain; he will not speak to you. 
First Lord. Sir, 

We have a maid in Mytilene, I durst wager, 

Would win some words of him. 

Lys. . *Tis well bethought. 

She questionless with her sweet harmony 

And other chosen attractions, would allure, 

And make a battery through his deafen’d parts, 

Which now are midway stopp’d : 

She is all happy as the fairest of all, 

And, with her fellow maids, is now upon —_ 50 


; The leafy shelter that abuts against 


‘The island's side. 
[ Whispers a Lord, who goes of in the 








barge of Lysimachus, 
Hel. Sure, all’s effectless ; yet nothing we "ll 
omit 
That bears recovery’s name, But, since your 
kindness 
We have stretch’d thus far, let us beseech you 
That for our gold we may proyision have, 
Wherein we are not destitute for want, 
But weary for the staleness. 

U3. O, sir, a courtesy 
Which if we should deny, the most just gods 
For every graff would send a caterpillar, 60 
And so afflict our province. Yet once more 
Let me entreat to know at large the cause 
Of your king’s sorrow. : 

Hel. Sit, sir, I will recount it to you: 
But, sce, I am prevented. 


Re-enter, from the barge, Lord, with Maria, 
and @ young Lady. 


Ss O, here is 
ometeay that Isent for. Welcome, fair one! 
Is’t not a goodly presence? 
Hel. 5 She’s a gallant lady. 
Lys. She’s such a one, that, were I well 
assured 
Came of a gentle kind and noble stock, 
L'ld wah no better choice, and think me rarely 
_ wed, 69 
Fair one, all poodness that consists in bounty 
Expect even here, where is a kingly patient: 
Jf that thy prosperous and artificial eat 
Can draw him but to answer thee in aught, 
Thy sacred physic shall receive such pay 
As thy desires can wish. 
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Scrne 1| 


‘My utmost skill in his recovery, 
Provided 2 f 
That none but I and my companion maid 
Be suffer’d to come near him. 
Come, let us leave her; 


Lys. 
And the gods make her prosperous! _ 80}. 
[Marina sings. | Didst thou not say, 


Lys. Mark’d he your music? 
Mar. No, nor look’d on us. 
Ins. See, she will speak to him. 
Mar, Hail, sir! my lord, lend ear. 
Per. Elum, ha! 
Mar. Lamamaid, |, 
My lord, that ne’er before invited eyes, 
But tate been gazed on like a comet: she 
speaks, 2 
My lord, that, may be, hath endured a grief 
Might equal yours, if both were justly weigh’d. 
Though wayward fortune did malign my state, 
My derivation was from ancestors _ | or 
Who stood equivalent with mighty kings: 
But time hath rooted out my parentage, 
‘And to the world and awkward casualties | 
Bound me in servitude. [Aside] < will desist; 
But there is something glows upon my cheek, 
And whispers in mine ear ‘Go not till he speak.’ 
Per, My fortunes—parentage—good parent- 


age— 2 
To equal mine!—was it not thus? what say 
you? 
Mav. I said, my lord, if you did know my 
parentage, 100 


You would not do me violence. 
Per. I do think so. Pray you, turn your 
eyes upon me. 
You are like something that—What country- 
woman? 
Here of these shores ? 
Mar. No, nor of any shores: 
Yet I was mortally brought forth, and am. 
No other than I appear. 
Per. am great with woe, and shall deliver 
weeping. _ : i is 
My dearest wife was like this maid, and such 
a one 
My daughter, might have been : my queen’s 
square brows ; 
Her stature to an inch; as wand-like straight ; 
As silver-voiced ; her eyes as jewel-like xIt 
‘And cased as richly; in pace another J uno; 
Who starves the ears she feeds, and makes them 
hungry, 3 
The more she gives them speech. Where do 
you live? 
Mi i Where I am but a stranger: from the 


You may discern the placé. 
Per Where were you bred? 


And how achieved 
whol you these endowments, 


You make more rich to owe? 

TDS If I should tell my history, it would 
Like lies disdain’d in the reporting. 

Per, Prithee, speak: 120 


Falseness cannot come fro: G 
raeee m thee; for thou 


Modest as Justice, and thou 
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For the crown’d Truth to dwell in: I will 
believe thee, 


| And make my senses credit thy relation 


ossible; for thou look’st 


‘To points that seem im 
Like one eed. What were thy 


Like wate I loved in 
sites when I, did push thee 
back— 
Which was when I perceived thee—that thou 
F comes dine? 
from good descending , 
‘Mar. So indeed I did. 
Per. Report thy parentage. I think thou 
said’st 130 


Thou hadst been toss’d from wrong to injury; 
And that thou thought’st thy griefs mig 6 
equal mine, 
If both were open’d. 4 
Mar. Some such thing 
I said, and said no more but what my thoughts 
Did warrant me was likely, 
Per. Tell thy story ; 
Tf thine consider'd prove the thousandth part 
Of my endurance, thou art a man, and 
Have sufler'd like a girl: yet thou dost loolx 
Like Patience gazing on kings’ graves, and 
smiling 
Extremity out of act. What were thy friends? 
How lost thou them? Thy name, my most 
kind virgin? “ 141 
Recount, I do beseech thee: come, sit by me. 
Mar. My name is Marina. 
Per. O, I am mock’d, 
And thou by some incensed god sent hither 
To make the world to laugh at me. 


Mar. Patience, good sir, 
Or here I’ll cease. . 
Per, Nay, I'll be patient. 


Thou little know’st how thou dost startle me, 
To call thyself Marina. 

Mar. The name 
Was given me by one that had some power, 
My, father, and a King. naar 

er. ow! a king’s daughter? xsr 

‘And call’d Marina? cane 7 

Mar. You said you would believe me* 
But, not to be a troubler of your peace, 
I will end here. 

Per. But are you flesh and blood? 
Have you a working pulse? and are no fairy? 
Motion! Well; speak on. Where were you 


born? 
And wherefore call’d Marina? 


Mar. Call’d Mari: 
For I was born at ae : pi 
er". tsea! what mothe 
Mar. My mother was the daughter me a 


king; 
Who died the minute I was born 
As my good nurse Lychorida hath oft 
Been d preening. 

er, Ca" , Stop there a little! 
ee is the rarest dream that e’er dull 
Did mock sad fools withal : this cai : 
My daughter's buried. Well; Wheroeere yee 

red ? 


160 
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And never interrupt you. 
Mar. You scorn: believe me, ’twere best I 
did give o’er. _ 
Per. Iwill believe you by the syllable 
Of what you shall deliver. Yet, give me leave: 
How came you in these parts? where were you 


red? 17 
Mar. The king my father did in Tarsus 
Jeavelmes freee } F 
Till cruel Cleon, with his wicked wife, 
Did seek to murder me: and having woo'd 
A malay to attempt it, who having drawn to 
lo 


1 
A crew of pirates came and rescued me; 
Brought me to Mytilene. But, good sir, 
pa er wall you have me? Why do you weep? 

may be, 5 
You think me an impostor: no, good faith ; 
Iam the daughter to King Pericles, 180 
If good King Pericles be. 

er. Ho, Helicanus! 

Hel, Calls my lord? 

Per, Thou art a grave and noble counsellor, 
Most wise in general: tell me, if thou canst, 
What this maid is, or what is like to be, 

That thus hath made me weep? 

el. - I know not; but 
Here is the regent, sir, of Mytilene 
Speaks nobly of her. 

Lys. _ She would never tell 
Her parentage; being demanded that, 190 
She would sit still and weep. 

Per. O Helicanus, strike me, honour’d sir ; 
Give me a gash, put me to present pain ; 

Lest this great sea of joys enShing upon me 
O’erbear the shores of my mortality, 
And drown me with their sweetness. O, come 


hither, 
Thou that beget’st him that did thee beget; 
Thou that wast born at sea, buried at Tarsus, 
And found at sea again! Helicanus, 
Dora Ge thy knees, thank the holy gods as 
Ou 200 
As thunder threatens us: this is Marina. 
‘What was thy mother’s name? telline but that, 
For truth can never be confirm’d enough, 
Though doubts did ever sleep. 
Mar. r First, sir, I pray, 
What is your title? 
Per, Lam Pericles of Tyre: but tell me now 
My drown’d queen’s name, as in the rest you 


said 
Thou hast been godlike perfect, Z 
+The heir of kingdoms and another like 
To Pericles thy father. 210 
Mar, Isitno more to be your daughter than 
To say my mother's name was Thaisa? 
Thaisa was my mother, who did end 
The minute I began. % 
Per. Now, blessing on thee! rise; thou art 
_ my child. ¢ 
Give me fresh garments. Mine own, Helicanus; 
She Dy not dead at Tarsus, as she should have 
Dy 
By cavage, Cleon : she shall tell thee all ; 
Winent :0u shalt kneel, and justify in know- 
le 


ledge Ys. 
She is thy very pGfieG@s<adhhwiRbsearch tastitut@eDigiewd, byyeBarigatri 
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Hel. Sir, ‘tis the governor of Mytilene, 
Who, hearing of your melancholy state, 
Did come to see you. 
Per. I embrace you. | 
Give me my robes. I am wild in my be- 
holding. 
10) heavens bless my girl! But, hark, what 


music 7 
Tell Helicanus, my Marina, tell him ; 
Cer, point by point, for yet he seems to doubt, 
How sure you are my daughter. But, what 

music? : 

Hel. My lord, I hear none, 
Per. None! i, | 230 
The music of the spheres! List, my Marina. 
Lys. It is not good to cross him; give him 
way. 
Per. Rarest sounds! Doyenothear? | 
Lys. My lord, Thear. [JLusic. 
Per, Most heavenly music! 
It nips me unto listening, and thick slumber 
Hangs upon mine eyes: Jet me rest. [Sleeps. 
Lys. <A.pillow for his head: 3 ‘ 
So, leave him all. Well, my companion friends, 
Tf this but answer to my just belief, 
I'll well remember you. | 240 
[Exeunt all but Pericles. 


DIANA appears to PERICLES as in @ vision. 


Dia. My temple stands in Ephesus: hie 
thee thither, : 
And do upon mine altar sacrifice, 
There, punen my maiden priests are met to- 
gether, 
Before the people all, x 
Reveal how thou at sea didst lose eve wife: 
To mourn thy crosses, with th daughter’s, call 
And give them repetition to the life. 
Or perform my bidding, or thou livest in woe; 
Do it, and happy; by my silver bow! 
Awake, and tell thy dream. [Disappears. 250 
Per. Celestial Dian, goddess argentine, 
I will obey thee. Helicanus! 


Re-enter HELIcANvs, Lyspracnus, and 
Marina. 


Hel. Sir? 
Per. My purpose was for Tarsus, there to 


strike 
The inhospitable Cleon; but I am 
For other service first: toward Ephesus 
Turn our blown sails; eftsoons 1’ll tell thee 


why. 
[Zo Lysimachus] Shall we refresh us, sir, upon 
pour shore, ? 
And give you gold for such provision 
As our intents will need? 
Le: Sir, 260 
With all my heart; and, when you come 


ashore, 
T have another suit. 
cr, You shall prevail, 
Were it to woo my daughter; for it seems 
You have been noble towards her. 
Sir, lend me your arm. 
i [Eceunt. 











Scenz 1] 


‘Enter GowER, before the temple 
of DIANA at Ephesus. 


Gow. Now our sands are almost run; 
More alittle, and then dumb. 
This, my last.boon, give me, 
For such kindness must relieve me, 
‘That you aptly will suppose 
What pageantry, what teats, what shows, 
‘What minstrelsy, and pretty din, 
The regent made in Mytilene, 
‘Vo greet the king. So he thrived, 
That he is promised to be wived ro 
‘To fair Marina ; but in no wise 
Till he had done his sacrifice, 
‘As Dian bade: whereto being bound, 
The interim, pray you, all confound. 
In feather'd brieiness sails are fill'd, 
‘And wishes fall out as theyre will’d. 
‘At Ephesus, the temple see, 
Our king and all his company. 
That he can hither come so soon, és 
Is by your fancy’s thankful doom. [Zzxit. 20 


Scene LL. 


Scene III. Lhe temple of Diana at Ephesus ; 
THAISA standing near the altar, as high 
priestess; “a number of varus on each 
side; CERIMON and other Inhabitants of 
Ephesus attending. 


Enicr PERICLES, with his train; LYSIMACHUS, 
HELICANUS, MARINA, and a Lady. 


Per. ise Dian! to perform thy just com- 
mand, 

T here confess myself the king of Tyre; 
Who, frighted from my country, did w 
At Pentapolis the fair Thaisa. 
At sea in childbed died she, but brought forth 
‘A maid-child cal’'d Marina; who, O goddess, 
Wears yet thy silver livery. She at Tarsus 
Was nursed with Cleon; who at fourteen years 
He sought to murder: but her better stars 
Brought her to Mytilene ; ’gainst whose shore 
Riding, her fortunes brought the maid aboard 


us, Ir 
Where, by her own most clear remembrance, 


she 
Made known herself my daughter. 
Pha. ‘Voice and favour! 
You are, you are—O royal Pericles!  [Faints. 
Per, What means the nun? she dies! help, 
gentlemen ! 
Cer. Noble sir, 
If you have told Diana’s altar true, 
This is your WS 
er". everend appearer, no; 
I threw her overboard with t ea ae ise 
as Upon this coast, I Rrra you. 
. is most certain. 20 
Cer. Look to the lady; O, she’s but o’er- 


y'd. 

Early in blustering morn this la 

Thrown upon this shore. I Say ne a 

Found there rich jewels; recover’d her, ‘and 
placed her 2 

Here in Diana’s temple. 


Per. Ma: 
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Cer. Great sir, they shall be brought you to 


my house, Ae; 
Whither I invite you. Look, Thaisa is 


Recovered. 
Thai. O, let me look! - 
Tf he be none of mine, my sanctity 
Will to my sense bend no licentious ear, go 
But curb it, spite of seeing. O, my lord, 
‘Are you not Pericles? ‘Like him you spake, 
Like him you are: did younot name a tempest, 
‘A birth, and death? : ‘ 
Per. The voice of dead Thaisa! 
Thai. That Thaisa am I, supposed dead 
Ay crow arin 
e. Immortal Dian 
Thai. Now I know you better. 
When we with tears parted Pentapolis, 
The king my father gave you sucharing, | 
[Shows a ring. 
Per. This, this: no more, you gods! your 
present kindness | 4° 
Makes my past miseries sports: you shall do 


well, 
That onthe touching of her lips I may. A 
Melt and no more be seen. O, come, be buried. 
‘A second time within these arms. 
Mar. My heart 
Leaps to be gone into my mother’s bosom. | 
Kneels to Thaisa. 
Pe. Look, who kneels here! Flesh of thy 
flesh, Thaisa ; . 
Thy burden at the sea, and call’d Marina 
For she was yielded there. 
Thai. Blest, and mine own! 
Hel. Hail, madam, and my queen! 


Lhai. I know you not. 
Per. You have heard me say, when I did fly 
from Tyre, 50 


T left behind an ancient substitute: 

Can you remember what I call’d the man? 

Lhaye named him oft, : 
hat. "Twas Helicanus then. 

Per. Still confirmation : 

Embrace him, dear Thaisa; this is he. 

Now do I long to hear how you were found ; 
How possibly preserved ; and who to thank, 
Besides the gods, for this great miracle. 

Thai. Lord Cerimon, my lord; this man, 

Through whom the gods have shown their 
power; that can 60 
From first to last resolve you. 
Per. Reverend sir, 
The gods can have no mortal officer 
More like a god than you. Will you deliver 
How this dead queen re-lives? 

Cer. : IT will, my lord. 
Beseech you, first go with me to my house, 
Where shall be shown you all was found with 

ner; 
How she came placed here in the temple; 
No needful thing omitted. 

Per. Pure Dian, bless thee for thy vision ! I 
Will offer night-oblations to thee. Thaisa, 70 
This prince, the fair-betrothed of your daughter, 
Shall marry her at Pentapolis. And now, 2 
Maes aadehetateenal will 

akes me look dismal will I clip to form; 
And what this fourteen years nt razor touch’d, 
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{To grace thy marriage-day, I'll beautify. 
thai, Tord Cerimon hath letters of good 
credit, sir, 
Ty father’s dead. : 
er. Heavens make a star of him! Yet 
there, my queen, 
‘We'll celebrate their nuptials, and ourselves 80 
‘Will in that kingdom spend our following 


lays: . 
Our son and daughter shall in Tyrus reign. 
Lord Cerimon, we do our longing stay 


To hear the rest untold: sir, lead’s the way. 
[Exeunt. 


JZinter GOWER. 


Gow, In Antiochus and his daughter you 
«have heard 
Of monstrous lust the due and just reward : 
In Pericles, his queen and daughter, seen, 


PERICLES 


{Act v 


Although assail’d with fortune fierce and 

keen, i 

Virtue preserved from fell destruction’s blast, 

pedton by heaven, and crown'd with joy at 
i: 90 


ast: 
In Helicanus may you well descry 

‘A figure of truth, of faith, of loyalty: 
Tn reverend Cerimon there well appears 
The worth that learned charity aye wears ¢ 
For wicked Cleon and his wife, when fame 
Had spread their cursed deed, and honour’d 





name 
Of Pericles, to rage the city turn, 
That him and his they in his palace burn ; 
The gods for murder seemed so content 
To punish them; although not done, but 
meant. 100 
So, on your patience evermore attending, 
New joy wait on you! Here our play has 
ending. [Eavit. 
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VENUS AND ADONIS 


‘Vilia miretur vulgus ; mihi flavus Apollo 
Pocula Castalia plena ministret aqua. 


TO THE 
RIGHT HONOURABLE HENRY WRIOTHESLY, 


EARL OF SOUTHAMPTON, AND BARON OF TICHFIELD. 


Ricgut HonovraBLE 


I KNow not how I shall offend in dedicating my unpolished lines to your lordship, 
nor how the world will censure me for choosing so strong a prop to support so weak a burden: 
only if your honour seem but pleased, I account myself highl, Braised, and yow to take advantage 
of all idle hours, till I have honoured you with some graver labour. But if the first heir of my 
invention prove deformed, I shall be sorry it had so noble a god-father, and never after ear so 
barren a land, for fear it yield me still so bad a harvest. L leave it to your honourable survey. 
and your honour to your heart’s content; which I wish may always answer your own wish and 
the world’s hopeful expectation. - ale 

Your honowr’s in all duty, 


WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE. 


EvEN as the sun with purple-colour’d face 

Had ta’en his Jast leave of the‘weeping morn, 

Rose-cheek’d Adonis hied him to the chase ; 

Hunting he loved, but love he laugh’d to scorn; 
Sick-thoughted Venus makes amain unto 


im, 
And like a bold-faced suitor gins to woo him. 


And trembling in her passion, calls it balm, 

Earth’s sovereign salve to do a goddess good : 
Being so enraged, desire doth lend her force 
Courageously to pluck him from his horse. 














Over one arm the lusty courser’s rein, 3I 
Under her other was the tender boy, |. 
Who blush’d and pouted in a dull disdain, 
With leaden appetite, unapt to toy ; 

She red and hot as coals of glowing fire, 

He red for shame, but frosty in desire. 


The studded bridle on a ragged bough 
Nimbly she fastens :—O, how quick is love !— 
‘The steed is stalled up, and even now 
To tie the rider she begins to prove : 40 
Backward she push’d him, as she would be 
st, 
aa serene him in strength, though not in 
ust. 


‘Thrice-fairer than myself, thus she began, 
‘The field’s chief flower, sweet above compare, 
Stain to all nymphs, more lovely than a man, 
More white and red than doves or roses are ; 10 
Nature that made thee, with herself at strife, 
RAE es the world hath ending with thy 
e 


‘Vouchsafe, thou wonder, to alight thy steed, 
And rein his proud head to the saddle-bow ; 
if thou wilt deign this favour, for thy meed 
A thousand honey secrets shalt thou know : 
Bee come and sie bere never serpent hisses, Sorscon wrastehe'sloneasihie was down’ 
ing set, smother thee with lkisses ; Each leaning on their elbows and their hips: 


‘ And yet not cloy thy lips with loathed satiety, Now doth she stroke his cheek, now doth he 


But rather famish them amid their plenty, 20 
Making them red and pale with treat variety, 
Ten kisses short as one, one long as twenty : 
A summer’s day will seem enour but short, 
Being wasted in such time-beguiling sport.’ 


frown, 
And ns to chide, but soon she stops his lips; 
. And kissing speaks, with lustful language 


broken, 
“Ié thou wilt chide, thy lips shall never open.’ 


He burns with bashful shame: she with her 
tears 


Doth quence the maiden burning of his cheeks; 


tute. i 
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Then with her windy sighs and golden hairs sx 

To fan and blow them dry again she seeks 9 
He saith she is immodest, blames her ’miss ; 
What follows more she murders with a kiss 


Even as an empty eagle, sharp by fast, 

Tires with her beak on feathers, flesh and bone, 

Shaking her wings, devouring all in haste, 

Till either gorge be stuff’d or prey be gone; 
Even so she kissed his brow, his 


chin, : A 
And where she ends she doth anew begin. 60 


Forced to content, but never to obey, 

Panting he lies and breatheth in her face ; 

She feedeth on the steam as on a prey, 

And calls it heavenly moisture, air of grace ; 
Wishing her cheeks were gardens full of 


lowers, ieee 
So they were dew’d with such distilling 
showers. 


Look, how a bird lies tangled in a net, 
So fasten’d in her arms Adonis lies ; Z 
Pure shame and awed resistance made him fret, 
Which bred more beauty in his angry eyes: 70 
Rain added to a river that is rank 
Perforce will force it overflow the bank. 


Still she entreats, and prettily entreats, 
For to a pretty ear she tunes her tale; 
Still is he sullen, still he lours and frets, 
*Twixt crimson shame and anger ashy-pale: 
Being red, she loves him best; and being 
white, a 
Her best is better’d with a more delight. 


Look how he can, she cannot choose but love; 
And by her fair immortal hand she swears, 80 
From his soft bosom never to remove, 
Till he take truce with her contending tears, 
WG Jong have rain’d, making her cheeks 
all wet; 
diet Oe sweet kiss shall pay this countless 
lebt. 


Upon this promise did he raise his chin, 
Likea Give-depper peering through a wave, 
Who, being look’d on, ducks as quickly in; 
So offers he to give what she did crave; 
But when her lips were ready for his pay, 
He winks, and turns his lips another way. go 


Never did Dessengeh in summer’s heat 
More thirst for 


turn. 
Her help she sees, but help she cannot get; 
She bathes in water, yet her fire must bum’: 
‘O, pity, “gan she cry, ‘flint-hearted boy ! 
Tis but a kiss I beg; why art thou coy ? 


°T have been woo’d, as I entreat thee now, 
Even by the stern and direful god of war, 
Whose sinewy neck in battle ne’er did bow, 
Who conquers where he comes in every Jar; 100 
Yet hath he been my captive and my slave, 
And posed for 
s 


eek, his | 





rink than she for this good My 


VENUS AND ADONIS 


‘Over my altars hath he hung his lance, 
His batter’d shield, his uncontrolled crest, 
And for my sake hath learn’d to sport and 
dance, f 3 
To toy, to wanton, dally, smile and jest, 
Scorning his churlish drum and ensign red, 
Making my arms his field, his tent my bed. 


‘Thus he that overruled I oversway’d, _ 
Leading him prisoner in a red-rose chain: 110 
irons tempered steel his stronger strength 
obey’ ion 
Yet wes he cele to my coy aay me 
O, be not proud, nor brag not of thy migh 
For mastering her that foil’d the god of fight! 


‘Touch but my lips with those fair lips of 
thine,— fs > 
Though imine be not so fair, yet are they red— 
The kiss shall be thine own as well as mine. 
Wale oat thou in the ground? hold up thy 
head ; 
Look in mine eye-balls, there thy beauty lies; 
Then why not lips on lips, since eyes in eyes? 





‘Art thou ashamed to kiss? then wink again, 
And I will wink; so shall the day seem night ; 
Love keeps his revels where there are but twain; 
Be bold to play, our sport is not in sight : 
These blue-yein’d violets whereon we lean 
Never can blab, nor know not what we 
mean. 


‘The tender spring upon thy tempting lip 
Shows thee unripe; yet mayst thou well be 


tasted : 
Make use of time, let not advantage slip; 
Beauty within itself should not be wasted : 130 
Fair flowers that are not gather'd in their 
prime - . 
Rot and consume themselves in little time. 


‘Were I hard-favour'd, foul, or wrinkled-old, 
Iil-nurtured, crooked, churlish, harsh in voice, 
O’erworn, despised, rheumatic and cold, 
Thick-sighted, barren, lean and lacking juice, 
Then mightst thou pause, for then I were not 
for thee; 
But having no defects, why dost abhor me? 


‘Thou canst not see one wrinkle in my brow; 
line eyes are gray and bright and quick in 
turning ; 2 140 
My beauty as the spring doth yearly grow, 
y flesh is soft and plump, my marrow burning; 
Ly smooth moist hand, were it with thy hand 


elt, 
Would in thy palm dissolve, or seem to melt, 


‘Bid me discourse, I will enchant thine ear, 
Or, like a fairy, trip upon the green, 
Or, like a nymph, with long dishevell’d hair, 
Dance on the sands, and yet no footing seen : 
Love is a spirit all compact of fire, . 
Not gross to sink, but light, and will aspire. 


‘ Witness this primrose bank whereon I lie; r5r 


that which thou unask’d | These forceless flowers like sturdy trees support 
oc-0 Kashmir Research Institute #igitzed by eGangotri 
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‘Two strengthless doves will draw me through 


the sky, : 
from morn till night, even where I list to sport 


me: 3 
Is love so light, sweet boy, and may it be 
That thou shouldst think it heavy unto thee? 


‘Is thine own heart to thine own face affected? 

Can thy right hand seize loye upon thy left? 

Then woo thyself, be of thyself rejected, 

Steal thine own freedom and complain on theft. 
Narcissus so himself himself forsook, 16x 
And died to kiss his shadow in the brook. 


‘Torches are made to licht, jewels to wear, 
Dainties to taste, fresh beauty for the use, 
Herbs for their smell, and sappy plants to bear; 
Things growing to themselves are growth’s 
abuse: : 
pects spring from seeds and beauty breedeth 
eauty ; 
Thou wast begot ; to get it is thy duty. 


open ihe earth’s increase why shouldst thou 

eed, 

Unless the earth with thy increase be fed? x70 

BY law of nature thou art bound to breed, 

w nat pine may live when thou thyself art 

lead; 3 

And so, in Spits of death, thou dost survive, 
In that thy likeness still is left alive’ 


By this the love-sick queen began to sweat, 
For ere they lay the shadow had forsook 
thera, 
And Titan, tired in the mid-day heat, 
With burning eye did hotly overlook them ; 
Wishing Adonis had his tearn to guide, 
So he were like him and by Venus’ side. 180 


And now Adonis, with a lazy spright, 

And with a heavy, dark, disliking eye, 

His louring brows o'erwhelming his fair sight, 

Like misty vapours when they lot the sky, 
Souring his checks cries ‘Fie, no more of 


love | 
The sun doth burn my face; I must remove.’ 


‘Ay me,’ quoth Venus, ‘young, and so unkind? | R 


‘What bare excuses makest thou to be gone! 
I'll sigh celestial breath, whose gentle wind 
Shall cool the heat of this descending sun : 190 
11 make a shadow for thee of my hairs; 
If Wey burn too, Ill quench them with my 
ears, 


gine sun that shines from heaven shines but 
varm, 
And, lo, L lic between that sun and thee: 
The heat [have from thence doth little harm, 
hine eye darts forth the fire that burneth me; 
nd were I not immortal, life were done 
Between this heavenly and earthly sun. 


drt thou obdurate, flinty, hard as steel, 
Nay, more than flint, forstone at rain relenteth? 
Art thou a woman’s son, and canst not feel zor 


What’tis to love? hey wartahlove Reasatethh 
WA 
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had thy mother borne so hard a mind, | 
She piiadeage brought forth thee, but died 


unkind, 


‘What am J, that thou shouldst contemn me 
this? ; 
Or what great danger dwells upon my suit? 
What were thy lips the worse for one poor kiss? 
Speak, fair; but speak fair words, or else be 
mute: ‘ F 
Give me one kiss, I’ll give it thee again, 209 
And one for interest, if thou wilt have twain. 


‘Fie, lifeless picture, cold and senseless stone, 
Well-painted idol, image dull and dead, 
Statue contenting but the eye alone, 
Thing like a man, but of no woman bred ! 
Thou art no man, though of a man’s com- 
plexion, _ i eaten) 
For men will kiss even by their own direction. 


This said, impatience chokes her pleading 
tongue, 5 

And swelling passion doth provoke a pause; 

Red cheeks and fiery eyes blaze forth her wrong ; 

Being judge in love, she cannot right her cause: 

And now she weeps, and now she fain would 

speak, x 221 

And now her sobs do her intendments break. 


Sonicimes she shakes her head and then his 

hand, 

Now gazeth she on him, now on the ground ; 

Sometimes her arms infold him like a band: 

She would, he will not in her arms be bound: 
And when from thence he struggles to be 


gone, : 
She locks her lily fingers one in one, 


‘Fondling,’ she saith, ‘since I have hemm’d 
_thee here _ 

Within the circuit of this ivory pale, 230 

Dl be a park, and thou shalt be my deer; 

Feed where thou wilt, on mountain or in dale; 
Graze on my lips; and if those hills be dry, 
Stray lower, where the pleasant fountains Iie. 


‘Within this limit is relief enough, 

Sweet bottom-grass and high delightful plain, 

ound xiaing) hillocks, brakes obscure and 
rough, 

Te shelter thee from tempest and from rain: 
Then be my deer, since Iam such a ark 5 
No dog shall rouse thee, though a thousand 

bark.’ 240 


At this Adonis smiles as in disdain, 
That in each cheek appears a pretty dimple: 
Love made those hollows, if himself were slain, 
He might be buried in a tomb so simple; 
Foreknowing well, if there he came to lie, 
W by; there ‘Love lived and there he could 
ie. 


These lovely caves, these round enchanti its, 

Open’d there mouths to swallow Venus" Hdng” 

Being mad before, how doth she now for wits? 

Struck dead at ‘first, What .needs a second 
ri 


stitutéribigit?ed by eGango 250 
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Poor queen of love, in thine own Jaw forlorn, 
To love a cheek that smiles at thee in scorn! 


Now which way shall she turn? what shall she 
say? 3 i 
Her wordsare done, her woesthemore increasing; 

The time is spent, her object willaway, 

And from her twining arms doth urge releasing, 
‘Pity, she cries, ‘somefavour, some remorse! 
Away he springs and hasteth to his horse. 


But, lo, from forth a copse that mee oe by, 

‘A breeding jennet, lusty, young an proud, 260 

‘Adonis’ trampling courser doth espy, 

‘And forth she rushes, snorts and neighs aloud : 
The strong-neckd steed, being tied untoatree, 
Breaketh his rein, and to her straight goes he. 


Imperiously he leaps, he neighs, he bounds, 
‘And now his woven girths he breaks asunder; 
The bearing earth with his hard hoof he 
wounds, : 
Whose hollow womb resounds like heaven’s 
thunder; . 
The iron bit he crusheth ’tween his teeth, 
Controlling what he was controlled with. 270 


His ears up-prick’d ; his braided hanging mane 
Upon his compass'd crest now stand on end ; 
His nostrils drink the air, and forth again, 
As from a furnace, vapours doth he send : 
His eye, which scornfully glisters like fire, 
Shows his hot courage and his high desire. 


Sometime he trots, as if he told the steps, 
With gentle majesty and modest pride ; 

Anon he rears upright, curyets andleaps, | 
As who should say ‘Lo, thus my strength is 


tried, 280 
And this I do to captivate the eye 
Of the fair breeder that is standing by.’ 


‘What recketh he his rider’s angry stir, 
His flattering ‘ Holla,’ or his ‘Stand, Ysay’? 
What cares he now for curb or pricking spur? 
For rich caparisons or trapping gay ? 
He sees his love, and nothing else he sees, 
For nothing else with his proud sight agrees. 


Look, when a painter would surpass the life, 
In limning out a well-proportion’d steed, 290 
His art with nature's workmanship at strife, 
As if the dead the living should exceed ; 

So did this horse excel a common one 

In shape, in courage, colour. pace and bone. 


capa D short-jointed, fetlocks shag and 
Broad breast, full eye, small head and nostril 
High ret, short ears, straight legs and passing 
aS ate thick tail, broad buttock, tender 


ie 
Look, what a horse should have he did not 
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Sometime he scuds far off and there he stares ; 
Anon he starts at stirring of a feather ; 
To bid the wind a base he now prepares, 
‘And whether he run or fly they know not 
whether ; 5 . ; 
For through his mane and tail the high wind 
sings, 
Fanning the hairs, who wave like feather’d 
wings. 


He looks upon his love and neighs unto her; 
She answers him as if she knew his mind: 
Being proud, as females are, to see him woo her, 
She puts on outward strangeness, seems unkind, 
Spurns at his love and scorns the heat he 


feels, 2 1% 
Ree kind embracements with fier 
heels, 


Then, like a melancholy, malcontent, 

He yails his tail that, like a falling plume, 

Cool shadow to his melting buttock lent: 

He stamps and bites the poor flies in his fume, 
His love, perceiving how he is enraged, 
Grew kinder, and his fury was assuaged. 


His testy master goeth about to take him ; 
When, lo, the unback’d breeder, full of fear, 320 
Jealous of catching, swiftly doth forsake him, 
With her the horse, and left Adonis there: 
As they were mad, unto the wood they hie 
them, 
Out-stripping crows that strive to over-fly 
them. 


All swoln with chafing, down Adonis sits, 
Banning his boisterous and unruly beast: 
And now the happy season once more fits, 
That love-sick Love by pleading may be blest ; 
For lovers say, the heart hath treble wrong 
When it is barr’d the aidance of the tongue. 


An oven that is stopp’d, or river stay’d, 331 

Burneth more hotly, swelleth with more rage: 

So of concealed sorrow may be said; 

Free vent of words love’s fire doth assuage } 
But when the heart's attorney once is mute, 
The client breaks, as desperate in his suit. 


He sees her coming, and begins to glow, 
Even as a dying coal revives with wind, 
And with his bonnet hides his angry brow; 
Looks on the dull earth with disturbed mind, 
Taking no notice that she is so nigh, 340 
For all askance he holds her in his eye. 


4) what a sight it was, wistly to view 

How she came stealing to the wayward boy! 

To note the fighting conflict of her hue, 

How white and red each other did destroy! 
But now her check was pale, and by and by 
It flash’d forth fire, as lightning from the sky. 


Now was she just before him as he sat, 
And like a lowly lover down she kneels; 
With one fair hand she heaveth up his hat, 
Her other tender hand his fair cheek feels: _, 
His tenderer check receives her soft hand’s 


35° 


ck, print, 
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O, what a war of looks was then between them! 
Her eyes petitioners to his eyes suing ; 
His eyes saw her eyes as they had not seen 


hem ; ots 
Hetagee woo'd still, his eyes disdain’d the 


wooing: : 
And all this dumb play had his acts made 


lain . 
with tears, which, chorus-like, her eyes did 
rain, 360 


Full gently now she takes him by the hand, 

A lily prison’d in a gaol of snow, 

Or ivory in an alabaster band ; _ 

So white a friend engirts so white afoe: 
This beauteous combat, wilful and unwilling, 
Show’d like tao silver doves that sié a-billing. 


Once more the engine of her thoughts began : 
‘C fairest mover on this mortal round, 
Would thou wert as I am, and Ia man, 
My heart all whole as thine, thy heart my 
wound; 370 
foronesweet look thyhelpI would assure thee, 
Though nothing but my body’s bane would 
cure thee.’ 


‘Give me my hand,’ saith he, ‘why dost thou 
feel it?’ ‘ 
‘Give me my heart,’ saith she, ‘and thou shalt 
have it; 2 
oO, give it me, lest thy hard heart do steel it, 3 
And being steel’d, soft sighs can never grave it: 
Then love’s deep groans I never shall regard, 


Because Adonis’ heart hath made mine hard” 


‘For shame,’ he cries, ‘let go, and let me go; 
My day’s delight is pasts my horse is gone, 380 
And tis your fault [ am bereft him so: 
I pray you hence, and leave me here alone ; 
‘or all my mind, my, thought, my busy care, 
Is how to get my palfrey from the mare.’ 


Thus she replies ‘Thy palfrey, as he should, 

Welcomes the warm approach of sweet desire : 
ection is a coal that must be cool’d; 

Else, suffer’d, it will set the heart on fire: 


The sea hath bounds, but deep desire hath | F: 


none; 
Therefore no marvel though thy horse be 
gone. 390 


«How like a jade he stood, tied to the tree, 

Servilely master’d with a leathern rein! 

But when he saw his love, his youth’s fair fee, 

He held such petty bondage in disdain ; 
Throwing the base thong from his bending 
Enfranchising his mouth, his back, his breast. 


‘Who sees his true-love in her naked bed, 

Teaching the sheets a whiter hue than white, 

But, when his glutton eye so full hath fed, 

His other agents aim at like delight? 400 
Who is so faint, that dares not be so bold 
To touch the fire, the weather being cold? 


“Let me excuse thy courser, gentle ae 
rch | 


And learn of him, Lheartily bescocks 
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To take advantage on presented joy ;. 
Though I were dumb, yet his proceedings teach 
thee: i 7 
O, learn to love; the lesson is but plain, , 
And once made perfect, never lost again. 


‘I know not love,’ quoth he, ‘nor will not 
know it, i 

Unless it be a boar, and then I chase it; 

"Tis much to borrow, and I will not owe it; 

My love to love is love but to disgrace it; 
For I have heard it isa lifein death, 
That laughs and weeps, and all but with a 

breath. 


‘Who wears a garment shapeless and unfinish’d? 
Who plucks the bud before one leaf put forth? 
If springing things be any jot diminish’d, 
They Tes in their prime, prove nothing 
worth : 3 
The colt that’s back’d and burden’d being 
young 
Loseth his pride and never waxeth strong. 420 


410 


“You hurt my hand with wringing ; let us part, 
And leave this idle theme, this bootless chat : 
Remove your siege from my unyielding heart; 
To love’s alarms it will not ope the gate: 
Dismiss your vows, your feigned tears, your 
attery ; 
For where a heart is hard they make no 
battery! 


“What! canst thou talk?’ quoth she, ‘hast thou 
a tongue? 
O, would thou hadst not, or I had no hearing! 
Thy mermaid’s voice hath done me double 
wrong 5 
Thad my load before, now press’d with bearing: 
Melodious discord, heavenly tune harsh: 
sounding, " 432 
Ear’s deep-sweet music, and heart's deep- 
sore wounding. 
‘Had = no eyes but ears, my ears would love 
That inward beauty and iaveible 8 
Or were I deaf, thy outward parts would move 
“ach part in me that were but sensible : 
Though neither ¢yes nor ears, to hear nor see, 
Yet should I be in love by touching thee. 


“Say, that the sense of feeling were bereft me 
And that I could not see, nor hear, nor touch, 
And nothing but the very smell were left me, 
Yet would my love to thee be still as much; 
For from the stillitory of thy face excelling 
Comes breath perfumed that breedeth love 
by smelling. 


‘But, O, what banquet wert thou to the taste, 
Being nurse and feeder of the other four! 
Would they not wish the feast night ever last, 
And bid Suspicion double-lock the door, 
t Jealousy, that sour unwelcome guest, 
Should, by his stealing in, disturb the feast?’ 


Once more the ruby-colour’d portal open’ 
siibiea Bidlisereoghotaingn passage yield; 





i) 
} 


1068 


Like a red morn, that ever yet betoken’d 
Wreck to the seaman, tempest to the field, 
Sorrow to shepherds, woe unto the birds, 
Gusts Gre! foul flaws to herdmen and to 
herds. 


This ill presage advisedly she marketh 

iBven as the wind is hush’d before it raineth, 

Or as the wolf doth grin before he barketh, 

Oras the berry breaks before it staineth, 460 
Or like the deadly bullet of a gun, 


iis meaning struck her ere his words begun. 


And at his look she flatly falleth down, . 

Yor looks kill love and love by looks reviveth ; 

‘A smile recures the wounding of a frown; 

But blessed bankrupt, that by Joye so thriveth! 
The silly boy, believing she is dead, ; 
Claps es pale cheek, till clapping makes it 

red; 


And all amazed brake off his late intent, 

For sharply he did think to reprehend her, 470 

Which cunning love did wittily prevent : 

Fair fall the wit that can so well defend her! 
For on the she lies as she were slain, 
Till his breath breatheth life in her again. 


He wrings her nose, he strikes her on the cheeks, 
He bends her fingers, holds her pulses hard, 
He chafes her lips; a thousand ways he seeks 
To mend the hurt that his unkindness marr’d: 
He kisses her ; and she, by her good will, 
Will never rise, so he will kiss her still. 480 


The night of sorrow now is turn’d to day: 
Her two blue windows faintly she up-heaveth, 
Like the fair sun, when in his fresh array 
He cheers the morn and all the earth relieveth ; 
And as the bright sun glorifies the sky, 
So is her face illumined with her eye ; 


Whose beams upon his hairless face are fix’d, 
As if from thence they borrow’d all their shine. 
‘Were never four such lamps together rix’d, 
Had not his clouded with his brow’s repine ; 490 
But hers, which through the crystal tears 
gaye light, : 
Shone like the moon in water seen by night, 


*O, where am I?’ quoth she, ‘in earth or 
heaven, 
Or in the ocean drench’d, or in the fire? 
‘What hour is this? or morn or weary even? 
Do I delight to die, or life desire? 
But now I lived, and life was death’s annoy ; 
But now I died, and death was lively joy. 


*O, thou didst kill me: kill me once a 8 
Thy eyes’ shrewd tutor, that hard heart of 


thine, 500 
Hath taught them scornful tricks and such 


disdain 
That they have murder’d this poor heart of | Hi 


mine}; 
And these mine eyes, true leaders to their 
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‘Long may they kiss each other, for this cure! 

O, never let their crimson liveries wear! 

‘And as they last, their verdure still endure, 

To drive infection from the dangerous year! 
That the star-gazers, having writ on death, 
May say, the plague is banish’d by thy 

breath. 510 


‘Pure lips, sweet seals in my soft lips im- 
printed, 5 é 
What bargains may I make, still to be sealing 1 

To sell myself Ican be well contented, 
So thou wilt buy and peal and use good dealing ; 
Which purchase it thou make, for fear o: 


slips i 
Set thy seal-manual on my wax-red lips, 


© § thousand kisses buys my heart from me; 
And pay them at thy leisure, one by one. 
What is ten hundred touches unto thee? 
Are they not quickly told and quickly gone? 
Say, for Mon payne that the debt should 
ouble, 52ar 
Is twenty hundred kisses such a trouble?” 


*Fair queen,’ quoth he, ‘if any love you owe 
me, 
Measure my strangeness with my unripe years: 
Before I know myself, seek not to know me; 
No fisher but the ungrown fry forbears: | 
The mellow plum doth fall, the green sticks 


‘ast, 
Or being early pluck’d is sour to taste. 


‘Look, the world’s comforter, with weary gait, 
His day’s hot task hath ended in the west; 530 
wi Ou night’s herald, shrieks, “‘’*Tis very 
ate: 
The sheep are gone to fold, birds to their nest, 
ou cola clouds that shadow heaven's 
igh 
Do summon us to part and bid good night. 


‘Now let me say “Good night,” and so say 


you; 
Tf you will say so, you shall have a kiss.’ 
Cie qight’ quoth she, and, ere he says 
1eu, 
The honey fee of parting tender’d is: 
Her arms do lend his neck a sweet embrace 5 
Incorporate then they seem; face grows to 
face. 540 


Till, breathless, he disjoin’d, and backward 
drew 


The heavenly moisture, that sweet coral mouth, 
Whose precious taste her thirsty lips well knew, 
hereon they surfeit, yet complain on drouth: 
He pact spe plenty press’d, she faint with 
rth, 
Their lips together glued, fall to the earth. 


Ni ovaguice desire hath caught the yielding 

And glutton-like she feeds, yet never-filleth; 

Her lips are conquerors, his lips obey, 

Paying what ransom the insulter willeth; 550 
Whose vulture thought doth pitch the price 


juecen, 
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And having felehe Swetices ch ure spoil, 
ith blindfold fury she begins to forage; 
Her face doth reek and smoke, her blood doth 


oil, ; 
And careless lust stirs up a desperate courage ; 
Planting oblivion, beating reason back, 
Forgetting shame’s pure Blush and honour’s 
wrac 


Hot, faint, and weary, with her hard embracing, 
Like a wild bird being tamed with too mucl 
handling, 7 ; 560 
Or as the flect-foot roe that’s tired with chasing, 
Or like the froward infant still’d with dandling, 
JTe now obeys, and now no more resisteth, 


While Se takes all she can, not all she SI 
iste 


What wax so frozen but dissolves with tem- 
ering, : 

‘And yields at last to very light impression? | 

Things out of hope are compass’d oft with 


_ venturing, = 
Chiefly in love, whose leave exceeds commis- 


sion: 
Affection faints not like a pale-faced coward, 
But then woos best when most his choice is 
froward. 57° 


‘When he did frown, O, had she then gave over, 
Such nectar from his lips she had not suck’d. 
Foul words and frowns must not repel a lover; 
TH thoueD the rose have prickles, yet ’tis 
pluck’d : 
Were beauty under twenty locks kepé fast, 
Yet love sea through and picks them all 
at last. 


Tor pity now she can no more detain him ; 

The poor fool prays her that he may depart : 

She 1s resolved no longer to restrain him; 57 

Bids him farewell, and look well to her heart, 
The which, by Cupid’s bow she doth protest, 
He carries thence incaged in his breast. 


“Sweet boy,’ she says, ‘this night I’ll waste in 
SOrroW, 

For TAY ails heart commands mine eyes to 
watch, 

Tell me, Love’s master, shall we meet to- 


morrow? 
Say, shall we? shall we? wilt thou make the 
match?” 
He tells her, no; to-morrow he intends 
To hunt the boar with certain of his friends. 


‘The boar!’ quoth she; whereat a sudden pale, 

ae ane being spread upon the blushing 

Usurps her cheek; she trembles at his tale, ae 

And on his neck her yoking arms she throws: 
She sinketh down, still hanging by his neck, 
He on her belly falls, she on her back. 


Now is she in the very lists of love, 

Her champion mounted for the hot encounter: 
Allis imaginary she doth prove 

He will not manage her, althoughhe mount her 8 
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That worse than Tantalus’ is her annoy, 
To clip Elysium and to lack her joy. 600 


Even as poor birds, deceived with painted 
grapes, i 

Do surfeit by the eye and pine the maw, 

Even so she languisheth in her mishaps, 

As those poor birds that helpless berries saw. 
The warm effects which she in him finds 

missing i 4 Tes 

She seeks to kindle with continual kissing. 


But all in vain; good queen, it will not be: 
She hath assay’d as much as may be proved; 
Her pleading hath deserved a greater fee; 609 
she’s Love, she loves, and yet she is not loved: 
‘Fie, fie,’ he says, ‘you crush me; let me go; 
You have no reason to withhold me so.’ 


‘Thou hadst been gone,’ quoth she, ‘sweet boy, 


ere this, 
But that thou told’st me thou wouldst hunt 
the boar. bee 
O, be advised! thou know’st not what it is 
With javelin’s point a churlish swine to gore, 
Whose tushes never sheathed he whetteth 


still, 
Like to a mortal butcher bent to kill. 


‘On his bow-back he hath a battle set 

Of bristly pikes, that ever threat his foes; _ 620 

His ges, like glow-worms, shine when he doth 

Tet; 

His snout digs Sepulehires where’er he goes ; 

Being moved, he strikes whate’er is in his 
way, 3 

And whom he strikes his crooked tushes 

slay. 

‘His brawny sides, with hairy bristles arm’d, 

Are better proof than thy spear’s point can 


enter; 
His short thick neck cannot be easily harm’d; 
Being ireful, on the lion he will venture: 
The thorny brambles and embracing bushes, 
As fearful of him, part, through whom he 
rushes. 630 


‘Alas, he nought esteems that face of thine, 

To which Love’s eyes pay tributary gazes ; 

Nor thy soft hands, swect lips and crystal eyne, 

Whose full perfection all the world amazes; 
But having thee at vantage,—wondrous 


read !— 
Would root these beauties as he roots the 
mead. 


“0, let him keep his loathsome cabin still; 

Beaty pia nought to do with such foul 
iends : 

Come not within his danger by thy will; 

They that thrive well take anneal of their 
friends. 640 

When thou didst name the boar, not to dis- 
semble, 


I feard thy fortune, and my joints did 
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*Didst thou not mark my face? was it not 
white? 5 tes 
Saw’st thou not signs of fear lurk in mine eye? 
Grew I not faint? and fell I not downright? 
Within my bosom, whereon thou dost lie, 
My boding heart pants, beats, and takes no 


rest, 
But, like an earthquake, shakes thee on my 
‘preast. 


‘For where Love reigns, disturbing Jealousy 
Doth call himself Affection’s sentinel ; 650 
Gives false alarms, suggesteth mutiny, 
And in a peaceful hour doth ery “Kal, kill! 
Distempering gentle Love in his desire, 
As air and water do abate the fire. 


‘This sour informer, this bate-breeding spy, 
This canker that eats up Love's tender spring, 
This carry-tale, dissentious Jealousy, 

That sometime true news, sometime false doth 


ring, 

Knocks at my heart and whispers in mine 
ear 659 

That if I love thee, I thy death should fear? 


‘ And more than so, presenteth to mine eye 
The picture of an angry-chafing boar, i 
Under whose sharp fangs on his back doth lie 
An image like thyself, all stain’d with gore ; 
Whose blood upon the fresh flowers being 


shed 
Doth make them droop with grief and hang 
the head. 


‘What should I do, seeing thee so indeed, 
That tremble at the imagination? 
The thought of it doth make my faint heart 


bleed, 
And fear doth teach it divination : 670 
I prophesy thy death, my living sorrow, 
thou encounter with the boar to-morrow. 


‘But if thou needs wilt hunt, be ruled by me ; 
Uncouple at the timorous flying hare, 
Or at the fox which lives by subtlety, 
Or at the roe which no encounter dare : 
Pursue these fearful creatures o’er the downs, 
Avaelion thy well-breath’d horse keep with thy 
ounds. 


‘And when thou hast on foot the purblind 


hare, 679 

Mark the poor wretch, to overshoot his troubles 

How he outruns the wind and with what care 

He cranks and crosses with a thousand doubles : 
The many musets through the which he goes 
Are like a labyrinth to amaze his foes. 


‘Sometime he runs among a flock of sheep, 
To make the cunning hounds mistake their 


sme 
And sometime where earth-delving conies keep, 
To stop the loud pursuers in their yell, 

And semetime sorteth with a herd of deer: 


Danger devisetts shifts s HihIW RECUR FEN Irfsti 
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For there his smell with others being mingled, 
The pate scent-snuffing hounds are driven to 
loubt, F M 
Ceasing their clamorous cry till they havesingled 
With much ado the cold fault cleanly out ; 
Then do they spend their mouths; Echo 

replies, - a 
As if another chase were in the skies. 


‘By this, poor Wat, far off upon. a hill, 
Stands on his hinder legs with listening ear, 
To hearken if his foes pursuc him still : 
Anon their loud alarums he doth hear ; 700 
And now his grief may be compared well 
To one sore sick that hears the passing-bell, 


‘Then shalt thou see the dew-bedabbled wretch 
Turn, and return, indenting with the way ; 
Each envious brier his weary legs doth scratch, 
acy shadow makes him stop, each murmur 
stay: 
For misery is trodden on by many, 
And being low never relieved by any. 


‘Lie quietly, and hear a little more; _ 709 
Nay, do not struggle, for thou shalt not rise : 
To make thee hate the hunting of the boar, 
Unlike myself thou hear’st me moralize, 
Applying this to that, and so to so; 
For love can comment upon every woe. 


*Where did I leave?? ‘No matter where ;” 
quoth he, 

‘Leave me, and then the story aptly ends: 

The night is spent” ‘Why, what of that?’ 
quoth she. 

‘Iam,’ quoth he, ‘expected of my friends; 

‘And now ’tis dark, and going P shall fall,” 
In night,’ quoth she, ‘desire sees best of all. 


‘But if thou fall, O, then imagine this, 721 
The earth, in love with thee, thy footing trips, 
And allis but to rob thee of a Kiss, 
Rich preys make true men thieves; so do thy lips 
Make modest Dian cloudy and forlorn, 
Lest she should steal a kiss and die forsworn. 


‘Now of this dark night I perceive the reason : 
Cynthia for shame obscures her silver shine, 
Till forging Nature be condemn’d of treason, 
For stealing moulds from heayen that were 
divine; 73° 
Synereiny she framed thee in high heaven's 
lespi 
To Aca sun by day and her by night. 


‘ And therefore hath she bribed the Destinies 
Zo cross the curious workmanship of nature, 
To mingle beauty with infirmities, 
And pure perfection with impure defeature, 
Making it subject to the tyranny 
Of mad mischances and much misery; 


‘As buming fevers, agues pale and faint, 
Life-poisoning pestilence and frenzies wood, 
‘The marrow-eating sickness, whose attaint 74: 


hyGheatotriof the blood: 
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Surfeits, imposthumes, grief, and damn’d 
Gest ‘i 

Swear Nature’s death for framing thee so 
fair. 


‘And not the least of all these maladies 
But in one minute's fight brings beauty under: 
Both favour, savour, hue and qualities, 
Whereat the impartial gazer late did wonder, 
Are on the sudden wasted, thaw’d and done, 
‘As mountain-snow melts with the midday 
sun. 75° 


‘Therefore, despite of fruitless chastity, 
Love-lacking vestals and self-loving nuns, 
That on the earth would breed a scarcity 
And barren dearth of daughters and of sons, 
Be prodigal: the lamp that burns by night 
Dries up his oil to lend the world his light. 


‘What is thy body but a swallowing grave, 
Seeming to bury that posterity 
Which by the rights of time thou needs must 


have, ‘i 759 
If thou destroy them not in dark obscurity? 
af so, the world will hold thee in disdain, 
Sith in thy pride so fair a hope is slain. 


‘So in thyself thyself art made away ; 
A mischief worse than civil home-bred strife, 
Or theirs whose desperate hands themselves do 


Slay, 
Or butcher-sire that reaves his son of life. 
Foul-cankering rust the hidden treasure frets, 
But gold that’s put to use more gold begets. 


‘Nay, then,’ quoth Adon, ‘you will fall again 
Into your idle over-handled theme: _ 77° 
The kiss I gaye you is bestow’d in vain, 
And allin vain you strive against the stream ; 
For, by this black-faced night, desire’s foul 
nurse, 
Your treatise makes me like you worse and 
worse. 


‘If love have lent you twenty thousand tongues, 
d. every tongue more moving than your own, 
Bewitching like the wanton mermaid’s songs, 
Yet from mine ear the tempting tune is blown; 
For know, my heart stands armed in mine 


ear, 
And will not let a false sound enter there B 


‘Lest the deceiving harmony shouldrun 78 
Into the quict closure of my breast ; 
And then my little heart were quite undone, 
ahs Werchamben EO) be ered of rest. 
o, lady, no; my heart longs not to groan, 
But soundly sleeps, while now it sleeps alone. 


‘What have you urged that I cannot reprove? 
The path is smooth that leadeth on to danger: 
T hate not love, but your device in love, 789 
That lends embracements unto every stranger. 
You do it for increase: O strange excuse, 
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“Call it not love, for Love to heaven is fled, 
Since sweating Lust on earth usurp’d his name; 
Under whose simple semblance he hath fed 
Upon fresh beauty, blotting it with blame ; 
Which the hot tyrant stains and soon 
bereayes, 
‘As caterpillars do the tender leaves. 


‘Love comforteth like sunshine after rain, 

But Lust’s effect is tempest after sun; 800 

Loye’s gentle spring doth always fresh remain, 

Lust’s winter comes ere summer half be done- 
‘Love surfeits not, Lust like a glutton dies; 
Love is all truth, Lust full of forged lies. 


‘More I could tell, but more I dare not say; 

The text is old, the orator too green, 

Therefore, in sadness, now I will away ; 

My face is full of shame, my heart of teen : 
Mine ears, that to your wanton talk attended, 
Do burn themselves for having so offended. 


With this, he breaketh from the sweet embrace 
Of hose fair arms which bound him to her 
reast, 


| And homeward through the dark laund runs 


apace; 
Leaves Love upon her back deeply distress’d. 
Look, how a bright star shooteth from the 


sky, 
So glides he in the night from Venus’ eye; 


Which after him she darts, as one on shore 

Gazing upon a Jate-embarked friend, 

Till the wild wayes will have him seen no more, 

Whose ridges with the meeting clouds contend : 
So did the merciless and pitchy night 82 
Fold in the object that did feed her sight. 


Whereat amazed, as one,that unaware 
Hath cropp'd a precious jewel in the flood, 
Or stonish’d as night-wanderers often are, 
Their light blown out in some mistrustful 
wood, 
Even so confounded in the dark she lay, 
Having lost the fair discovery of her way. 


And now she beats her heart, whereat it groans, 
That all the neighbour caves, as seeming 
troubled, , 830. 
Make verbal repetition of her moans; 
Passion on passion. deeply is redoubled : 
Ay mG she cries, and twenty times ‘ Woe, 
woe 
And twenty echoes twenty times cry so. 


She marking them peeing a wailing note 
And sings extemporally a woeful ditty ; 
How lave makes young men thrall and old men 
ote; 
How love is wise in folly, foolish-witty : 
Her heavy anthem still concludes in woe, 
And still the choir of echoes answer so. | 84a 


Her song was tedious and outwore the night, 
For overs: hours are long, though seeming. 
short: 
Tf Pleased themselves, others, they think, 
ell; 
Ig) 


z ht 
When reason is the bawd to lust’: such i -lik 
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Their copious stories oftentimes begun 
End without audience and are never done. 


For who hath she to spend the night withal 
But idle sounds resembling parasites, 
Like shrill-tongued tapsters answering every 


Ca. » . ., 
Soothing the humour of fantastic wits? | 859 
She says ‘’Tis so:’ they answer all OTis $0} 
‘And would say after her, if she said ‘ No. 


Lo, here the gentle lark, weary of rest, 
From his moist cabinet mounts up on high, 
And wakes the moming, from whose silver 


reas 
The sun ariseth in his majesty ; 
Who doth the world so gloriously behold 
That cedar-tops and hills seem burnish’d 
gold. 
‘Venus salutes him with this fair good-morrow : 
‘O thou clear god, and patron of all light, 860 


Tom whom each lamp and shining star doth | f 


borrow re 
The beauteous influence that makes him bright, 
There lives a son that suck’d an earthly 
mother, 
May lend thee light, as thou dost lend to 
other.’ 


This said, she hasteth to a myrtle grove, 
Musing the morning is so much o’erworn, 
And yet she hears no tidings of her love: 
She hearkens for his hounds and for his horn: 
Anon she hears them chant it lustily, 
And all in haste she coasteth to the cry. 870 


And as she runs, the bushes in the way 

Some catch her by the neck, some kiss her face, 

Some twine about her thigh to make her stay : 

She wildly breaketh from their strict embrai 
Like a milch doe, whose swelling dugs do 


ache, 
Hasting to feed her fawn hid in some brake. 


By this, she hears the hounds are at a bay ; 
‘Whereat she starts, like one that spies an adder 
Wreathed up in fatal folds just in his way, 
The fear whereof doth make him shake and 
shudder; 880 
Even so the timorous yelping of the hounds 
Appals her senses and her spirit confounds. 


For now she knows it is no gentle chase, 
But the blunt boar, rough bear, or lion proud, 
Because the cry remaineth in one place, 
Where fearfully the dogs exclaim aloud : 
Finding their enemy to be so curst, 
heya strain courtesy who shall cope him 


This dismal ty rings sadly in her ear, 889 
Through which it enters to surprise her heart ; 
Who, overcome by doubt and bloodless fear, 
With cold-pale weakness numbs each feeling 


art: 
Tike soldiers, when their captain once doth 








VENUS AND ADONIS 


Thus stands she in a trembling ecstasy ; 
Till, cheering up her senses all dismay 
She tells them ’tis a causeless fantasy, 
And childish error, that they are afraid ; 
Bids them leave quaking, bids them fear no 


And with that word she spied the hunted 
boar, 900 


Whose frothy mouth, bepainted all with red, 
Like ane aud blood being mingled both to- 
‘ether, 4 
A are fear through all her sinews spread, 
Which madly hurries her she knows not 
whither : i 
This way she runs, and now she will no 
further, 
But back retires to rate the boar for murther. 


A thousand spleens bear her a thousand ways; 
She treads the path that she untreads again ; 
fer more than haste is mated with delays, 
Like the proceedings of a drunken brain, — 910 
Full of respects, yet nought at all respecting ; 
In hand with all things, nought at all 
effecting. 


Here kennell’d in a brake she finds a hound, 
And asks the weary caitiff for his master, 
And there another licking of his wound, 
*Gainst venom’d sores the only sovereign 
plaster ; 
And here she meets another sadly scowling, 
To whom she speaks, and he replies with 
howling. 


When he hath ceased his ill-resounding noise, 
Another flap-mouth’d mourner, black and grim, 
Against the welkin volleys out his voice; g2r 
Another and another answer him, 

Clapping their proud tails to the ground 

elow, 
Shaking their scratch’d ears, bleeding as they 
go. 


Look, how the world’s poor people are amazed 
At apparitions, signs and prodigies, 
Whereon with fearful eyes they Jong have 


gazed, A 
Infusing them with dreadful prophecies ; 
So she at these sad signs draws up her breath 
And sighing it again, exclaims on Death. 930 


‘Hard-favour’d tyrant, ugly, meagre, lean, 
Hee paizorce of loves thus. chides she 
ath,— 
*Grim-grinning ghost, earth’s worm, what dost 
thou mean 
To stifle beauty and to steal his breath, 
WBS Ren he lived, his breath and beauty: 


ie 
Gloss on the rose, smell to the violet? 


‘If he be dead,—O no, it cannot be, 
Seeing his beauty, thou shouldst strike at it:— 
O yes, it may ; thou hast no eyes to see, 


yield, 
They basely fly apd dara aot stax the Sele, ee ee ke hit. 940 
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Thy mark is feeble age, but thy false dart F 
Mistakes that aim and cleaves an iniant’s 
heart. 


‘Hadst thou but bid beware, then he had spoke, 
And, hearing him, thy power had lost his 
ower. : 
The 'Destinies will curse thee for this stroke = 
They bid thee crop a weed, thou pluck’st a 
flower: 
Love's golden arrow at him should have fled, 
And BOY Death’s ebon dart, to strike him 
lead. 


‘Dost thou drink tears, that thou provokest 
such weeping ? 
‘What may a heavy groan advantage thee? 950 
‘Why hast thou cast into eternal sleeping 
Those eyes that taught all other eyes to see? 
Now Nature cares not for thy mortal vigour, 
Since her best work is ruin’d with thy rigour. 


Here overcome, as one full of despair, 
She vail’d her eyelids, who, like sluices, stopt 
The crystal tide that from her two cheeks fair 
In the swect channel of her bosom dropt ; . 
But through the flood-gates breaks the silver 
rain 959 
And with his strong course opens them again. 


O, how her eyes and tears did lend and borrow! 

Her eyes seen in the tears, tears in her eye; 

Both crystals, where they view’d each other’s 
sorrow, . 

Sorrow that friendly sighs sought still to dry ; 
But like a stormy day, now wind, now rain, 
Sighs dry her checks, tears make them wet 

again, 


Variable passions throng her constant woe, 

As striving who should best become her grief; 

All entertain’d, each passion labours SO, 

That every present sorrow seemeth chief, 970 
But none is best: then join they all together, 


Like many clouds consulting for foul weather. As 


By this, far off she hears some huntsman hollo . 
A nurse’s song ne'er pleased her babe so well: 
The dire SES Eno she did follow 
aint sound of hope cout) about to expel ; 
or now reviving joy:bids her rejoice, 
And flatters eri is Adonis’ yon! = 


Whereat her tears began to turn their tide, 

Being prison’d in her eye like pearls in lass 3 
et sometimes falls an orient rop beside, 98 

Which her cheek melts, as scorning it should 


pass, 
To wash the foul face of the sluttish 
bo is Pat drunken when aie roan 
own’d, 


Q hari-believing love, how strange i 
Not to believe, and yet too credu feat re 
Thy weal and woe are both of them extremes ; 
Despate and hope makes thee ridiculous : 
T ie one doth flatter thee in thoughts un- 
ike 


ile y . : 
Tnditely shought he pee Hl Res urid c 
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Now she unweayes the web that she hath 
wrought; 99r 


Adonis lives, and Death is not to blame; 
it was not she that call’d him all-to naught: 
Now she adds honours to his hateful name ; 
She ‘clelies him king of graves and grave for 
kings, : 
Imperious supreme of all mortal things. 


‘No, no,’ quoth she, ‘sweet Death, I did but 


jest 
Yet veian me I felt a kind of fear 
When as I met the boar, that bloody beast, 
Which knows no pity, but is still severe; 1000 
Then, gentleshadow,—truth I must confess,— 
Trail’d on thee, fearing my love’s decease. 


©Tis not my fault: the boar provoked my 
tongue ; 
Be wreak’d on him, invisible commander; 
Tis he, foul creature, that hath done thee 
wrong ; 
I did but act, be’s author of thy slander: 
Grief hath two tongues, and never woman 


et 
Could tule them both without ten women’s 
wit? 


Thus hoping that Adonis is alive, 
Her rash suspect she doth extenuate; e 
And that his beauty may the better thrive, 
With Death she humbly doth insinuate ; 
Tells him of trophies, statues, tombs, and 
_ Stories 
His victories, his triumphs and his glories. 


I01o 


‘O Jove,’ quoth she, ‘how much a fool was I 
To be of such a weak and silly mind 
To wail his death who lives and must not die 
Till mutual overthrow of mortal kind! 
For he being dead, with him is beauty slain, 
And, beauty dead, black chaos comes again. 


‘Fie, fie, fond love, thou art so full of fear ro21 
one with treasure laden, hemm’d with 
_ thieves ;. ‘ 
rifles, unwitnessed with eye or ear, 
Thy coward heart with false bethinking grieves.’ 
Even at this word she hears a merry horn, 
‘Whereat she leaps that was but late forlorn. 


As falcon to the lure, away she flies; 

The grass stoops not, she treads on it so light; 

And in her haste unfortunately spies 

The foul boar's conquest on her fait delight ; 
Which seen, her eyes, as murder’d with the 


., view, 1O3r 
Like stars ashamed of day, themselves with: 
W 3 


Or, as the snail, whose tender horns being hii 
Shrinks backward in his shelly cave with nai 
And there, all smother'd up, in shade dot! Bit, 
Long after fearing to creep forth again; 
So, at his bloody view, hier eyes are fled 
Into the deep dark cabins of her head: 


Where they resign their office and their light 
HRRAREIF bGdnquited brain; — x00 
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Who bids them still consort with ugly night, 
And never wound the heart with looks again ; 
Who, like a king perplexed in his throne, 
By their suggestion gives a deadly groan, 


Whereat each tributary subject quakes ; 

As when the wind, imprison’d in the ground, 
Stru; ling for passage, earth’s foundation 
shakes, . 
Which with cold terror doth men’s minds 

confound. ; 
This mutiny each part doth so surprise 
That from their dark beds once more leap her 
eyes; 1050 


And, being open’d, threw unwilling light 
Upon the wide wound that the boar had 
_ _trench’d j = x 
Tn his soft flank ; whose wonted lily white 
With purple tears, that his wound wept, was 
drench’d: 
No flower was nigh, no grass, herb, leaf, or 


weed, Bai) 
But stole his blood and seem’d with him to 
bleed. 


This solemn sympathy poor Venus noteth ; 
Over one shoulder doth she hang her head; 
Dumbly she passions, franticly she doteth ; r059 
She thinks he could not die, he is not dead : 
Her voice is stopt, her joints forget to bow; 
Her eyes are mad that they haye wept till 
now. 


Upon his hurt she looks so steadfastly, 
That her sight dazzling makes the wound seem 


hree 5 
And then she reprehends her mangling eye, 

That makes more gashes where no breach 
should be; 

His face seems twain, each several limb is 
doubled ; 

For oft the eye mistakes, the brain being 
troubled. 


“My tongue cannot express my grief for one, 
And yet,’ quoth she, ‘behold two Adons dead! 
My sighs are blown away, my salt tears gone, 
Mine eyes are turn’d to fire, my heart to lead: 
Heavy heart’s lead, melt at mine eyes’ red 


fire! 
So shall I die by drops of hot desire, 


‘Alas, poor world, what treasure hast thou lost! 

What face remains alive that’s worth the 
viewing? 

Whose tongue is music now? what canst thou 


boast 
Of things long since, or any thing ensuing? 
The flowers are sweet, their colours fresh and 


trim; 
But true‘sweet beauty lived and died with 
him. 1080 


‘Bonnet nor veil henceforth no creature wear ! 
Nor sun nor wind will ever strive to kiss you: 
Having no fair to lose, you need not fear ; 

The sun dothscorn you and the wind doth hiss 
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But when Adonis lived, sun and sharp air __ 
te like two thieves, to rob him of his 
air: 


‘ And therefore would he put his bonnet on, 
Under whose brim the gaudy sun would peep ; 
The wind would blow it off and, being gone, 
Play with his locks: then would Adonis weep; 
And straight, in pity of his tender years, 109: 
Bey nou would strive who first should dry 
is tears. 


‘To see his face the lion walk’d along 
Behind some hedge, because he would not fear 


him ; 
To recreate himself when he hath sung, 
The tiger would be tame and gently hear him; 
If he had spoke, the wolf would leave his 


rey 
ands never fright the silly lamb that day. 


‘When he beheld his shadow in the brook, 
The fishes spread on it their golden gills; 1100 
When he was by the birds such pleasure took, 
That some would sing, some other in their bills 
Would bring him mulberries and ripe-red 


cherries; | E - 
He fed them with his sight, they him with 
berries, 


‘But this foul, grim, and urchin-snouted boar, 
Whose downward eye still looketh for a grave, 
Ne’er saw the beauteous livery that he wore ; 
Witness the entertainment that he gave: 
If he did see his face, why then I know 
He thought to kiss him, and hath kill’d him 
sO. 1110 


Tis true, ’tis true; thus was Adonis slain: 
e ran upon the boar with his sharp spear, 

Who did not whet his teeth at him again, 

But By a. kiss thought to persuade him there; 
And nuzzling in his flank, the loving swine 
Sheathed unaware the tusk in his soft groin. 


‘Had I been tootl’d like him, I must confess, 
With kissing him I should have kill’d him first; 
But he is dead, and never did he bless 1119 
Bier outly with his; the more am J accurst.’ 
With this, she falleth in the place she stood, 
And stains her face with his congealed blood. 


She looks upon his lips, and they are pale; 
She takes hin by the hand, and that E cold; 
She whispers in his ears'a heavy tale, - 
As if they heard the woeful words she told ; 
She lifts the coffer-lids that close his eyes, 
Berel lo, two lamps, burnt out, in darkness 
eS 5 


Two glasses, where herself herself beheld 1129 
A thousand times, and now no more reflect; 
Their virtue lost, wherein they late excell’d, 
And every beauty robb’d of his effect: | 
Mantes of time,’ quoth she, ‘this is my 
spite, 

That, thou being dead, the day should yet be 

ite. Digletéd by eGangotri 
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“Since thou art dead, io, here I prophesy : 

| Sorrow on love hereafter shall attend : 

Jt shall be waited on with jealousy, 

Find sweet beginning, but unsavoury end, 
Ne’er settled equally, but high or low, : 
That all love's pleasure shall not match his 

woe, 1140 


‘It shall be fickle, false and full of fraud, 
Bud and be blasted in a breathing-while ; 
The bottom poison, and the top o’erstraw’d _ 
With sweets that shall the truest sight beguile : 
The strongest body shall it make most weak, 
Strike ae wise dumb and teach the fool to 
speak. 





‘Tt shall be sparing and too full of riot, 
‘Teaching decrepit age to tread the measures ; 
The staring ruflian shallit keepin quiet, _ 
Pluck down the rich, enrich the poor with 
treasures ; 1150 
Tt shall be raging-mad and silly-mild, 5 
Make the young old, the old become a child. 


Tt shall suspect where is no cause of fear; 

It shall not fear where it should most mistrust ; 
It shall be merciful and too severe, 

{ And most deceiving when it seems most just ; 
ii Perverse it shall be where it shows most 
i toward, 

i Put fear to valour, courage to the coward. 

| 





‘Tt shall be cause of war and dire events, 
And set dissension ’twixt the son and sire; 1160 
Subject and servile to all discontents, 
As dry combustious matter is to fire: 
Sith in his prime Death doth my love destroy, 
They that love best their loves shall not 
enjoy.’ 


By this, the boy that by her side lay kill'd 
as melted like a vapour from her sight, 











— 
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And in his blood that on the ground lay spill’d, 

‘A purple flower sprung up, chequer'd with 
white, é 

Resembling well his pale cheeks and the 


100! + . 
Which in round drops upon their whiteness 


stood. II7o 
She bows her head, the new-sprung flower to 
smell, 


Comparing it to her Adonis’ breath, 
And says, within her bosom it shall dwell, 
Since he himself is reft from her by death : 
She crops the stalk, and in the breach 
appears 
Green dropping sap, which she compares to 
tears. 


‘Poor flower,’ quoth she, ‘this was thy father’s 
guise— 
Sweet issue of a more sweet-smelling sire— 
For every little grief to wet his eyes: 
To grow unio himself was his desire, 1180 
And so ’tis thine; but know, it is as good 
To wither in my breast as in his blood. 


‘Here was thy father’s bed, here in my breast; 
Thou art the next of blood, and ’tis thy right : 
Lo, in this hollow cradle take thy rest, 

My throbbing heart shall rock thee day and 


night: 
There shall not be one minute in an hour 
Ere I will not kiss my sweet love’s 
lower. 


Thus weary of the world, away she hies, 

And yokes her silver doves; by whose swift aid 

Their mistress mounted through the empty 
skies : if IIgr 

In her light chariot quickly is convey’d; 

Holding their course to Paphos, where their 
queen, 

Means to immure herself and not be seen. 
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THE RAPE OF LUCRECE 


TO THE 
RIGHT HONOURABLE HENRY WRIOTHESLY, 


EARL OF SOUTHAMPTON, AND BARON OF TICHFIELD. 


TuE love I dedicate to your lordship is without end ; whereof this panic, without beginning, 
is but asuperfluous moiety. The warrant I have of your honourable disposition, not the worth 
of my untutored lines, makes it assured of acceptance. What I have done is yours; what I have 
to do is yours; being part in all I have, devoted yours. Were my worth greater, my duty would 
show greater; meantime, as it is, it is bound to your lordship, to whom I wish long life, still 
lengthened with all happiness. 


Your lordship’s in all duty, 
WinuraAm SHAKESPEARE. 


THE ARGUMENT 


Louorus TaRrQuinivs, for his excessive pride surnamed Superbus, after he had caused his own 
father-in-law Servius Tullius to be cruelly murdered, and, contrary to the Roman laws and 
customs, not requiring or staying for the people’s suffrages, had possessed himself of the kingdom, 
wen accompanied with his sons and other noblemen of Rome, to besiege Ardea. During 
which siege the principal men of the army meeting one evening at the tent of Sextus Tarquinius, 
the king’s son, in their discourses after supper every one commended the virtues of his own 
wife; among whom Collatinus extolled the incomparable chastity of his wife Lucretia. In that 
pleasant humour they all posted to Rome; and intending, by their secret and sudden arrival, 
to make trial of that which every one had before avouched, only Collatinus finds his wife, though 
it were late in the night, spinning amongst her maids: the other ladies were all found dancing 
and revelling, or in several disports. Whereupon the noblemen yielded Collatinus the victory, 
and his wife the fame. At that time Sextus Larquinius being inflamed with Lucrece’ beauty, 
yet smothering his passions for the present, departed with the rest back to the camp; from 
whence he shortly after privily withdrew himself, and was, according to his estate, royally 
entertained and lodged by Lucrece at Collatium. The same night he treacherously stealeth 
into her chamber, violently ravished her, and early in the morning speedeth away. Lucrece, 
in this lamentable plight, hastily dispatcheth messengers, one to Rome for her father, another 
to the camp for Collatine. They came, the one accompanied with Junius Brutus, the other 
with Publius Valerius; and finding Lucrece attired in mourning habit, demanded the cause of 
her sorrow. She, first taking an oath of them for her revenge, revealed the actor, and whole 
manner of his dealing, and withal suddenly stabbed herself, Which done, with one consent 
they all vowed to root out the whole hated family of the Tarquins; and bearing the dead 
body to Rome, Brutus acquainted the people with the doer and manner of the vile deed, with 
a bitter invective against the tyranny of the king: wherewith the people were so moved, that 
with one consent and a general acclamation the ‘Tarquins were all exiled, and the state govern- 
ment changed from kings to consuls. 


Frost the besieged Ardea ail in post, Haply that name of ‘ chaste’ unt i t 
Borne by the trustless wings of false desire, This bateless edge on his Satara! e 
ust breathed Tarquin Teaves the Roman Mines Collating unwisely did not let oO 
ost ‘0 praise the clear unmatched red it 
And Yo Collatium bears the lightless fire Which triumph’d in that sity Gilisi aaah 
Which, in pale embers hid, lurks to aspire Where mortal stars, as bright as heaven's 


le with embracing flames the waist beauties, 


And le with ¢ : 
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Wor he the night before, in Tarquin’s tent, 
Unlock’d the treasure of his happy state; 
What priceless wealth the heavens had him lent 
In the possession of his beauteous mate ; 
Reckoning his fortune at such high-proud rate, 
That kings might be espoused to more fame, 
But king nor peer to such a peerless dame. 21 


O happiness enjoy'd but of a few! 

And, if possess’d, as soon decay’d and done 

‘As is the morning's silver-melting dew 

Against the golden splendour of the sun! 

‘An expired date, cancell’d ere well begun : 
Honour and beauty, in the owner’s arms, 
Are weakly fortress’d from a world of harms. 


Beauty itself doth of itself persuade 
The eyes of men without an orator; 
‘What needeth then apologies be made, 
To set forth that which is so singular? 
Or. why is Collatine the publisher 
Of that rich jewel he should keep unknown 
From thievish ears, because it is his own? 


3° 


Perchance his boast of Lucrece’ sovereignty 
Suggested this proud issue of a king; 
For by our ears our hearts oft tainted be: 
Perchance that envy of so rich a thing, 
Braying compare, disdainfully did sting 40 
His High pilehG thoughts, that meaner men 
should yaunt | 4 
That golden hap which their superiors want. 


But some untimely thought did instigate 
His all-too-timeless speed, if none of those: 
His honour, his affairs, his friends, his state, 
Neglected all, with swift intent he goes 
To quench the coal which in his liver glows. 
0 rash false heat, wrapp'd in repentant cold, 
Thy Hae spring still blasts, and ne’er grows 
to) 


When at Collatium this false lord arrived, 

Well was he welcomed by the Roman dame 
Within whose face beauty and virtue strived 
Which of them both should underprop her 


‘ame: 
When virtue bragg’d, beauty would blush for 
shame ; 
When beauty boasted blushes, in despite 
Virtue would stain that o’er with silver white. 


But beauty, in that white intituled, 
irom AV eDUS) doves doth challenge that fair 


5° 


eld: 
Then virtue claims from beauty beauty’s red, 
Which virtue Bave the golden age to gild — 60 
heb) puves cheeks, and calld it then their 
shield ; 
Teaching them thus to use it in the fight, 
When shame assail’d, the red should. fence 
the white. 


This heraldry in Lucrece’ face was seen. 
Argued by beauty’s red and virtue’s white : 
Of cither’s colour was the other queen, 
Proving from world’s minority their right: 
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The sovereignty of either being so great, 
That oft they interchange each other’s seat. 


Their silent war of lilies and of roses, | qt 
Which Tarquin view’d in her fair face's field, 
In their pure ranks his traitor eye encloses i 
anes es between them both it should be 
cill'd, . 5 
The coward captive vanced doth yield 
To those two armies that would let him go, 
Rather than triumph in so false a foe. 


Now thinks he that her husband’s shallow 
tongue— : 

The higgard prodigal that praised her so,— 

In that high task hath done her beauty wrong, 

Which far exceeds his barren skill to show: 81 

Therefore that praise which Collatine doth owe 
Enchanted Tarquin answers with surmise, 
In silent wonder of still-gazing eyes. 


This earthly saint, adored by this devil, 

Little suspecteth the false worshipper ; 

Tor miniaina thoughts do seldom dream on. 

evil; 

Birds never limed no secret bushes fear : 

So guiltless she securely gives good cheer 89 
And reverend welcome to her princely guest, 
Whose inward ill no outward harm express’d 


For that he colour’d with his high estate, 
Hiding base sin in plaits of majesty ; 
That nothing in him seem’d inordinate, 
Saye sometime too much wonder of his eye, 
Which, having all, all could not satisfy ; 
But, poorly rich, so wanteth in his store, 
That, cloy’d with much, he pineth still for 
more. 


But she, that never coped with stranger eyes, 
Could pick no meaning from their parling 
looks, x I00 
Nor read the subtle-shining secrecies 
Writ in the glassy margents of such books : 
photon no unknown baits, nor fear’d no 
hooks ; 
Nor could she moralize his wanton sight, 
More than his eyes were open’d to the light. 


He stories to her ears her husband’s fame, 
Won in the fields of fruitful Italy ; 
And decks with praises Collatine’s high name, 
Made glorious by his manly chivalry 
Vith bruised arms and wreaths of victory: rro 
Her joy with heaved-up hand she doth ex- 
ress, 
And, wordless, so greets heaven for his 
success. 


Far from the purpose of his coming hither, 

He makes excuses for his being there: 

No cloudy show of stormy blustering weather 

Doth yet in his fair welkin once appear; 

Till sable Night, mother of Dread and Fear, 
Upon the world dim.darkness doth display, 
And in her vaulty prison stows the Day. 


For then is Tarquin brought unto his bed, 120 


Yet their ambition 2B), HF HUSAIN instRSASIBZER BY SEBAUORENY PME 
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For, after supper, long he questioned ¢ 
With modest jucrece, and wore out the night: 
Now eatea slumber with life's strength doth 
ight; . 
And every one to rest themselves betake, 
Save thieves, and cares, and troubled minds, 
that wake. 


As one of which doth Tarquin lie revolving 
The sundry dangers of his will’s obtaining ; 
Yet ever to obtain his will resolving, | 
Though weak-built hopes persuade him to ab- 
staining ; Raat 50) 
Despair to gain doth traffic oft for gaining; 
And when great treasure is the meed pro- 


posed, ; 
Though death be adjunct, there’s no death 
supposed. 


Those that much covet are with gain so fond, 
For what they have not, that which they 


possess : 3 
They scatter and unloose it from their bond, 
And so, by hoping more, they have but less; 
Or, gaining more, the profit of excess 
Is but to surfeit, and such griefs sustain, _ 
That they prove bankrupt in this poor-rich 
gain. 140 


The aim of all is but to nurse the life 
With honour, wealth, and ease, in waning age; 
And in this aim there is such thwarting strife, 
That one for all, or all for one we gage; 
As life for honour in fell battle’s rage ; 

Honour for wealth; and oft that wealth doth 


cost 
The death of all, and all together lost. 


So that in venturing ill we leave to be 

The things we are for that which we expect ; 

And this ambitious foul infirmity, 150 

In having much, torments us with defect 

Of that we have: so then we do neplece 
The thing we have; and, all for want of 


wit, 
Make something nothing by augmenting it. 


Such hazard now must doting Tarquin make, 

Pawning his honour to obtain his lust ; 

And for himself himself he must forsake : 

Then where is truth, if there be no self-trust ? 

When shall he think to find a stranger just, 
When he himself himself confounds, betrays 
To planers tongues and wretched hateful 

lays 161 


Now stole upon the time the dead of night, 
‘When heavy sleep had closed up mortal eyes : 
No comfortable star did lend his light, 

No noise but owls’ and wolves’ death-boding 


cries; 
Now serves the season that they may surprise 
The a lambs: pure thoughts are dead and 


stl. 
ay ntenaat and murder wake to stain and 


And now this lustful lord leap’d from his bed, 


‘Throwing his mantecuyehs sisnhiREsearctd 


LUCRECE 


Ts madly toss’d between desire and dread ; 
Th’ one sweetly flatters, th’ other feareth harm ; 
But honest fear, bewitch’d with lust’s foul 
charm, 3 ; 
Doth too too oft betake him to retire, 
Beaten away by brain-sick rude desire. 


His falchion on a flint he softly smiteth, 

‘Vhat from the cold stone sparks of fire do fly; 

Whereat a waxen torch forthwith he lighteth, 

Which must be lode-star to his lustful eye; 

And to the flame thus speaks advisedly, 180 
‘As from this cold flint I enforced this fire, 
So Lucrece must I force to my desire. 


Here pale with fear he doth premeditate 
The dangers of his loathsome enterprise, 
And in his inward mind he doth debate 
What following sorrow may on this arise: 
Then looking scornfully, he doth despise 
His naked armour of still-slaughter'd lust, 
And justly thus controls his thoughts un- 
just: 


‘Fair torch, burn out thy light, and lend it not 
To darken her whose light excelleth thine: 19x 
And die, unhallow’d thoughts, before you blot 
With your uncleanness that which is divine ; 

ffer pure incense to so pure a shrine: 

Let fair humanity abhor the deed 

That spots and stains love’s modest snow- 

white weed. 


“O shame to knighthood and to shining arms! 
16) foul dishonour to my houschold’s grave! 
O impious act, including all foul harms! 
A martial man to be soit fancy’s slave! 200 
True valour still a true respect should have ; 
‘Then my digression is so vile, so base, 
That it will live engrayen in my face. 


‘Yea, though I die, the scandal will survive, 
And be an eye-sore in my pelden coat 5 
hi 





Some loathsome dash the herald will contrive, 
To cipher me how fondly I did dote; 
That my posterity, shamed with the note, 
hall curse my bones, and hold it for no sin 
To wish that I their father had not been. 210 


‘What win I, if I gain the thing I seek? 

A dream, a breath, a froth of fleeting joy. 

Who buys a minute’s mirth to wail a week? 

Or sells eternity to get.a toy? 

For one sweet grape who will the vine destroy? 
Orwhat fond beggar, but to touch the crown, 
picuia a the sceptre straight be strucken 

lown 


‘Tf Collatinus dream of my intent, 

Will he not wake, and in a desperate rage 

Post hither, this vile purpose to prevent?; 220 

This siege that hath engirt his marriage, 

This blur to youth, this sorrow to the sage, 
This dying virtue, this surviving shame, 
Whose crime will bear an ever-during blame? 


£O, what excuse can my invention make, 
When thou shalt charge me with so black a 
stituteeebigitzed by eGangotri 
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Will not my tongue be mute, my frail joints 
shake, ; 
Mine eyes forego their light, my false heart 
bleed? ‘ 
The guilt being great, the fear doth still exceed ; 
And extreme fear can neither fight nor fly, 
But coward-like with trembling terror die. 


‘Had Collatinus kill’d my son or sire, 
Or lain in ambush to betray my life, 
Or were he not my dear friend, this desire 
Might have excuse to work upon his wife, 
‘As in revenge or quittal of such strife :, 
But as he is my kinsman, my dear friend, 
The ste and fault finds no excuse nor 
end, 


‘Shameful it is; ay, if the fact be known: 
Hateful it is; there is no hate in loving: — 240 
Tl beg her love; but she is not her own: 
The worst is but denialand reproving: 
My will is strong, past reason’s weak removing. 
Who fears a sentence or an old man’s saw 
Shall by a painted cloth be kept in awe.’ 


Thus, graceless, holds he disputation z 
{ween frozen conscience and hot-burning will, 
And with good thoughts makes dispensation, 
Urging the worser sense for vantage still; 
Which in a moment doth confound and kill 250 
All pure effects, and doth so far proceed 
That what is vile shows like a virtuous deed. 


Quoth he, ‘She took me kindly by the hand, 
And gazed for tidings in my eager eyes, 
Fearing some hard news from the warlike band, 
‘Where her beloved Collatinus lies. 
O, how her fear did make her colour rise! 
First red as roses that on lawn we lay, 
Then white as lawn, the roses took away. 


‘ And how her hand, in py hand being lock’d, 
Forced it to tremble with her loyal fear! 261 
Which struck her sad, and then it faster rock’d, 
Until her husband's welfare she did hear; 
‘Whereat she smiled with so sweet a cheer, 
That had Narcissus seen her as she stood, 
Self-love had never drown’d him in the flood. 


“Why hunt I then for colour or excuses ? 

All orators are dumb when beauty pleddeth ; 

Poor wretches have remorse in poor abuses ; 

Love thrives not in the heart that shadows 

dreadeth : 271 

Affection is my captain, and he leadeth ; 
And when his gaudy banner is display’d, 
The coward fights and will not be Aigagd: 


‘Then, childish fear, avaunt! debating, dic! 
Respect and reason, wait on wrinkled age! 

My heart shall never countermand mine eye: 
Sad pause and deep regard beseem the sage ; 
My part is youth, and beats these from the 


stage: 
Desire my pilot is, beauty my prize; 
Then who fears sinking where such treasure 
lies ?’ 280 


As corn o’ergrown by weeds, so heedful fear 
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Away he steals with open listening ear, 
Full of foul hope and full of fond mistrust; 
Both which, as servitors to the unjust, i 
So cross him with their opposite persuasion, 
That now he vows a league, and now in- 
vasion. 


Within his thought her heavenly image sits, 
And in the self-same seat sits Collatine : 3 
That eye which looks on her confounds his 
WItS 3) foe p/ . 290 
That eye which him beholds, as more divine, 
Unto a view so false will not incline ; 
But with a pure appeal seeks to the heart, 
Which once corrupted takes the worser part; 


And therein heartens ue his servile powers, 
Who, flatter’ by their leader’s joc show, 
Stuff up his lust, as minutes fill up hours; 
And as their captain, so their pride doth grow. 
Paying more slavish tribute than they owe. 
By reprobate desire thus madly led, . iad 
The Homan lord marcheth to Lucrece’ bed. 


The locks between her chamber and his will, 
Each one by him enforced retires his ward; 
But, as they open, they allrate his ill, 
Which drives the creeping thief to some regard : 
The atireshold grates the door to have him 
heard ; 
Nightaranderng weasels shriek to see him 
there; 
They fright him, yet he still pursues his fear, 


As each unwilling portal yields him way, 309 
Through little vents and crannies of the place 
The wind wars with his torch to make him stay, 
And blows the smoke of it into his face, 
Extinguishing his conduct in this case; 

But his Hop heart, which fond desire doth 

scorch, 
Puffs forth another wind that fires the torch : 


And being lighted, by the light he spies 
Lucretia’s glove, wherein her needle sticks: 
He takes it from the rushes where it lies, 
And griping it, the needle his finger pricks ; 
‘As who should say ‘This glove to wanton 
tricks 5 i 320 
Is not inured; return again in haste; 
Thou see’st our mistress’ ornaments are 
chaste.’ 


°) But pall these poor forbiddings could not stay 


im: 
He in the worst sense construes their denial : 
The doors, the wind, the glove, that did delay 


him, 

He takes for accidental things of trial ; 

Or as those bars which stop the hourly dial, 
Who with a lingering stay his course doth let, 
Till every minute pays the hour his debt. 


‘So, so,’ quoth he, ‘ these lets attend the time, 
Like little frosts that sometime threat the 
spring, e. 5 331 
Toa da more rejoicing to the prime, 
And give the sneap is more cause to sing. 


Is almost choked by unresisted 1 P: i c) i 5 
CC-0 Kachminteeeerch Insitute Diane Ey SCaneeR as thing ; 





1080 


Huge rocks, high winds, strong pirates, 
shelves and sands, 3 

The Lente fears, ere rich at home he 
lands.’ 


Now is he come unto the chamber door, 
That shuts him from the heaven of his thought, 
Which with a yielding latch, and with no more, 
Hath barr'd him from the blessed thing he 
sought. hee 340 
So from himself impiety hath wrought, 
That for his prey to pray he doth begin, 
‘As if the heavens should countenance his sin. 


But in the midst of his unfruitful prayer, 
Having solicited th’ eternal power nen, 
That his foul thoughts might compass his fair 


fair, 
And they would stand auspicious to the hour, 
Even there he starts: quoth he, ‘I must de- 
flower: i 
The powers to whom I pray abhor this fact, 
How can they then assist me in the act? 350 


‘Then Love and Fortune be my gods, my 


guide! 
My will is back’d with resolution : 
Thoughts are but dreams till their effects be 


Tied ; 
The blackest sin is clear’d with absolution ; 
Against love’s fire fear’s frost hath dissolution. 
The eye of heaven is out, and misty night 
Covers the shame that follows sweet delight.’ 


This said, his guilty hand pluck’d up the latch, 
And with his knee the door he opens wide. 
The cove sleeps fast that this night-owl will 
catch: 
Thus treason works ere traitors be espied. 
Who sees the lurking serpent steps aside ; 
But she, sound sleeping, fearing no such 


ng, 
Lies at the mercy of his mortal sting. 


Into the chamber wickedly he stalks, 

And gazeth on her yet unstained bed. 

The curtains being close, about he walks, 

Rolling his greedy eyeballs in his head : 

By their high treason is his heart misled ; 
Which gives the watch-word to his hand full 


soon 370 
To draw the cloud that hides the silver moon. 


Look, as the fair and fiery-pointed sun, 
Eanes from forth a cloud, bereaves our 
sight ; 
Even so, the curtain drawn, his eyes begua 
Yo wink, being blinded with a greater Tight: 
Whether it is that she reflects so bright, 
That dazzleth them, or else some shame sup- 


t bli th id k hemselves en- 
1 Nom ” t 
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Then Collatine again, by Lucrece’ side, 

In his clear bed might have re josed still: 
But they must ope, this blessed league to kill; 
‘And holy-thoughted Lucrece to their sight 

Must sell her joy, her life, her world’s de- 


light 


Her lily hand her rosy cheek lies under, 

Cozening the pillow of a lawful kiss 5, 

Who, therefore angry, seems to part in sunder, 

Swelling on either side to want his bliss; 

Between whose hills her head entombed is: 390 
Where, like a virtuous monument, she lies, 
To be admired of lewd unhallow’d eyes. 


Without the bed her other fair hand was, 
On the green coverlet ; whose perfect white 
Show'd like an April daisy on the grass, | 
With pearly sweat, resembling dew of night. 
Herteyes, like marigolds, had sheathed their 
ight, 
And canopied in darkness sweetly lay, 
Till they might open to adorn the day. 


Her hair, like golden threads, play’d with her 
breath ; 100 
O modest wantons! wanton modesty ! 
Showing life’s triumph in the map of death, 
And death’s dim look in life’s mortality : 
Each in her sleep themselves so beautify, 
As if between them twain there were no 


strife, : 
But that life lived in death, and death in life. 


Her breasts, like ivory iglobes circled with blue, 
A pair of maiden worlds unconquered, 
Save of their lord no bearing yoke they knew, 
And him by oath they truly honoured. 410 
These worlds in Tarquin new ambition bred ; 
Who, like a foul usurper, went about 
From this fair throne to heave the owner out. 


What could he see but mightily he noted? 
What did he note but strongly he desired ? 
What he beheld, on that he firmly doted, 
And in his will his wilful eye he tired. 
With more than admiration he admired 

Her azure veins, her alabaster skin, 

Her coral lips, her snow-white dimpled chin. 


As the grim lion fawneth o’er his prey, 
Sharp hunger by the conquest satisfied, 
So o’er this sleeping soul doth Tarquin stay, 
His rage of lust by gazing qualified p 
Sees t, not suppress’d; for standing by her 
de, 
His eye, which late this mutiny restrains, 
Unto a greater uproar tempts his veins : 


42u 


And _they, like straggling slaves for pillage 
fighting, 

Obdurate vassals fell exploits effecting, 

In blood, y death and ravishment delighting, 

Nor children’s tears nor mothers’ groans respect- 
ing 43t 

Swell in their pride, the onset still expecting : 

Anon his beating heart, alarum striking, 
Hae yet ibids them do their 
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His drumming heart cheers up his burning | Where thou with patience must my will abide; 


eye, 
His eye commends the Hentai his hand; 
His hand, as proud of such a dignity, 
pmnola ng with pride, march’d on to make his 
stan 
On her bare breast, the heart of all her land; 
Whose ranks of blue veins, as his hand did 


scale, ‘ 44 
Left their round turrets destitute and pale. 


They, mustering to the quiet cabinet 
Where their dear governess and lady lies, 
Do tell her she is dreadfully beset, : 
And fright her with confusion of their cries: 
She, much amazed, breaks ope her lock’d-up 
eyes, 
Who, peeping forth this tumult to behold, 
Are by his flaming torch dimm’d and con- 
troll’d. 
Imagine her as one in dead of night i 
From forth dull sleep by dreadful fancy pene, 
That thinks she hath beheld some ghastly 
sprite, a, ast 
Whose grim aspect sets every joint a-shaking: 
What terror ’tis! but she, in worser taking, 
From sleep disturbed, heedfully doth view 
The sight which makes supposed terror true. 


Wrapp’d and confounded in a thousand fears, 
Like to a new-kill’d bird she trembling lies ; 
She dares not lool; yet, winking, there appears 
Quick-shifting antics, ugly in her eyes: 
Such shadows are the weak brain’s forgeries; 
Who, angry that the eyes fly from their 


hights, 6x 
In darkness daunts them with more dreadful 
sights. 


His hand, that yet remains upon her breast,— 

Rude ram, to batter such an lyory wall |— 

May feel her atie-pont citizen !—distress’d, 

Wounding itself to death, rise up and fall, 

Beating her bulk, that his hand shakes withal. 
This moves in him more rage and lesser pity, 
To ee the breach and enter this sweet 

city. i 


First, like a trumpet, doth his tongue begin 470 

To sound a parley to his heartless foe; 

Maio, o’er the white sheet peers her whiter 

chin, 

The reason of this rash alarm to know, - 

Which he by dumb demeanour seeks to show; 
But she with vehement prayers urgeth still 
Under what colour he commits this ill. 


Thus he replies: ‘The colour in thy face, 
That even for anger makes the lily pale, 
And the red rose blush at her own aiaeracss 
Shall plead for me and tell my loving tale: 480 
Under that colour am I come to scale 
Thy never-conquer’d fort: the fault is thine, 
For those thine eyes betray thee unto mine. 


‘Thus I forestall thee, if thou mean to chide: 
Thy beauty hath engrareddhepanitieneaitoh | 
32 


My Tene marks thee for my earth’s de- 
igh 5 
Which Ito conguen sought with all my might; 

But as reproof and reason beat it dead, 
By thy bright beauty was it newly bred. 490 


‘T see what crosses my attempt will brin 


: 
‘o | I know what thorns the growing rose defends g 


I think the honey guarded with a sting; 
All this beforehand counsel comprehends : 
But will is deaf and hears no heedful friends ; 
Only he hath an eye to gaze on beauty, 
An pees on what he looks, ’gainst law or 
uty. 


‘T have debated, even in my soul, 
Wu wrong, what shame, what sorrow I shall 
reed ; 
But nothing can affection’s course control, 500 
Or stop the headlong fury of his speed. 
mow repentant tears ensue the deed, 
Reproach, disdain, and deadly enmity ; 
Yet strive I to embrace mine infamy.’ 


This said, he shakes aloft his Roman blade, 
Which, like a falcon towering in the skies, 
Coucheth the fowl below with his wings’ shade, 
Whose crooked beak threats if he mount he 


ies: 
So under his insulting falchion lies 
Harmless Lucretia, marking what he tells 
With arcmin fear, as fowl hear falcon’s 
iS. 51r 


“taney quoth he, ‘this night I must enjoy 
thee: 


ee: 
If thou deny, then force must work my way, 
For in thy bed I purpose to destroy thee: 
That done, some worthless slave of thine I’ll 


Slay, 
To kill thine honour with thy life’s decay; 
d in thy dead arms do I mean to place 


Him, 
Swearing I slew him, seeing thee embrace 
him. 


‘So thy surviving husband shall remain 
The scornful mark of every open eye; 520 
Thy kinsmen hang their heads at this disdain, 
Thy issue blurr'd with nameless bastardy : 
And thou, the author of their obloquy, 
Shalt have thy trespass cited up in rhymes, 
And sung by children in succeeding times, 


‘But if thou yield, I rest thy secret friend: 

The fault unknown is as a thought unacted ; 

A little harm done to a great good end 

For lawful policy remains enacted, 

The poisonous simple sometimes is compacted 
Ina pure compound; being so applied, — 53: 
His venom in effect is purified. 


‘Then, for thy husband and thy children’s sake, 
Tender my suit: bequeath not to their lot 

The shame that from them no device can take, 
The blemish that will never be forgot: 


Siete. Digitasthagle Cae getibirth-how’s blot: 
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Myself a weakling; do not then ensnare me; 
Thou Jook’st not Tike deceit; do not deceive me, 
My sighs, like whirlwinds, labour hence to 
heave thee: ¢ ‘ 
Zé ever man were moved with woman’s 


















For marks descried in men’s nativity 3 
‘Ave nature’s faults, not their own infamy. 


Here with a cockatrice’ dead-killing eye 540 
He rouscth up himself and makes a pause; 
While she, the picture of pure piety,, . 
Like a white hind under the gripe’s sharp 
claws, 
Pleads, in a wilderness where are no laws, 

To the rongh beast that knows no gentle 


moans, ) 
Be moved with my tears, my sighs, my 
groans: 


‘ All which together, like a troubled ocean, 
Beat at thy rocky and wreck-threatening heart, 
To soften it with their continual motion; — s9r 
For stones dissolved to water do convert. 
O, if no harder than a stone thou art, 
‘Melt at my tears, and be compassionate! 
Soft pity enters at an iron gate. 


righ e 
Nor BORE obeys but his foul appetite. 
But when a black-faced cloud the world doth 


threat, : . ier 
Tn his dim mist the aspiring mountains hiding, 
¥rom earth’s dark womb some gentle gust doth | « In Tarquin’s likeness I did entertain thee : 
Hast thou put on his shape to do him shame? 
To all the host of heaven I complain me, | 
Thou wrone’st his honour, wound’st his princely 


get, 4 
Which blows these pitchy vapours from their 
biding, x eyesennees S50 
Hindering their present fall by this dividing ; 
So his unhallow’d haste her words delays, 
And moody, Pluto winks while Orpheus 
plays. 


Yet, foul night-waking cat, he doth but dally, 
While in his hold-fast foot the weak mouse 
panteth : 
Her sad behaviour feeds his vulture folly, 
Aswallowing gulf that even in plenty, wanteth: 
His ear her prayers admits, but his heart 
granteth 3 
No penetrable entrance to her plaining: _ 
Tears harden lust, though marble wear with 
raining. 560 


name. j 
‘hou art not what thou seem’st; and if the 
same, 600 
Thou seem’st not what thou art, a god, a 


king ; 
For ‘kings like gods should govern every 
thing. 


‘How will thy shame be seeded in thine age, 
When thus thy vices bud before thy spring! 

If in thy hope thou darest do such outrage, 
What darest thou not when once thou art a 


king? 
O, be remember’d, no outrageous thing 
From vassal actors can be wiped away ; 
‘Then kings’ misdeeds cannot be hid in clay. 


‘This deed will make thee only loved for 
fear; 2 610 
But happy monarchs still are fear’d for love: 
With foul offenders thou perforce must bear, 
When they in thee the like offences prove: 
1f but for fear of this, thy will remove ; 
For princes are the glass, the school, the 


Her pity-pleading eyes are sadly fixed 
In the remorseless wrinkles of his face; 
Her modest eloquence with sighs is mixed, 
Which to her oratory adds more grace. 
She puts the period often from his place ; 
And midst the sentence so her accent breaks, 
Yhat twice she doth begin ere once she 
speaks, 


She conjures him by high almighty Jove, 

By ral thood, gentry, and sweet friendship’s 
oath, 

By her untimely tears, her husband’s love, 570 

By holy human Jaw, and common troth, 

By heayen and earth, and all the power of 


t 
That to his borrow’d bed he make retire, 
And stoop to honour, not to foul desire. 


Quoth she, ‘Reward not hospitality 
With ach black payment as thou hast pre- 


tended; 
Mud not the fountain that gave drink to thee; 
Mar not the thing that cannot be amended ; 
End thy ill aim before thy shoot be ended ; 
Heis no woodman that doth bend his bow 
To strike a poor unseasonable doe. 56x 


‘My husband is thy friend; for his sake spare 
ce: 


ook, 
Where subjects’ eyes do learn, do read, do 
look. 


and vale thou be the school where Lusi shall 
learn 

Must he in thee read lectures of such shame? 
Wilt thow be glass wherein it shall discern 
Authority for sin, warrant for blame, 620 
‘To privilege dishonour in thy name? 

ou back’st reproach against long-living 


laud 
And makest fair reputation but a bawd. 
Sey Urn command? by him that gave it 
e, 
From a pure heart command thy rebel will: 
Draw not thy sword to guard iniquity, 
For it was lent thee all that brood to kill. 


Th princely office how canst thou fulfil, 
When, pattern’d by thy fault, foul sin may 


say, 
utdl Digi AeyBeangatiee didst teach the 
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‘Think but how vile a spectacle it were, 
To view thy present trespass in another. 
Men’s faults do seldom to themselves appear ; 
Their own transgressions partially they smother: 
This guilt would seem death-worthy in thy 
brother. Sent h 
O, how are they wrapp’d in with infamies _ 
That arom their own misdeeds askance their 
eyes 


‘To thee, to thee, my heaved-up hands appeal, 

Not to seducing fust, thy rash relier: 

I sue for exiled majesty’s repeal ; _ 640 

Let him return, and flattering thoughts retire : 

His true respect will prison false desire, 
And wipe the dim mist from thy doting 


eyne, 
That thou shalt see thy state and pity mine.’ 


‘Have done,’ quoth he: ‘my uncontrolled tide 
Turns not, but swells the higher by this let. 
Small lights are soon blown out, huge fires 


abide, 
And with the wind in greater fury fret : 
The petty streams that pay a daily debt 
To their salt sovereign, with their fresh falls’ 
haste, é 650 
Add to his flow, but alter not his taste.’ 


‘Thou art,’ quoth she, ‘a sea, a sovereign king; 

And, lo, there falls into thy boundless tlood 

Black lust, dishonour, shame, misgoverning, 

‘Who seek to stain the ocean of thy blood. 

If all these petty ills shall change thy good, 
Thy sea within a puddle’s womb is hearsed, 
And not the puddle in thy sea dispersed. 


“So shall these slaves be king, and thou their 


slave; 

Thou nobly base, they basely dignified; 660 
Thou their fair life, and they thy fouler grave : 
Thou loathed in their shame, they in thy 


ride : 

The lesser thing should not the greater hide; 
The cedar stoops not to the base shrub’s foot, 
But low shrubs wither at the cedar’s root. 


‘So ict thy thoughts, low vassals to thy 
state’— 
‘No more,’ quoth he; ‘by heaven, I will not 
_ jearthee: 
Yield to my love; if not, enforced hate, 
Instead of love's coy touch, shall rudely tear 


thee; 
That done, despitefully I mean to bear thee 6: 
Unto the base bed of some rascal groom, ai 
To be thy partner in this shameful doom.’ 


” This said, he sets his foot upon the light, 


For light and lust are deadly en QR 

Shame folded up in blind concealing night 
‘When most unseen, then most doth tyrannize. 
The wolf hath seized his prey, the poor lamb 


rics ; 
Till with her own white fleece her voice | B 


controll’d 


Entombs her outcey inher Ling myeetstaldch | 
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For with the nightly linen that she wears 680 
He pens her piteous clamours in her head; 
Cooling his hot face in the chastest tears 
That ever modest eyes with sorrow shed. 
O, that prone lust should stain so pure a bed! 
The spots whereof could weeping purify, 
Her tears should drop on them perpetually. 


But she hath lost a dearer thing than life, 
And he hath won what he would lose again : 
This forced league doth force a further strife; 
This momentary joy breeds months of pain ; 
This hot desire converts to cold disdain: 69x 
Pure Chastity is rifled of her store, 
And Lust, the thief, far poorer than before. 


Look, as the full-fed hound or gorred hawk, 
Unapt for tender smell or speedy if ht, 
Make slow pursuit, or altogether balk 
The prey wherein by nature they delight ; 
So surfeit-taking Tarquin fares this night: 
His taste delicious, in digestion souring, , 
Devours his will, that lived by foul devouring. 


O, deeper sin than bottomless conceit 7or 
Can comprehend in still imagination! 
Drunken Desire must vomit his receipt, 
Ere he can see his own abomination. _ 
While Lust is in his pride, no exclamation 
Can curb his heat or rein his rash desire, 
Till like a jade Self-will himself doth tire. 


ales with lank and lean discolour’d 
cheek, 
With heavy eye, knit brow, and strengthless 


pace, 
Feebly Desire, all recreant, poor, and meek, 710 
Like to a bankrupt beggar wails his case: 
The flesh being proud, Desire doth fight with 
race, 
For there it revels; and when that decays, 
The guilty rebel for remission prays. 


So fares it with this fau'tful lord of Rome, 

Who this accomplishment so hotly chased ; 

For now against himself he sounds this doom, 

abet through the length of times he stands 

isgraced : 

Besides, his soul’s fair temple is defaced; 719 
To whose weal ruins muster troops of cares, 
To ask the spotted princess how she fares, 


She says, her subjects with foul insurrection 
Have batter'd down her consecrated wall, 
And by their mortal fault brought in sub- 
jection 
Her immortality, and made her thrall 
To living death and pain perpetual : 
Which in her prescience she controlled still, 
But lice foresight could not forestall their 
W) 


Even in this thought through the dark night he 
stealeth, 

A captive victor that hath lost in gain; 73° 

‘caring away the wound that nothi g healeth, 

The scar that will, despite of cure, remain; 


SARS SGIERGH BFBSEAgBiETeater pain. 
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She bears the load of lust he left behind, 
‘And he the burthen of a guilty mind. 


He like a thievish dog creeps sadly thence; 
She like a wearied lamb lies panting there; 

He scowls and hates himself for his offence; 
She, desperate, with her nails her flesh doth 


tear ae 
He faintly flies, sweating with guilty fear; 740 
She stays, exclaiming on the direful night; 
He runs, and chides his vanish’d, loathed 
delight. 
He thence departs a heavy convertite ; 
She there remains a hopeless castaway ;, 
He in his speed looks for the morn light; 
She prays she never may behold the day, 
‘For day,’ quoth she, ‘night’s scapes doth open 


lay, 3 
And my true eyes have never practised how 
To cloak offences with a cunning brow. 


‘They think not but that every eye can see 750 
The same disgrace which they themselves be- 


old ; x 
And therefore would they still in darkness be, 
To have their unseen sin remain untold ; 
For they their. pall with weeping will unfold, 
And grave, like water that doth eat in steel 
Upon my cheeks what helpless shame I feel.” 


Here she exclaims against repose and rest, 
And bids her cre hereafter still be blind. 
She wakes her heart by beating on her breast, 
And bids it leap from thence, where it may find 
Some purer chest to close so pure a mind. 761 
pendant grief thus breathes she forth her 
spite 
Against the unseen secrecy of night: 


£O comfort-killing Night, image of hell! 

Dim register and notary of shame! 

Black stage for tragedies and murders fell! 

Vast sin-concealing chaos! nurse of blame! 

Blind muffled bawd! dark harbour for defame! 
Grim cave of death! whispering conspirator 
With close-tongued treason and the ravisher! 


‘O hateful, vaporous, and foggy Night! 
Since thou art guilty of my cureless crime, 
Muster thy mists to meet the eastern light, 
Make war against proportion’d course of time ; 
Or if thou wilt permit the sun to climb 
His wonted height, yet ere he go to bed, 
Heat De enous clouds about his golden 
ead. 


772 


‘With rotten damps ravish the morning air ; 
Let their exhaled unwholesome breaths make 


sick 
The life of purity, the supreme fair, 
re he arrive his weary noon-tide prick; 
And let thy misty vapours march so thick, 
That in their smoky ranks his smother'd 


780 


light 
May set at:Aoon and make perpetual night. . 
“Were Tarquin Night, as he is but Night’s 
ty y P 
The silver-shinike<-etaRomnescaish Inst 
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twinkling handmaids too, by him defiled, 
Trrowsh Night’s black bosom should not peep 


in: a . 
So should T haye co-partners in my pain ; 


‘And fellowship in woe doth woe assuage, 790 
‘As palmers’ chat makes short their pilgrim. 


age. 


“Where now I have no one to blush with me, 
To cross their arms and hang their heads with 


mine, | cs -_ 
To mask their brows and hide their infamy ; 
But [alone alone must sit and pine, e 
Seasoning the earth with showers of silver 


brine, é Sree a 
Mingling my talk with tears, my grief with 
groans, ; 
Poor wasting monuments of lasting moans. 


‘O Night, thou furnace of foul-reeking smoke, 
Let not the jealous Day behold that face 
Which underneath thy black all-hiding cloak 
Immodestly lies martyr’d with disgrace! 

Keep still possession of thy gloom, 


800 


0 y place, 

That a the faults which in thy reign are 
made 

May likewise be sepulchred in thy shade! 


‘Make me not object to the tell-tale Day! 


The light will show, character’d in my brow, 


The story of sweet chastity’s decay, 
The impious breach of holy wedlock vow : 
Yea, the illiterate, that Imow not how 
To cipher what is writ in learned books, 
‘woul quote my loathsome ‘trespass in my 
ook 


810 


‘The nurse, to still her child, will tell my story, 
And fright her crying babe with Tarquin’s 


name; 

The orator, to deck his Oro . 

Will couple my reproach to Tarquin’s shame ; 

Feast-finding minstrels, tuning my defame, 
Will tie the hearers to attend each line, 
How Tarquin wronged me, I Collatine. 


‘Let ny good name, that senseless reputation, 
For Collatine’s dear love be kept unspotted : 82: 
If that be made a theme for disputation, 
The branches of another root are rotted, 
And undeserved reproach to him allotted 

That is as clear from this attaint of mine 

As I, ere this, was pure to Collatine. 


*O unseen shame! invisible disgrace! 
Q unfelt sore! crest-wounding, private scar! 
Reproach is stamp’d in Collatinus’ face, 
And Tarquin’s eye may read the mot afar, 830 
How he in peace is wounded, not in war. 
Alas, how many bear such shameful blows, 
Which not themselves, but he that gives 
them knows! 


“Tf, Collatine, thine honour lay in me, 
From me by strong assault it is bereft. 


My honey lost, and I, a drone-like bee, 


Jubaeias 


mmer left, 
injurious theft: 
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In thy weak hive a wandering wasp hath ) ‘Thy secret pleasure turns to open shame, 890 


crept, 2 
And suck’d the honey which thy chaste bee 
kept. 840 


‘Yet am I guilty of thy honour’s wrack; 

Yet for thy honour did I entertain him ; 

Coming from thee, I could not put him back, 

For it had been dishonour to disdain him: 

Besides, of weariness he did complain him, 
And talk’d of virtue: O unlook’d-for evil, 
When virtue is profaned in such a devil! 


‘Why should the worm intrude the maiden 


uid 7 
Or hateful cuckoos hatch in sparrows’ nests? 
Or toads infect fair founts with venom mud? 
Or tyrant folly lurk in gentle breasts? 851 
Or kings be breakers of their own behests? 
But no perfection is so absolute, 
That some impurity doth not pollute. 


‘The aged man that coffers-up his gold | 
Is Plagued with cramps and gouts and painful 
ts; 

And scarce hath eyes his treasure to behold, 

But like still-pining Tantalus he sits, 

And useless barns the harvest of his wits; 
Having no other pleasure of his gain _ 
But torment that it cannot cure his pain. 


860 


‘So then he hath it when he cannot use it, 
And leaves it to be master’d by his young; 
Who in their pride do presently abuse it : 
‘their father was too weak, and they too strong, 
‘'o hold their cursed-blessed fortune long. 
The sweets we wish for turn to loathed sours 
Even in the moment that we call them ours. 


‘Unruly blasts wait on the tender spring; _ 
Unwholesome weeds take root with precious 
flowers ; » _ 87 

The adder hisses where the sweet birds sing ; 
What virtue breeds iniquity devours : 
We have no good that we can say is ours, 

But ill-annexed Opportunity __ 

Or kills his life or else his quality. 


‘O Opportunity, thy guilt is great! 

*Tis thou that executest the traitor’s treason : 
Thou set’st the wolf where he the lamb may get; 
Whoever plots the sin, thou ’point’st the 


_ Season } F 

"Tis thou that spurn’st at right, at Jaw, at 
reason ; 880 

Ber in thy shady cell, where none may spy 


er) 
SHS to seize the souls that wander by 


“Thou makest the vestal violate her oath; 
ahois blows the fire when temperance is 
aw'ds 
Thou smother’st honesty, thou murder’st troth; 
‘Thou foul abettor! thou notorious bawd! 
Thou plantest scandal and displacest laud: 
Thou ravisher, thou traitor, thou false thief, 


°| Guilty of incest, that abomination ; 


Thy private feasting to a public fast, 
‘Thy smoothing titles toa ragged name, 
Thy sugar’d tongue to bitter wormuyood taste : 
Thy violent vanities can never last. | 
ow comes it then, vile Opportunity, 
Being so bad, such numbers seek for thee? 


aya vile thou be the humble’ suppliant’s 
riend, 2 
And bring him where his suit may be obtain’d? 
When yas thou sort an hour great strifes to 
end 
Or free that soul which wretchedness hath 
chain’d? f Eat 
Give physic to the sick, ease to the pain’d? 
The poor, lame, blind, halt, creep, cry out for 
thee ; x 
But they ne’er meet with Opportunity. 


‘The patient dies while the physician sleeps; 
The orphan pines while the oppressor feeds; 
Justice is feasting while the widow weeps ; 
Advice is sporting while infection breeds: 
Thou grant’st no time for charitable deeds : 
Wrath, envy, treason, rape, and murder’s 


Tages, e _ 
Thy heinous hours wait on them as their 
pages. 910 


‘When Truth and Virtue have to do with thee, 
A thousand crosses keep them from thy aid: 
They buy thy help; but Sin ne’er Fives a fee, 
He gratis comes; and thou art well appaid 
As well to hear as grant what he hath said. 
My Collatine would else have come to me 
Wine Tarquin did, but he was stay’d by 
thee. 


‘Guilty thou art of murder and of theft, 
Guilty of perjury and subornation, 
Guilty of treason, forgery, and shiit, 920 
An accessary by thine inclination 
To all sins past, and all that are to come, 
From the creation to the general doom. 


‘Mis-shapen Time, copesmate of ugly Night, 
Swift subtle Bost, carrier of grisly care, 

Eater of youth, false slave to false delight, 
Base watch of woes, sin’s pack-horse, virtue’s 


snare ; 

Thou nursest all and murder’st all that are: 
O, hear me then, injurious, shifting Time! 
Be guilty of my death, since of my crime. 931 


‘Why hath thy servant, Opportunity, 
Betray’d the hours thou gavest me to repose, 
Cancell’d my fortunes, and enchained me 
To endless date of never-ending woes? 
‘Time’s office is to fine the hate of foes; 

‘To eat up errors by opinion bred, 

Not spend the dowry of a lawful bed. 


‘Time’s glory is to calm contending kings, 

To unmask falsehood and bring truth to light, 
To stamp the seal of time in aged thin, 941 
To wake the morn and ecutinel the nig 
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To ruinate proud buildings with thy hours, 
‘And amean with dust their glittering golden 
towers; 


‘To fill with worm-holes stately monuments, 

To feed oblivion with decay of things, 

To blot old books and alter their contents, | 

To pluck the quills from ancient ravens’ wings, 

To dry the old oak’s sap and cherish springs, 
To spoil antiquities of hammer’d steel, 951 
And Giuee the giddy round of Fortune’s 

wheel; 


‘To show the beldam daughters of her daughter, 
To make the child a man, the man ac d, 
To slay the tiger that doth live by slaughter, 
To tame the unicorn and lion wild S 
To mock the subtle in themselves beguiled, 

To cheer the ploughman with increaseful 

crops, 
And waste huge stones with little water-drops. 


‘Why work’st thou mischief in thy pilgrimage, 
‘Unless thou couldst return to make amends? 
One poor retiring minute in an age 
Wee id purchase thee a thousand thousand 
riends, 

Lending him wit that to bad debtors lends: 

O, this dread night, wouldst thou one hour 

come back, 


I could prevent this storm and shun thy | p 


wrack! 


Thou ceaseless lackey to eternity, 
Wie. sore mischance cross Tarquin in his 
ight: 
Devise extremes beyond extremity, 

To make him curse this cursed crimeful night : 
Let ghastly shadows his lewd eyes affright ; 972 
And the dire thought of his committed evil 
Shape every bush.a hideous shapeless devil. 


‘Disturb his hours of rest with restless trances, 
Afflict him in his bed with bedrid groans ; 
Let there bechance him pitiful mischances, 
‘To make him moan; but pity not his moans: 
Saag, him with harden’d hearts, harder than 
stones ; 
And let mild women to him lose their mild- 


Tess, 
Wilder to him than tigers in their wildness. 


‘Let him have time to tear his curled hair, ox 
Let him have time against himself to rave, 
Let him have time of Time's help to despair, 
Let him have time to live a loathed slave, 

Let him have time a beggar’s orts to crave, 


And time to see one that by alms doth live 
in to him disdained scraps to give. 


“Let him haye time to see his friends his foes, 
And merry fools to mock at him resort ; 


Let him have time tomark how slow time goes | I 


In time of sorrow, and how swift and short 99x 
His time of folly and his time of sport; 


And ever let hi aT 
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‘0 Ti tutor both to good and bad, 
ees him that thou taught’st this 
ill! : 
At his own enn ie the aiet mun med, 
i i seek every hour to ki 
eras Seay hands such wretched blood 
should spill; i 999 
For who so base would such an office have 
‘As slanderous deathsman to so hase a slave? 


‘The baser is he, coming from a king, 

To shame his hope with deeds degenerate: 

The mightier man, the mightier is the thing 

That makes him honour’d, or begets him hate; 

For greatest scandal waits on greatest state. | 
The moon being clouded presently is miss’d, 
et Hae stars may hide them when they 

ist. 


‘The crow may bathe his coal-black wings in 


mire, : 
And unperceived fly with the filth away; toro 
But if the like the snow-white swan desire, 
The stain upon his silver down will stay. 
oor grooms are sightless night, kings glorious 


ay: 
Gnats are unnoted wheresoe’er they fly, 
But eagles gazed upon with every eye. 


‘Out, idle words, servants to shallow fools! 
Unprofitable sounds, weak arbitrators ! 
usy yourselves in skill-contending schools; 
Debate where leisure serves with dull debaters ; 
To trembling clients be you mediators: 1020 
For me, I force not argument a straw, 
Since that my case is past the help of law. 


‘Tn vain I rail at Opportunity, 
At Time, at Tarquin, and uncheerful Night; 
In vain I cavil with mine infamy, 
In yain I spurn at my confirm’d despite g 
This helpless smoke of words doth me no right. 
The remedy indeed to do me good 
Is to let forth my foul-defiled blood. 


‘Poor hand, why quiver’st thou at this decree? 
Honour thyself to rid me of thisshame; 1031 
For if I die, my honour lives in thee; 
But if L live, thou livest in my defame: 
Since thou couldst not defend thy loyal dame, 
And wast afeard to scratch her wicked foe, 
Kill both thyself and her for yielding so.’ 


This said, from her be-tumbled couch she 
starteth, 

To find some desperate instrument of death : 

But this no slaughterhouse no tool imparteth 

To make more vent for passage of her breath ; 

Which, thronging through her lips, so vanisheth 
As smoke from /tna, that in air consumes, 
Or that which from discharged cannon fumes. 


‘In vain,’ quoth she, ‘I Jive, and seek in vain 
Some happy. mean to end a hapless life. 

fear'd by Tarquin’s falchion to he slain 
Yet for the self-same purpose seek a knife: 
But when I fear'd I was a loyal wife: 


tute? Byers annot be; 


‘arquin rifled me. 


1049 
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‘O, that is gone for which I sought to live, 
And therefore now I need not fear to die. 
To clear this spot by death, at least I give 
‘A badge of fame to slander's livery ; 
‘A dying life to living infamy : 
Poor helpless help, the treasure stol’n away, 
To burn the guiltless casket where it lay ! 


‘Well, well, dear Collatine, thou shalt not 


know 
The stained taste of violated troth; 
1 will not wrong thy true affection so, 1060 
To flatter thee with an infringed oath ; 
This bastard grat shall never come to growth: 
He shall not boast who did thy stock pollute 
That thou art doting father of his fruit. 


‘Nor shall he smile at thee in secret thought, 
Nor laugh with his companions at thy state; 
But thou shalt know thy interest was not 


bought 
Basely with gold, but stol’n from forth thy gate. 
Yor me, I am the mistress of my fate, 1069 


And with my trespass never will dispense, 
Till life to death acquit my forced offence. 


‘TJ will not poison thee with my attaint, 
Nor fold my fault in cleanly-coin’d excuses ; 
My sable ground of sin I will not paing 
To hide the truth of this false night’s abuses 2 
My tongue shall utter all; mine eyes, like 
sluices, 
As from a mountain-spring that feeds a dale, 
Ball ush pure streams to purge my impure 
ale.’ 


By this, lamenting Philomel had ended _ 1079 
The well-tuned warble of her nightly sorrow, 
And solemn night with slow sad gait descended 
To ugly hell; when, lo, the blushing morrow, 
Lends light to all fair eyes that light will 


borrow : 
But cloudy Lucrece shames herself to see, 
ESO still in night would cloister’d 
2. 


Revealing day through every cranny spies, . 
And seems to point her out where she sits 


weeping ; 
To whom ah sobbing speaks: *O eye of eyes, 
Why pry’st thou through my window? leave 
thy peeping: | 
Mock with thy tickling beams eyes that are 
sleeping : 1090 
Brand not my forehead with thy piercing 


Q hehe, 
or eke th nought to do what’s done by 


‘Thus cavils she with every thing she sees : 
‘True grief is fond and testy as a child, 
Who wayward once, his mood with nought 


agrees: | 
Old woes, not infant sorrows, bear them mild; 
Continuance tames the one: the other wild, 
kk unpractised swimmer plunging sti! 
With too much labour drowns for oa 


; Wil 
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So she, deep-drenched in asea of care, , 1100 
Holds disputation with each thing she views, 
‘And to herself all sorrow doth compare ; 
No object but her passion’s (Bore renews} 
And as one shifts, another strai 6 § ensues : 

pomanie her grief is dumb and hath no 

words ; 
Sometime ‘tis mad and too much talk affords. 


The little birds that tune their morning’s joy 
Make her moans mad with their sweet me ody: 
For mirth doth search the bottom of annoy ; 
Sad souls are slain in merry company; = 1110 
Grief best is pleased with grief’s society : 
True sorrow then is feelingly sufficed | 
When with like semblance it is sympathized. 


*Tis double death to drown in ken of shore; 
Hie ten times pines that pines beholding food ; 
To see the salve doth make the wound ache 
more 5 
Great grief grieves most at that would do it 
good ; 
Deep woes roll forward like a gentle flood, 
y ho, peine stopp’d, the bounding banks 
o'erflows ; 


Grief dallied with nor Jaw nor limit knows. 


‘You mocking birds,’ quoth she, ‘your tunes 

entomb II2k 

Within your hollow-swelling feather’d breasts, 

And in my hearing be you mute and dumb : 

My restless discord loves no stops nor rests; 

A woeful hostess brooks not merry guests: 
Relish your nimble notes to pleasing ears ; 
Dias likes dumps when time is kept with 

ears. 


‘Come, Philomel, that sing’st of ravishment, 
Make thy sad grove in my dishevell’d hair : 
As the dank earth weeps at thy languishment, 
So I at.each sad strain will strain a tear, x13r 
And with deep groans the diapason bear ; 
For burden-wise I'll hum on Tarquin still, 
While thou on Tereus descant’st better skill. 


“And whiles against a thorn thou bear’st thy 


part, 
To keep thy sharp woes waking, wretched I, 
To imitate thee well, against my heart 
Will fix a sharp knife to atfright mine eye; 
Who, if it wink, shall thereon fall and die. 
These means, as frets upon an instrument, 
Shall tune our heart-strings to true languish- 
ment. IMI 


+ And for, poor bird, thou sing’st notin the day, 
As shaming any eye should thee behold, pk 
Some dark deep Acaetty seated from the way, 

That knows not parching heat nor freezing 


cold, 
Will we find out; and there we will unfold 
To creannes stern sad tunes, to change their 


iS: 
Since men prove beasts, let beasts bear 
gentle minds.’ 


As the poor frighted deer, that stands at gaze, 
determining which way to ily, 1159 
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Or one encompass’d with a winding maze, 
That cannot tread the way out readily; 
So with herself is she in mutiny, | 
To live or die which of the twain were better, 
Viens js shamed, and death reproach’s 
ebtor. 


“To kill myself, quoth she, ‘alack, what were it, 
But with my body my poor soul's pollution? | 
They that lose half with greater patience bear it 
Than they whose whole isswallow'din confusion. 
That mother tries a merciless conclusion _ 1160 
Who, having two sweet babes, when death 
takes oue, 
‘Will slay the other and be nurse to none. 


‘My body or my soul, which was the dearer, 
When the one pure, the other made divine? 
Whose love of either to myself was nearer, _ 
‘When both were kept for heaven and Collatine? 
ayene the bark peel’d from the lofty pine, 
is leaves will wither and his sap decay ; 
So must my soul, her bark being peel’d away. 


‘Her house is sack’d, her quiet interrupted, 
Her mansion batter’d by the enemy ; 1171 
Her sacred temple spotted, spoil’d, corrupted, 
Grossly engirt with daring infamy: 
Then let it not be call’d aaplety 
Tf in this blemish’d fort 1 make some hole 
Leno which I may convey this troubled 
soul. 


*Yet die I will not till my Collatine 
Have heard the cause of my untimely death; 
hat he may vow, in that sad hour of mine, 
Revenge on him that made me stop my breath. 
My stained blood to Tarquin L’ll bequeath, 
Which by him tainted shall for him be spent, 
And as his due writ in my testument. 


“My honour I’ll bequeath unto the knife 

That wounds my body so dishonoured. 

Tis honour to deprive dishonour'd life ; 

The one will live, the other being dead : 

So of shame’s ashes shall my fame be bred ; 
For in my death I murder shameful scorn: 
My shame so dead, mine honour is new-born. 


‘Dear lord of that dear jewel I haye lost, xrgz 

What legacy shall I bequeath to thee? 

My resolution, love, shall be thy boast, 

by whose example thou revenged mayst be. 
‘ow Tarquin must be used, read it in me: 
Myself, thy friend, will kill myself, thy foe, 
‘And for my sake serve thou false Tarquin so. 


‘This brief abridgement of my will I make: 
My soul and body to the skies and ground; 
My resolution, husband, do thoutake; 1200 
Mine honour be the knife’s that makes my 


wounds 
My shame be his that did my fame confound ; 
pacielles fame that lives disbursed be 
'o those 


t live, and think no shame of me. 
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.d shall wash the slander of mine ill; 
iw Wes foul deed, my life’s fair end shall 


t. 
Faint note faint heart, but stoutly say So be 


vida to my hand; my hand shall conquer 
thee: _ 1210 

Thou dead, both die, and both shall victors 
be,’ 


is plot of death when sadly she had laid, | 
qo Peed the brinish pearl from her bright 


eyes, 
With unas tongue she hoarsely calls her 
maid, i t 
Whose swift obedience to her mistress hies ; 
For flect-wing’d duty with thought’s feathers 


es. 

Poor Lucrece’ checks unto her maid seem so 

‘As winter meads when sun doth melt their 
snow. 


Her mistress she doth give demure good- 
morrow, 
With soft-slow tongue, true mark of modesty, 
And sorts a sad look to her lady’s sorrow, x221 
Yor why her face wore sorrow’s livery ; 
But durst not ask of her audacious. 
Why her two suns were cloud-eclipsed so, _ 
Nor why her fair cheeks over-wash’d with 
woe. 


But as the earth doth weep, the sun being set, 

Each flower moisten’d like a melting eye; 

Eyen so the maid with swelling drops gan wet 

Her circled eyne, enforced by sympathy 

Of those fair suns set in her mistress’ sky, 1230 
Who ina salt-waved ocean quench their light, 
Which fale the maid weep like the dewy 

night. 


A pretty while these preity creatures stand, 
Like ivory conduits coral cisterns filling : 
One justly weeps; the other takes in hand 
No cause, but company, of her drops spilling : 
Their gentle sex to weep are often willing ; 
Grieving themselves to guess at others’ 
smarts, 
And then they drown their cyes or break 
their hearts. 1239 


For men have marble, women waxen, minds, 
And therefore are they form’d as marble will; 


The seks oppress’d, the impression of strange 
xinds 
Is form’d in them by force, by fraud, or skill: 


Then call them not the authors of their ill, 
No more than wax shall be accounted evil 
Wherein is stamp’d the semblance of a devil. 


Their: smoothness, like a goodly champaign 


plain, 
Lays open all the little worms that creep ; 
In men, as in a rough-grown grove, remain 
Cave-keeping evils that obscurely sleep 1 1250 
Through crystal walls each little mote will peep 4 
Enon se can cover crimes with bold 
m1 loo! 
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No man inveigh against the wither’d flower, 
But ees rough winter that the flower hath 


dill’: 

Not that deyour'd, but that which doth devour, 

1s worthy blame. _O, let it not be hild 3 

Poor women’s faults, that they are so fulfill’d 
With men’s abuses: those proud lords, to 


blame, ‘ 
Make weak-made women tenants to their 
shame, 1260 


The precedent whereof in Lucrece view, 
Assail'd by night with circumstances strong 
Of present death, and shame that mij ht ensue 
By that her death, to do her husband wrong : 
Such danger to resistance did belong, 
That dying fear through all her body spread ; 
And who cannot abuse a body dead? 


By this, mild patience bid fair Lucrece speak 
To the poor counterfeit of her complaining : 
‘My girl,’ quoth she, ‘on what occasion break 
Those tears from thee, that down thy cheeks 
are raining? ; ned wey 
If thou dost weep for grief, of my sustaining, 
Know gentle wench, it small avails my 


mood ; 
If teare: could help, mine own would do me 
good, 


‘But tell me, girl, when went’—and there she 
stay’ 

Till after a deep groan—‘ Tarquin from hence?’ 

“Madam, ere I was up,’ replied the maid, 

“The more to blame my sluggard negligence : 

Yet with the faultI thus far can dispense ; 
Myself was stirring ere the break of day, 1280 
And, ere L rose, was Tarquin gone away. 


‘But, lady, if your maid may be so bold, 
She would request to know your heaviness.’ 
‘O, eee !’ quoth Lucrece: ‘if it should be 
old, 
The repetition cannot make it less; 
For more it is than I can well express: 
And that deep torture may be call'd a hell 
WALES is felt than one hath power to 
ell. 


‘Go, get me hither paper, ink, and pen: 
Yet save that labour, for I have them here. 1290 
What should I say? One of my husband’s men 
Bid thou be ready, by and by, to bear 
A letter to my lord, my love, my dear: 

Bid him with speed prepare to carry it ; 

The cause craves haste, and it will soon be 

writ.’ 


Her maid is gone, and she prepares to write, 
First hovering o’er the paper with her quill : 
Conceit and grief an eager combat fight ; 
ayats nae sets down is blotted straight with 
This is too curious-good, this blunt and ill: 
Much like a press of people ata door, 1301 
‘hrong her inventions, which shall go before. 


At last she thus begins : ‘Tho 
Of that unworthy wile aorttrlers 
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Health to thy person! next vouchsafe v aflord— 
If ever, love, thy Lucrece thou wilt see— 
Some present speed to come and visit me. _ 
So, I commend me from our house in ief : 
My ayesace tedious, though my words are 
rief. 


Here folds she up the tenour of her woe, 
Her certain sorrow writ uncertainly. 
By this short schedule Collatine may know 
Her grief, but not her grief’s true quality : 
She dares not thereof make discovery, 
Lest he should hold it her own gross abuse, 
re she with blood had stain’d her stain’d 
excuse. 


1310 


Besides, the life and feeling of her passion 

She hoards, to spend when he is by to hear her: 

When sighs and groans and tears may grace 
the fashion 

Of her disgrace, the better so to clear her 1320 

From that suspicion which the world might 
bear her. 

T'o shun this blot, she would not blot the 


__ letter 
With words, till action might become them 
better. 


To ee re sights moves more than hear them 
told : 
For then the eye interprets to the ear 
The heavy motion that it doth behold, 
When every part a part of woe doth bear. 
"Tis but a part of sorrow that we hear: 
Deep sounds make lesser noise than. shallow 


fords, 
‘And sorrow ebbs, being blown with wind of 
words. 1330 


Her letter now is seal'd, and on it writ 

«At Ardea to my lord with more than haste.’ 

The post attends, and she delivers it, 

Charging the sour-faced groom to hie as fast 

As lagging fowls before the northern blast : 
Speed more than speed but dull and slow she 


deems: _ 
Extremity still urgeth such extremes, 


The homely villain court’sies to her low ; 
And, blushing on her, with a steadfast eye 
Receives the scroll without or yea or no, | 1340 
And forth with bashful innocence doth hie. 
But they whose guilt within their bosoms lie 
Imagine every eye beholds their blame ; 
For spurs thought he blush’d to see her 
shame : 


When, silly groom! God wot, it was defect 
Of spirit, ie and bold audacity. 
Such harmless creatures have a true respect 
To talk in deeds, while others saucily 
Promise more speed, but do it leisurely : 
Even so this pattern of the worn-out age 1350 
zor a honest looks, but laid no words to 
e, 


His kindled daty kindled her mistrust, 


t i i : 
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1090 
She thought he blush’d, as knowing Tarquin’s 


ust, : 

And, blushing with him, wistly on him gazed ; 

Her earnest eye did make him more amazed: 
The more she saw the blood his cheeks re- 


lenish, r 
The more she thought he spied in her some 
lemish. 


But long she thinks till he return again, 

‘And yet the duteous vassal scarce is gone. 1360 

‘The weary time she cannot entertain, 

For now tis stale to sigh, to weep, and groan: 

So woe hath wearied woe, moan tired moan, 
‘That she her plaints a little while doth stay, 
Pausing for means to mourn some newer 

way. 


At last she calls to mind where hangs a piece 

Of skilful painting, made for Priam’s Troy ; 

Before the which is drawn the power of Greece, 

Yor Helen’s rape the city to destroy, 1369 

Threatening cloud-kissing [lion with anno: 5 
Which the conceited painter drew so proud, 
AS heave, it seem’d, to |iss the turrets 

jow'd. 


A thousand lamentable objects there, 
In scorn of nature, art gave lifeless life: 
Many a dry drop seem’d a weeping tear, 
Shed for the slaughter'd husband by the wife : 
The red blood reek’d, to show the painter's 
strife; 
oode dying eyes gleam’d forth their ashy 
ights, 
Like dying coals burnt out in tedious nights. 


There might you see the labouring pioner 1380 
Besrim with sweat, and smeared all with 
ust ; 
And from the towers of Troy there would 
appear 
The very eyes of men through loop-holes thrust, 
Gazing upon the Greeks with little lust: 
Such swect observance in this work was had, 
That one might see those far-off eyes look sad. 


In great commanders grace and majesty 

You might behold, triumphing in their faces ; 
In youth, quick bearing and dexterity ; 

And here and there the painter interlaces 1390 
Pale cowards, marching on with trembling 


Which | 

Which heartless peasants did so well re- 
semble, 

That one would swear he saw them quake 
and tremble, 


In Ajax and Ulysses, O, what art 
Of physiognomy might one behold! 
Zhe face of either cipher'd either’s heart ; 
Their face their manners most expressly told: 
In Ajax’ eyes blunt rage and rigour roll’d; 
But the mild glance that sly Ulysses lent 
Show’'d deep regard and smiling government. 


There pleading might you see graye Nestor 
stand, 


As’ ing ; ee 
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Another smother’d seems to pelt and swear; 
‘And in their rage such signs of rage the 
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That it beguiled attention, charm’d the sight: 
In speech, it seem’d, his 


beni an Buvet alte, 
7age'd up and down, and from his lips did fly 
This winding breath, which purl’d up to the 
sky. 


About him were a press of gaping faces, 
Which seem’d to swallow up 

All jointly listening, but with several graces, 
As if some mermaid r 
Some high, some low, the painter was so nice; 


his sound advice; 
did their ears entice, r4rr 
The scalps of many, almost hid behind, 


To jump up higher seem’d, to mock the 
mind, 


Here one man’s hand lean’d or another's head, 
His nose being shadow’d by his neighbour's 


ear; 
Here one being throng’d bears back, all boll’n 


and red ; 


bear, 

‘As, but for loss of Nestor’s golden words, 1420 

It peed they would debate with angry 
swords, 


For much imaginary work was there ; 
Conceit deceitful, so compact, so kind, 
That for Achilles’ image stood his spear, 
Griped in an armed hand; himself, ehind, 
Was left unseen, save to the gye of mind: 
A hand, a foot, a face, a leg, a head, 
Stood for the whole to be imagined. 


And from the walls of strong-besieged Troy 

When their brave hope, bold Hector, march’d 
to field, 1430 

Stood many Trojan mothers, sharing joy 

To Secathey youthful sons bright weapons 
wield ; 

And to their hope they such odd action yield, 

That through their light joy seemed to 


Buber 
mie right things stain’d, a kind of heavy 
ear. 


Eun Hara the strand of Dardan, where they 
lougnt, 
To Simois’ reedy banks the red blood ran, 
Whose waves to imitate the battle sought 
With swelling ridges; and their ranks began 
To break upon the galled shore, and than 1440 
Retire again, till, mecting greater ranks, 
The: join and shoot their foam at Simois’ 
anks. 


To this well-painted piece is Lucrece come, 
To find a face where all distress is stell'd. 
Many she sees where cares haye carved some, 
But none where all distress and dolour dwell'd, 
‘Till she despairing Hecuba beheld, 
Staring on Priam’s wounds with her old eyes, 
Wyaich bleeding under Pyrrhus’ proud foot 
ies, 


In her the painter had anatomized 145 











LUCRECE 1091 
Her cheeks with chops and wrinkles were dis- Onward to Troy with the blunt swains he 
ised ; goes, ¥ : é 
Of what she was no semblance did remain: | So mild, that Patience seem’d to scorn his 
Her blue blood changed to black in every vein, woes. 
Wanting the spring that those shrunk pipes 
hadfed, $ 
Show’d life imprison’d in a body dead. 






















In him the painter labour’d with his skill 

To hide deceit, and give the harmless show 

‘An humble gait, calm looks, eyes wailing still, 

‘A brow unbent, that seem’d to welcome woe; 

Cheeks neither red nor pale, but mingled so 
That blushing red no guilty instance gave, 
Nor ashy pale the fear that false hearts have. 


On this sad shadow Lucrece spends her eyes, 
‘And shapes her sorrow to the beldam’s woes, 
Who nothing wants to answer her but cries, 
‘And bitter words to ban her cruel foes: — 1460 
The painter was no god to lend her those ; 
‘And therefore Lucrece swears he did her 
wrong, : 
To give her so much grief and not a tongue. 





But, likea constant and confirmed devil, 

He entertain’d a show so seeming just,, 

‘And therein so ensconced his secret evil, 

That jealousy itself could not mistrust 

‘ Poor instrument, quoth she, ‘without a sound, False-creeping craft and perjury should thrust 

L'il tune thy woes with my lamenting tongue; | Into so bright a day such black-faced stone, 
‘And drop sweet balm in Priam’s paintedwound, | Or blot with hell-born sin such saint-like 
‘And rail on Pyrrhus that hath done him wrong; forms. 1519 


‘And with my tears quench Troy that burns 80 | mp),9 well-skill’d workman this mild image drew 


long ; 4 rs y 
a . For perjured Sinon, whose enchanting story 
And with my knife scratch out the angry The Paulus old Priam after slew ; 


eyes 1469 . . aks 
Of all the Greeks that are thine enemies. ‘Whose words like wildfire burnt the shining 


lory 
Of rich-built Tlion, that the skies were sorry, 
‘And little stars shot from their fixed places, 
When their glass fell wherein they viewd 
their faces. 


‘Show me the strumpet that Peet this stir, 
That with my nails her beauty, 1 may tear. 
Thy heat of lust, fond Paris, did incur 

This load of wrath that burning Troy doth 


bear: 
Thy eye kindled the fire that burneth here; 
And here in Troy, for trespass of thine eye, 
The sire, the son, the dame, and daughter die. 


This picture she advisedly perused, F 

‘And chid the painter for his wondrous skill, 

Saying, some shape in Sinon’s was abused ; 

So fair a form lo ged nota mind so ill: 1530 

And still on him she gazed; and Gazing still, 
Such signs of truth in his p in face she 


spied, 
That she concludes the picture was belied. 


“Tt carey be,’ quoth she, ‘that so much 
guile’— 

She would have said ‘can lurk in such a look ;” 

But arguing shape came in her mind the 
while, 

‘And from her tongue ‘can lurk’ from ‘cannot’ 


‘Why should the private pleasure of some one 

Become the public plague of many moe? 

Let sin, alone committed, light alone 1480 

Upon his head that hath transgressed so 5 

Let guiltless souls be freed from guilty woe: 
For one’s offence why should so many fall, 
To plague a private sin in general? 


‘Lo, here weeps Hecuba, here Priam dies, 

Here manly Hector faints, here Troilusswounds, 

Here friend by friend in bloody channel lies, 

‘And friend to friend gives unadyised wounds, 

‘And one man’s lust these many lives confounds: 
Had doting Priam check’d his son’s desire, 
Troy aed been bright with fame and not with 

re. 


X49 


Here feclingly she weeps Troy’s painted woes: 
For sorrow, like a heavy-hanging bell, 
Once set on ringing, with his own weight goes; 
‘Then little strength rings out the doleful knell: 
So Luerece, set a-work, sad tales doth tell 
Yo pencill’d pensivencss and colour'd sorrow * 
She lends them words, and she their looks 
doth borrow. 


«Tt cannot be’ she in that sense forsook, 
‘And turn’d it thus, ‘It cannot be, I find, 
But such a face should bear a wicked mind : 


“For even as subtle Sinon here EU AUS 154 
So sober-sad, so weary, and so mild, 
‘As if with grief or travail he had fainted, 
To me came Tarquin armed ; so. beguiled 
With outward honesty, but yet defiled 
With inward vice: as Priam him did cherish, 
So did I Tarquin; so my Troy did perish. 


‘Look, look, how listening Priam wets his 
eyes, 

To see those borrow’d tears that Sinon sheds! 

Priam, why art thou old and yet not wise? 1550 

For every tear he falls a Trojan bleeds : 


She throws her eyes about the painting round, 
rot phon she finds fonone she doth lament. Ke 

ast. she sees a wretched image bound, xsor is ey2 drops fire, no water thence proceeds : 
‘That piteous looks to Phrygian shepherds Jent:| Those round clear pe: i aan 
His face, though full of cares, yet show’d thy. pity, Dearie ot his sEaagnnove 
ot que 


content 5 - 
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Three times with sighs she gives her sorrow 


fire, 
Ere once she can discharge one word of woe: 
‘At length address’d to answer his desire, 
She modestly prepares to let them know 
Her honour is ta’en prisoner by the foe; 
While Collatine and his consorted lords 1609 


Such devils steal effects from lightless hell; 
For Sinon in his fire doth quake with cold, 
And in that cold hot-burning fire doth dwell ; 
These contraries such unity do hold, 

Only to flatter fools and make them bold: 
So Priam’s trust false Sinon’s tears doth 

























That he dnds means to burn his Troy with With sad attention long to hear her words. 
water.’ 


‘And now this pale swan in her watery nest 
Begins the sad alee of her certain ending; 
‘Rew words, quoth she, * shall fit the trespass 


est, . . 
‘Where no excuse can give the fault amending: 
In me moe woes than words are now de- 


ending ; 
‘And my laments would be drawn out too 


Here, all enraged, such passion her assails, 

‘That patience is quite beaten from her breast. 

ee tears ie senseless Sidon with Henna, 
omparing him to that unhappy gucs| 

Whose deed hath made hereell herself detest : 
‘At last she smilingly with this gives oer; 
Bont fool Y quoth she, ‘his wounds will not 


long, : 
ea To tell diem all with one poor tired tongue. 


“Then be this all the task it hath to say - 
Dear husband, in the interest of thy bed 
‘A stranger came, and on that pillow lay _ 1620 
Where thou wast wont to rest thy weary head; 
And what wrong else may be imagined 
By foul enforcement might be done to me, 
From that, alas, thy Lucrece is not free. 


For in the dreadful dead of dark midnight, 
With shining falchion in my chamber came 
A creeping creature, with a flaming light, 
‘And softly cried “‘ Awake, thou Koman dame, 
‘And entertain my love ; else lasting shame 

On thee and thine this night 1 will inflict, 

Tf thou my love’s desire do contradict. 1631 


Thus ebbs and flows the current of her sorrow, 
And time doth weary time with her complain- 
157° 


ing. 
She seks for night, and then she longs for 


morrow, f 5 
And both she thinks too long with her re- 
maining : - 3 
Short time seems long in sorrow's sharp sus- 
taining: E 
Though woe be heavy: yet it seldom sleeps 5, 
‘And they that watch see time how slow it 
creeps. 


Which all this time hath overslipp’d her thought, 
That she with painted images hath spent ; 
Being from the feeling of her own grief brought 
By deep surmise of ot! ers’ detriment ; 
Losing her woes in shows of discontent. _1580 
Tt easeth some, though none it ever cured, 
To think their dolour others have endured. 


“Ror some hard-favour'd groom of thine,” 
uoth he, 

aun less ion yoke thy ist to a ae i 

: murder straight, an n ughter 

But now the mindful messenger, come back, as pea 

Brings home his lord and other company ; 

Who finds his Lucrece clad in mourning black: 

And round about her tear-distained eye 

Blue circles stream’d, like rainbows in the 


thee 
And swear I found you where you did fulfil 
The loathsome act of lust, and so did kill 
The lechers in their deed: this act will be 
My fame and thy perpetual infamy.” 


‘With this, I did begin to start and cry; 
And then against my heart he sets lus aword, 
Swearing, unless I took all patiently, 1641 
I should not live to speak another word ; 
So should my shame still rest upon record, 
And never be dorkge in mighty Rome 
Th’ jaullerate eath of Lucrece and her 
m. 


sky: 
These water-galls in her dim element 
Foretell new storms to those already spent. 


Which when her sad-beholding husband saw, 
Amazedly in her sad face he stares : 1591 
Her eyes, though sod in tears, look’d red and 


raw, 

Her lively colour kill’d with deadly cares. 

He hath no power to ask her how she fares : 
Both stood, like old acquaintance in a trance, 
Met fe from home, wondering each other's 

chance. 


At last he takes her by the bloodless hand, 
‘And thus begins: ‘What uncouth ill event 
Hath thee befall’n, that thou dost trembling 


stand? 
Sweet love, what spite hath thy fair colour 0 h 
Spen et! 78 1600 | ‘O, teach me how to ine own 
Why ariuneY Ate pare in discontent | Or at the least this tue Teunie find acne! 
asi, ( sti . A sag te + 
mat ey : an mena inst eos Seg rea Eamn ve stain’d with this 


‘Mine enemy was strong, my poor self weak, 
And far the weaker with so yee a fens? ; 
My bloody judge forbade my tongue to speak ; 
No rightful plea might plead for justice there 
His scarlet lust came evidence to swear 1650 


And when the judge is robb’d the prisoner 








That my poor beauty had purloin’d his eyes; ° 
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May any terms acquit me from this chance? 
The poison'’d fountain clears itself again; || 
‘And why not I from this compelled stain ? 


With this, they all at once began to say, 1709 
Her body’s stain her mind untainted clears ; 
While with a joyless smile she turns away . 
The face, that nmiap which deep impression 


bears 
Of hard misfortune, carved in it with tears. 
- *No, no,’ quoth she, ‘no dame, hereafter 
living, 3 aa 
By my excuse shall claim excuse’s giving. 


Ymmaculate and spotless ismy mind; _. 
That was not forced ; that never was inclined 
To accessary yieldings, but still pure 
Doth in her poison’d closet yet endure.’ 

















Lo, here, the hopeless merchant of this loss, - 
With head declined, and voice damm’d up with 
woe, 1661 
With sad set eyes, and wretched arms across, 
From lips new-waxen pale begins to blow 
The grief away that stops his answer 80+, 
But, wretched as he is, he strives in vain ; 
‘What he breathes out his breath drinks up 
again. 
: Here with a sigh, as if her heart would break, 


As through an arch the violent roaring tide She throws forth Tarquin’s name: ‘He, he,’ 


Outruns the BE that doth behold his haste, she says, 
Yet in the eddy boundeth in his pride 1669 | But more than ‘he’ her poor tongue could not 
Back to the strait that forced him on so fast ; speak ; 


Till after many accents and delays, 

Untimely breathings, sick and short assays, 1720 
She utters this, ‘ He, he, fair lords, *tis he, 
That guides this hand to give this wound to 

me.’ 


In rage sent out, recall’d in rage, being past : 
Jeven so his sighs, his sorrows, make a saw, 
To es grief on, and back the same grief 

aw. 


Which speechless woe of his poor she attendeth, 

‘And his untimely frenzy thus awaketh : 

‘Dear lord, thy sorrow to my sorrow lendeth 

Another power; no flood by raining slaketh. 

My woe too sensible thy assion maketh 

‘More fecling-painful: let it then suffice 

To drown one woe, one pair of weeping 
eyes. 1680 


Even here she sheathed in her harmless breast 
‘A harmful knife, that thence her soul un- 
sheathed : 2 = 
That blow did bail it from the deep unrest 
Of that polluted prison where it breathed : 
Her contrite sighs unto the clouds bequeathed. 
Her winged sprite, and through her woun 


doth fly 
Life’s lasting date from cancell’d destiny. 


Stone-still, astonish’d with this deadly deed, 
Stood Collatine and all his lordly crew; | 173 


« And for my sake, when I might charm thee so 
For she that was thy Lucrece, now attend me: 
Be suddenly revenged on my foe, 

Thine, mine, his own: suppose thou dost de- 


fend me Til Lucrece’ father, that beholds her bleed, 
From what is past: the help that thou shalt | Himself on her self-slanghter’d body threw $ 
lend me ‘And from the purple fountain Brutus drew 


Comes all too late, yet let the traitor die ; The murderous knife, and, as it left the 
For sparing justice feeds iniquity. place, 
Her blood, in poor revenge, held it in 


chase; 


And bubbling from her breast, it doth divide 
Tn two slow rivers, that the crimson blood 
Circles her body in on every side, 

Who, like a late-sack’d island, wae stood 1740 
Bare and unpeopled in this fearful flood. 

Some of her blood still pure and red 


remain’d, 
‘And some look’d black, and that false Tarquin 


stain’d. , 


‘But ere I name him, you fair lords, quoth 


she, 
Speaking to those that came with Collatine, 
‘Shall plight your honourable faiths to me, 1690 
With swift pursuit to venge this wrong of 
mine; 
For ’tis a meritorious fair design 
To chase injustice with revengeful arms: 
Knights, by their oaths, should right poor 
Tadies’ harms.’ 


At this request, with noble disposition 

Fach present lord began to promise aid, 

As bound in knighthood to her imposition, 

Longing to hear the hateful foe bewray’d. 

But she, that yet her sad task hath not said, 
The protestation stops. ‘O, speak,’ quoth 


she, 
‘How mney this forced stain be wiped from 
me 


About the mourning and congealed face 

Of that black blood a watery rigol goes, 
Which seems to weep upon the tainted place :’ 
And ever since, as pitying Lucrece’ woes, 
Corrupted blood some watery token shows; 
And blood untainted still doth red abide, 
Blushing at that which is so putrified. 750 


3 ; : ‘Daughter, dear daughter,’ old Lucretius cries, 

What is the quality of mine offence, ‘That life was mine which thou hast here 

Being constrain’d with dreadful circumstance ? _ deprived. 

May my ties mind with the foul act dispense, | If in the child the father’s image lies, 

My low-declined honour to advance ? | Where shall I live now Lucrece is unlived ? 
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Thou wast not to this end from me derived. Brutus, who pluck’d the knife from Lucrece’ 
Tf children pre-decease progenitors, 

. ‘Weare their offspring, and they none of ours. 


“Poor brokén glass, £ often did behold 

In thy sweet semblance my old age new born; 

‘But now that fair fresh mirror, dim and old, 

Shows mea bare-boned death by time outworn: 

O, from thy cheeks my image thou hast torn, 
‘And shiver'd all the beauty of my pines) 
That I no more can see what once was! 


‘Q time, cease thou thy course and last no 


longer, 
Tf they surcease to be that should survive. 
Shall’ rotten death make conquest of the 
stronger % , 
And leave the faltering feeble souls alive? | 
The old bees die, the young possess their hive: 
Then live, sweet Lucrece, live again and see 
Thy father die, and not thy father thee!’ 177: 


By this, starts Collatine as from a dream, 
‘And bids Lucretius give his sorrow glace 5 
‘And then in key-cold Lucrece’ bleeding stream 
He falls, and bathes the pale fear in his face, 
‘And counterfeits to die with her a space; 
‘Till manly shame bids him possess his breath 
‘And live to be revenged on her death. 






















Si : . 
Seeing euch emulation in their woe, 
Began to clothe his wit in state and ride, 
Burying in Lucrece’ wound his folly’s show. 
He with the Romans was esteemed 50 1811 
‘As silly-jeering idiots are with kings, i 
For sportive words and uttering foolish 
- things: 


But now he throws that shallow habit by, 

Wherein deep policy, did him disguise ; 

‘And arm’d his long-hid wits advisedly, 

To check the tears in Collatinus eyes, |, 

“Thou wronged lord of Rome,’ quoth he, ‘arise: 
‘Let my unsounded self, supposed a fool, 
Now set thy long-experienced wit to school. 


‘Why, Collatine, is woe the cure for woe? 1821 

Do praunde help wounds, or grief help grievous 
lecds 

Is it revenge to give thyself a blow | 

For his foul act by whom thy fair wife bleeds? 

Such childish humour from weak minds pro- 


ceeds : 
Thy wretched wife mistook the matter so, 
To aay herself, that should have slain her 
‘oe. 


‘Courageous Roman, do not steep thy heart 

In such relenting dew of Jamentations ; 1829 

But kneel with me and help to bear thy part, 

To rouse our Roman gods with invocations, 

That they will suffer these abominations, 
Since Rome herself in them doth stand 


The deep vexation of his inward soul 1779 
Hath served a dumb arrest upon his tongue ; 
Who, mad that sorrow should his use control, 
Or keep him from heart-easing words so long, 
Begins to talk; but through his lips do throng 


eak words, so thick come in his poor disgraced, 
heart’s aid, Sear e By our strong arms from forth her fair streets 
That no man could distinguish what he said. chased. 


‘Now, by the Capitol that we adore, 

And by this chaste blood so unjustly stain’d, 

By heavens fair sun that breeds the fat earth’s 

store, 

By all our country rights in Rome maintain’d, 

‘And by chaste Lucrece’ soul that late com plain’d 
Her wrongs to us, and by this bloody knife, 
‘We will revenge the death of this true wife. 


Yet sometime Tarquin’ was pronounced plain, 
But through his tecth, as if the name he tore. 
This windy tempest, till it blow up rain, 

Held back his sorrow’s tide, to make it more; 
‘At last it rains, and busy winds give o’er: 1790 
Then son and father weep with equal strife 
Who sould weep most, for daughter or for 

wife. 


This said, he struck his hand upon his breast, 
And kiss‘d the fatal knife, to end his vow ; 
And to his protestation urged the rest, 

Who, wondering at him, did his words allow : 
Then jointly to the ground their knees they 


OW 5 

And that deep vow, which Brutus made 
before, | 

He doth again repeat, and that they swore. 


When they had sworn to this advised doom, 
They did conclude to bear dead Lucrece thence; 
To show her bleeding body thorough Rome, 
And so to publish Tarquin’s foul offence : 


The one doth call her his, the other his, 
Yet neither may possess the claim they lay. 
The father says ‘She’s mine.’ ‘0, mine she is,’ 
Replies her husband; ‘do not take away 
My sorrow’s interest; let no mourner say 
e years for her, for she was only mine, 
‘And only must be wail’d by Collatine.’ 


EO; mots Lucretius, ‘I did five that life 1800 
Which she too early and too Jate hath spill’d.’ 
Woe, woe,’ quoth Collatine, ‘she was my wife, 
I owed her, and ’tis mine that she hath kill’d’ 
uy daughter’ and ‘my wife’ with clamours 
fi 


The dispersed air, who, holding Lucrece’ life, | Which being done with d 
‘Answerd their cries, ‘my daughter’ and‘my| ‘The Romans plausibly tid yy a Rosen 
wife. To Tarquin’s everlasting banishment. 
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TO THE ONLIE 


BEGETTER OF 


THESE INSUING SONNETS 


I. 


Frow fairest creatures we desire increase, 
That thereby beauty’s rose might never die, 
But as the riper should by time decease, 
His tender heir might bear his memory: 
But thou, contracted to thine own bright eyes, 
b) Feels: ny light’s flame with self-substantial 
uel : , 
Making a famine where abundance lies, 
Thyself thy foe, to thy sweet self too cruel. | 
‘Thou that art now the world’s fresh ornament 
nd only herald to the gaudy spring, 
Within thine own bud buriest thy content. 
And, tender churl, makest waste in niggarding. 
! Pity the world, or else this glutton be, 
To eat the world’s due, by the grave and thee. 





mL 


When forty winters shall besiege thy, brow, 

And dig deep trenches in thy beauty’s field, 

| Thy youths proud livery, so gazed on now, 
‘Will be a tatter’d weed, of small worth held: 
Then being ask’d where all thy beauty lies, 
‘Where all the treasure of thy lusty days, 
To say, Within thine own deep-sunken eyes, 
Were an all-eating shame and thriftless praise. 
How much more praise deserved thy beauty’s 


‘use, 
If thou couldst answer ‘This fair child of mine 
Shall sum my count and make my old excuse,” 
Proving his beauty by succession thine! 
This were to be new made when thou art old, 
And ee thy blood warm when thou feel’st it 
cold. 
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als 


m1. 


Look in thy glass, and tell the face thou viewest 

Now is the time that face should form another; 

Whose fresh repair if now thou not renewest, 

Thou dost beguile the world, unbless some 
mother. 

For where is she so fair whose unear’d womb 

Disdains the tillage of thy hnshandeg 

Or who is he so fond will be the tom 

Of his self-love, to stop posterity? 

Thou art ty; mother’s glass, and she in thee 

Calls back the lovely April of her prime: 

So thou through windows of thine age shalt 


see 

Despite of wrinkles this thy golden time. 
But if thou live, remember’d not to be, 
Die single, and thine image dies with thee. 


Iv. 


Unthrifty loveliness, why dost thou spend 
Upon thyself thy beauty’s legacy ? 
Nature’s bequest eves nothing but doth lend, 
‘And being frank she lends to those are free. 
‘Then, beauteous niggard, why dost thou abuse 
‘The bounteous largess given thee to give? 
Profitless usurer, why dost thou use 
So great a sum of sums, yet canst not live? 
For having traffic with thyself alone, 
Thou of thyself thy sweet self dost deceive. 
Then how, when nature calls thee to be gone, 
What acceptable audit canst thou leave? 
aby, unused beauty must be tomb’d with 
ee, 
Which, used, lives th’ executor to be. 
te. ehynees by eGangotri 3 
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Vv. In singleness the parts that thou shouldst 
Those hours, that with gentle work did frame 
The lovely gaze where every eye doth dwell, 
Will play the tyrants to the very same 

‘And that unfair which fairly doth excel ; 

For never-resting time leads summer on 

To hiaeous winter and confounds him there 5 
Sap check’d with frost and lusty leaves quite 


gone, 
Beauty o'ersnow’d and bareness every where : 
Then, were not summer's distillation left, 
‘A liquid prisoner pent in walls of glass, 
Beauty's effect with beauty were bereft, 
Nor it nor no remembrance what it was: 
But flowers distill’d, though they with winter 


meet, ‘ 
Leese but their show; their substance still 
lives sweet. 

















Mark how onestring, sweet husband to another, 
Strikes each in each b: mutual ordering, 
Resembling sire and child and happy mother 
Who all in one, one pleasing note do sing: | 
Whose specchless song, being many, seeming 


one, 3 
Sings this to thee: ‘thou single wilt prove 
none.’ 


Ix. 


Ts it for fear to wet a widow's eye, . 

That thou consumest thyself in single life? 

Ah! if thou issueless shalt hap to dle, 2 

The world will wail thee, like a makeless wife ; 

The world will be thy widow and still wee 

That thou no form of thee hast left behind, 

When every private widow well may keep 

VI. By children’s eyes her husband’s shape in 

Then let not winter's ragged hand deface 

In thee thy summer, ere thou be distill’: 

Mere sweet some Vial; treasure thou some 

ace 

with beauty’s treasure, ere it be self-kill’d. 

That use is not forbidden usury 

Which happies those that pay the willing loan; 

That’s for thyself to breed another thee, 

Or ten times happier, be it ten for one; 

Ten times thyself were happier than thou art, 

Tf ten of thine ten times refigured thee : 

Then what could death do, if thou shouldst 

depart) 

Leaving thee living in posterity? 5 
Be not self-will’d, for thou art much too fair 
To be death’s conquest and make worms 

thine heir. 


mind. 

Look, ae an unthrift in the world doth 
en 

Shifts but his place, for still the world enjoys 


it; 
But beauty’s waste hath in the world an end, 
‘And kept unused, the user so destroys it, 
No love toward others in that bosom sits 
That on himself such murderous shame 
commits, 


Xa 
For shame! deny that thou bear’st love to 


any, 
Who for thyself art so unprovident, 
Grant, if thou wilt, thou art beloved of many, 
But that thou none lovest is most evident ; 
For thou art so possess’d with murderous hate 
That ’gainst thyself thou stick’st not to con- 


spire, 
Seeking that beauteous roof to rumate 
Which to repair should be thy chief desire. 
0, change thy thought, that I may change my 
mi i 


ne 

Shall hate be fairer lodged than gentle love? 

Be, as thy presence is, gracious and kind, 

Or to thyself at least kind-hearted prove: 
Make thee another self, for love of me, 
That beauty still may live in thine or thee. 


VIL. 


Lo! in the orient when the gracious light 
Lifts up his burning head, each under eye 
Doth homage to his new-appearing sight, 
Serving with looks his sacred majesty ; 

And haying climb’d the steep-up heayenly hill, 
Resembling strong youth in his middle age, 
Yet mortal looks adore his beauty still, 
Attending on his olden pilgrimage ; 

But when from highmost pitch, with weary 


car, 

Like feeble age, he reeleth from the day, 

The eyes, ‘fore duteous, now converted are 

From his low tract and look another way : 
So thou, thyself out-going in thy noon, 
Unlook’d on diest, unless thou get a son. 


xL 
As fast as thou shalt wane, so fast thou 
growest 
Ih ney oF thine, from that which thou de- 
artest ; 
And. that fresh blood which youngly thou 


aeidia Mig neccieb ign tous andy? | Thornes cat 
ic to hear, why hear'st thou music sad'y!. ou mayst call thine when ath 
Sweets with sweets war not, joy delights in conyertest, ies isasstae 


joy. Herein lives wisdom, b i ; 
Why est thou that which thou receivest not | Without this, folly, aise ae and sea ! 


ladly, If all were minded so, the ti 
Or else receivest with pleasure thine annoy ? And threescore year would as wee aor 


if the true concent ce bel tone sounds, a away. 

unions married, do offend thine ear, ¢ those whom Nature h: for 

They do but O@@lKastideir Resear hosti te. Bigtezed b eGar oti ae 
founds arsh, featureless zangoy barrenly perish : 
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Look, whom she best endow’d she gave the 
more ; 
Which bounteous gift thou shouldst in bounty 
cherish : 
She carved thee for her seal, and meant 
thereby 


eo te Boning) print more, not let that copy 
dle. 
XII 


When I do count the clock that tells the time, 
And see the brave day sunk in hideous night ; 
When I behold the violet past prime, 

And sable curls all silver’d o’er with white ; 
When lofty trees I see barren of leaves 

Which erst from heat did canopy the herd, 
And summer's green all girded up in sheaves 
Borne on the bier with white and bristly beard, 
Then of thy beauty do I question make, 

That thou among the wastes of time must go, 
Since sweets and beauties do themselves for- 


sake 
And die as fast as they see others grow ; 
And nothing ’gainst Time’s scythe can make 


defence 
Save breed, to brave him when he takes thee 
ence. 


XIIL. 


O, that you were yourself! but, love, you are 
No longer yours than you yourself here live : 
Against this coming end you should prepare, 
And your swect semblance to some other give. 
So should that beauty which you hold in lease 
Find no determination; then you were 
Yourself again after yourseli’s decease, 
When your sweet issue your sweet form should 
ear. 

Who lets so fair a house fall to decay, 
Which husbandry in honour might uphold 
Against the stormy gusts of winter’s day 
And barren rage of death’s eternal cold? 

O, none but unthrifts! Dear my love, you 


KNOW 
You had a father: let your son say so. 


XIy, 


Not from the stars do I my judgement pluck; 
And yet methinks I have astronomy, 
But not to tell of good or evilluck, __ 
Of plagues, of dearths, or seasons’ quality ; 
Nor can I fortune to brief minutes tell, 
Pointing to each his thunder, rain and wind, 
Or say with princes if it shall gowell, - 
By oft predict that I in heaven find ; 
But from thine eyes my knowledge I derive, 
And, constant stars, in them I read such art 
As truth and beauty shall together thrive, 
If from thyself to store thou wouldst convert ; 
Or else of thee this I prognosticate : 
Thy pend is truth’s and beauty’s doom and 
late. 


xy. 

When I consider every thing that grows 

Holds in perfection but a little anon 

That this huge stage presenteth nought but 


shows 
piberon} the stars in secret influence com- 
ment; 


1097 


When I perceive that men as plants increase, 
Cheered and check’d even by the self-same 


sky, 
Vaunt in their youthful sap, at height decrease, 
And wear their brave state out of memory ; 
Then the conceit of this inconstant stay _ 
Sets you most rich in youth before my sight, 
Where wasteful Time debateth with. ecays 
‘To change your day of youth to sullied night ; 
And all in war with Time for love of you, 
As he takes from you, I engraft you new. 


XVI. 


But wherefore do not you a mightier way 
Make war upon this bloody tyrant, Time? 
And fortify yourself in your decay 
With means more blessed than my barren 
rhyme? 
Now stand you on the top of happy hours, 
And many maiden gardens yet unset a 
With virtuous wish would bear your living 
flowers, F 
Much liker than your jy sites counterfeit : 
So should the lines of life that life repair, 
Which this, Time’s pencil, or my pupil pen, 
Neither in inward worth nor outward fair, 
Can make you live yourself in eyes of men. 
To five away yourself keeps yourself still, 
And you musi live, drawn by your own 
sweet skill. 


XVIL. 


Who will believe my verse in time to come, 
Ti it were fill’d with your most high deserts? 
Though yet, heaven knows, it is but as a tomb 
Which hides your life and shows not half your 


parts. 
If I could write the beauty of your eyes 
And in fresh numbers number all your graces, 
The age to come would say ‘This poet lies; 
such ‘heavenly touches ne’er touch’d earthly 
‘aces. 
So should papers yellow’d with their age 
Be scorn’d like old men of less truth than 
tongue, 
And your true rights be term’d a poet’s rage 
And stretched metre of an antique song: _ 
But were some child of yours alive that time, 
You should live twice; in it and in my 
thyme. 


XVu. 


Shall I compare thee to a summer’s day? 

Thou art more pexely and more temperate : 

Rough winds do shake the darling buds of 
ay, 


And summer's lease hath all too short a date: 

Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines, 

And often is his gold complexion dimm'd; 

And every fair from fair sometime declines, 

By chance or nature’s changing course un- 
trimm’d ; 

But thy eternal summer shall not fade 

Nor lose posses of that fair thou owest; 

Nor ft Death brag thou wander’st in his 
shade, 


es to time thou growest : 


When i line 
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when in thee time's furrows'I behold, 
Then look I death my days should expiate. 
For all that beauty that doth cover thee 
Ts but the seemly raiment of my heart, — 
Which in thy breast doth live, as thine in me; 
How can I fled be elder than thou art? 
O, therefore, love, be of thyself so wary 
As I, not for myself, but for thee will; 
Bearing thy heart, which I will keep so chary 
AS ents nurse her babe from faring ill, 
Presume not on thy heart when mine is slain; 
Thou gavest me thine, not to give back again. 


XXII. 


As an unperfect actor on the stage 

Who with his fear is put besides his part, 

Or some fierce thing replete with too much Tage, 
Whose strength’s abundance weakens his own 


heat | 
So I, for fear of trust, forget to say 

The perfect ceremony of love's rite, . 
And in mine own love’s strength seem to decay, 
Overcharged with burden of mine own love's 


might. 
O, let my books be then the eloquence 
And dumb presagers of my speaking breast, 
Who plead for love and look for recompense : 
More than that tongue that more hath more “4! 
express’d. > 
O, learn to read what silent love hath writ: 
To hear with eyes belongs to love's fine wit. 


XXIV. 
Mine eye hath play’d the painter and hath 
stell’d 


So long as men can breathe or eyes can see, 
So long lives this and this gives life to thee. 


XIX. 


Devouring Time, blunt thou the lion’s paws, 
And make the earth devour her own sweet 


brood ; ers 
Pluck the keen teeth from the fierce tiger’s 


jaws, . dynes 

And burn the long-lived pheenix in her blood ; 
Make glad and sorry seasons as thou fleets, 
And do whate’er thou wilt, swift-footed Time, 
‘Lo the wide world and all her fading sweets ; 
But I forbid thee one most heinous crime: 
0, care not with thy hours my love's fair 

TOW, : S b 
Nor draw no lines there with thine antique 


















Sr 


en; 
Hint in thy course untainted do allow 
For beauty’s pattern to succeeding men. 
Yet, do thy worst, old Time: despite thy 


wrong, ; : 
My love shall in my verse ever live young, 





XxX. 

A woman’s face with Nature's own hand 
painted ; : 
Hast thou, the master-mistress of my passion; 
woman’s gentle heart, but not acquainted 
With shifting change, as is false women’s 

fashion; | q 3 
eye more bright than theirs, less false in 








TOMINE, 
Gilding the object whereupon it gazeth eS 
A man in hue, all ‘hues’ in his controlling, 
Which steals men’s eyes and women’s souls 
amazeth. : 
And for a woman wert thou first created ; 
Till Nature, as she wrought thee, fell a-doting, 
And by addition me of thee defeated, 
By adding one thing to my purpose nothing. 
But since she prick’d thee out for women’s 


_ Pleasure, 
Mine be thy love and thy love's use their 
treasure. 


Thy beauty’s form in table of my heart; 

My body is the frame wherein ’tis held, 

And perspective it is best painter's art. 

Fort hrough the painter must you see his skill, 
Yo find where your true image pictured lics ; 
Which in my bosom’s shop is hanging still, 
Lhat hath his windows glazed with thine eyes, 
Now. see what good turns eyes for eyes have 


lone: 
Mine eyes have drawn thy shape, and thine 
for me 


XXL Are windows to my breast, where-through the 
n 


So is it not with me as with that Muse 

Stirr'd by a painted beauty to his verse, 

Who heaven itself for ornament doth use 

And every fair with his fair doth rehearse ; 
Making a couplement of proud compare, 
With sun and moon, with earth and sea’s rich 


ems, 
with April’s first-born flowers, and all things 
ra 


Te 

That heayen’s air in this huge rondure hems. 

O, let me, true in love, but truly write, 

And then believe me, my love is as fair 

As any mother’s child, though not so bright 

As those gold candles fix’d in heaven’s air: 
Let them say more that like of hearsay well: 
T will not praise that purpose not to sell. 


xx. 
My. glass shall not persuade me I am old, 
So long as youth end theuerr-af-qnealstegh In 


su 
Delights to peep, to gaze therein on thee; 
Yet eyes this cunning want to grace their art; 
Teycay but what they see, know not the 
eart. 


XXY. 


Let those who are in favour with their stars 
Of public honour and proud titles boast 
Whilst I, whom fortune of such triumph bars, 
Unlook’d for joy in that I honour most, 

Great princes favourites their fair leaves spread 
But as the marigold at the sun's eye, 

And in themselves their pride lies buried, 

For at a frown they in their glory die. 

The painful warrior famoused for fight, 

After a thousand victories once foil’d, 

Is from the book of honour razed quite, 

And all the rest forgot for which he toil’d : 


Then happy I, that love and beloved 
tituNBhOrngltned mpekaasa nee eres 
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XXVI. 


Lord of my love, to whom in vassalage 
‘Thy merit hath my duty eeeonely knit, 
To thee I send this written em bassage, 
To witness duty, not to show my Wit: 
Duty so great, which wit SO poor as mine 
May fue o seem bare, in wanting words to 
show _it, 
But that I hope some good conceit of thine 
In thy soul’s thought, all naked, will bestow it; 
Till whatsoever star that guides my moving 
Points on me graciously with fair aspect 
And puts apparel on my tatter’d loving, 
To show me worthy of thy sweet respect : 
Then may I dare to boast how I do love thee; 
Till then not show my head where thou 
mayst prove me. 


XXVI. 


Weary with toil, I haste me to my bed, 
he dear repose for limbs with travel tired; 
But then begins 2 journey in my head, 
To work my mind, when bo ly’s work’s ex- 
pired : 
For then my thoughts, from far where I abide, 
Intend a zealous pilgrimage to thee, A‘ 
And keep my drooping eyelids open wide, 
ooking on darkness which the blind do see: 
Save that my soul's imaginary sight 
Presents thy shadow to my sightless view, 
Which, like a jewel hung in ghastly night, 
black night beauteous and her old face 
new. 
Lo! thus, by day my limbs, by night my 


Makes 


mind, 
For thee and for myself no quiet find. 


XXVIII 


How can I then return in happy plight, 
That am debarr'd the benefit of rest? 
hen day’s oppression is not eased by night, 

But day by night, and night by day, oppress'd? 
And each, though enemies to either's reign, 
Do in consent shake hands to torture me; 

he one by toil, the other to complain 
How far I toil, still farther off from thee. 
I tell the day, to please him thou art bright 
And dost him grace when clouds do blot the 

heaven : ; 

So flatter I the swart-complexion’d night, 


When sparkling stars twire not thou gild'st the | Tt 


even. 

But day doth daily draw 

And night doth nightly mal 
seem stronger. 


XXIX. 


‘When, in disgrace with fortune and men’s eyes, 

Tall alone weep my outcast state 

And trouble deaf heaven with my bootless 
cries 

And look upon myself and curse my fate, 

Wishing me like to one more rich in hope, 

Featured like him, like him with friends 
Possess’d, 

Desirin 


Sorrows longer 
e grief’s strength 
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Yet in these thoughts myself almost despising, 
Haply I think on thee, and then my state, 

Like to the lark at break of day arising 3 

From sullen earth, sings hymns at heaven’s 


gate; i 
For thy sweet love remember’d such wealth 
rings i 
That then I scorn to change my state with 
kings. 
XXX. 


When to the sessions of sweet silent thought 

Z summon up remembrance of things past, 

I sigh the lack of many a thing I sought, _ ; 

And with old woes new wail my dear time’s 
waste : 

Then can I drown an eye, unused to flow, 

For precious friends hid in death’s dateless 


night, 
And weep afresh love’s long since cancell’d woe, 
And ae the expense of many a yanish’d 
sight : 
en can J grieve at grievances foregone, 
And heavily from woe to woe tell o’er 
The sad account of fore-bemoaned moan, 
Which I new pay as if not paid before. ‘ 
But if the while I think on thee, dear friend, 
All losses are restored and sorrows end. 


XXXI. 


aby. bosom is endeared with all hearts, 
Which I by lacking have supposed dead, 
And there reigns love and al love’s loving parts, 
And all those friends which I thought buried. 
ow many a holy and obsequious tear 
Hath dear religious love stol’n from mine eye 
As interest of the dead, which now appear 
But things removed that hidden in thee lie! 
Thou art the grave where buried love doth live, 
Hung with the trophies of my lovers gone, 
Vho all their parts of me to thee did give; 
hat due of many now is thine alone: 
Their images I loved [ view in thee, 
And thou, all they, hast all the all of me. 


XXXII. 


If thou survive my well-contented day, 

When that churl Death my bones with dust 
shall cover, 

And shalt by fortune once more re-survey 

hese poor rude lines of thy deceased lover, 

Compare them with the bettcring of the time, 

And though they be outstripp'd y every pen, 

Reserve them for my love, not for their rhyme, 

Exceeded by the height of happier men, 

O, then vouchsafe me but this loving thought : 

“Had my friend’s Muse grown with this growing 


age, 
A dearer birth than this his love had brought, 
To march in ranks of better ei uipage; 
ut since he died and poets better prove, 
weer for their style I'll read, his for his 
love. 


XXXmT. 


this man’s art and that man’ li. i ij 
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Kissing with golden face the meadows green, 
Gilding pale streams with heavenly alchemy ; 
‘Anon permit the basest clouds to ride 

With ugly rack on his celestial face, 

And from the forlorn world his visage hide, 
Stealing unseen to west with this disgrace : 
Even so my sun one early morn did shine 
With all-triumphant splendour on my brow; 
But out, alack! he was but one hour mine; 
The region cloud hath mask’d him from me 


now. ie Fi 

Yet him for this my love no whit disdaineth; 

Suns of the world may stain when heaven's 
sun staineth, 


XXXIV. 


Why didst thou promise such a beauteous day 
And make me travel forth without my cloak, 
To let base clouds o’ertake me in my way, 
Hiding thy bravery in their rotten smoke? 

‘Tis iets jenoualy that through the cloud thou 

reak, 

To dry the rain on my storm-beaten face, 
For no man well of such a salve can speak | 
That heals the wound and cures not the dis- 


grace: 5 P z 
Nor can thy shame give physic to my grief; 
Though thou repent, yet I have still the loss : 
The offender’s sorrow lends but weak relief 
‘l'o him that bears the strong offence's cross. 

‘Ah! but those tears are pearl which thy love 


sheds, 
And they are rich and ransom all ill deeds. 


XXXV. 
No more be grieved at that which thou hast 


one: 
Roses have thorns, and silver fountains mud ; 
Clouds and eclipses stain both moon and sun, 
And loathsome canker lives in sweetest bud. 
All men make faults, and even J in this, 
Authorizing thy trespass with compare, 
Myself corrupting, salving thy amiss, 
Excusing thy sins more than thy sins are; 
For to thy sensual fault I bring in sense— 
Thy adverse party is thy advocate— 
And ’gainst myself a lawful plea commence : 
Such civil war is in my love and hate 

That I an accessary needs must be 

To that sweet thief which sourly robs from 

me. 


XXXVI. 


Let me confess that we two must be twain, 

euinonee our undivided loves are one: 

So shall those blots that do with me remain 

Without ub help by me be borne alone. 

In our two loves.there is but one respect, 

Though in our lives a separable spite, 

Which though it alter not love's sole effect, 

Yet doth it steal sweet hours from love’s delight. 

I may not evermore acknowledge thee, 

Lest my bewailed guilt should do thee shame, 

Nor thou with public kindness honour me, 

Unless thou take that honour from thy name: 
But do not so; I love thee in such sort 
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XXXVIL 
‘As a decrepit father takes delight 
To see his Active child do deeds of youth, 
So J, made lame by fortune’s dearest spite, 
Take all my comfort of thy worth and truth. 
For whether beauty, birth, or wealth, or wit, 
Or any of these all, or all, or more, 
Entitled in thy parts do crowned sit, 
T make my love engrafted to this store : 
So then Lam not laine, poor, nor despised, 
Whilst that this shadow doth such substance 


give 

That I in thy abundance am sufficed 

And by a part of all thy glory live. | 
Look, what is best, that best I wish in thee : 
This wish I have; then ten times happy me! 


XXXVI. 


How can my Muse want subject to invent, 
While thou dost breathe, that pour’st into my 
verse 
Thine own sweet argument, too excellent 
For every vulgar paper to rehearse? | 
O, give thyself the thanks, if aught in me 
Worthy perusal stand against thy sight ; 
For who’s so dumb that cannot write to thee, 
When thou thyself dost give invention light ¢ 
Be thou the tenth Muse, ten times more in 
worth h 3 
Than those old nine which rhymers invocate ; 
And he that calls on thee, let him bring forth 
Eternal numbers to outlive long date. 
If my slight Muse do please these curious 


yS, 
The pain be mine, but thine shall be the 
praise. 


XXXIX. 


O, how thy worth with manners may I sing, 
When thou art all the better part of me? 
What can mine own praise to mine own self 


ring? 
ooo awhal is’t but mine own when I praise 
nee 
Even for this Jet us divided live, ps 
And our dear love lose name of single one, 
That by this separation I may give 
That due to thee which thou deservest alone. 
O absence, what a torment wouldst thou prove, 
Were it not thy sour leisure gave sweet leave 
To entertain the time with thoughts of love, 
Yhich time and thoughts so sweetly doth 
deceive, 
anu that thou teachest how to make one 
Wain, 
By praising him here who doth hence re- 
main! 


XL. 


Take all my loves, my love, yea, take them all; 
What HERS thou then more than thou hadst 
erore 


No love, my love, that thou mayst true love 


call; 
All mine was thine before thou hadst this more. 
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But yet be blamed, if thou thyself deceivest 

By wilful taste of what thyself refusest, 

T do forgive thy robbery, gentle thief, 

Although thou steal thee all my poverty ; 

And yet, love knows, it is a greater gricf 

To bear love's wrong than hate’s known injury. 
Lascivious grace, in whom all ill well shows, 
Kill me with spites; yet we must not be foes. 


XLT. 


Those pretty wrongs that liberty commits, 
When [ am sometime absent from thy heart, 
Thy beauty and thy years full well befits, 
For still temptation follows where thou art. 
Gentle thou art and therefore to be won, 
_JBeauteous thou art, therefore to be assailed ; 
And when a woman woos, what woman's son 
Will sourly leave her till she have prevailed? 
Ay me! but yet thou mightst my seat forbear, 
And chide thy beauty and thy straying youth, 
Who lead thee in their riot even there 
‘Where thou art forced to break a twofold truth, 
Hers, by thy beauty tempting her to thee, 
Thine, by thy beauty being false to me. 


XLII. 


That thou hast her, it is not all my grief, 

And yet it may be said I loved her dearly ; 

That she hath thee, is of my wailing chief, 

A loss in love that touches me more nearly. 

Loving offenders, thus I will excuse ye: 

align dost love her, because thou know’st I love 
her ; 

And for my sake even so doth she abuse me, 

Suffering my friend for my sake to approve 


her. 
Tf I lose thee, my loss is my love’s gain, 
And losing her, my friend hath found that 


OSS 5 
Both find each other, and I lose both twain, 
And both for my sake lay on me this cross: 
But here’s the joy; my friend and IJ are one; 


Sweet flattery! then she loves but me alone. 


XLII. 


When most I wink, then do mine eyes best see, 
For all the day they view things unrespected ; 
But, when I sleep, in dreams they look on thee, 
And darkly bright are bright in dark directed. 
Then thou, whose shadow shadows doth make 


right, 
Bore would thy shadow’s form form happy 
show 

To the clear day with thy much clearer light, 
‘When to unseeing eyes thy shade shines so! 
How would, I say, mine eyes be blessed made 
By looking on thee in the living day, 
When in dead night thy fair imperfect shade 
Tt heavy sleep on sightless eyes doth 

All days are nights to see till I sce thee, 

pa Duis bright days when dreams do show 

thee me, 


XLIY. 
If the dull substance of my flesh were thought, 


Injurious distance should not stop my way; AndI 
r Research In t 
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For then despite of space I would be brought, 
From limits far remote, where thou dost stay. 
No matter then although my foot did stand 
Upon the farthest earth removed from thee; 
For nimble thought can jump both sea and 


lan 
As soon as think the place where he would be. 
But, ah! thought kills me that I am not 
CHOUE RE : ; 
To leap large lengths of miles when thou art 


gone, 
But that so much of earth and water wrought 
I must attend time’s leisure with my moan, 
Receiving nought by elements so slow 
But heavy tears, badges of either’s woe. 


XLV. 
The other two, slight air and purging fire, 
Are both with thee, wherever I abide; _ 
The first my thought, the other my desire, 
These presen beene with swift motion slide. 
For when these quicker elements are gone 
In tender embassy of love to thee, 
My life, being made of four, with two alone 





Pie) cova to death, oppress’d with melan- 
Choly.s Lie 
Until life’s composition be recured 
By those swift messengers return’d from thee, 
Who even but now come back again, assured 
Of thy fair health, recounting it to me: 
This told, I joy; but then no aouhed glad, 
Isend them back again and straight grow sad, 


XLVI. 
Mine eye and heart are at a mortal wart 
How to divide the conquest of thy sight ; 
Mine eye my heart thy picture’s sight would 


ar, 
My heart mine eye the freedom of that right. 
My fete doth plead that thou in him dost 
ie,— 
A closet never pierced with crystal eyes— 
But the defendant doth that plea ceny 
And says in him thy fair appearance lies. 
To ’cide this title is impanneled 
A quest of thoughts, all tenants to the heart, 
And by their verdict is determined 
The clear eye’s moiety and the dear heart’s 
part : ? 
As thus; mine eye’s due is thy outward part, 
a any heart's right thy inward love of 
heart. 


XLVII. 


Betwixt mine eye and heart a league is took, 

And each doth good turns now unto the other: 

When that mine eye is famish’d for a look, 

Or heart in love with sighs himself doth 
Smother, 

With my love’s picture then my eye doth feast 

And to the painted banquet bids my heart ; 

Another time mine eye is my heart’s guest 

And in his thoughts of loye doth share a part: 

So, either by thy picture or my love, 

Thyself away art present still with me; 

For thou not farther than my thoughts canst 

move, 
am still with them and they with thee; 
“Bitized bye nang th af 


stitute 
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i leep, thy picture in my sight, 
Qed eye heart asad and eye’s delight. 


XLVI. 


reful was I, when I took my way, 
Hoy frifle under trnest bats to rash, C 
to my use it might unused s! 
fiom jiands of falsehood, in sure wards of 


trus 
But thou, to whom my jewels trifles are, | 
Most worthy comfort, now my greatest grief, 
Thou, best of dearest and mine only care, 
‘Art left the prey of every vulgar thief. 
Thee have I not lock’d up in any chest, = 
Save where thou art not, though I feel thou art, 
Within the gentle closure of my breast, 
JT'rom whence at pleasure thou mayst come and 


art 5 
And even thence thou wilt be stol'n, I fear, 
¥or truth proves thievish for a prize so dear. 


XIX. 


Against that time, if ever that time come, 
When I shall see thee frown on my defects, 
When as thy love hath cast his utmost sum, 
Call'd to that audit by(advised respects ; 
Against that time when thou shalt strangely 


ASS 
And scarcely greet me with that sun, thine eye, 
‘When love, converted from the thing it was, 
Shall reasons find of settled gravity,— 
Against that time do I ensconce me here 
Within the knowledge of mine own desert, 
And this my hand against myself uprear, 
Tolguard the lawful reasons on thy part: 
‘0 sare poor me thou hast the strength of 
laws, 
Since why to love I can allege no cause. 


L. 
How heavy do I HonmDey on the way, 
‘When what I seek, my weary travel’s end, 


Doth teach that ease and that repose to say 
‘Thus far the miles are measured from thy 


friend!’ 
The beast that bears me, tired with my woe, 
Plods dully on, to bear that weight in me, 
As if by some instinct the wretch did know 
His wi er loved not speed, being made from 


thee: 
The bloody spur cannot provoke him on. 
That sometimes anger thrusts into his hide ; 
Which heavily he answers with a groan, 
More sharp to me than spurring to his side; 
For that same groan doth put this in my 


mind ; 
My grief lics onward and my joy behind. 


LI. 


Thus can my love excuse the slow offence 

Of my dull bearer when from thee I speed : 

From where thou art why should I haste me 
.,, thence? , 

Till I return, of posting is no need. 


SONNETS 


Then should I spur, though mounted on the 
wind; c 

In winged speed no motion shall I know: 

Then can no horse with my desire keep pace; 

Therefore desire, of perfect’st love being made, 

Shall neigh—no dull flesh—in his fiery race ; 

But love, for love, thus shall excuse my jade ; 
Since from thee going he went wilful-slow, 
Towards thee L’ll run, and give him leave to 

go. 


Lu. 


So am I as the rich, whose blessed key 

Can bring him to his sweet up-locked treasure, 

The which he will not every hour SUNTED 

For blunting the fine point of seldom pleasure. 

Therefore are feasts so solemn and s0 rare, 

Since, seldom coming, in the long year set, 

Like stones of worth they thinly placed are, 

Or captain jewels in the carcanet. 

So is the time that keeps you as my chest, 

Or as the wardrobe which the robe doth hide, 

To make some special instant special blest, 

By new unfolding his imprison’d pride. 4 
essed are you, whose worthiness gives 


scope, 
Being had, to triumph, being lack’d, to hope. 


LI. 


What is your substance, whereof are you made, 
That millions of strange shadows on you tend? 
Since every one hath, every one, one shade, 
And you, but one, can every shadow lend. 
Describe Adonis, and the counterfeit 
Is poorly imitated after you; 
On Helen’s cheek all art of beauty set, 
And feu in Grecian tires are painted new: 
Speak of the spring and foison of the year; 
The one doth shadow of your beauty show, 
‘fhe other as your bounty doth appear ; 
And you in every blessed shape we know. 
In all external grace you have some part, 
But you like none, none you, for constant 


heart. 
Liv. 
O, how much more doth beauty beauteous 
seem. 


Ry. that sweet ornament which truth doth give! 

Lhe rose looks fair, but fairer we it deem 

For that sweet odour which doth in it live. 

The canker-blooms have full as deep a dye 

As the perfumed tincture of the roses, 

Hang on such thorns and play as wantonly 

When summer’s breath their masked buds 
discloses: _ 

But, for their virtue only is their show, 

‘They live unwoo'd and unrespected fade, 

Die to themselves, Sweet roses do not so; 

Of their sweet deaths are sweetest odours made: 
And so of you, beauteous and lovely youth, 
Witen Hed shall fade, my verse distills your 

‘uw 


Ly. 


@, what excuse will my poor beast then find, Not marble, nor fhe guided monuments 
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But you shall shine more bright in these con- 
tents 

Than. unswept stone besmear'd with sluttish 
time. 

When wasteful war shall statues overturn, 

And broils root out the work of masonry, 

Nor Mars his sword nor war’s quick fire shall 


urD 
The living record of your memory. 
’Gainst death and all-oblivious enmity 
Shall you pace forth ; your praise shall still find 
room 
Even in the eyes of all posterity 
That wear this world out to the ending doom, 
So, till the judgement that yourself arise, 
You live in this, and dwell in lovers’ eyes. 


LYI. 


Sweet lovesreney thy force; be it not said 


Thy edge should blunter be than appetite, 

Which but to-day by feeding is allay’d, 

To-morrow sharpen’d in his former might: 

So, love, be thou; although to-day thou fill _ 

Thy hungry eyes even till they wink with 

fullness, : . 

To-morrow see again, and do not kill 

The spirit of love with a perpetual dullness. 

Let this sad interim like the ocean be 

Which parts theshore, where two contracted new 

Come daily to the banks, that, when they see 

Return of love, more blest may be the view ; 
Else call it winter, which being full of care 
Makessummer’s welcome thrice more wish’d, 

more rare, 


LYII. 


Being your slave, what should I do but tend 

Upon the hours and times of your desire? 

T have no precious time at all to spend, 

Nor services to do, till you require. 

Nor dare I chide the world-without-end hour 

ilst I, my sovereign, watch the clock for you, 

Nor think the bitterness of absence sour 

When you have bid your servant once adieu ; 

Nor dare I question with my jealous thought 

Where you may be, or your affairs suppose, 

But, like a sad slave, stay and think of nought 

Saye, where you are how happy you make those. 
So true a fool is love that in your will, | 
Though you do any thing, he thinks no ill. 


LVId. 


That god forbid that made me first your slave, 
I should in thought control your times of 
pleasure, 
Or at your hand the account of hours to crave, 
Being your vassal, bound to stay your leisure! 
O, let me suffer, being at your beck, 
The imprison’d absence of your liberty ; 
cRratience) tame to sufferance, bide each 
> 
Without accusing you of injury. 
Be where you list, your charter is so strong 
That you yourself may privilege your time 
Lo what you will; to you it doth belong 
Yourself to pardon of self-doing crime. 
Lam to wait, though waiting so be hell; 
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LIX. 


If there be nothing new, but that which is | 
Hath been before, how are our brains beguiled, 
Which, labouring for invention, bear amiss 
The second burthen of a former child ! 
O, that record could with a backward look, 
Even of five hundred courses of the sun, 
Show me your image in some antique book, 
Since mind at first in character was done ! 
That I might see what the old world could say 
To this composed wonder of your frame; 
nether we are mended, or whether better 
they, 
Or whether revolution be the same. 
O, sure Iam, the wits of former days 
To subjects worse have given admiring praise. 


LX. 


ine Ge the waves make towards the pebbled 
shore, 

So do our minutes hasten to their end; 

Each changing place with that which goes 


efore, 
In sequent toil all forwards do contend. 
Nativity, once in the main of light, 
Crawls to maturity, wherewith being crown’d, 
Crooked eclipses ’gainst his glory fight, _ 
ay te that gave doth now his gift con- 
‘oun 
Time doth transfix the flourish set on youth 
And delves the parallels in beauty’s brow, 
Feeds on the rarities of nature’s truth, 
And nothing stands but for his scythe to mow: 
cond yet to times in hope my verse shall 
stan 
Praising thy worth, despite his cruel hand. 


LXxI. 


Is it thy will thy image should keep open 
My heavy eyelids to the weary night? 
Dost thou desire my slumbers should be broken, 
While shadows like to thee do mock my sight? 
Is it thy spirit that thou send’st from thee 
So far from home into my deeds to pry, 
To find out shames and idle hours in me, 
The scope and tenour of thy jealousy? 
O, no! thy love, though much, is not so great: 
It is my love that keeps mine eye awake ; 
Mine own true love that doth my rest dekeat, 
To play the watchman ever for thy sake 

‘or ice watch I whilst thou dost wake else- 

where, 
From me far off, with others all too near. 


LX. 


Sin of self-love possesseth all mine eye 
And all my soul and all my every part ; 
And for this sin there is no remedy, 

It is so grounded inward in my heart. 
Methinks no face so gracious is as mine, 

No shape so true, no truth of such account ¢ 
And for myself mine own worth do define, 
As I all other in all worths surmount. 

But when my glass shows me myself indeed, 
Beated and chopp’d with tann’d antiquity, 
Mine own self-love quite contrary I read} 
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‘Tis thee, myself, that for myself I praise, 
Painting my age with beauty of thy days. 


Lxu. 


Against my love shall be, as T am now, 
With, Time's injurious hand crush’d and o’er- 


When Hours have drain’d, his blood and fill'd 
is brow 
With lines and wrinkles; when his youthful 


morn 

Hath travell’d on to.age’s steepy night, | 

‘And all those beauties whereof now he’s king 

Are vanishing or vanish’d out of sight, 

Stealing away the treasure of his spring ; 

For such a time do I now sorely x 

Against confounding age’s crucl knife, 

That he shall never cut from memory 

My ee love’s beauty, though my lover's 
ife : 


His beauty shall in these black lines be seen. 
‘And they shall live, and he in them still 
green. 
LXIv. 


When I have seen by Time’s fell hand defaced 

The rich proud cost of outworn buried age; 

When sometime lofty towers 1 see down-razed. 

And brass eternal slave to mortal rage; _ 

When I have seen the hungry ocean gain 

Advantage on the kingdom of the shore, 

And the firm soil win of the watery main, 

Increasing store with loss and loss with store ; 

‘When I have seen such interchange of state, 

Or state itself confounded to decay ; 

Ruin hath taught me thus to. ruminate, 

That Time will come and take my love away. 
This thought is as a death, which cannot 


choose 
But weep to have that which it fears to lose. 


LXy. 
Since brass, nor stone, nor earth, nor boundless 


sea, 

But sad mortality o’er-sways their power, 

How with this rage shall beauty hold a plea, 

Whose action is no stronger than a flower? 

Q; how shall Sonnets Roney breath hold out 

Against the wreckful siege of battering days, 

When rocks impregnable are not so stout, 

Nor gates of steel so strong, but Time decays? 

O fearful meditation! where, alack, 

Seal pee best jewel from Time’s chest 
ie hi 

Or ai as hand can hold his swift foot 


id 

Or who his spoil of beauty can forbid? 

O, none, unless this miracle have might, 

That in black ink my love may_still shine 

bright. 
XVI. 

Tired with all these, for restful death I ery, 
As, to behold desert a beggar Bara oe 
And needy nothing trimm’d in jollity, 
And purest faith unhappily forsworn, 
And gilded honour shamefully misplaced, 
And maiden virtug qidelgastramapRedearch In 
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And right perfection wrongfully ahaeaced 
‘And strength by limping sway disabled, 
‘And art made tongue-tied by authority, 
‘And folly doctor-like controlling skill, 
‘And simple truth miscall'd simplicity, 
And captive good attending captain ill: 
Tired with all these, from these would I be 


gone, " 
Save that, to die, I leave my love alone, 


LXVII. 


Ah! wherefore with infection should he live, 
And with his presence grace impiety, 
That sin by him advantage should achieve 
And lace itself with his socicty? | | 
yo should false painting imitate his cheel 
And steal dead seeing of his living hue? 
Why should Ts beauty | ndirectly seck 
Roses of shadow, since his roscistruc? | 
Why should he live, now Nature bankrupt is 
Beggar’d of blood to blush through lively 
yeins? 5 

For she hath no exchequer now but his, 
And, proud of many, lives upon his gains. 

O, him she stores, to show what wealth she 


h 
In days long since, before these last so bad. 


LXV. 


Thus is his cheek the map of days outworn, 

When beauty lived and died as flowers do now, 

Before these bastard signs of fair were born, 

Or durst inhabit on a living brow; 

Before the golden tresses of the dead, 

The right of sepulchres, were shorn away, 

To live a second life on second head ; 

Ere beauty’s dead fleece made another gay: 

In him those holy antique hours are seen, 

Without all ornament, itself and true, 

Making no summer of another's green, 

Robbing no old to dress his beauty new ; 
And him as for a map doth Nature store, 
To show false Art what beauty was of yore. 


LXIX. 
Those parts of thee that the world’s eye doth 
view 
Want nothing that the thought of hearts can 
mend ; 
All tongues, the voice of souls, give thee that 


ue, 

Uttering bare truth, even so as foes commend, 

Thy) coutand thus with outward praise is 

wn'd ; 

But hoe same tongues that give thee so thine 

In other accents do this praise confound 

by seeing farther than the eye hath shown. 

They look into the beauty of thy mind, 

And that, in guess, they measure by thy deeds; 

Then, churls, their thoughts, although their eyes 

were kind, 

To thy fair flower add the rank smell of weeds: 
But why thy odour matcheth not thy show, 

__ The solve is this, that thou dost common 

titute. Biqiitzed by eGangotri 
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Lxx. 


‘hat thou art blamed shall not be thy defect, 
For slander’s mark was ever yet the fair; 
The ornament of beauty is suspect, | 
A crow that flies in heaven's sweetest air. 
So thou be good, slander doth but approve 
Thy worth the greater, being woo'd of time ; 
For canker vice the sweetest buds doth love, 
And thou present’st a pure unstained prime. 
Thou hast pass'd by the ambush of route Aye, 
Kither not assail’d or victor being charged ; 
Yet this thy praise cannot be so thy praise, 
To tie up envy evermore enlarged : 
If some suspect of ill mask’d not thy show, 
Then thou alone kingdoms of hearts shouldst 
owe. 


LXXxi. 


No longer mourn for me when I am dead 

Than you shall hear the surly sullen bell 

Give warning to the world that I am fled 

rorn ae vile world, with vilest worms to 

well: 

Nay, if you read this line, remember not 

The hand that writ it; for I love you so 

That I in your sweet thoughts would be forgot 

If thinking on me then should make you woe. 

O, if, Lsay, you look upon this verse 

When I berhaps compounded am with clay, 

Do not so much as my poor name rehearse, 

But let your love even with my life decay, 

Lest the wise world should look into your 
moan 
And mock you with me after I am gone. 
LXXIL 

O, lest the world should task you fo recite 

What merit lived in me, that you should love 

After my death, dear love, forget me quite, 

Yor you in me can nothing worthy prove ; 

Unless you would devise some virtuous lie, 

To do more’ for me than mine own desert, 

And hang more praise upon deceased I 

Than niggard truth would willingly impart: 

O; lest your true love may seem false in this; 

That you for love speak well of me untrue, 

My name be buried where my body is, 

And live no more to shame nor me nor you. 
For I am shamed by that whieh I bring forth, 
And so should you, to love things nothing 

worth. 
LXXUI. 
That time of year thou mayst in-me behold 


When yellow leaves, or none, or few, do hang: 
Upon those boughs which shake against the 


cold, 

Bare ruin’d choirs, where late the sweet birds 
sang. 

In me thou see’st the twilight of such day 

As after sunset fadeth-in the-west; 

Which by and by black night doth take’away, 

Death’s second'self, that'seals up all-in rest. 

In me thou'see’st the glowing of such fire 

That on the ashes of his youth’doth lie; 

As the death-bed whereon it must expi 
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This thot perceivest, which makes thy love 
more strong, 

To Hae that well which thou must leave ere 
ong. 


LXXIV, 


But be contented: whert that fell arrest 
Without all bail shall carry me away, 
My life hath in this line some interest, 
Which for memorial still with thee shall stay. 
When thou reviewest this, thou dost review 
The very part was consecrate to thee: __ 
The earth can have but earth, which is his due; 
My spirit is thine, the better part of me: 
So then thou hast but lost the dregs of life, 
The prey of worms, my body being dead, 
The coward conquest of a wretch’s krtife, 
Too base of thee to be remembered. - 

The worth of that is that which it contains, 

And that is this, and this with thee remains. 

LXXV. 

So are you to my thoughts as food to life, 
Or as sweet-season’d showers are to the ground; 
And for the peace of you I hold such strife 
As “twixt a miser and his wealth is found; 
Now proud as an enjoyer and anon. 
Doubting the filching age will steal his treasure, 
Now counting best to be with you alone, 
Then better'd that the world may sce my 


pleasure ; ; 2 
Sometime all full with feasting on your sight 
And by. and by clean starved fora lool ; 
Possessing or pursuing no (lelight, 
Save what is had or must from you be took. 
Thus do I pine and surfeit day by day, 
Or gluttoning on all, or all away. 


LXXVI. 
Why is my verse so barren of new pride, 
So far from variation or quick change? . 


Why with the time do I not glance aside 
To new-found methods and to compounds 


strange? > ae 
Why write I still all one; ever the samné, 
And keep invention in a noted weed, _ 
That every word doth almost tell my name, 
phowiues their birth and where’ they did pro- 
cee 
O, know, sweet love, I always write of you, 
And you and love are still my argument ; 
So all my best is dressing old words new, 
Spending again what is‘already spent : 
For as the sun is daily new and.old 
So is my love still telling what is told. 


LXXVII. 
Thy glass will show thée how thy beauties 


wear, =a spline 

Thy dial how thy precious minutes waste} 

The vacant leaves thy mind’s imprint will bear, 
And of this book this leaming mayst'thou taste. 
The wrinkles-which thy glass'will truly show 
Of monuthed’graves wilkeive thee memory ; 
Thou'by thy dial's shady stealth mayst know 
Time’s thievisli progress to eternity, 
Look, what thy memory, cannot contai 
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Those children nursed, deliver’d from thy brain, 
To take a new acquaintance of thy mind. 
These offices, so oft as thou wilt look, 
Shall profit thee and much enrich thy book. 


LXXVUI. 


So oft have I invoked thee for my Muse 

And found such fair assistance in my verse 

As every alien pen hath got my use 

And under thee their poesy disperse. __ 

Thine eyes that taught the dumb on high to 

sing 

And heavy ignorance aloft to fly ¥ 

Have added feathers to the learned’s wing 

And given grace a double majesty. 

Yet be most proud of that which I compile, 

Whose influence is thine and born of thee: 

In others’ works thou dost but mend the style, 

And arts with thy sweet graces graced be; 
But thou art all my art and dost advance 


As high as learning my rude ignorance. 
LXXIX. 
Whilst I alone did call upon thy aid, 
My verse alone had all thy gentle grace, 
But now my cious numbers are decay’d 
And my sick Muse doth give another place. 
I grant, sweet love, thy lovely argument 
Deseryes the travail of a worthier pen 
Yet what of thee thy poet doth inven| 
He robs thee of and pays it thee again. 
He lends thee virtue and he stole that word 
From thy behaviour; beauty doth he give 
And found ié in thy cheek ; he can afilord 
No pia’ to thee but what in thee doth live. 
Then thank him not for that which he doth 


say, 
Since what he owes thee thou thyself dost 
pay. 
LXXX. 


O, how I faint when I of you do write, 
Knowing a better spirit doth use your name, 
And in the praise thereof spends all his might, 
To nace me tongue-tied, speaking of your 
ame 

But since your worth, wide as the ocean is, 
The humble as the proudest sail doth bear, 
My saucy bark inferior far to his 
On your broad main doth wilfully appear. 
Your shallowest help will hold me up afloat, 
Whilst he upon your soundless deep doth ride; 
Or, being wreck’d, I am a worthless boat, 
He of tall building and of goodly pride : 

Then if he thrive and I be cast away, 

The worst was this; my love was my decay. 


LXXXI. 


Or I shall live your epitaph to make, 
Or you survive when J in earth am rotten : 
From hence your memory death cannot tale, 
Although in me each part will be forgotten. 

our name from hence immortal life shall haye, 
Though I, once gone, to all the world must die: 
The earth can yield me but a common prave, 
‘When you entombed in men’s eyes shall lie. 
Your monutnent hall be my gentle verse, 

hich eyes no shall o’er-rea 
Z Meloumreta tacts ta In 
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es to be your being shall rehearse 
Wien all the breathers of this world are dead ; 
You still shall live—such virtue hath my 


en— : 
Where breath most breathes, even in the 
mouths of men. 


LXXXII. 


I grant thou wert not married to my Muse 
And therefore mayst without attaint o’erlook 
‘The dedicated words which writers use 

Of their fair subject, blessing every book. 

Thou art as fair in knowledge as in hue, 

Finding thy worth a limit past my praise, 

And therefore art enforced to seck anew 

Some fresher stamp of the time-bettering days. 

And do so, love; yet when they have devised 

What strained touches rhetoric can lend, 

Thou truly fair wert truly sympathized __ 

In true plain words by thy true-telling friend ; 
And their gross painting might be better used 
Rete cheeks need blood; in thee it is 

abused, 


LXXx, 


I never saw that you did painting need 

And therefore to yous fair no painting set; 

I found, or thought I found, you did exceed 
e barren tender-of a poet’s debt; 

And therefore have I slept in your report, 

That you yourself Peli extant well might show 

How far a modern quill doth come too short, 

Speaking of worth, what worth in you doth 

grow. 

This silence for my sin you did impute, 

Which shall be most my glory, being dumb ; 

For I impair not beauty being mute, 

When others would give life and bring a tomb. 
There lives more life in one of your fair eyes 
Than both your poets can in praise devise, 


LXXXIV, 


Who is it that Says most? which can say more 
Than this rich praise, that you alone are you? 
In whose confine immured is the store 

Which should example where your equal grew. 
Lean penury within that pen doth dwell 

That to his subject lends not some small glory ; 
But he that writes of you, if he can tell 


i He you are you, so dignifies his story, 


et him but copy what in you is writ, 
Not making worse what nature made so clear, 
And such a counterpart shall fame his wit, 
Making his style admired every where, 
You to your beauteous blessings add a curse, 


Being fond on praise, which, makes your 


praises worse. 
LXXXv, 


My fongue tic Muse in manners holds her 
A, 


While comments of your praise, richly com-- 


ile 
Reserye their character with golden quill 


And precious phrase by all the Muses filed. 


I think cgood thoughts whilst other write good: 
wo 
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To every hymn that able spirit a_fords 
In polish’d form of well-retined pen. 
Hearing you praised, I say ‘’Tis so, ’tis true,’ 
And to the most of praise add something more ; 
But that isin my thought, whose love to you, 
hot words come hindmost, holds his rank 
efore. 
Then others for the breath of words respect, 
Me for my dumb thoughts, speaking in effect. 
LXXXVI. 
Was it the proud full sail of his great verse, 
Bound for the prize of all too precious you, _ 
That did my ripe thoughts in my brain in- 
hearse, | 3 
Making aks tomb the womb wherein they 
grew. 
Was it his spirit, by spirits taught to write 
Above a mortal pitch, that struck me dead? 
No, neither he, nor his compeers by night 
Giving him aid, my verse astonished. 
He, nor that affable familiar ghost 
Which nightly gulls him with intelligence, 
As victors of my silence cannot boast ; 
I was not sick of any fearfrom thence:  __ 
But when your countenance fill’d up his line, 
Then lack’d I matter; that enfeebled mine. 


LXXXVII. 


Farewell! thou art too dear for my possessing, 
And like enough thou know’st thy estimate : 
The charter of thy worth gives thee releasing ; 
My bonds in thee are all determinate. _ 
For how do I hold thee but by By granting ? 
And for that riches where is my deserving? 
The cause of this fair git in me is wanting, 
And so my patent back again is swerving. 
Thyself thou gavest, thy own worth then not 
nO WIDE: P sone 
Or me, to whom thou gavest it, else mistaking ; 
So thy great gift, upon misprision growing, 
Comes home again, on better judgement 
making. 
Thus have I had thee, as a dream doth flatter, 
In sleep a king, but waking no such matter. 


LXXXVUI. 


When thou shalt be disposed to set me light 
And place my merit in the eye of scorn, 
Upon thy side against myself I'll fight 
And prove thee virtuous, though thou art for- 
sworn. 

Withmine own wealmess being best acquainted, 
i pee thy part I can set down a story _ 
Of faults conceal’d, wherein I am attainted, 
That thou in iosing ane shalt win much glory : 
And TI by this will be a gainer too; 
Yor bending all my loving thoughts on thee, 
The injuries that to myself I do, 
Doing thee vantage, double-vantage me. 

Such is my love, to thee I so belong, 

That for thy right myself will bear all wrong. 


LXXXxix. 
Say that thou didst forsake me for some fault, 
And I will comment upon that offence Q 
Speak of my lameness, and I straight will halt, 
Against thy reasons making no defence. 
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Thou canst not, love, disgrace me half so ill, 
To set a form upon desired change, ‘ 
As [ll myself disgrace : nOTan thy will, 
I will acquaintance strangle and look strange, 
Be absent from thy waJks, and in my tongue 
‘Thy sweet beloved name no more shall dwell, 
Lest I, too much profane, should do it wrong 
And haply of our old acquaintance tell. 

For thee against myself I’ll vow debate, 

‘or a must ne’er love him whom thou dost 
hate, 


Xe. 


Then hate me when thou wilt; if ever, now; 
Now, while the world is bent my deeds ‘to 


cross, 
Join with the spite of fortune, make me bow, 
And do not drop in for an after-loss : r 
Ah, do not, when my heart hath ’scaped this 
sorrow, 

Come in the rearward of a conquer’d woe; 
Give not a windy night a rainy morrow, 
To linger out a purposed overthrow. 
If thou wilt leave me, do not leave me last, 
When other petty griefs have done their spite, 
But in the onset come; so shall I taste 
At first the very worst of fortune’s might, 

And other strains of woe, which now seem 


woe, 
Compared with loss of thee will not seem so.. 


XCI. 


Some glory in their birth, some in their skill, 

Some in their wealth, some in their bodies” 
‘orce, 

Some in their garments, though new-fangled 


Some in their hawks and hounds, some in their: 


Orse 5 
And every humour hath his adjunct pleasure, 
Wherein it finds a joy above the rest: 
But these particulars are not my measure; 
All these I better in one general best. 
Thy love is better than high birth to me, 
Richer than wealth, prouder than garments” 


cost, 
Of more delight than hawks or horses be; 
And having thee, of all men’s pride I boast: 
Necte in this alone, that thou mayst 
ke 
All this away and me most wretched make. 


XCIL. 


But do thy worst to steal thyself away, 

For term of life thou art assured mine, 

And life no longer than thy love will stay, 
For it depends upon that love of thine. 

Then need I not to fear the worst of wrongs, 
When in the least of them my life hath end. 
I see a better state to me belongs 

Than that which on thy humour doth depend ;! 
Thou canst not vex me with inconstant mind, 
Since that my life on thy revolt doth lic. 

O, what a happy title do I find, 


Happy to have thy love, happy’ to die! 


But what’s so blessed-fair that fears no blotf 
hou mayst be false, and yet I know it not. 
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XcIIl. 


So shall I live, supposing thou art true, 

Like a deceived husband ; so love's face 

May still seem love to me, though alter’d new ; 

Thy looks with me, thy heart in other place: 

For there can live no hatred in thine eye, 

Therefore in that I cannot know thy change. 

Jn many’s looks the false heart’s history . 

Is writ in moods and frowns and wrinkles 
strange, 

But heaven in thy creation did decree 

That in thy face sweet love should ever dwell ; 

Whate’er thy thoughts or thy heart’s workings 


Thy looks should nothing thence but sweetness 


How like Eve's apple doth thy beauty grow, 
If thy sweet yirtue answer not thy show! 


XOly. 
They that have power to hurt and will do 


none, 

That do not do the thing they most do show, 
Who, moving others, are themselves as stone, 
Unmoved, cold, and to temptation slow, 
Ane rightly do inherit heaven’s graces 
And husband nature’s riches from expense; 
They are the lords and owners of their faces, 
Others but stewards of their excellence. 
The summer’s flower is to the summer sweet, 
hough to itself it only live and die, 
But if that flower with base infection meet, 
The basest weed outbraves his dignity : 

For sweetest things turn sourest by their 


leeds ; 
Lilies that fester smell far worse than weeds. 


XOY. 
How sweet and lovely dost thou make the 
shame i 

Which, like a canker in the fragrant rose, 

Doth BROl the beauty of thy budding name! 

2 in what sweets dost thou thy sins enclose! 
hat tongue that tells the story of thy days, 

Making lascivious comments on thy sport, 

Cannot dispraise but in a kind of praise; 

Naming thy namé blesses an ill report. 

O, what a mansion have those vices got 

Which for their habitation chose out thee, 

Where beauty’s veil doth cover every blot, 

And all things turn to fair that eyes can sec! 
Take heed, dear heart, of this large privilege; 
The hardest knife ill-used doth lose his edge. 


XCVI. : 
Some say thy fault is youth, some wantonness; 


Some say thy grace is youth and gentle sport ; 
Both grace and faults are loved of more and 


less ; 
Thou makest faults graces that to thee resort. 
As on the finger of a throned queen 
‘The basést jewel will be well-esteem’d, 
So are those errors that in thee are seen 
To truths 'translated and for true things deem’d. 
How many lambs might the stern wolf betray, 


If like a lamb he cowdohicdonkyitneslaterch In 
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How many gazers mightst thou lead away, 
Tf thou wouldst use the strength of all thy 


state! P 
But do not so; I love thee in such sort 
As, thou being mine, mine is thy good 
report. 


XOVII. 


How like a winter hath my absence been 
From thee, the pleasure of the fleeting year! 
What freezings have I felt, what dark days 


seen | 
What old December's bareness every where ! 
And yet this time removed was summer's 
time, 4 
The teeming autumn, big with rich increase, 
Bearing the wanton burthen of the ees 
Like widow’d wombs after their lords’ decease: 
Yet this abundant issueseem’d tome | 
But hope of orphans and unfather'd fruit ; 
For summer and his pleasures wait on thee, 
And, thou away, the very birds are mute; 
Or, if they sing, "tis with so dull a cheer 
That leaves look pale, dreading the winter's 
near. 


XcvIiit. 


From you have I been absent in the spring, 
When proud-pied April dress'd in all his trim 
Hath put a spirit of youth in every, thing, _ 
et heavy Saturn laugh’d and leap’d with 


im. 
Yet nor the lays of birds nor the sweet smell 
Of different flowers in odour and in hue 

Could make me any summer's story tell, 

Or from their proud lap pluck them where they 


grew; 
Nor did I wonder at the lily’s white, 
Nor praise the deep vermilion in the rose ; 
They were but sweet, but figures of delight, 
Drawn after ou, you pattern of all those. 
Yet seem’d it winter still, and, you awa; 5 
As with your shadow I with these did play : 
XCIX. 
The forward violet thus did I chide: 
Sweet thief, whence didst thou steal thy sweet 
that smells, 
If bel from my love’s breath? Tho purple 
ride 
Teen thy soft cies fou Gpaplexion cyl Is 
r love's veins thou hast too grossly dyed. 
Thelily I condemned for thy hand, vy 
And buds of marjoram had stol’n thy hair: 
The roses fearfully on thorns did stand, 
One blushing shame, another white despair; 
A third, nor red nor white, had stol’n of both 
And to his robbery had annex’d thy breath ; 
But, for his theft, in pride of all his growth 
A vengeful canker eat him up to death. 
More flowers I noted, yet I none could see 
But sweet or colour it had stol’n from thee. 


6. 


WIRES art thou, Muse, that thou forget’st so 
To speak of that whi h gi ; th 
fituteni@igitzed by 6 uch : Gives thee all thy 
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Spend’st thou thy fury on some worthless song, 
Darene thy power to lend base subjects 
ight # 
Return, forgetful Muse, and straight redeem 
In gentle numbers time so say spent; 
Sing to the ear that doth thy lays esteem 
And gives thy pen both skill and argument. 
Rise, resty Muse, my love's sweet face survey, 
If Time have any wrinkle graven there; 
If any, be a satire to ENE 5 
‘And make Time’s spoils despised every where. 
Cie my love fame faster than Time wastes 
ife ; 
So thou prevent’st his scythe and crooked 
knife. 


cl. 


O truant Muse, what shall be thy amends 
For thy neglect of truth in beauty reat 
Both truth and beauty on my love depends; 
So dost thou too, and therein dignified. 
Make answer, Muse: wilt thou not hapl iy Say 
‘Truth needs no colour, with his colour fix'd; 
Beauty no pencil, beauty’s truth to lay ; 
But best is best, if never intermix’d’? 
Because he needs no praise, wilt thou be 
dumb? _ a 
Excuse not silence so ; for’t lies in thee 
To make him much outlive a gilded tomb, 
And to be praised of ages yet to be. 
Then do thy office, Muse ; I teach thee how 
To make him scem long hence as he shows 
now. 


ort. 
My love is strengthen’d, though more weak in 


seeming; 
T love not less, though less the show appear: 
That love is merchandized whose rich esteem- 


ing 
The owner’s tongue doth publish every where. 
Our love was new and then but in the spring 
When I was wont to greet it with my lays, 
As Philomel in summer's front doth sing 
And stops her pipe in growth of riper days: 
Not that the summer is less pleasant now 
Than ane her mournful hymns did hush the 
night, 
But that wild music burthens every bough 
ee aucge grown common lose their dear 
elight. 
Therefore like her I sometime hold my 
tongue, ; 
Because I would not dull you with my song. 


CIIl. 


Alack, what poverty my Muse brings forth, 
That having such a scope to show her pride, 
The argument all bare is of more worth 
Than when it hath my added praise beside! 
O, blame me not, if Ino more can write! 
Look in your glass, and there appears a face 
‘That over-goes my blunt invention quite, 
Dulling my lines and doing me disgrace. 
Were it not sinful then, striving to mend, 
To mar the subject that before was well? 
For to no other pass my verses tend 


Than of your graces apd your site ta telly In 
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And more, much more, than in my verse can 
sit H 

Your own glass shows you when you lovic 
in it. 


CIV. 


To me, fair friend, you never can be old, 
For as you were when first your eve I eyed, 
Such seems your beauty still. Three winters 


cold 

Have rom the forests shook three summers’ 
pride, 

abres penitienua springs to yellow autumn 
urn d 

In process of the seasons have I seen, 

Three at perfumes in three hot Junes 

__ burn’d, J 
Since first I saw you fresh, which yet are 


green. 
Ah! yet doth beauty, like a dial-hand, 
Steal from his figure and no pace perceived ; 
So younewee hue, which methinks still doth 
stand, 
Hath motion and mine eye may be deceived : 
For en of which, hear this, thou age un- 
red 5 
Ere you were born was beauty’s summer 
dead. 


“Ov. 
Let not my Jove be call‘d idolatry, La 
Nor my beloved as an idol show, 
Since all alike my songs and praises be 
To one, of one, still such, and ever so. 
Kind is my loye to-day, to-morrow kind, 
Still constant in a wondrous excellence ; 
Therefore my verse to constancy contined, 
One thing expressing, leaves out difference. 
‘Fair, kind, and true’ is all my argument, 
‘Tair, kind, and true’ varying to other words ; 
And in this change is my invention spent, 
Three themes im one, which wondrous scope 
attords. 
‘Fair, kind, and true,’ have often lived alone, 
Which three till now never kept seat in one. 


evi. 


When in the chronicle of wasted time 

I see descriptions of the fairest wights, 

And beauty making beautiful old rhyme 

In praise of ladies dead and lovely knights, 

Then, in the blazon of sweet beauty’s best, 

Of hand, of foot, of lip, of eye, of brow, 

Tsee their antique pen would have express'd 

Even such a beauty as you master now, 

So all their praises are but prophecies 

Of this our time, all you prefiguring ; 

And, for they look’d but with divining eyes, 

They had not, skill enough your worth to sing: 
For we, which now behold these present 


lays, 
Have eyes to wonder, but lack tongues to 
praise. 


ovit. 


Not mine own fears,. nor the prophetic soul 


agate things to come, 
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josed as forfeit to a confined doom. 
Fe mortal moon hath her eclipse endured 
‘And the sad augurs mock their own presage ; 
Incertainties now crown themselves assured 
‘And peace proclaims olives of endless age. 
Now with the drops of this most balmy time 
My love looks fresh, and Death to me sub- 


scribes, |. reir ret 
Since, spite of him, I’ll live in this poor rhyme, 
While he insults o’er dull and speechless tribes: 
And thou in this shalt find thy monument, 
‘When tyrants’ crests and tombs of brass are 
spent. 


ovur. 


What’s in the brain that ink may character _ 

Which hath not figured to thee my true spirit? 

What’s new to speak, what new to register, 

That may express my love or thy dear merit? 

Ne othing, sweet boy; but yet, like prayers 
ivine, 

I must each day say o’er the very same, 

Counting no old thing old, thou mine, thine, 

Even as when first 1 hallow’d thy fair name. 

So that eternal love in love's fresh case 

Weighs not the dust and injury of age, 

Nor gives to necessary wrinkles place, 

But makes antiquity for aye his page, 
Finding the first conceit of love there bred 
Where Hime and outward form would show it 

lead. 


OIx. 


O, never say that I was false of heart, __ 
Though absence seem’d my flame to qualify. 
As easy might S from myself depart % 
As from my soul, which in thy breast doth lie: 
That is my home of love: if 1 have ranged, 
Liie him that travels 1 return again, e 
Just to the time, not with the time exchanged, 
So that myself bring water for my stain. 
Never believe, though in ma yiaaere reign’d 
All frailties that besiege all kinds of blood, 
‘That it could so preposterously be stain’d, 
‘Lo leave for nothing all thy sum of good; 

For nothing this wide universe I call, 

Saye thou, my rose; in it thou art my all. 


Ox. 


Alas, ’tis true I have gone here and there 
d made myself a motley to the view, 
Gored mine own thoughts, sold cheap what is 
most dear, " 
Made old offences of affections new ; 
Most true it is that I have look’d on truth 
kance and strangely: but, by all above, 
‘These blenches gave my heart another youth, 
And worse essays proved thee my best of love. 
Now all is done, have what shall have no end: 
Mine appetite I never more will grind 
On newer proof, to try an older friend 
A god in love, to whom I am confined. 
hen give me welcome, next my heaven the 


Even to thy pure and most most loying 


As b: 
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* Can yet the lease of my true love control, 


XI. 


O, for my sake do you with Fortune chide, 
The guilty goddess of my harmful deeds, 

That did not better for my life provide 

Than public means which public manners 


reeds, S 
Thence comes it that my name receives a 


ran 
And almost thence my nature is subdued 
To what it works in, like the dyer’s hand: 
Pity me then and wish I were renew’d ; 
Whilst, like a willing patient, I will drink 
Potions of eisel ’gainst my strong infection ; 
No bitterness that I will bitter think, _ 
Nor double penance, to correct correction. 
Pity me then, dear friend, and I assure ye 
Even that your pity is enough to cure me. 


OXII. 


Your love and pity doth the impression fill 
Which vulgar scandal stamp’d upon my brow; 
For what care I who calls me well or ill, 
So you o’er-green my bad, my good allow? 
You are my all the world, and T must strive 
To know my shames and praises from your 
tongue; 
None else to me, nor I to none alive, | 
That my steel’d sense or changes right or 
wrong. 
In so profound abysm I throw all care 
£ others’ voices, that my adder’s sense 
To critic and to flatterer stopped are. 
Mark how with my neglect I do dispense: 
You are so strongly In my purpose bred 
That all the world besides methinks are dead. 


‘OXII. 
Since I left you, mine eye is in my mind; 
And that which governs me to go about 
Doth part his function and is partly blind, 
Seems seeing, but effectually is out; 
For it no form delivers to the heart. 
OE£ bird, of flower, or shape, which it doth 


atch : 
Of his quick objects hath the mind no part, 
Nor his own vision holds what it doth catch; 
For if it see the rudest or gentlest sight, 
The most sweet favour or deformed’st creature, 
The mountain or the sea, the day or night, 
The crow or dove, it shapes them to your 
feature : 
Incapable of more, replete with you, 


My most true mind thus makes mine eye 
untrue. 


OXIV. 


Or whether doth my mind, being crown’d with 
you, 

Drink up the monarch’s plague, this flattery ? 
Or whether shall I say, mine eye saith true, 
And that your love taught it this alchemy, 
To make of monsters and things indigest 
Such cherubins as your sweet sel resemble, 
Creating every bad a perfect best, 

fast as objects to his beams assemble? 

my seeing, 

gly drinks it up: 
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Mine eye well knows what with his gust is 


*greeing, 
And to his palate doth Pre are the cup: 
Tf it be poison’d, ’tis the lesser sin 
That mine eye loves it and doth first begin. 


OXY. 


Those lines that I before have writ do lie, 
keven those that said I could not love you 
dearer: | 
Yet then my jndgement knew no reason why 
My most full flame should afterwards burn 
clearer. > s 
But reckoning time, whose million’d accidents 
Creep. in ’twixt vows and change decrees of 
kings, 
Tan sacred beauty, blunt the sharp’st intents, 
Divert strong minds to the course of altering 
things ; 
Alas, why, fearing of time’s tyranny, 
Might I not then say ‘Now I love you best,’ 
When I was certain o’er incertainty, 
Crowning the present, doubting of the rest? 
Love is a babe; then might Tnot say 80, 
To give full growth to that which still doth 
grow? 
< OXVI. 
Let me not to the marriage of true minds 
‘Admit impediments. Love is not love 
Which alters when it alteration finds, 
Or bends with the remover to remove: 
O, no! it is an ever-fixed mark 
That looks on tempests and is never shaken ; 
It is the star to every wandering bark, | 2 
Whose worth’s unknown, although his height 
be taken. z 
towels ue Time's fool, though rosy lips and 
cheeks 
Within his bending sickle’s compass come ; 
Love alters not with his brief hours and wecks, 
But bears it out even to the edge of doom. 
Tf this be error and upon me proved, 
I never writ, nor no man ever loved. 


OXVII. 


Accuse me thus: that I have scanted all 

Wherein I should your great deserts repay, 

Forgot upon your dearest love to call 

Whereto all bonds do tie me day b day; 

That I have frequent been wit! 
minds 

And jetven to time your own dear-purchased 
right ; 

That LT have hoisted sail to all the winds . 

Which should transport me farthest from your 


unknown 


sight. 
Book Both my wilfulness and errors down 
And on just proof surmise accumulate ; 
Bring me within the level of your frown, 
But shoot not at me in your waken’d hate ; 
Since my appeal says I did strive to prove 
The constancy and virtue of your love. 


OXVIIL 


Like as, to make our appetites more keen, 
‘With eager compounds we our palate urge, 
As, to prevent our maladies unseen, 


We sicken to shugichtess Nip REBUEG In 
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Even £0, being full of your ne’er-cloying swect- 
ness, F 
To bitter sauces did I frame my. feeding 
And, sick of welfare, found a kind of meetness 
To be diseased ere that there was true needing. 
Thus policy in love, to anticipate 
The ills that were not, grew to faults assured 
And brought to medicine a healthful state 
Which, pa of goodness, would by ill be 
cured: 
But thence I learn, and find the lesson true, 
Drugs poison him that so fell sick of you. 


CXIX. 
What potions have I drunk of Siren tears, 
Distill’d from limbecks foul as hell within, 
Applying fears to hopes and hopes to fears, 
Still losing when I saw myself to win! 
What wretched errors hath my heart com- 


mitted, 
Whilst it hath thought itself so blessed never! 
ore Hear mine eyes out of their spheres been 
e 
In the distraction of this madding fever! 
O benefit of ill! now I find true 
That better is by evil still made better ; 
And ruin’d love, when it is built anew, 
Grows fairer than at first, more strong, far 


greater. 
So I return rebuked to my content 
And gain by ill thrice more than I have 
spent. 
CXX. 
That you were once unkind befriends me now, 
And for that sorrow which I then did feel 
Needs must I under my transgression bow, 
Unless ay nerves were brass or hammer’d 
steel. 
For if you were by my unkindness shaken. 
‘As I by yours, you’ve pass‘d a hell of time, 
And I, a tyrant, have no leisure taken 
To weigh how once I suffer’d in your crime. 
O, that our night of woe might have re- 
member'd 
My deepest sense, how hard true sorrow hits, 
‘And soon to you, as you to me, then tender’d 
The humble salve which wounded bosoms fits! 
But that your trespass now becomes a fee ; 
Mine ransoms yours, and yours must ransom 
me. 
CXXI. 
*Tis better to be vile than vile esteem’d, 
When not to be receives reproach of being, 
And the just pleasure lost which is so deem’d 
Not by our feeling but by others’ seeing : 
Tor w iM should others’ false adulterate eyes 
Give salutation to my sportive blood? 
Or on my frailties why are frailer spies, 
Which in their wills count bad ee I think 


‘ood? 

Ne iit am that I am, and they that level 

At my abuses reckon up their own: 

I may be straight, though they themselves be 
evel ; 

By their rank thoughts my deeds must not be 


titute Bitzed by eGangotri 
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less this general evil they maintain, _ 
iti rate arebad? and in their badness reign. 


. OXXII 
Thy gift, thy tables, are within my brain 
Full character’d with lasting memory, _ 
Which shall above that idle rank remain 
Beyond all date, even to eternity ; 
Or at the least, so long as brain and heart 
Have faculty by nature to subsist ; 
Till each to razed oblivion yield his part 
Of thee, thy record never can be miss’d. 
That poor retention could not so much hold, 
Nor need I tallies thy dear love to score; 
Therefore to give them from me was I bold, 
To trust those tables that receive thee more : 
To keep an adjunct to remember thee 
Were to import forgetfulness in me. 


OXXUT. 
No, Time, thou shalt not boast that I do 
change : , 
Thy pyramids built up with newer might 


- Lo me are nothing novel nothing strange ; 


They are but dressings of a former sight. 3 

ur dates are brief, and therefore we admire 
What thou dost foist upon us that is old, 
And rather make them born to our desire 
Than arts that we before have heard them 


told. 
Thy registers and thee I both defy, 
Not wondering at the present nor the past, 
For thy records and what we see doth lie, 
Made more or less by thy continual haste. 
This I do vow and this shall ever be ; 
I will be true, despite thy scythe and thee. 


CXXIy. 


If my dear love were hut the child of state, 
It might for Fortune's bastard be unfather'd, 
as subject to Time’s love or to Time's hate, 
Weeds among weeds, or flowers with flowers 
gather'd. | : 
No, it was builded far from accident ; 
It suffers not in smiling pomp, nor falls 
Under the blow of thralled discontent, 
Whereto the inviting time our fashion calls : 
It fears not policy, that heretic, 
Which works on leases of short-number’d hours, 
But all alone stands hugely politic, 
That it nor grows with heat nor drowns with 
showers. | 
To this I witness call the fools of time, 
Which die for goodness, who have lived for 
crime. 


CXXY. 


Were’t aught to me I bore the canopy, 

With my extern the outward honouring, 

Or laid great bases for eternity, 3 
Which prove more short than waste or ruining? 
Have I not scen dwellers on form and favour 
Lose all, and more, by paying too much rent, 
For compound sweet forgoing simple savour, 
Pitiful thrivers, in their gazing spent? 
No, let me be obsequious in t! liens 


OXXIX. 
And take thou mg OudaKashpoinibeséeech Institutet ia meee o) eek 


SONNETS 


Which is not mix’d with seconds, knows no art, 
But mutual render, only me for thee. 
Hence, thou suborn’d informer! a true soul 
When most impeach’d stands least in thy 
control. 


OXXVI. 


O thou, my lovely boy, who in thy power 

Dost hold Time’s fickle glass, his sickle, hour; 

Who hast by waning grown, and therein 
show’st 3 

Thy lovers withering as thy swect self grow’st ; 

If Nature, sovereign mistress over wrack, 

As thou goest onwards, still will pluck thee 


back, ¥ 
She keeps thee to this purpose, that her skill 
May time disgrace and wretched minutes kill. 
Yet fear her, O thou minion of her pleasure ! 
She may detain, but not still keep, her treasure: 
Her audit, though delay’d, answer'd must be, 
And her quietus is to render thee. 


CXXVIL. 


In the old age black was not counted fair, 

Or if it were, it bore not beauty’s name; 

But now is black beauty’s successive heir, 

And beauty slander’d with a bastard shame: 
For since each hand hath put on nature's 


ower, 

Taina the foul with art’s false borrow’d face, 
Sweet Deauty hath no name, no holy bower, 
But is profaned, if not lives m disgrace. 
Therefore my mistress’ brows are raven black, 
Her eyes so suited, and they mourners seem 
At such who, not born fair, no beauty lack, 
Slandering creation with a false esteem : 

Yet so they mourn, becoming of their woe, 

That every tongue says beauty should look 

so. 


OXXVITI. 
How oft, when thou, my music, music play’st, 
Upon that blessed wood whose motion sounds 
With thy seyeet fingers, when thou gently 
sway's! 
The wiry concord that mine ear confounds, 
Do I envy those jacks that nimble lea 
To kiss the tender inward of thy hand, 
Whilst my poor lips, which should that harvest 


Teap, 
At the wood’s boldness by thee blushing stand! 
To be so tickled, they would change their state 
And situation with those dancing chips, 
O’er whom thy fingers walk with gentle gait, 
faking dead wood more blest than living lips. 
Since saucy jacks so happy are in this 
Give them thy fingers, me thy lips to kiss. 


e of shame 
on, lust 
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Ts perjured, murderous, bloody, full of blame, 
Savage, extreme, rude, cruel, not to trust, 
Enjoy’d no sooner but despised straight, 
Past reason hunted, and no sooner had 
Past reason hated, as a swallow’d bait 
On purpose laid to make the taker mad ; 
Mad in pursuit and in possession so ; 
Had, having, and in quest to have, extreme; 
A bliss in proof, and proved: a very woe; 
Before, a joy proposed ; behind, a dream. 
All this the world well knows; yet none 
knows well 
To ih the heaven that leads men to this 
hell. 


CxXXX. 


My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun ; 
Coral is far more red than her lips’ red; 
If snow be white, why then her breasts are 


un $ 
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head. 
T have seen roses damask’d, red and white, 
But no such roses see Lin her cheeks; 
And in some perfumes is there more delight 
Than an the breath that from my mistress 
reeks. 
T love to hear her speak, yet well I know 
‘hat music hath a far more pleasing sound ; 
grant I never saw a goddess go; 
My enn when she walks, treads on the 
ground: “ 
And yet, by heaven, I think my love as rare 
As any she belied with false compare. 


OXXXI. 


Thou art as tyrannous, so as thou art, 
As those whose beauties proudly make them 


cruel; 
For well thou know’st to my dear doting heart 
Thou art the fairest and most precious jewel. 
Yet, in good faith, some say that thee behold 
Thy face hath not the power to make love 


- groan: 
To say they err I daro not be so bold, 
Although I swear it to myself alone. 
And, to be sure that is not false I swear, 
A thousand groans, but thinking on thy face, 
One on another's neck, do witness bear 
Thy black is fairest in my judgements place. 
n nothing art, thou black save in thy deeds, 
And thence this slander, as I think, proceeds. 
OXXXII. 

Thine eyes I love, and they, as pitying me, _ 
Knowing thy heart torments me with disdain, 
Have put on black and loving mourners be, 
Looking with pretty ruth upon my pain. 
And truly not the morning sun of heaven 
Better becomes the grey cheeks of the east, 
Nor that full star that ushers in the even 
Doth half that glory to the sober west 
As those two mourning eyes become thy face: 
O, let it then as well beseem thy heart 
To mourn for me, since mourning doth thee 


grace, 
And suit thy pity like in every part. 
Then will I swear beauty herself is black 


And all they foul batty crmmlexionlath ince eReGerL} EO 
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OXXXII. 
Beshrew that heart that makes my heart to 


groan sie 

For that deep wound it gives my friend and 
me! 

Is’t not enonely to torture me alone, 

But slave to slavery my sweet’st friend must be! . 

Me from myself thy cruel eye hath taken, 

And my next self thou harder hast engross’d : 

Of him, myself, and thee, I am forsaken ; 

A torment thrice threefold thus to be cross’d. 

Prison my heart in thy steel bosom’s ward, 

But then my friend’s heart Jet my poor heart 


ail 5 
Whoe’er keeps me, let my heart be his guard ; 
Thou canst not then use rigour in my gaol: 
And yet thou wilt; for I, being pent in thee, 
Perforce am thine, and ail that is in me. 


CXXXIY. 


So, now I have confess’d that he is thine, 
And I yself am mortgaged to thy will, 
Myself I'll forfeit, so that other mine 
Thou wilt restore, to be my comfort still: 
But thou wilt not, nor he will not be free, 
For thou art covetous and he is kind ; 
He learn’d but surety-like to write for me 
Under that bond that him as fast doth bind. 
The statute of thy beauty thou wilt take, 
Thou usurer, that put’st forth all to use, 
And sue a friend came debtor for my sake} 
So him I lose through my unkind abuse. 
Him have I Jost; thou hast both him and me: 
He pays the whole, and yet am I not free. 


OXXXvV. 


Whoever hath her wish, thou hast thy ‘ Will,’ 
And ‘ Will’ to boot, and ‘ Will’ in overplus ; 
More than enough am I that vex thee still, 

To thy sweet wil misieine addition thus. 

Wilt thou, whose will is large and spacious, 
Not once youchsafe to hide my will in thine? 
Shall will in others seem right gracious, 

And in my will no fair acceptance shine? 

The sea, all water, yet receives rain still 

And in abundance addeth to his store ; 

So thou, being rich in ‘Will,’ add to thy ‘ Will? 
One will of mine, to make thy large ‘Will’ 


more. 
Let no unkind, no fair beseechers kill ; 
Think all but one, and me in that one ‘Will.’ 


CXXXVI. 


If thy soul check thee that I come so near, 
Swear to thy blind soul that I was thy ‘ Will,’ 
And will, thy soul knows, is admitted there; 
Thus far for love my love-suit, sweet, fulfil. 
‘Will’ will fulfil the treasure of thy love. 

Ay, fill it full with wills, and my will one. 

In things of great reccipt with ease we prove 
Among a number one is reckon’d none: 
Zhen in the number let me pass untold, 
Though in thy stores’ account I one must be; 
For nothing hold me, so it please thee hold 
sweet to thee: 


1114 
Make but my name thy love, and love that 


till, is 
And then thou lovest me, for my name is 
‘Will’ 


OXXXVII. 
‘Thou blind fool, Love, what dost thou to mine 


eyes, 
” That ie behold, and see not what they see? 
They know what beauty is, see where it lies, 
Yet what the best is take the worst to be. 
If eyes corrupt by over-partial looks 
Be anchor’d in the bay where all men ride, 
Why of eyes’ falschood hast thou forged hooks, 
Whereto the judgement of my heart is tied? 
Why should my heart think that a several plot 
Which my heart knows the wide world’s com- 
mon place? | ‘ oe: 
Or mine eyes seeing this, say this is not, 
To put fair truth upon so foul a face? 
In things right true my heart and eyes have 


err 
And to this false plague are they now trans- 
ferr’d. 


OXXXVIII. 


When my love swears that she is made of truth 

I do believe her, though I know she lies, 

That ah might think me some untutord 
oul 

Unlearned in the world’s false subtleties. 


Thus vainly thinking that she thinks me 
young, 
alhougly she knows my days are past the 


Sim rt credit her false-speaking tongue: 

On both sides thus is simple truth aoa: 

But wherefore says she not she is unjust? 

And wherefore say not I that Iam old? 

O, love’s best habit is in seeming trust, 

And age in love loves not to have years told: 
Therefore I lie with her and she with me, 
And in our faults by lies we flatter'd be. 


CXXXIX. 


O, call not me to justify the wrong 
That thy unkindness lays upon my heart; 
Round me not with thine eye but with thy 
ngue ; 
Use power with power and slay me not by art. 
‘Yell me thou lovest elsewhere, but in my sight, 
Dear heart, forbear to glance thine eye aside: 
Whe neec et thou wound with cunning when 
y migh 
Is more than my o’er-press’d defence can bide? 
Let me excuse thee: ah! my love well knows 
Her pretty looks have been mine enemies, 
therefore from my face she turns my foes, 
That they elsewhere might dart their injuries : 
Yet do not so; but since I am near slain, 


Kill me outright with Jooks and tid my | T 
pain. 


OXL. 


Be wise as thou art cruel; do not press 
My tongue-tied patience with too much dis- 
ain) CC-0 Kashmir Research Ins 
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Lest sorrow lend me words and words express 
The manner of my pity-wanting pain. 

If I might teach thee wit, better it were, 
Though not to love, yet, love, to tell me so; 
As testy sick men, when their deaths be near, 
No news but health from their physiciang 


know; “ 
For if I should despair, I should grow mad, 
And in my madness might speak ill of thee; 
Now this ill-wresting world is grown so bad, 
Mad slanderers by mad ears believed be. 
That I may not be so, nor thou belied, 
Bear thine eyes straight, though thy proud 
heart go wide. 


OXLI. 


In faith, I do not love thee with mine eyes, 

For they in thee a thousand errors note; 

But ’tis my heart that loves what they despise, 

Who in despite of view is pleased to dote ; 

Nor are mine ears with thy tongue’s tune 
delighted, é 

Nor tender feeling, to base touches prone, 

Nor taste, nor smell, desire to be invited 

To any sensual feast with thee alone: 

But my five wits nor my five senses can 

Dissuade one foolish heart from serying thee, 

Who leaves unsway’d the likeness of a man, 

Thy qoroud heart's slave and vassal wretch to 


Only my plague thus far I count my gain, 
That she that makes me sin awards mo 
pain. 


CXLIT. 


Love is my sin and thy dear virtue hate, 
Hate of my sin, grounded on sinful loving : 
O, but with mine compare thou thine own 


state, 
And thou shalt find it merits not reproving ; 
Or, if it do, not from those lips of thine, 
That have profaned their scarlet ornaments 
And seal’d false bonds of love as oft as mine, 
Robb'd others’ beds’ revenues of their rents, 
Be lawful I love thee, as thou lovest those 


om thine eyes woo as mine importune 
hee: 
Root pity in thy heart, that when it grows 


Thy pity may deserve to peed be. 
at 


thon dost seek to have what thou dost 
hide, 


By self-example mayst thou be denied ! 


OXLIT. 
Lo! as a careful housewife runs to catch 
One of her feather'd creatures broke away, 
Betsidown her babe and makes all ewitt dis- 
ch 
In pursuit of the thing she would have stay, 
Whilst her neglected child holds her in chase, 
Cries to catch her whose busy care is bent 
0 follow that which flies before her face, 
Not prizing her poor infant's discontent ; 
So ae st thou after that which flies from 


thee, 
Whilst I thy babe chase thee afar behind; 


urn back to me, 
» kiss me, be kind: 
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So a pe that thou mayst have thy 
will, 
Tf thou turn back, and my loud crying still. 


CXLIV 


Two loves I have of comfort and despair, 

Which like two spirits do suggest me still: 

The better angel 1s a man right fair, 

The worser spirit a woman colour’d ill. 

To win me soon to hell, my female evil 

Tempteth my better angel from my side, 

And would corrupt my saint to be a devil, 

Wooing his purity with her foul pride. 

And whether that my angel be turn’d fiend 

Suspect I may, yet not directly tell; 

But being both from me, both to each friend, 

I guess one angel in another’s hell : heres 
et this shall I ne’er know, but live in 


oubt, 
Till my bad angel fire my good one out. 


CXLY. 


Those lips that Love’s own hand did make 
Breathed forth the sound that said ‘I hate’ 
To me that languish’d for her sake ; 
But when she saw my woeful state, 
Straight in her heart did mercy come, 
Chiding that tongue that ever sweet 
Was used in giving gentle doom, 
And taught it thus anew to greet; 
‘I hate’ she alter’d with an end, 
That follow’d it as gentle day 
Doth follow night, who like a fiend 
From heaven to hell is flown away ; 

‘T hate’ from hate away she threw, 

And saved my life, saying ‘not you.’ 


CXLVI. 


Poor soul, the centre of my sinful earth, 
fever .. these rebel powers that thee array, 
hy dost thou pine within and suffer dearth, 
Fainting thy outward walls so costly gay ? 
Why so large cost, having so short a lease, 
Dost thou upon thy fading mansion spend? 
Shall worms, inheritors of this excess, 
Eat up th charge? is this thy body's end? 
Then, soul, live thou upon thy servant's loss, 
‘And let that pine to ageravate thy store ; 
Buy terms divine in selling hours of dross ; 
Within be fed, without be rich no more: 

So shalt thou feed on Death, that feeds on 





men. 
And Death once dead, there’s no more dying 
nen. 


CXLVII. 


My love is as a fever, longing still 

For that which longer nurseth the disease, 
Feeding on that which doth preserve the ill, 
The uncertain sickly appetite to please. 

My reason, the physician to my fover 
Angry that his prescriptions are not kept, 
Hath left me, and I desperate now approve 
Desire is death, which physic did except. 
Past cure I am, now reason is past care, 
And frantic-mad with evermore unrest ; 


1115 
My thoughts and my discourse as madmen’s 


al 
At mien from the truth vainly express’d 5 
core yeye sworn thee fair and thought thee 
right, . 
Who art as black as hell, as dark as night. 


CXLYVIII. 


O me, what eyes hath Love put in my head, | 
Which have no correspondence with true sight! 
Or, if they have, where is my judgement fled, 
That censures falsely what they see aright? 
If that be fair whereon my false eyes dote, 
What means the world to say it is not so? 
If it be not, then love doth welldenote_ | 
Love's eye is not so true as all men’s ‘No. 
How can it? O, how can Love's eye be true, 
That is so vex'd with watching and with tears? 
No marvel then, though I mistake my view ; 
The sun itself sees not, till heaven clears. 
(0) cunning Love! with tears thou keep’st me 
ind, 
pen eyes well-seeing thy foul faults should 
nd. 


CXLIX. 


Canst thou, O cruel! say I love thee not, 
When I against myself with thee partake? 
Do I not think on thee, when I forgot 
Am of myself, all tyrant, for thy sake? 
Who hateth thee that I do call my friend? 
On whom frown’st thou that I do fawn upon? 
Nay, if thou lour’st on me, do I not spen 
Revenge upon myself with present moan? 
What merit do I in myself respect, 
That is so proud thy service to despise, 
When all my best doth worship thy defect, 
Commanded by the motion of thine eyes? 
But, Jove, hate on, for now I know thy 
mind; 
Those that can see thou lovest, and I am 
blind. 


cL. 
O, from what power hast thou this powerful 


might 
With insufficiency my heart to sway? 
To make me give the lie to my true sight, 
And swear that brightness doth not grace the 


lay? 
Whence hast thou this becoming of things ill, 
That in the very refuse of thy deeds 
There is such strength and warrantise of skill 
That, in my mind, thy worst all best exceeds? 
Who taught thee how to make me love thee 
more 
The more I hear and see just cause of hate? 
O, though I love what others do abhor, 
With others thou shouldst not abhor my state: 
If thy unworthiness raised love in me, 
More worthy I to be beloved of thee. 


CLI. 

Love is too young to know what conscience is; 
Yet who knows not conscience is born of love? 
Then, gentle cheater, urge not my amiss, 

Lest guilty of my faults thy sweet self prove: 
For, thou betraying me, I do betray 

My nobler to my gross body’s treason ; 
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My soul doth tell my body that he may 
Triumph in love; flesh stays no farther reason ; 
But, rising at thy name, doth point out thee 
As his triumphant prize. Proud of this pride, 
He is contented thy poor drudge to be, 
To stand in thy affairs, fall by thy side. 
No want of conscience hold it that I call 
Her ‘love’ for whose dear love I rise and fall. 


OLIT. 

In loving thee thou know’st I am forsworn, ° 
But thou art twice forsworn; to me love 

swearing, . 
Tn act thy bed-vow broke and new faith torn 
In vowing new hate after new love bearing. 
But why of two oaths’ breach do I accuse thee, 
When I break twenty? Iam perjured most ; 
For all my vows are oaths but to misuse thee 
And all my honest faith in thee is lost, 
For I have sworn deep oaths of thy deep kind- 


ness, 
Oaths of thy love, thy truth, thy constancy, 
And, to enlighten thie, gave eyes to blindness, 
Or made them swear against the thing they 


Sce;, ‘ 
For I have sworn thee fair ; more perjured I, 
To swear against the truth so foul a lie! 


CLIII. 
Cupid ldid by his brand, and fell asleep : 
A maid of Dian’s this advantage found: 


SONNETS 


And his love-kindling fire did quickly steep 

Ina cold valley-fountain of that ground ; 

Which borrow'd from this holy fire of Love 

A dateless lively heat, still to endure, 

And grew a seething bath, which yet men 
rove 

Against strange maladies a sovereign cure. 

But at my mistress’ eye Love’s brand new- 


The boy for trial needs would touch my breast; 
I, sick withal, the help of bath desired, 
And thither hied, a sad distemper’d guest, 

But found no cure: the bath for my help 


les 
Where Cupid got new fire—my mistress’ 
eyes. 


OLIV. 


The little Loye-god lying once asleep 

Laid by his side his heart-inflaming brand, 

Welle many nymphs that vow’d chaste life to 
Kee] 


DP 
Came tripping by; but in her maiden hand 
The fairest votary took up that fire 
Which many legions of true hearts had warm’d 
And so the gensral of hot desire 
Was sleeping by a virgin hand disarm’d. 
This brand she quenched in a cool well by, 
Which from Love's fire took heat perpetual, 
Growing a bath and healthful remedy 
‘or men diseased; but I, my mistress’ thrall, 
Came there for cure, and this by that I prove, 
Love's fire heats water, water cools not love. 
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From off a hill whose concave womb re-worded 
A plaintful story from a sistering yale, 
My spirits to attend this double yoice accorded, 
And down J laid to list the sad-tuned tale ; 
Ere long espied a fickle maid full pale, 
Tearing of papers, breaking rings a-twain, 
Storming her world with sorrow’s wind and 
rain, 


io her head a platted hive of straw, 

Which fortified her visage from the sun, 

Whereon the thought might think sometime it 
saw Io 

The carcass of a beauty spent and done : 

Time had not scythed all that youth begun, 

Nor youth all quit; but, spite of heaven’s fell 


Tage, 
Some beauty peep’d through lattice of sear’d 
age. 


Oft did she heave her napkin to her eyne, 
Which on it had conceited characters, , 
Laundering the silken figures in the brine 
That season’d woe had pelleted in tears, 

And often reading what contents it bears; 

As often shrieking undistinguish’d woe, 20 
In clamours of all size, both high and low. 


Sometimes her levell’d eyes their carriage ride, 

‘As they did bakiery to the spheres intend ; 

Sometime diverted their poor balls are tied 

To the orbed earth ; sometimes they do extend 

Their view right on; anon their gazes lend 

To every place at once, and, nowhere fix’d, 

The eae and sight distractedly commix’d. 

Her hair, nor loose nor tied in formal plat, 

Proclaim’d in her a careless hand of pride 30 

For some, untucl’d, descended her sheaved hat, 

Hanging her pale and pined cheek beside; 

Some in her threaden fillet still did bide, 

And narue to bondage would not break from 
thence. 

Though slackly braided in loose negligence. 


A. thousand favours from a maund she drew 

Of amber, crystal, and of beaded jet, 

Which one by one she in a river threw, 

Ppon whose weeping margent she was set ; 

Like usury, applying wet to wet, 40 

Or monarch’s hands that let not bounty fall 

Whar want cries some, but where excess begs 
all. t 


Of folded schedules had she many a one, 
ARES she perused, sigh’d, tore, and gave the 


ood ; 
Crack’d many a ring of posied gold and bone, 
Bidding them find their sepul in mud; 
Found yet moe letters sadly penn’d in blood, 
With sleided sillc feat and aftectedly 


These often bathed she in her fluxive eyes, 50 

And often kiss’d, and often ’gan to tear ; 

Cried ‘O false blood, thou register of lies, 

What unapproved witness dost thou bear! 

Ink eon have seem’d more black and damned 
here ! 

This said, in top of rage the lines she rents, 

Big discontent so breaking their contents. 


A reverend man that grazed his cattle nigh— 
Sometime a blusterer, that the ruffle knew 

Of court, of city, and had let go by 

The swiftest hours, observed as they flew— 60 
Towards this afflicted fancy fastly drew, 

And, privileged by age, desires to know 

In brief the grounds and motives of her woe. 


So slides he down upon his grained bat, 
And comely-distant sits he by her side; 
When he again desires her, being sat, 
er grievance with his hearing to divide : 
If that from him there may be aught applied 
Which may her suffering ecstasy assuage, 
*Tis promised in the charity of age. 70 


‘Father,’ she says, ‘though in me you behold 
The injury of many a blasting hour, 

Lef it not tell your judgement I am old; 

Not age, but sorrow, over me hath power: 

I mapa as yet have been ag reading flower, 
Fresh to myself, if I had self-applie 

Love to myself and to no love beside. 

‘But, woe is me! too early I attended 

A youthful suit—it was to gain my grace— 

Of one by nature’s outwards so commended, 80 
That maidens’ eyes stuck over all his face: 
Love lack’d a dwelling, and made him her 


lace ; 
Aaah when in his fair parts she did abide, 
She was new lodged and newly deified. 


‘His browny locks did hang in crooked curls; 
And every light occasion of the wind 

Upon his lips their silken parcels hurls. 
What’s sweet to do, to do will aptly find: 
Each eye that saw him did enchant the mind, 
For on his visage was in little drawn go 
What largeness thinks in Paradise was sawn. 


‘Small show of man was yet upon his chin; 
His pheenix down began but to appear 

Like unshorn velvet on that termless skin 
Whose bare out-bragg’d the web it seem’d to 


wear: 

Yet show’d his visage by that cost more dear ; 

And nice affections wavering stood in doubt 
best were as it was, or best without. 


‘His qualities were beauteous as his form, 


Enswathed, and seal t Reepaa S CY. For maiden-tongued he was, and thereof free ; 
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Yet, if men moved him, was he such a storm 
As oft twixt May and ‘April is to see, 
‘When winds breathe sweet, unruly though they 


be. . 
His rudeness so with his authorized youth 
Did livery falseness in a pride of truth. 


©Well could he ride, and often men would say 

ay hone ni mettle afro his cy 

Proud of subjection, noble by the sway, 

What rounds, what bounds, what course, what 
stop he makes!” ‘ 

And controversy hence a question takes, | x10 

Whether the horse by him became his deed, 

Or he his manage by the well-doing steed. 


‘But quickly on this side the verdict went: 

His real habitude gaye life and grace 

‘To appertainings and to ornament, 

Accomplish’d in himself, not in his case : 

‘All nids, themselves made fairer by their place, 

Came for additions; yet their purposed trim. 

geleced not his grace, but were all graced by 
him. 


‘So on the tip of his subduing tongue 120 
All kind of arguments and question deep, 

All replication prompt, and reason strong, 

For his advantage still did wake and sleep: 

To make the weeper Jaugh, the laugher weep, 
He had the dialect and different skill, | 
Catching all passions in his craft of will: 


‘That he did in the general bosom reign 

Of young, of old; and sexes both enchanted, 
To dwell with him in thoughts, or to remain 
Tn personal duty, following where he haunted : 
Consents bewitch’d, ere he desire, have granted; 
And dialogued for him what he would say, _ 
Bek their own wills, and made their wills 

obey. 


‘Many there were that did his picture get, 
To serve their eyes, and in it put their mind ; 
Like fools that in th’ imagination set 

The goodly objects which abroad they find 


Of lands and mansions, theirs in thought as- | Fy 


sign’d ; 
And labouring in moe pleasures to bestow them 
Than the true gouty landlord which doth owe 
them: 140 


‘So many have, that never touch’d his hand, 
Sweetly supposed them mistress of his heart. 
My woeful self, that did in freedom stand, 
And was my own fee-simple, not in part, 
What with his art in youth, and youth in art, 
‘Threw my affections in his charmed power, 
Reserved the stalk and gave him all my flower. 


‘Yet did I not, as some my equals did, 
Demand of him, nor being desired yielded ; 
Finding myself in honour so forbid, 150 
With safest distance I mine honour shielded : 
Experience for me many bulwarks builded 

Of proofs new-bleeding, which remain’d the 
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‘But, ah, who ever shunn’d by precedent 

The destined ill she must herself assay ? 

Or forced examples, ’gainst her own content, 
To put the by-past perils in her way ? 

Gounsel may stop awhile what will not stay ; 
For when we rage, advice is often seen 160 
By blunting us to make our wits more keen, 


© Nor gives it satisfaction to our blood, 

That we must curb it upon others’ proof ; 

To be forbod the sweets that seem so good, 
For fear of harms that preach in our behoof, 
O appetite, from jad eemen’ stand aloof! 

The one a palate hath is wi 5 
Though Reason weep, and cry “it is thy last.’ 


‘For further I could say “This man’s untrue,” 
And knew the patterns of his foul beguiling ; 
Heard where his plants in others’ orchards 


that needs will taste, 


a7r 


merely but art, 
astards of his foul adulterate heart. 


‘ And long upon these terms I held my city, 
Till thus he gan besiege me: “Gentle maid, 
Have of my sufferiug youth some feeling pity, 
And be not of my holy vows afraid: | 

That’s to ye sworn to none was ever said; 18 
For feasts of love I have been call’d unto, 

Till now did ne’er invite, nor never woo. 


*** All my offences that abroad you see 

Are errors of the blood, none of the mind; 
Love made them not: with acture they may be, 
Where neither party is nor true nor kind : 
They sought their shame that so their shame 


id find ; 
And so much less of shame in me remains, 
By how much of me their reproach contains. 


oc 


Among the many that mine eyes have seen, 
Not one whose flame my heart so much as 
warm’d, | 

Or my affection put to the smallest teen, 

Or any of my Jeisures ever charm’d : 

arm have I done to them, but ne’er was 
harm’d; 

Kept hearts in liveries, but mine own was free, 

And reign’d, commanding in his monarchy. 


**Took here, what tributes wounded fancies 
sent me, 

Of paled pearls and rubies red as blood ; 

Figuring that they their passions likewise lent 

me 

Of grief and blushes, aptly understood 200 

In Bloodless white and the encrimson’d mood ; 

Effects of terror and dear modesty, 

Encamp'd in hearts, but fighting outwardly. 


‘* And, lo, behold these talents of their hair, 
With twisted metal amorously impleach’d, 
it pavelectvel from many a several faut, 4 
heir kind acceptance weepin: seech’ 
With the annexions of fain) ani enrich’d, 


And deep-brain’d sonnets that did am} Lif § 
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A LOVERS COMPLAINT 


iG ToS cise anys twas beautiful and 
hard, |, . ¢ 
Whereto his invised properties did tend; 
The deep-green emerald, in whose fresh regard 
Weak sights their sickly radiance do amend ; 
The heaven-hued pains and the opal blend 
With objects manifold: each several stone, 
With wit well blazon’d, smiled or made some 
moan. 


‘To, all these trophies of affections hot, 

Of pensived and subdued desires the tender, 
Nature hath charged me that [hoard them not, 
But yield them up where I myself must render, 
That is, to you, my origin and ender; 

For these, of force, must your oblations be, 
Since I their altar, you enpatron me. 


«“Q, then, advance of yours that phraseless 


hand, 5 
Whose white weighs down the airy scale of 
praise; = 
Take all these similes to your own command, 
Hallow'd with sighs that burning lungs did 
raise ; 
What me your minister, for you obeys, 
Works under you; and to your audit comes 230 
Their distract parcels in combined sums. 


‘*T.o, this device was sent me from a nun, 

Or sister sanctified, of holiest note;_ 

Which late her noble suit in court did shun, 
Whose rarest heya made the blossoms dote ; 
For she was sought by spirits of richest coat, 
But kept cold distance, and did thence remove, 
To spend her living in eternal love. 


‘«But, O my sweet, what labour is’t to leave 
The thing we have not, mastering what not 
strives, i _240 
+Playing the place which did no form receive, 
Playing patient sports in unconstrained gyves? 
She that her fame so to herself contrives, 
The scars of battle ’scapeth by the flight, 
And makes her absence valiant, not her might. 


‘0, pardon me, in that my boast is true: 
The accident which brought me to her eye 
Upon the moment did her force subdue, 

‘And now she would the caged cloister fly ; 
Religious love put out Religion 's eye: 2 
Not to be tempted, would she be immured, 
‘And now, to tempt, all liberty procured. 


‘50 


‘“ How mighty then you are, O, hear me tell! 

The broken bosoms that to me belong 

Have emptied all their fountains in my well, 

‘And mine I pour your ocean allamong: | 

I strong o’er them, and you o’er me being 
strong, : 

Must for your victory us all congest, 

‘As compound love to physic your cold breast. 


‘“My pats had power to charm a sacred nun, 
Who, disciplined, ay, dieted in grace, 261 
Believed her eyes when they to assail begun, 
_All vows and consecrations giving place: 
“O most potential devel vow, bond, nor space, 


1llg 
In thee hath neither sting, knot, nor confine, 


1 | For thou art all, and all things else are thine. 


i siden thou impressest, what are precepts 
worth 

Of stale example?_ When thou wilt inflame, 

How coldly those impediments stand forth 

OF wealth, of filial fear, law, kindred, fame! 270 

+Love’s arms are peace, ’gainst rule, ’gainst 
sense, ’gainst shame, _ : 

And sweetens, in the suffering pangs it bears, 

The aloes of all forces, shocks, and fears. 


“Now all these hearts that do on mine de- 
en 
Feeling it break, with bleeding groans they 


ine 5 s 
And: supplicant their sighs to you extend, 
To leave the battery that you make *gainst 


mine, 

Lending soft audience to my sweet design, 
‘And credent soul to that strong-bonded oath 
That shall prefer and undertake my troth.” 280 


‘This said, his watery eyes he did dismount, 
Whose sights till then were levell’d on my face; 
Each cheek a river running from a fount 

With brinish current downward flow’d apace: 


O, how the channel to the stream gave grace! 
Who glazed with crystal gate the glowing roses 
That flame through water which their hue 


encloses. 


‘O father, what a hell of witchcraft lies 

In the small orb of one particular tear! 

But with the inundation of the eyes 290 
What rocky heart to water will not wear? 
What breast so cold that is not warmed here ? 
O cleft effect! cold modesty, hot wrath, 

Both fire from hence and chill extincture hath. 


‘For, lo, his passion, but an art of craft, 
Even there resolved my reason into tears ; 
There my white stole of chastity I daff’d, 
Shook off my sober guards and civil fears ; 
Appear to him, as he to me appears, 

I imeluings though our drops this difference 

ore, 

His poison’d me, and mine did him restore. a 


‘In him a plenitude of subtle matter, 

apples: to cautels, all strange forms receives, 
Ot burning blushes, or of weeping water, 

Or swooning paleness ; and he takes and leaves, 
In either’s aptness, as it hest deceives, 

To blush at speeches rank, to weep at woes, 

Or to turn white and swoon at tragic shows: 


‘That not a heart which in his level came 
Could ’scape the hail of his all-hurting aim, 310 
Showing fair nature is both kind and tame; 
And, veil’d in them, did win whom he would 
maim: 
Against the thing he sought he would exclaim ; 
When he most burn’d in heart-wish’d luxury, 
He preach’d pure maid, and praised cold 
. chastity 
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‘Thus merely with the garment of a Grace ‘0, that infected moisture of his eye, s 
The naked an conceals fiend he coyer’d , that false fire which in his cheek so glow’ d, 
That th’ unexperient gave the tempter place, | 0, that forced thunder from his heart did 
Which like a cherubin above them hover'd. ly, F 3 
Who, young and simple, would not be so| O, that sad breath his spongy lungs bestow’d, 


lover'd ? 320 | O, all that borrow’d motion seeming owed, 
iy me! I fell; and yet do question make Would yet again betray the fore-betray d, 
What I should do again for such a sake, And new pervert a reconciled maid! 329 
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THE PASSIONATE PILGRIM 


I. 
WHEN my love swears that she is made of 


truth, 

Ido believe her, though I know she lies, 

That she might think me some untutor’d youth, 

Unskilful in the world’s false forgeries. 

Thus vainly thinking that she thinks me young, 

Although I know my years be past the best, 

Ismiling credit her false-speaking tongue, 

Outfacing faults in love with loye’s ill rest. 

But wherefore says my love that she is young? 

And wherefore say not I that I am old? 10 

O, love’s best habit is a soothing tongue, 

And age, in love, loves not to have years told. 
Therefore Ill lie with love, and love with me, 
Se that our faults in love thus smother'd 

e. 


Ib 


Two loves I have, of comfort and despair, 

That like two spirits do suggest me still ; 

My better angel is a man right fair, 

My worser spirit a woman colour'd ill. 

To win me soon to hell, my female evil 

Tempteth my better angel from my side, 

And would corrupt my saint to be a devil, 

Wooing his purity with her fair pride. 

And whether that my angel be turn’d fiend, 

Suspect I may, yet not directly tell: _ 

For being both to me, both to each friend, 

I guess one angel in another's hell ; net 
he truth [ shall not know, but liye in 


20 


_. doubt, 
Till my bad angel fire my good one out. 


Iii. 


Did not the heavenly rhetoric of thine eye, 
*Gainst whom the world could not hold argu- 
ment, 30 
Persuade my heart to this false perjury? 
‘Vows for thee broke deserve not punishment. 
A woman J forswore; but I will Prove, 
Thou being a goddess, I forswore not thee: 
My vow was earthly, thou a heavenly love ; 
Thy grace being gain’d cures all disgrace in me. 
My vow was breath, and breath a vapour is ; 
Then, thou fair sun, that on this earth doth 
shine, 
Exhale this vapour vow; in thee it is: 
Tf broken, then it is no fault of mine. 
If by me broke, what fool is not so wise 
To break an oath, to win a paradise? 


Iv. 
Sweet Cytherea, sitting by a brook 
With young Adonis, lovely, fresh, and green, 
Did court the lad with many.a lovely look, 
Such looks as none could’ look but beauty’s 
queen. 


40 


She told him stories to delight his ear; 
She show’d him favours to allure his eye; 
To va his heart, she touch’d him here and 
here,— 
Touches so soft still conquer chastity. _ 
But whether unripe years did want conceit, 
Or he refused to take her figured proffer, _ 
The tender nibbler would not touch the bait, 
But smile and jest at every gentle offer: 
Then fell she on her back, fair queen, and 
toward : ca 
He rose and ran away ; ah, fool too froward 


v. 


If love make me forsworn, how shall I swear 
to love? g 

O never faith could hold, if not to beauty vow’d: 

Though to myself forsworn, to thee [’ll con-: 
stant prove; : 

Those thoughts, to me like oaks, to thee like 


osiers bow’d. 60 
Study his bias leaves, and makes his book thine 


50 


eyes, 

Where all those pleasures live that art can com- 
prehend. 

lf knowledge be the mark, to know thee shall 


suffice ; 
Well learned is that tongue that well can thee 


commend ; 

All ignorant that soul that sees thee without 
wonder ; : 

Which is to me some praise, that I thy parts 
admire ; 


Thine eye Jove'’s lightning seems, thy voice his 
dreadful thunder, * 
Which, not to anger bent, is music and sweet 


fire. 
Celestial as thou art, O do not love that 


ODS cree. ay, eh 
To sing heaven's praise with such an earthly 
tongue. 70 


VL 

Scarce had the sun dried up the dewy morn, 

And pocatee the herd gone to the hedge for 
shade, 

When Cytherea, all in love forlorn, 

A longing tarriance for Adonis made 

Under an osier growing by a brook, 

A brook where Adon used to cool his spleen: 

Hot was the day ; she hotter that did look 

For his approach, that often there had been. 

Anon he comes, and throws his mantle by, 

And stood stark naked on the brook’s green 


rim 80 
The sun look'd on the world with glorious eye, 
Yet not so wistly as this queen on him. 
He, spying her, bounced in, whereas he stood: 
e, ‘ why was not Ia flood!” 


: O Jove,’ quoth s 
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vil. 


Fair is my love, but not so fair as fickle; 
Mild as a dove, but neither true nor trusty ; 3 
Brighter than glass, and yet, as glass is, brittle; 
Softer than wax, and yet, as iron, rusty ; 
A lily pale, with damask dye to grace her, 
None fairer, nor none falser to deface her. 90 


aEXs 
Sweet rose, fair flower, untimely pluck’d, soon 



















pint the bud, and vaded in the spring! 
Bright orient pearl, alack, too timely shaded | 
Fair creature, kill’d too soon by death’s sharp 
rites fen lum that hangs upon a tree, 
And falls, through wind, before the fall 
should be. 


I weep for thee, and yet no cause I have; 

For why thou left’st me nothing in thy will: 

And yet thou left'st me more than I did crave ; 

For why I craved nothing of thee still: 140 
O yes, dear friend, I pardon crave of thee, 
Thy discontent thou didst bequeath to me, 


XI. 
Venus, with young Adonis sitting by her 


Under a myrtle shade, began to woo him: 
She told the youngling how god Mars did try 


her, . ° : 
And as he fell to her, so fell she to him. 
‘Even thus,’ quoth she, ‘the warlike god em- 
braced me,’ es 
And then she clipp’d Adonis in her arms; 
‘Even thus,’ quoth she, ‘the warlike god un- 
laced me,’ f : 149 
As if the boy should use like loving charms ; 
‘Even thus,’ quoth she, ‘he seized on my lips,’ 
And with her lips on his did act the seizure; 
And as she fetched breath, away he skips, 
And would not take her meaning nor her 


leasure. 
ah that I had my Indy at this bay, 
To kiss and clip me till J run away ! 


XII. 
Crabbed age and youth cannot live together : 
Youth is full of pleasance, age is full of care ; 
Youth like summer morn, age like winter 
weather; 5 
Youth like summer brave, age like winter bare. 
Youth is full of sport, age's breath is short ; 16 
Youth is nimble, age is lame; 
Youth is hot and bold, age is weak and cold; 
Youth is wild, and age is tame. 
Age, I do abhor thee; youth, I do adore thee ; 
O, my love, my love is young | 
eee do defy thee: O} sweet shepherd, hie 


hee, 
For methinks thou stay’st too long. 


XI. 


Beauty is but a vain and doubtful good; 
shining gloss that vadeth suddenly q 170 
A flower that dies when first it gins to bud; 
A buitle glass itiat 5 broken presently z 
ubttul good, a gloss, a glass, a flower, 
Lost, vaded, broken, dead Within an hour, 


And as goods lost are seld or never found, 
As vaded gloss no rubbing will refresh, 
As flowers dead lie wither'd on the ground, 
ar prolcent Siass no Reman can redias, 

uty blemish’d once’s for ever lost, 179 
stilaer Bighzbasby pGattagifain and cost. 


Her lips to mine how often hath she joined, 
Between each kiss her oaths of true love 
swearing! i 
ow many tales to please me hath she coined, 
Dreading my love, the loss thereof still fearing! 
Yet in the midst of all her pure protestings, 
Her faith, her oaths, her tears, and all were 

jestings. 


She burn’d with love, as straw with fire 
flameth ; : 
She burn’d out love, as soon as straw out- 


urneth ; ? 
She framed the love, and yet she foil’d the 


raming; E 
She bade love last, and yet she fell a-turning. 
Was this a lover, ora lecher whether? ror 
. Bad in the best, though excellent in neither. 


VIII. 


If music and sweet poetry agree, 
As they must needs, the sister and the brother, 
Then must the love be great ’twixt thee and 


me, : 
Betause thou lovest the one, and I the other. 
Dowland to thee is dear, whose heavenly touch 
Upon the lute doth ravish human sense; 
Spenser to me, whose deep conceit is such 
As, passing all conceit, needs no defence. 110 
Thou lovest to hear the sweet melodious sound 
That Phoebus’ lute, the queen of music, makes; 
And Lin deep delight am chiefly drown’d 
Whenas himself to singing he betakes. 

One god is god of both, as poets feign; 

One knight loves both, and both in thee 

remain. 


Ix, 
Fair was the morn when the fair queen of love, 
* * * * * * 

Paler for sorrow than her milk-white dove, 
Yor Adon’s sake, a youngster proud and wild ; 
Her stand she takes upon a steep-up hill: rar 
Anon Adonis comes with horn and] hounds ; 
She, silly queen, with more than loye’s good 


will, 
Forbade the boy he should not pass those 


grounds : 
‘Once,’ quoth she, ‘did I see a fair sweet youth 
Here in these brakes deep-wounded with a 


oar, 
Deep in the thigh, a spectacle of ruth! 
See, ea my thigh,’ quoth she, ‘here was the 
Te, 


She showed hers: he saw more wounds than 


Az shine eae i Haleas am 
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XIV. 


Good night, good rest. Ah, neither be my share: 

She bade good night that kept my rest away ; 

And dafi’d me to a cabin hang'd with care, 

To descant on the doubts of my decay. 
‘Farewell,’ quoth she, ‘and come again to- 


morrow: 
Fare well I could not, for I supp’d with 
sorrow. 


Yet at my parting sweetly did she smile, 

In scorn or friendship, nill I construe whether: 

*T may be, she joy’d to jest at my exil 189 

*T may be, again to make me wander thither: 
‘Wander,’ a word for shadows like myself, 
As take the pain, but cannot pluck the pelf. 


Xv. 
Lord, how mine eyes throw gazes to the east! 
My heart doth charge the watch; the morning 


rise 
Doth cite each moving sense from idle rest. 
Not daring trust the office of mine eyes, 


While Philomela sits and sings, I sit and 


mark, 


And wish her lays were tuned like the lark ; 


For she doth welcome daylight with her ditty, 
And drives away dark dismal-dreaming night : 
The night so pack’d, I post unto Tay Deel) 3,201 
Heart hath 


hope, and eyes their wished 


sight; 


Sorrow changed to solace, solace mix’d with 


SOITOW 5 


For why, she sigh’d and bade me come to- ; 


morrow. 


Were I with her, the night would post too 


soon ; 


But now are minutes added to the hours ; 

To spite me now, each minute seems a moon 5 

Yet not for me, shine sun to succour flowers! 
Pack night, peep day; good day, of night 


now borrow: 


Short, night, to-night, and length thyself to- 


morrow. 210 


SONNETS TO SUNDRY NOTES OF MUSIC 


[xv1.] 
It was a lording’s daughter, the fairest one of 


three, 
That liked of her master as well as well might 


be, 
Till looking on an Englishman, the fair'st that 
eye could see, 
Her fancy fell a-turning. - 
one was the combat doubtful that love with 
ove did fight, : 
To deave the master loveless, or kill the gallant 
night : 
To put in practice either, alas, it was a spite 
nto the silly damsel! : 
But one must be refused; more mickle was the 


pain 
That nothing could be used to turn them both 
0 gain : : 220 
For of the ‘two the trusty knight was wounded 
with disdain : : 
Alas, she could not help it! : 
Thus art with arms contending was victor of 


the day, 
Which by ¢ gift of learning did bear the maid 


away: 
Then, lullaby, the learned man hath got the 
lady gay; 
For now my song is ended. 


XVII, 


On a day, alack the day! 
Love, whose month was ever May, 
Spied a blossom passing fair, 
Playing in the wanton air: 3 230 
Through the velvet leaves Gh wind, 
unseen, assage find ; 
sal oceae 


That the lover, sick to death, 

Wish’d himself the heaven’s breath 

‘ Air,’ quoth he, ‘thy cheeks may blow; 
Air, would I might triumph so! 

But, alas! my hand hath sworn 

Ne’er to pluck thee from thy thorn: 
Vow, alack! for youth unmeet : 

Youth, so apt to pluck a sweet. 240 
Thou for whom Jove would swear 
Juno but an Ethiope were; 

And deny himself for Jove, 

Turning mortal for thy love.’ 


[xvi] 


My flocks feed not, 
My ewes breed not, 
My rams speed not, 

Allis amiss : 
Love’s denying, 
Faith’s defying, 250 
Heart’s renying, 
pagaueet of this. yi 

my merry jigs are quite forgot, 

All my lady’s love is lost, God wot : 
Where her faith was firmly fix’d in love, 
There a nay is placed without remove. 
One silly cross 
Wrought all my loss ; 

O frowning Fortune, cursed, fickle dame! 
For now I see 263 
Inconstancy 

More in women than in men remain. 


In black mourn I, 
All fears scorn I, 
Love hath forlorn me, 
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Heart is bleeding, 
All help needing, 
O cruel speeding, 
Fraughted with gall. 
My shepherd’s pipe can sound no deal; 
My wether's bell rings doleful knell; | 
My curtail dog, that wont to have play’d, 
Plays not at all, but seems afraid ; 
My sighs so deep 
Procure to weep, 3 
In howling wise, to see my doleful plight. 
How sighs resound 
Through heartless ground, | > 
Like a thousand vanquish’d men in 
bloody fight! 280 


Clear wells spring not, 
Sweet birds sing not, 
Green plants bring not 
Forth their dye; 
Herds stand weeping, 
Flocks all sleeping, 
Nymphs back peeping 
earfully : F 
All our pleasure known to us poor swains, 
‘All our merry meetings on the plains, 290 
‘All our evening sport from us is fled, 
‘All our Jove is lost, for Love is dead. 
Farewell, sweet lass, 
Thy like ne’er was : 
For a sweet content, the cause of all my 
moan: 
Poor Corydon 
Must live alone; | i 
Other help for him I see that there is 
none. 


270 


xix, 


When as thine ere hath chose the dame, _ 
And stall’d the deer that thou shouldst strike, 
Let reason rule things worthy blame, 30K 
7 As well as fancy partial might : 

Take counsel of some wiser head 

Neither too young nor yet unwed. 


And when thou comest thy tale to tell, 
Smooth not thy tongue with filed talk, 
Lest she some subtle practice smell,— 
A cripple soon can find a halt ;— 
But plainly say thou lovest her well, 
And set thy person forth to sell. 


What though her frowning brows be bent, 
Her cloudy looks will calm ere night : 
And then too late she will repent 
That thus dissembled her delight ; 

And twice desire, ere it be day, 

That which with scorn she put away. 


What though she strive to try her strength, 
And ban and brawl, and say thee nay, 3 
Her feeble force will yield at length, 
Vhen craft hath taught her thus to say, 

| women been so strong as men, 
In faith, you had not had it then.’ 


310 


320 


P Which a 
And to her will frame all thy ways ; B H f 
Spare not to spenGnd Kidefiythddesearch In enue aad 
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Where thy desert may merit praise, 

By ringing in thy lady's ear: 
The strongest castle, tower, and town, 
The golden bullet beats it down. 


Serve always with assured trust, 

And in thy suit be humble true; 

Unless thy lady prove unjust, 

Press never thou to choose ancw: 
‘When time shall serve, be thou not slack 
To proffer, though she put thee back. 


The wiles and guiles that women work, 
Dissembled with an outward show, 
The tricks and toys that in them lurk, 
The cock that treads them shall not know, 
Have you not heard it said full oft, 
‘A woman’s nay doth stand for nought? — 3, 


+Think women still to strive with men, 
To sin and never for to saint ; 
There is no heaven, by holy then, 
When time with age doth them attaint. 
Were kisses all the joys in bed, 
One woman would another wed. 


But, soft! enough, too much, I fear; 
Lest that my mistress hear my song, 
She will not stick to round me?’ the ear, 
To teach my tongue to be so long : 

Yet will she blush, here be it said, 

To hear her secrets so bewray’d. 


33° 


2 
to} 


oo 
it 
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[xx] 


Live with me, and be my love, 

And we will all the pleasures prove 
‘That hills and valleys, dales and fields, 
And all the craggy mountains yields. 


There will we sit upon the rocks, 

And see the shepherds feed their flocks, 
By shallow rivers, by whose falls 
Melodious birds sing madrigals. 360 
There will I make thee a bed of roses, 
With a thousand fragrant posies, 

A cap of flowers, and a kirtle 

Embroider'd all with leaves of myrtle. 


A belt of straw and ivy buds, 

With coral clasps and amber studs ; 
And if these pleasures may thee move, 
Then live with me and be my love, 


Love's ANSWER. 
If that the world and love were y 

} young, 
And truth in every shepherd’s foaeue, 379 


These pretty pleasures might me move 
To live with thee and be thy love. 


(xx1.] 
As it fell upon a day 
In the merry month of May, 
Sitting ina pleasant shade * 
ve of myrtles made, 
By -did sing, 
did spring ; 


? 





) 
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Every thing did banish moan, 

Save the nightingale alone: 380 
She, poor bird, as all forlorn, 

Lean’d her breast up-till a thorn, 

And there sung the dolefull’st ditty, 

That to hear it was great pity : 

‘Tie, fie, tie,” now would she cry ; 

‘Tereu, tereu!’ by and by ;, 

That to hear her so complain, 

Scarce I could from tears refrain; 

Lor her griefs, so lively shown, 

Made me think upon mine own. 390 
Ah, thought I, thou mourn’st in vain! 
None takes pity on thy pain: 

Senseless trees they cannot hear thee ; 
Ruthless beasts they will not cheer thee: 
King Pandion he is dead ; 

All thy friends are Japp'd in lead ; 

All thy fellow birds do sing, 

Careless of thy sorrowing. 

Even so, poor bird, like thee, 

None alive will pity me. 400 
Whilst as fickle Iortune smiled, 

Thou and I were both beguiled. 

_ Every one that flatters thee 

Ts no friend in misery. 


Words are easy, like the wind ; 

Faithful friends are hard to find: 

Every man will be thy friend 

Whilst thou hast wherewith to spend ; 
But if store of crowns be scant, 

No man will supply thy want. 410 
If that one be prodigal, 

Bountiful they will him call, 

And with such-like flattering, 

‘Pity but he were a king ;’ 

Téhe be addict to vice, 

Quickly him they will entice ; 

If to women he be bent, 

They have at commandement : 

But if Fortune once do frown, 

Then farewell his great renown ; 420 
They that fawn’d on him before 

Use his company no more. 

He that is thy friend indeed, 

He will help thee in thy need : 

Té thou sorrow, he will weep ; 

Tf thou wake, he cannot sleep ; 

Thus of every grief in heart 

He with thee doth bear a part. 

These are certain signs to know 

Faithful friend from flattering foe. 430 
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THE PHCENIX AND THE TURTLE 


Let the bird of loudest lay, 

On the sole Arabian tree, 

Herald sad and trumpet be, 

‘To whose sound chaste wings obey. 


But thou shrieking harbinger, 
Foul precurrer of the fiend, 
Augur of the fever’s end, 

‘To this troop come thou not near! 


From this session interdict 
Every fowl of tyrant wing, 
Save the eagle, feather’d king: 
Keep the obsequy so strict. 


10 


Let the priest in surplice white, 
‘That defunctive music can, 

Be the death-divining swan, 
Lest the requiem lack his right. 


And thou treble-dated crow, 

That thy sable gender makest 

With the breath thou givest and takest, 
?Mongst our mourners shalt thou go. 20 


Here the anthem doth commence: 
Love and constancy is dead ; 
Pheenix and the turtle fled 

In a mutual flame from hence. 


So they loved, as love in twain 
Had the essence but in one ; 
Two distincts, division none: 
Number there in love was slain. 


Hearts remote, yet not asunder; 

Distance, and no space was seen 30 
Twixt the turtle and his queen : 

But in them it were a wonder. 


So between them love did shine, 
That the turtle saw his right 
Flaming in the pheenix’ sight: 
Kither was the other's mine. 





Property was thus appalled, 
That the self was not the same; 
Single nature’s double name 
Neither two nor one was called. 


Reason, in itself confounded, 
Saw division grow toretber 

To themselves yet either neither, 
Simple were so well compounded, 


That it cried, How true a twain 
Seemeth this concordant one! 
Love hath reason, reason none, 
If what parts can so remain. 


hibereupon it made this threne 
To the pheenix and the dove, 
Co-supremes and stars of love, 
As chorus to their tragic scene. 


THRENOS. 


Beauty, truth, and rarity, 
Grace in all simplicity, 
Here enclosed in cinders lie. 


Death is now the phenix’ nest; 
And the turtle’s loyal breast 
To eternity doth rest, 


Leaving no posterity : 
Twas not their infirmity, 
It was married chastity. 


Truth may seem, but cannot be: 
Beauty ee *tis not she ; 
Truth and beauty buried be. 


To this urn let those repair 
‘That are either true or fair ; 
For these dead birds sigh a prayer. 
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GLOSSARY TO SHAKESPEARE’S WORKS 


Abandoned, g.p. banished. T. of S. Ind. 1. 


117. 

Abate, v.¢. to weaken, diminish. M. N’s Dr. 
IIl. 2. 432. To cast down. Cor. I. 3. 132. 
To blunt. RB 3. V. 5. 35. 

Abatement, sb. diminution. Lear, I. 4. 64. 
Depreciation. Tw. N. 1. 1. 13. 

Abhor, v.z, to refuse, reject. H8. 1. 4. 81. 

Abide, vz. to sojourn, stay for a time. W. T. 
IV. 3. 99. vt. to take the consequences of, 
Uno for. J. O. If. x. 94. A corruption 
o! yy. 

race 5b, outcasts. R 3. I. 1.106. 

Able, v.t. to uphold, warrant. Lear, IV. 6. 172. 
Abode, v.t. to forebode. 3 H 6. V.6.45; H 8. 
I. 1.93. $b. stay, delay. M. of V. 1. 6. 2x. 
Abodements, sb. forebodings. 3 H6. Iv. 7. 13. 
Abortives, 36. monstrous births. John, Ii. 4. 


158, 
Abridgement, sb. a short entertainment, for 
astime. M. N’s Dr. V. 1.39; Ham. I. 2. 439. 
Abrook, v.¢. to brook, endure. 2H 6. Il. 4. 10. 
Abruption, sb, breaking off. T. & C. II. 2. 70. 
Absey book, 36. an ABC book or primer. John, 
I. x. 196. 
Absolute, adj. positive, certain. Cym. Iy. 2. 


106. Resolved. M. for M. mr. x. 5. Com- 
lete. Lucr. 853; Tp. I. 2. 109. 
Abuse, v.¢. to deceive. Lear, Iv. 7. 77. To 


misuse, corrupt. Oth. L 1.174. To dis! 
R. & J. IV. r. 29. 
Abuse, sb. deception. M. for M. v. r. 205. 
Abuser, sb. corrupter. Oth. f. 2. 78. 


Aby, v.¢. to atone for, expiate. M. N’s Dr. m1. 
Abysm, sb. abyss, ‘Tp. x. 

2 le . I. 2. 50. 
Accept, sb. acceptance. H s. V. 2. 82. 


Accite, v.¢, to cite, summon. 2H 4. V. 2. rar; 
7 ALT. 1. 27. Seed 
Accommodate, v.é. to furnish, equip with what 
is suitable. ‘Lear, Iv..6. 8x. 
Accommodated, p.. suited, favoured. Cym. v. 


Be 32. 
Accomplish, v.é. to get. 3 H6. WL. 2. 52; T. A. 
Il. 1. 107. 2 4 
Accomplished, p.p. fully equipped, furnished. 
2.10. 1.177. 
Accompt, "36. account, reckoning. M. for M. 


TI. 4. 58. 
Accordant, adj. agreeable. M.A. 1. 2. 14. 
According, adv. accordingly. M. for M. v. x. 


487. A 
Accordingly, adv. correspondingly. A. W. 11. 


5: Qe = 
Account, v.%. followed by ‘of,’ to reckon, 
esteem. Two G. Il. x. 66. 
Accountant, adj. liable. M. for M. 1. 4. 865 
Oth. 11. 1. 302. 
Accuse, sb, accusation. 2 H 6. III. r. 160.. 
Aches, a disyllable in Tp. J. 2. 370; Tim. I. x. 
257; V- I. 202. 


Achieve, v.t. to win. H 5. IV. 3. or. 

Achilles’ spear, the rust of which cured Tele- 
phus, who was wounded by it. 2 H.6. V. x. 100. 

Acknown, cognisant. Oth. III. 3. 319. 

A-cold, cold. Lear, 111. 4. 59, 85, 152. 

Aconitum, aconite, monk’s-hood, or wolf’s-bane. 
2 H4. IV. 4. 48. | 

Acquit, p.p.. pooner R 3. V. 5. 3. De- 
-livered, quit. M. W. I. 3. ay. 

Acquittance, v.f. to acquit. Bi 3. TI. 7. 233. 

Acquittance, sb. acquittal, discharge. Ham. Iv. 


7-1. 
Acre, sb. a measure of length, equivalent to a 
furlong. W. T. I. 2. 96. 
Action-taking, adj. litigious. Lear, 1. 2, 18. 
Actare, sb. performance. Comp. 185. 
Adam, Adam Bell, the famousarcher. M. A. 1. 


1. 261. 
Adamant, sb. the loadstone. M. N’s Dr. 1. x. 
195; T. & C. Ill. 2. 186. i 
Addict, p.p. addicted. Pass. Pilg. 4x5. 4 
Addiction, sb. inclination. H 5.1.x. 543; Gti. 


IL. 2. 6. , 
menor sb. title, attribute. A. W. 1. 3. 134; 


“ O. I. 2. 20. 
Address, v.7. to prepare oneself. 2 H 6. Vv. 2. 
273 Ham. I. 2. 216. v.1. to address oneself, 
repare. Lear, I. 1. 1983 T. &C. Iv. 4. 148. 
Addressed, ».p. prepared. L. L. L. 1. x. 83. 


figure. | Adjunct, adj. attendant, consequent. Lucr. 


Sonn. xcr. 5; John, I. 3. 57. sb. at- 


133} 
tendant. L. L. L. iv. 3.314; Sonn. OXXII. 13. 
Admiral, sb. the chief ship of a fleet. x H 4. 
TIT. 3. 28; A. & C. III. x0. 2. 
Admiration, sd. astonishment. H 5. 1. 2. 108; 
Ham. L 2, 192. 
Admire, v.i. to wonder. Tw. N. MI. 4. 1653 


Tp. V. x. 154. ts 

Admired, adj. astonishing. Mac, U1. 4. tro. 
Admirable. Tp, 11. x. 37; A. & C. . x. 121. 

Admittance, sb. fashion. M. W. 11. 3. 6r.. Of 
great admittance =received in the best society. 
M. W. 11. 2.235.) ‘ 

Adoptious, adj. given in adoption. A, W.1. 1. 


188. 

Adulterate, adj, adulterous. Ham. 1. 5. 42. 
Advance, v.t. to raise. Tp. I. 2. 408; IV. x. 1773 
Hs. V. 2. 382. To promote. Tim. 1. 2. 176. 
Advancement, sb. promotion. Ham. ILI. 2. 62, 


54 4 

Advantage, vt. & t. to benefit, profit. Tp. 1. 
x. 34; Tw. N. Iv. 2. 119. To increase by in- 
terest. BR 3. IV. 4. 323. 

Adversaries, sb. opposing counsel in a law-suit. 
T. of S. L 2. 278. 

Adverse, adj. opposing, hostile. C. of E. 3.x. 
15; Re, L 3. 82; Tw. N. v. x. 87. 

Advertise, v.t. to inform, instruct, admonish, 
counsel. M, for M. 1. 1, 42. 

Advertisement, sb. admonition. M.A. ¥. x. 32 

telligence. x H 4. I. 2. 172. 


CC-0 Kashmir Research Insitute: Digitzed by eGangotri 








1128 


aulvertisin , pr.p. admonishing, giving counsel. 

M. for M. v. x. 388. 

Anvice, ee consi eration, Two G. I. 4. 2083 

. for V. 1. 469. . 
Advise, st to reflect, consider. Tw. N. Iv. 2. 
; H 5. Il. 6. 168. : 

Advised, eas, considerate, deliberate. M. of V. 
I. x. x42; JOhn, TV. 2. 2x4. p-p. informed, well 
aware, T. of S. I. 1.1913 2 H 4. I. x. 172. 
“Are ye advised?’=Do you understand? 
2H6,. 1 47... 

Advocation, sb. Pleading, advocacy. Oth. 1. 4. 


iNaryi sb. the nest or brood of an eagle. John, 

V. 2. 1493 R CF I. 3. 264, 270. Hence, a brood, 
enerally, Ham. IL. 2. 354. 

eard, adj. afraid, Tp. Ii. 2. 106; M. W. It. 


. 28, KC. 
Atheet, vt. tolove. M. W. Il. x. 115. 
Affectedly, adv. fancifully. Comp. 48... 
‘Affection, sb. natural disposition, inclination. 
M, of V.1v. x. 50; W. T. 1. 2. 138. Affect- 
ation, L, L. L. v. 1. 4. 
Affectioned, p.p. affected. Tw. N. It. 3. 160. 
Affects, sb. inclinations. L. L. Lex. 1523 
Oth. L 3.264. 
Affeered, ‘p.p. sanctioned, confirmed. Mac. rv. 


- 34. 
Alliance, sb. confidence. H 5. 11. 2.127; Cym. 


I. 6. 163. 

‘Atined, Farts related by ties of affinity. T. & C. 
1,3. 25 Bound. Oth. I. x. 39. 

Affinity, sb. relationship by marriage. Oth. 111. 


I. 49. 

Affray, vt. to frighten. R. & J. 1m. 5. 33. 

Affront, v.z. to confront, meet. W. f V. x. 753 
Ham. Ml. 1. 31. 

Affront, sb. a face to face encounter. Cym. v. 3. 


87. 

AfY, v4, to trust. T. A. x. 47. vt. to be- 
troth. 2H6. Iv. x. 8. 

Afore, before. prep. 1 H 4. I 4. 152, adv. 
Tp. I. 2. 78 conj. 2 H 4, I. 4. 220. 

Aforehand, adv. beforehand. L. L. L. v. 2. 46r. 

A-front, adv. infront. x H 4.II. 4. 222. 

After-eye, v.t. to look after. Cym., I. 3. x6. 

sb. a banquet after supper. 
M. N’s Dr. V. I 342, 

een adj, \ooking in amazement. x H6. 1. 
I. 120. S 

Aggravate, v.t. to increase, intensify. Sonn. 
OXLYI. 10; M. W. IL 2. 296; R21. x. 43. 

Aglet-baby, sb. the small figure cut on the tag 
or point ofalace. 1’. of S. 1. 2. 79. 

Agnize, v.t. to acknowledge, confess. Oth. 1. 3. 


232. 
Agone, adj. ago. Two G. OL 1.85; Tw. N. v. 


I. 204. 

Agood, adv. plenteously, heartily. Two G. Iv. 

1. L170, 

Abela, adv. on high. Lear, Iv. 6. 58. 

Avhigh, adv. on high. R 3. IV. 4. 86. 

A-hold, adv. Tolaya ship a-hold was to keep 

her close to the wind. I. 1. 52. 

A-hungry, a. hungry. M. W. 1. x. 28; Tw. 
J 3. 136. 

Aidance, sb, assistance. 2 H 6. Ill. 2. 165; \e 
A. 330. CC-0 Kashmir Research In 


GLOSSARY 


Aidant, adj. assistant. Lear, Iv. 4. 27. 

‘Aids, sb. reinforcements. 2 H 4.1.3. 24. 

‘Aim, sb. aguess. Two G. Il. 1. 28; J.G. 1. 2.163, 
im, to cr, ae encourage, a term from 
archery. John, II. 1.196. | 

Aim, to give. 9 direct the aim of the archer, 
Two G. V. 4. 101 

Aim, vi. to guess. BR. & J. 1. x. 2rx ; Ham. ty, 


+ Qe 

Adana, adv. on shore. Per. 1. x. 313 IL. 2. 69, 

‘Albeit, conj. although. M. W. I. 4.13; O. of 
Hi. v. 1. 217, &c, 

AYce, Alice. I. of S. Ind. 1. x12. 

‘Alder-liefest, adj. most loved of all. 2 H6. x. 


1. 28. 

Ale, sb. alehouse. Two G. I. 5. 61. 

‘Ale-wife, sb. a woman who keeps an alehouse, 
T. of S. Ind. 11. 233 2 H 4, I. 2. 89. 

Alight, v.t. to descend from. V. & A. 13. 

All, used of two. 2H 4. III. x. 3a 2H 6.11. 2. 26. 

‘All amort, adj. utterly dejected. T. of 5. Iv, 3. 
36; x H6, Il. 2. x24. Probably a corruption 
of the Fr. @ la mort. 

Allay, sb. alleviation. ‘W. T. Iv. 2.9. 

Allayment, sb. alleviation. T, & C. Iv. 4,8. . 

All-building, adj. that on which everything is 
built. M. for M. 11. 4..94. Comp. All-obeying. 

Allegiant, adj. loyal. 8. III. 2. 176. 

All-hallond eve. The eve of All Saints Day. 
M. for M. 1. x. 130. 

All-hallowmas, All Saints’ Day. M.W.1. 1.217. 

All-hallown. ‘All-hallown summer’ is a late 
summer, which comes at All hallows or All 
Saints’ Day, Nov. r. x H 4. 1. 2. 178. 

All hid, the game of hide and seek. 1L. L. L. 


IV. 3. 78. 
Allicholy, sb, melancholy. M. W..1. 4. 164. 
Alligant, adj. elegant, in Mrs Quickly’s mouth. 
M. W. I. 2. 69. 
AlLobeying, adj. which all obey. A. & O. 111. 13. 


7. 

Allottery, sb. portion. As, I. 1. 77. 

Allow, v.t. to approve. Tw. N. 1.2. 39; 2H 4. 
IV. 2. 54. Allow the wind =allow the wind to 
pass, stand aside. A, W- V. 2. ro. Allow- 
ing =approving, conniving. W. 7. I. 2. 185. 

Allowance, sb. acknowledgement, approval. 
T. & C. I. 3. 3773 11 3 146; Cor, III. 2. 57. 

Allowed, pe: ermitted, licensed. L. L. th. ity 
2.1363 Tw. N. 1. 5. 101. 

All-Souls’ Day, November 2. R 3. V. x. 10, 12, 18. 

All-thing, in every way. Mac. Im. x. 13. 

All-to, Rusty, altogether. All-to naught=ut- 
terly bad. V. & A. 993. All-to topple=topple 
down entirely. Per. 111. 2. 17. 

Allycholy, adj. melancholy. ‘tivo G. Iv. 2. 27. 

Alms, sb. (singular), M. A. 11. 3. 164; 'T. of g 
IV. 3. 5; Cor. Ill. 2. 120. 

Alms‘deed 8b, act of charity. 3 H 6. v. 5. 79. 

‘Alms-drink, sb. such poor liquor as is given in 
charity. A. & C. I 7. 5. 

Alter, v.¢. to exchange. Ty. N. I. 5. 172. 

AYU adv. always. 2H 4. I. 2.24033 H6.V- 

4. 


Amain, adv. violently, aloud. 1H. 1. x. 1283 
. & C.v. 8.13. At full speed. Tp. rv. 1 1 


cy 
ie gait BY a oa 4.V. 4.65 J. 








GLOSSARY 


Amazedly, adv. confusedly. M.N’s Dr. rv. x. 151. 

Pt tod sb. confusion. M. W. Iv. 4. 553 
y 5 

Amazement, sb. confusion, terror. 
35; Per. I. 2. 26. 

Amerce, v.t. to fine. R.& J. m1. 

Ames-ace, sb. two aces, the lowest throw of the 
dice. A. W. II. 3. 85. 

Amiss, sb. wrong, mischief. Sonn. XxXxv. 7; 
Ham. IV. 5.18. 

An, conj, if. M. A. 1.x. 8, &e, Anif=if. Tp. 
Il. 2. 1203 V. x. 117, &e, 

Anatomy, 3b. a skeletons C. of E..v. x. 238; 
John, Til. 4. tee 

Anchor, sb. anchorite, hermit. Ham, 11. 2. 229. 

Anchorage, sb. the anchor with its gear. T. A. 


John, v. z. 


73 

neient sb. ensign, standard. x H 4, Iv. 2. 34. 
Ensign-bearer, ¢ ensign. x H 4. Iv. 2. 26. 

paclentty, sb. antiquity. Used of old. people, 

Il. 3. 63, and of the gravity which 
beings s to antiquity, M. A. 11, 1. 80. 

And, redundant in popular songs. Tw. N. v. 
I. 397- Lear, TI 2. 

Andirons, sb. standards at either end of a 
hearth or fireplace to support the logs of 
wood as they burned. Cym. It. 4. 88. 

Andrew, the name of a ship, so called after the 
apostle. M. of V. I. x. 27, 

Angel, sb. an English gold coin, worth about 
108., SO called because it bore the figure of 
the “Archangel Michael piercing the dragon. 
M. of V. 11. 7. 56. 

mee adv. angrily. John, Iv. 1. 82; Mac. 
Ii. 

Angie. a fishing rod and line. A. & C. 11. 5. 10. 

An-heires, a corruption, Perhaps of ‘mynheers,’ 

roe this is une etn e e VW. II. x. 228. 
n-hungry, adj. hungry. Cor. I. x. 209. 

A-night, adv. by night. As , II. 4. 48. 

‘Annexion, sb. addition. ésu- 208. 


‘Annexment, sb. addition, appendage. Ham. 
IIL. 3. 21. 
Annothanize=anatomize. L. L. L. rv. r. 69. 


Saar eee pain, injury. R 3. v. 3. 

15 
non, adv. cinmaiately, presently. Tp. 1. 
2. 83, 142, 

Answer, sb. ale to a challenge. Ham. v. 
176. Retaliation. Cym. v. 3.79. In fencing, 
a thrust after a parry. Tw. N. rir. + 30s. 

Answer, vt. to encounter. John 7-693 
Core is e 18. v.i. to meet an atiacion TEC 


+ 3: 7 

Ansett, adj. aceon, T. of S.m x. 
361; Oth. I. 3 

Aithtoponhgin, sb, a _man-eater. M. W. 

word coined for the occasion by 

mine ost of the Garter. 

eat adj. fantastic. Ham. 1. es ais 
make a buffoon of. A. & ©. 

Antic, sb. the buffoon of ae “old Slavs, BR 
Ill. 2. 1625 H 5. Il. 2. 72 

Anticly, adv. fantastical ly. M.A.v. 1. 96. 

Anbquery, adj. ancient, full of ol learning. 

Il. 3. 262. 

Antique, sd. ‘nzrotesque representation. LLL. 

V. 1. TIQ, 154. 


AC 


v.t. to 








x a Gerinton of the Lat. ergo. 
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Antre, sb. a cave. Oth. 1. 3. 400 
apne a fer: of endearment. 2H cf 2343 
I. xr. 16. ‘To lead apes fn vhe 1 was 

pac to be the punishment of old maids. 
M. A. I. x. 43, 493 L. of S. 1. x. 34. 

Apoplexed, p.p. struck with apoplexy. Ham. 
tee 

anpaid D. paid, rewarded. Lucr. or4. 

Appall il b BP. entoebled. Pheen. 37. Made 
pale, 6. I. 2, 48. 

Apparent, 8b. heir apparent: W. T. 1. 2. 1773 
3 H6. 10. 2. 64. 

Apparent, adj. vident, manifest. Two G. It. 
1. 116; John, Iv. 2. 93. 

Apparently, adv. rma toatl C. of E. rv. 1. 78. 

Appeals v.t. to impeach, accuse. RB 2. V. 2. 


ERAT at. to impeach. R 2.1.1. S 273 I. 3.2t 


Appeal, sb. impeachment. R 2. I. x. 43 IV. x1. 
451 79» 
Appeared, y.p. made apparent. Cor. Iv. 3. 9: 


Appellant, sb. accuser, challenger. R 2.1. 1. 34; 

Apnentias 36. peril. Tim, 1. 2. 32. 

Apple-john, sb. a kind of Wwititerapplel shrivelled 
from long keeping. x1 H 4.11.3. 5; 2 H 4.11. 


4.2, 
Apply, v.é. to put in practice, ply. T. of S. 1. 


Appotated, p-p. equipped, furnished. W. T. 
IV. 4. 603. 

Appointment, sb. equipment. John, I. rx. 296. 

A) prehension, ae the faculty of perception : 
Asoc} wit. H 5. m0. 7. 145; M. A. mr. 4. 


Appichensiv, adj. capable of perception. J.C. 
II. 

A Bebaton: sb. probation, M. for M. 1. 2. 183. 
Zot confirmation. Cym. I. 4. 134; H 5.1. 


BpreSe: oe Fapproval: M. for M. 1. 4. 174. 
roof, A. I. 2.50. Of valiant approof=2 
proved to be valiant. A. W. IT. 5. 3. 

Appropriation, sb. peculiar recommendation. 


Tigao 4 Oe, 
Anprove v.t. to prove, justify, make good. 
Y. mi. 2.79; Re. 1. 3. rr23 Lear, 1. 


4. 186. - 
Approyer, sb. one who proves or tries. Cym. 11. 


40 25. 1 ‘ 
Appurtenance, sb. that which appertains or 
elongs to. Ham. II. 2. 388. 
Apricock, sb. _EPHCO M. N’s Dr. m1. x. x69; 
2. Il. 4 
setts, ab. the north wind. T. & C. rv. 5.9. 
a ian Bi ire phenix. A. & C. 111. 2. 12; 
I. 
Poss to raise, A. W. IL. 1.79. 
Arbitrement, sb. decision. Tw. N. 11. 4. 286; 
Hes. Iv, 1. 168, 
reli ad), chief; hence, notorious. R 3. rv. 3. 
John, II. x. 192. 
a 8b. chief. “Lear, IL 
gegen of the sett ergo, therefore. 
2H6. Iv. 
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GLOSSARY 


Assay, sb. attempt, experiment. M. for M. m, 
x. 164; Mac. IV. 3. 243 

Assay, v.t. to attempt, try, put to the test, 
"A. W. UL 7. 443 M. W. It. x. 26. 

‘Assemblance, sb. semblance, appearance. 2H 4, 
Ill. 2. 277+ 

Assigns, Hh appendages. Ham. V. 2. 157; 169. 

‘Assinego, sb. anass. T. & C. IL. 1. 49. 

‘Assistance, sb. persons assisting, assistants. Cor, 
IV. 6. 33. Compare Arrivance. 

Assistant, adj. assisting. Ham. 1. 3. Fa 

‘Associate, v.t. to accompany. R. & J. v. 2.6, 

‘Associates, sb. comrades. Ham. Iv, 3. 47. 

‘Assubjugate, v.t. to subjugate, T. & C. 11. 3. 202, 

‘Assurance, sb. legal security. T. of S. 11. x. 389, 

8; IV. 2. 117. 

ASured, p.p. betrothed. ©. of B. 11. 2. 145; 
John, Il. x. 535. 

At friend, friendly. W. T. v. x. 140. 

‘At help, helping, favouring. Ham. Iv. 3. 46. 

Atomy, sb. atom. As, III. 2. as WE. 5. 133 
R. &J. 1.4.57. Anatomy, skeleton. 2H 4. 


1130 


Argier, Algiers. Tp. I. 2. 261, 265. 

rteoay ae large Tyerchantman, M. of V. 1. 
1. 9, &C. Originally perhaps a Ragusine or 

Tatas sb. theme, cause of controversy. 
M. I. a H 5. Il. x. 21; IV. 1 150 
Proof. L. L. L. 1. 2. 175. 

Ariachne, a mistake for Arachne. T & CY. 














2. 152. 
Arm, ot, to take in the arms. Cym, IV. 2, 400. 
‘Armado, sb. a fleet of men-of-war. C. of E. 11. 
2, 140} John, I. 4. 2. if 
Arm-gaunt, a Word of doubtful meaning. Pos- 
sibly, gaunt with armour, or with bearing 
armour. A. & 0.15.48. |, i 
Armigero, a blunder for “Armiger,’ an_esquire, 
‘one who was entitled to bear arms, M. W. I. 


I. 10. 

Armipotent, adj. powerful in arms. L. L. L. 
V. 2. 650; A. W. IV. 3. 265. 

Armour, sb. a suit of armour, M, A. Il. 3. 173 
2H 4. IV. 5. 30. 

Aroint thee! be gone, get thee gone. Mac. I. 
3. 6; Lear, III. 4. 129. 

A-row, adv. in a row, one after the other. C. of 
E. Y. x. 170. ‘ 

Arras, sb. tapestry + so called from being first 
madeat Arras, M.A. I, 3.63; Ham. 1. 2. 163. 

Arrearages, sb. arrears. Cym. Il. 4. 13. 

‘Arrivance, sb. persons arriving. Oth. 11. x. 42. 

Arrive, v.¢. to reach, attain to. J.C. 1.2. 110; 
Cor. Il. 3. 189. 

Arrogancy, sb. eee #8. 1. 4. 110. 

Art, sb. practice, skill acquired by practice; 
opposed to theory. J. C. Iv. 3. 194. 

Arthur's show, an exhibition by a company of 
archers who gaye themselves the names of 
the Knights of the Round Table. 2H 4. m1. 


2. 300. 

Article, sb. ‘a soul of great article,’ which 
would require a large inventory to describe 
its qualities, Ham. v. 2. 122. 

Articulate, v.2. to make articles or conditions 
of peace. Cor. I. 9. 77. v.t. to set forth in 
detail. 1 H 4. V. x._72. 

Artificer, sb. artisan, John, IV. 2. 201. 

‘Artificial, adj. working by art. M. N’s Dr. m1. 
2. 203. ‘Artificial strife,’ the effort of art to 
imitate nature. Tim. I. x. 37. 

Artist, sb. a scholar, man of Telters. A.W. 1. 
3.10; 1. 1 Ie 3. 240 

Arts-man, sb. a scholar, L. L. L. v. z. 85. 

Ask, v.t. torequire. M. N’s Dr. I. 2. 27; 2 H6. 


I. 2. go. 

Askance, adv. looking sideways. V. & A. 342; 
Sonn. Cx. 6. 

Askance, v.t, to cause to look sideways. Lucr. 


V. 4.33. 5 

Atone, v.f. to set at one, reconcile. R 2. I. 1. 
202; Oth. Iv. x. 244. Toagree. As, V. 4. 116; 
Cor. IV. 6. 72. ff 

Atonement, sb. reconciliation. 2 H 4. Iv. x 
221; R3.1. 3. 36. 

Attach, u.t. to seize, lay hold_of. Tp. 11. 3. 5; 
2H4.0.2.3. Toarrest. C. of E. Lv. 1.6, 73, 

Attachment, sb. arrest, T. & C. Iv. 2, 5. 

Attainder, sd. stain, taint, disgrace. R 2. Iv. 1. 
24; R3, Il. 5.32, * > 

Attaint, sb. conviction. Lear, v. 3. 83. Stain, 
disgrace. T, & C. 1. 2. 26; Lucr. 825. p.p. 
attainted. L. L. L. v. 2. 829. 

Attainture, sb. conviction, disgrace. 2 H 6. 1. 


2. 106, 

Attasked, p.p. taken to task, blamed. Lear, I. 
4. 366. 

Attemptable, adj. liable to be tempted. Cym. 


I. 4. 65. 

Attend, v.. to listen to. Tp. I. 2. 78, 453; M. 
of V.v. 1.103. To wait for. M. W.1. 1-279; 
Tw. N. 111. 4. 243. 

Attent, adj. attentive. Ham. Tf. 2. 193; Per. i. 


prol. xr. 
Attest, sb. attestation. T. &C. v. 2. 122. 
Attorney, sb. a proxy, agent. As, IV. 1. 943 


3. V, 3. 83. 
Attorneyed, ».p. performed by proxy. W. T. 
I. 1. 30. Engaged asanattorney. M. for M. 


YV. 1. 390. 
Attorneyship, sb. the office of a proxy, 1 H6. 


v. & 56. 
Attribute, sb. reputation. T. & C. 1. 3. 31253 
am. I. 4. 22. 
Attribution, sb. praise. 1 H 4. Iv. r.3. 
Audacious, adj. dering, bold, but without any 
note of blame. L. L. L. v. x. 5. 
Audaciously, adv. boldly. L. L. L. v. 2. 1045 
Cr, 122 . % 
Audible, Gad. quick of hearing. Cor. Iv. 5. 238 
Augur, sb. augury. Mac, 11. 4. 124. 
Aunt, sb. an old gossip. _M. Ns ir. II. x6 5% 
Used in a bad sense. W. T. 1 


5. 50. «Je ITs 
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637. 
Aslant, prep. across. Ham. Iv. 7. 167. 
Aspect, sb. look, regard. A. & C.1. 5. 33. 
Aspersion, 3b. sprinkling. Tp. Iv. x. 18. The 
sprinkling of holy water accompanied the act 
of benediction. See Cym. v. s. 350, 351. 
Aspic, sb. aa Oth. 117, 3. 4503 A. ¥ C. V. 2. 296. 
Aspicious, blunder for ‘suspicious. M. A. rir. 








GLOSSARY 


Authentic, adj. authoritative. M. W. 11. 2. 235. 

Authorized, p. p. authenticated, vouched for. 
Mace. M1. 4. 66. 

Avail, sb. profit. A. W. 1. 3. 190; IT. x. 22. 

Avaunt, int. begone! M. W. 1. 3. 90; C. of E. 
Iv. 3.80. Used asa substantive, Fs. II. 3. 10. 

Ave, sb. from Lat. ave, hail! Hence, an ac- 
clamation. M. for M. 1. x. 7x. 

Ave-Mary, sb. a prayer in the Roman Catholic 
church, so called from the angel's salutation 
to the Virgin, Hail, Mary! 2H 6. 1. 3. 59; 
31.6. I. 1. 162. 

, Aver, v.t. to allege. Cym. vy. 5. 203. 

Ayised, p. p. advised. M. Wet's. 169. In- 
formed. ‘Are you avised ?’=‘Do you know?’ 
M. W. 1. 4. 106; M. for M. 11. 2. 132. 

Avoid, v.t. to leave, quit. H 8. v. x. 86; Cor. 
IV. 5.25. 3 . 3 

Avouch, 86, assertion, testimony. Ham. 1. r. 57. 

Away with, ‘Could never away with’ =could 
neverendure. 2H 4, 111. 2. 213. i 

Aweless, adj. fearless. John, I. r. 266. Inspir- 
ing no fear or reverence. - II. 4. 52. 

Awful, adj. filled with tegard for authority. 
Two G. Iv. 1. 46. 

Awkward, adj. contrary. 2 H 6. m1. 2. 83. _ 

A-work, to set. To set to work, set working. 

~ 2H 4. IV. 3. 124; Ham. I. 2. 510. 

Ay me! int. alas! M. W.1. 4.68; John, vV. 3. 14. 

Azured, adj. azure. Tp. v. 1. 43; Cym. IV. 2. 
222. 


Baby, sb. a doll. Mae. rir. 4. 106. R 
Baccare, int. go back! a spurious Latin word. 
+ OLN. II. 3. 73. 

Backed, having a back. Ham. IIL. 2. 397. 

Backsword man, a player at single-stick. 2H 4. 
III. 2. 70. 

Back-trick, sb. a caper backwards in dancing. 
Tw. N. 1. 3. 131. 

Backward, ab. the retrospect. Tp. I. 2. a 

Badged, p.. marked as with a badge. Mac. 1. 
3. 107. 

Baffle, v.t. to punish with infamy, as recreant 
knights: part of the punishment being to 
hang them up by the heels.. x H 4. 1. 2. 113; 

ty 2, I. 1. 170. 
Baked-meats, sb. pastry. R. & J. IV. 4. 53 
am. T, 2. 180. 

Bald, adj. bareheaded. Cor. ry. 5. 206.. Sense- 
less, 6. of EH. I. 2. 1103 x H ¢ I. 3. 65. 

Baldrick, sb. a belt or pirdle. MALT. 1. 244. 

Bale, sb. evil, mischief. Cor. 1. x. 166. . 

Balk, v.t. to wran! gle, dispute. To balk logic= 
to chop logic. ‘I. of S. 1. r. 34. 
alked, p.p. passed over, omitted. Tw. N. 11. 
2. 26. eaped up, as in ridges. x H 4.1. 


I. 5 
Balad, v.t, to sing ballads about. A. & C. v. 2. 


210, 
Ballast, p.p. ballasted._ ©. of I. 111. 2. r4x. 
Ballow, sb. a cudgel. Lear, 1v. 6. 247. i 
Balm, sb. the oil of consecration. 'R 2, II. 2. 
553 IV. 1. 207. 
Ban, sb. acurse. Ham. 111. 2. 269; Lear, I. 3- Re 
Ban, v.t. to curse. 2 H 6. 11. 4. 25; V. & 
326; Lucr. 1460. 
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Banbury. cheese, which was proverbially poor 
and tl in ronioe bue paring. M.W. I. x. 130. 

Band, sb.a bond. Kz. 1.1.2; C. of E. Iv. 2. 49. 

Ban-dogs, sb. fierce dogs which were kept in a 
band or chain. 2H 6.1. 4. 2%. 

Bandy, v.i. to contend. T.A. I. rx. 3123 As, V. 
I. 61. 

Bane, sb. poison. M. for M. I. 2. 133. 

Baned, p.p. poisoned. M. of V. Iv. 1. 46. 

Bank, v.¢. tosailalong the banks. John, v. ett 

Banquet, sb. dessert. T. of 5. v.2.9; R. & J. 


I. 5. 124. 

Barbed, adi, armed; used only of ahorse. R 2. 
Ill. 3. 117; R 3.1. 1. 10. F 
Barber-monger, sb. one who deals much with 

barbers. Lear, If. 2. 36. 
Bare, v.t. to shaye. M. fae M. Iv. 2.189; A.W. 


IV. 1. 54. 
Barful a full of hindrances. Tw. N. 1. 4. 41. 
Barked, p.p. covered as with a bark. Ham. 1. 


5. 7Ie 

Barm, sb. yeast. M. N’s Dr. 11. x. % 

Barn, or Barne, sd. a child, bain, M.A. 11. 4. 
493 +I 3. 28. | 

Barn. v.t. to store up ina barn. Luucr. 859. 
arnacle, sb. a shell-fish supposed to grow on 
trees and to turn into the barnacle-goose. 

» IV. x. 249. 

Barrabas, M. of V. Iv. x. 296. See Matthew 
xxvii. 16. é 

Barren, adj. dull, witless. Tw. N. I. 5. 90; 
Ham. II. 2. 46. i x 

Barricado, sb. a barricade, barrier. Tw. N. 1v. 
2. 4t$ W.T 1 2. 204. v.t. to barricade. 
A. W. I. 124. ig 

Barson, probably Barston in Warwickshire. 2 


He 4. V. 3. 94. a i 

Bartholomew boar-pig. Hoast-pig was one of 
the dainties at Bartholomew Fair, which was 
held in Smithfield on 24 August. 2H 4. 11. 
4. 250. z 

Bartholomew-tide, the feast of St Bartholomew, 
August 24. H 5. v. 2. 336. 

Basan, Bashan. A. & Clim. 13. 127. See Ps. 
XX. 12. » 3 

Base, sb. a rustic game, perhaps the same as 
that now called prisoner’s base. Cym. V. 3. 
20. To bid a base is to challenge to a race. 


~ & A. 303. 
Base court, sb. the lower court. RB 2. 111. 3. 176, 


180, 

Baseness, sb. low rank. W. T. Iv. 4. 758 
Tilegitimacy. Lear, 1, 2. 303 W. T.11'3, 58, 
Mean employment. Tp. m1. x. 2, 12; 


V. 2. 34. 2 i 

Bases, sb. embroidered skirts, worn by knights 
on horseback, and reaching from the middle 
to below the knees. Per. 11. x. 116. 

Basilisco-like. Basilisco was a character in 
Soliman and Perseda, and the reference is to 
a passage in that play. John, I. r. 244. 

Basilisk, sb. a fabulous serpent. W.'T. I. 2. 388; 
Hs. V. 2.17. Alargecannon. 1H 4. Il. 3. 56. 

Bass, v.t. to proclaim in a deep bass note. Tp. 
II. 3. 99. 

Basta, int. (Italian) enough! T, of §._1. x. 203. 

Bastard, sb. a swect Spanish wine. M. for Ni. 
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1132 GLOSSARY 


ing, sb.grace. A. & C. I. 3. 96; Sonn. on. 5, 
etic Odi. ying flat. Ham, 111. 4. rar. 
Bedlam, sb. a madhouse. 2 HO. V. x. 1313 

Lear, 1 2.148. Amadman. Lear, 111. 7; 103. 

adj.mad. 2 H6. 111. x. 51} V; x. 132. 
Bed-swerver, sb. an adulteress. W. T. 11 1. 93, 
Beetle, sb. a heavy mallet. 2 H 4. 1 2 255, 

Hence beetle-headed=heavy, stupid. T. of 


















Bat, sb. a cudgel. Cor. I 1. 57, 1653 Comp: 64. 
Bate, sb. strife. 2H 4. IT. 4. 271. i 
Bate, v.i. to flutter, as a hawk, x H ite IV, 3. 995 

Hs. Ul. 7.122. Todiminish. 1H 4.11. 3.2. 
Bate, v.t. to except, abate. Tp. I. 2. 250; 1.1 
roo. To beat down, weaken. M. of Y. U1. 3. 


32. : A P : 

Bate-breeding, adj. causing strife. V. & A. 655. 

dj. that cannot be blunted. Luer.9. | _S. IV. 1. 16r., ; 

Brine, sb. a mode of catching birds at | Beetle, v.7. to jut, project. Ete a os a 
night by means of torches and poles and | Before-time, adv. in time past. ¢ Or. I. 6. 24. 
sometimes of nets. Tp. II. x. 285, . Belorene ny Oe ee nu) os Luks + 

d for beating | Beg, v.¢. You cann =you ca I 

Basleteels faecal at oe qb ue 2 ply for the guardianship of us as if we were 

Batten, v.i. to grow fat. Cor. IV. 5.35; Ham. rool ee 4. Fay eas 

«4. 67. 5 aw, v.t. ” pT 3.222. 
Battie! , an army. or division of army in Begull , pp. made capable of deception. 
§ y. 2, 783 . IV. 1. UCT. 1544. i 
omer ; é ie pony 6 Te Spay zi Behave, v.t. to manage, control. Tim. TIT. 5. 22. 
Bauble, sb. a, trifle, plaything. T. of S. Iv. ; Behest, sb. commandment. R. & J. Iv. 2. 19; 


82. Thefool’s baton. A. W. Iv. 5.32; R. & Cym, V. 4.122... ‘ 
at. Cym. II. x. 27; | Beholding, adj. obliged, indebted. Two G. Iv. 
TI. & ii A small boat ym. 1. 27 se eat ver ies: 


T, & C.t. 3.35. . 
Bain adj. rade of bavin or brushwood. 1 H 4. Behoot, sb. advantage, profit. 2H 6. Iv. 7. 83. 
Behove, sb. behoof, protit. Ham, v. 1.71. 
Behoveful, adj. becoming, suitable. R. & J. 
Iv. 3.8. 5 
Being: sb. life, existence; and so, habit of life. 
A. & ©. 1. 2. 35; Cym. 1. 5. 54. 

Being, conj. since, inasmuch as. M. A. Iv. r. 
251, 2 4. II. 1. 199. . 
Beldam, sb. originally, a grandmother; applied 

contemptuously to an old woman, a hag. 
John, IV. 2. 185; Mac. II. 5. 2. ; 
Be-lee'd, p-p. driven into the lee of the wind. 
Oth. I. x. 30. - 
Belied, DD. full of lies, false. ‘Luer. 1533. 
Belike, adv. probably. Two G. I. 2. 85, &c. 
Bell, book & candle. In the ceremony of ex- 
communication the bell was tolled, the for- 
mula was read from the book of offices, and 
three candles were extinguished. John, 11. 


}. IZ. 
Baocked, p.p. locked. MM. for M. v. x. 21o.. 
Bemadding, adj. maddening. Lear, 111. x. 38. 





Ill. 2, 61. 
Bawbling, adj. trifling, insignificant. Tw. N. v. 


I re 

Baweock, sb. a fine fellow. Fr. beawcog. Tw. 
N.L 4.1253 H 5. 111. 2. 26. 

Bay, sb. in a building, the space between the 
main timbers of the roof. M. for M. 11. x. 


255. 

Beached, adj, formed by the beach. M. N’s Dr. 
Il. x. 85; Lim. y. x. 219. 

Beachy= beached. 2 H 4. Il. 1. 50. 

Beads, sb. originally, prayers; hence, a rosary 
on which prayers were counted by beads. 
Riz. 3. 1473 R 3. I. 7. 93. 

Beadsman, sb. one who is hired to offer prayers 

for another. R 2. U1. 2. 116. 

Beak, sb. the bows of a ship. Tp. I. 2. 196. 

Bear. To bear a brain=to have some sense. 

. & J. I. 3.29. To bear hard=to be hard 
upon, have a grudge against. J.C. 1. 2. 317; 
I. x, 2153, Ul. x. 137. Lo bear in hand=to 
deceive with false hopes. 2H 4. I. 2. 42;| Bemet, p.p. met. Lear, V. 1. 20. 

Mage. m1. x. 81; Ham. II, 2.67. ___ | Be-mete, v.¢. to measure. T. of S. Tv. 3. 113. 

Bearing-cloth, sb. the cloth in which a child | Bemock, v.¢. to mock. Cor. I. 1. 261. 
was carried to be christened. W. T. 111. 3. | Bemoiled, p.p. bemired. ‘I’, of S. IV. 1. 77. 
ng; 1H6.L Fa 42. Bemonster, v.¢. to make monstrous. Lear, rv. 

Bear-ward, sb. a keeper of bears. M. A. 11. x. 43. | __ 2. 63. 

Beat, v.z. to hammer, meditate. Tp. v. x. 246; Bench, v.%, to sit on the bench of justice. Lear, 
Ham. 1. x, 182, To throb. Tp. I. 2. 176;| IL. 6. 40. v.¢. to raise to the bench. W. 2.1. 


Lear, Ill. 4.1 2. 314. 
Baich-hole, sb. the hole of a privy. A. & C. IV. 


4s 

Beautied, p.p. adorned. Ham. 111. r. sr. 
Beautified, adj. endowed with beauty, beauti-| 7. & 

Bend, v.t. to turn, direct; used of swords 

and cannon, R 3. 1.2. 95; Lear, Iv. 2. 743 


ful. Ham. 11, 2. 110. 
Beaver, sb. the front part or face-guard of the 

John, II. x. 37. vr. to incline. Ham. 1. 2. 
115. 8b. look. J.C. 1. 2. 123, 


helmet. Ham. 1. 2. 230; 2 H 4. Iv. x. 120. 
Benetted, p.p. enclosed as in a net. Ham. V. 





Used for the helmet itself. R 3. v. 3. so. 
Because, conj. in order that. 2 i 6. IIL. 2. 99. 
ck, sb. a signal. Ham. 110. 1. 127; A. & C. 
IIL. x1. 60, v.t.to beckon. John, III. 3. 13. 
Become, v.7, to get to, betake oneself. 3 iti 6. 
II. 1. 105 IV. 4. 25. 
Becomes DD. pesomne: an & ©. mt. 7. 26; 
ym. V. 5. 406, j. becoming. R. fi 
IV. 2. 26. CC-0 Kashmir bce i 


2. 29. - 

Benison, sb. blessing. Mac. 1. 4. 40; Lear, 
I. x. 268. 

Bent, sb. inclination, disposition. M. A, Iv: 2 
188; R.& J. 1. 2, 143). 


3 
Re a ut, PDB ayort L, iv. 2. 1645 





GLOSSARY 


Bepray, wt. to pray. L. L. L. v, 2, 702. 

Berattle, v.¢. to decry, cry out against. Ham. 
IL. 2. 357> ; 

Bergomask, sd. a rustic dance which took its 
name from Bergamo. M.N’s Dr. v. x. 360. 

Bermoothes, sb. the Bermudas, . I. 2. 229. 

Bescreened, p.p. screened. R. & J. IL. 2. 52. 

Beseeched=besought. Ham. Il. 1.22; Comp. 


207. | 
Beseeming, sb, appearance. Cym. V. 5. 409. 
Beshrew, v.t. to invoke mischief upon, curse ; 

used not very seriously. R. & J. V. 2. 26; M. 
_ of V, IL. 6. 52; John, V. 4. 49» 

Besides, prep. beside. Tw. N. Iv, 2. 92; Cym. 


Il. 4. 149+ 

Beslubber, v.t. to daub. x H 4. I. 4. 341. 

Besmirch, vt. to soil. 5. LV. 3. 1103 
I. 3. 15. 

Besom, sb. a broom. 2 H 6. Iv. 7. 34. 

Besort, v.¢. to fit, suit. Lear, 1. 4.272. sb, what 
is pecan Oth. I. 3. 239. 

Bespeak, v.¢. to speak to, ait ressh Tw. N. v. x. 
1923 Re. Vv. 2.20. © 

Best, adj. in the best=at best. Ham. & 5. 27; 
Pass, Pilg. x02, | 

Bestained, p.p. stained. John, Iv. 3. 24. 

Bested, p.p. situated. Worse bested=in a 
worse plight. 2 H 6. 1. 3. 56. 

Bestow, 2.¢. to place, put, dispose of. Tp. v. x. 
299; Oth. UI. x. 57. ‘Lo settle in life. ‘T. of 
S. 1 1, 503 1V. 4. 35. Used reflexively. Mac. 
Il 6.24; Ham. IIL 1. 33- 

Bestraught, adj. distraught, T. of S. Ind. m. 26. 

Beteem, v.t. to allow. M. N’s Dr. 1. x. 13x; 
Ham. I. 2. 141. 

Bethought, ».p. minded. : Lear, I. 3. 6. 

Bethumped, p.p. thumped. John, U, 1. 466. 

Betid, ».p. happened, befallen. ‘Tp. I. 2. 313 
Ly 2. Ve Te 420 s 

Betime, v.i. to betide, chance. L. L. L. rv. 3. 
82, adv. in good time. John, Lv. 3. 98; 

am. LY. 5. 49. 

Betrim, v.é. fo trim. Tp. Iv. x. 65. 

Betumbled, p.p, tumbled, ‘Luer. 1037. 

Bevel, adj. sloping, slanting. Sonn. OXXL rx. 
wray, v.¢. to discover, disclose. Cor. v. 3. 
95; Lear, II. 1. 109. 

Bezonian, sb, a base fellow. 2H 4. Vv. 3. 1183 
2 H 6. IV. 1% 134. Properly, a penniless 
recruit. 3 ESP te 

Bias, adj. protuberant, like the bias side of a 
bowl. T. & C. iv. 5.8 adv.awry. T.& C. 


I. 3. 15. 
Bibble-babble, sb. idle babbling. ‘Tw. N. xv. 2. 


105. 

Bickering, sb. quarrel. 2H 6.1. x. 144. 

Bid forth, invited out. M. of V. UL 5. 11. 

Biddy! chick! a call to allure chickens. Tw. 
NN. LI. 4. 128. 

Bide, v.t. to endure, undergo. Tw. N. 1. 5. 71; 
Ui. 4.97, 127; B. &Snt. 219. 

Biding, sb. abode. Lear, Iv. 6. 228; Luer. 550. 

Bigamy, sb. marriage with one who had been 
Married before. It 3. 11. 7. 189. 

Biggen, sb. anightcap. 2H 4. 1V. 5. 27. 

Bilbo, sb. a Spanish rapier; so called from 
Bilbao or Bilboa where there was a famous 
manufactory. M, W. 1. 1. 1653 1 . 112. 


Ham, 
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Bilhoes, sb. stocks or fetters used on board ship. 
They consisted of a bar of iron to which were 
fastened rings for the prisoner’s feet. Ham. 


Ve 25:6. 

Bill, sb. a halberd. M. A. 111. 3. 443 Lear, IV. 
6. 92. A ‘brown bill,’ like the old brown 
Bess, was browned to preserve it from rust. 
2H 6. LY. 10, 13; Lear, IV. 6, 92. 

Bill, sb. a public notice, advertisement. M. A. 

I, 1. 39; J. C. Ly. 3. 173. 

Bird-bolt, sb. a short blunt-headed arrow used 
withacrossbow. M.A.1. x. 42; Dw. N. 1.5, 100. 

Birding, sb. birdcatching, fowling. M, W. U1. 

- 2A7~ 
Birding-piece, sb. a fowling-piece. M. W. Iv. 


2. 50. me 
Birthdom, sb. birth-right; here used for native 
land. Mac. Lv, 3. 4. 
Bisson, adj. purblind, dim-sighted. Cor. 1. 1. 
70. Bisson rheum= blinding tears. Ham. 1. 


2. 520. 

Bite the thumb, to, a gesture of contempt, | It 
was done by putting the thumb nail behind 
the upper teeth and jerking it out with a 
crack, R.&J.1 2, 48. 

Bite by the ear, to, an action of endearment, 
R. & J. I 4. 8x. 4 oe Hae 
Bite by the nose, to. To treat with indignity. 

M. for M. 11. x. ae 

Bitter sweeting, sb. a kind of apple, also called 
a bitter-sweet, R. & J, 11. 4. 83. 

Bitumed, p.p. smeared with bitumen. Per. 01 
1. 723 IIL. 2. 56. 

Black-Monday, Easter Monday,.so called from 
a terrible storm on Easter Monday 1360 from 
which the English army before Paris suffered 
severely. M. of Y. IL ¥ 25. 

Blacks, sb. black stulls. W.T. 1. 2. 132. 

Bladed, Dp. with fresh green blades or shoots. 
M. N’s Dr. 1. 1. 211. Bladed corn=corn in 
the blade. Mac. Iv. 1. 55.. 

Blank, sb. the white mark in the centre of a 
target. .T. 1b 3. 5; Ham. Iv. 1. 42 

Blank, v.¢. to blanch, make pale. Ham. 1. 2. 


230. x 
Blanks, sb. blank charters, which after they 
were sealed could be filled in with anythin) 
which the king or his officers thought good. 
Raz. I. 1. 250. Seer. 4. 48. 
Blastments, sb. blighting influences. Ham. 1. 


3. 42. 
Blaze, v2. to publish R. & J. ut. 3. 151. 
Blear, v.t. to with weeping, blur. iM. of V. 

UL. 2. 593 T. of, S. Y. 1. 1203 Cor. IL. 1. 221, 
Blench, 2.2. to flinch, start aside. Ham. 11, 2. 

626; T. & CO. I. 1. 28; I. 2. 68. 

Blenches, sb. swervings. Sonn. cx. 7. 
Blend, p.p. blended. Comp. 215. 
Blent, p.p. blended, mix DM. of V. mt. 2. 

183; lw. N, I. 5. 257. 

Blindworm, sb. the slowworm. ML. N’s Dr. 11. 

2. 11; Mac. IV. 1. 16. 

Blistered, adj. puffed out, padded. H 8.1. 3. 3r. 
Bloat, adj..b) oated, Ham. IL 4.182. The old 

spelling is blowt. é 
Block, sb. the wood on which hats are made. 

M. A. 1. 77. Hence, the fashion of a hat. 

Lear, IV. 6. 187. 
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Blood, sb. disposition, temper. Ham. 11. 2. 74; 
Passion. Lear, IV. 2. 64. young high-spirited 
man. John, It. x. 278, 461; J. C. I. 2. 1515 IV- 


3. 262. e 
Jood, in. In fullvigourand condition, x H6. 
oe 2. cee Worst in blood to muni Me 
worst condition for running. Cor. I. 1. 163. 
Blood-boltered, p.p. clotted with blood. Mac. 
IV. I. 123. = 
Bloody flag. The signal of war. H 5. I. 2. x01; 
Cor. IL. x. 84. 

Blow tts to inflate, swell. Tw. N. m1. 5. 485 
A. & C. IV. 6. 34. a 
Blow, v.17. to blossom. Two G. 1. 1. 46; M. N’s 

ir. II. I. 249+ 

Blown, RP. in full blossom. M. A. Iv. x. 593 
L. L. L. v. 2. 297- 

Blowse, sd. a coarse beauty. T. A. Iv. 2. 72. 

Blubbered, p.p. with eyes and cheeks swollen 
with weeping. 2H 4. IL. 4. 421 (Stage direc- 
tion). | ¢ sy, 

Blubbering, pr.p. weeping noisily. R. & J. 
III. 3-87. 

Blue, aaj. livid, dark, of the colour about the 
eyes, As, III. 2. 393; Lucr. 1587. 

Blue-cap,'sb. a Scotchman, from the blue bonnet 
which he wore. x H 4. IT. 4. 392. 

Blue-eyed, adj. with a dark circle about the 


eyes. Tp. I. 2. 269. 

Blurted at, p.p. puffed at contemptuously. Per. 
IV. 3. 34+ 

Blustrous, adj. boisterous. Per. 111. 1. 28. 

Board, v.¢. to accost, woo. M. W. I. x. 923 
'T. of S. I. 2. 95. 

Bob, v.t. to beat smartly, thump. R 3. v. 3. 
334. To obtain by fraud, cheat. Oth. Vv. 1. 
16; T. & C. IM. x. 75. 

Bob, sb. a smart Tap, jest. As, Il. 7. 55. 

Bode, vz. to foreshadow evil. T. & C. v. 2. 
191. 

Bodement, sb. foreboding, presage. 'T. & C.v. 
3. 80; Mac. 1V. 1. 96. 

Bodge, v.i. to budge. 3 H6. I. 4. 19. 

Bodkin, sb. a small dagger or stiletto. Ham. 
Ill. x 76. 

Bodykins. A petty oath, the full form of which 
in Ham. 11. 2. 554 is ‘ God’s bodykins,’ show- 
ing that it refers originally to the-sacramental 
wafer. M. W. 1. 3. 46. | 

Boggle, v.z. to, start aside, like a frightened 
horse; to hesitate. A. W. V. 3. 232. 

Boggler, sb. aswerver. A. & C. IIL. 13. 110. 

Bole , v.t. toembolden. Lear, v. x. 26. 

Bolins, sb, bowlines. Per. 111. 1. 43. 

Bollen, adj. swollen. Luer. 3417. 

Bolt, sb. a blunt arrow. M. W. It. 4. 24. 

Bolted, p.p. sifted. W.T. 1v. 4 3754 H's. um 
2. 137._ Refined. Cor. UI. 1. 322. 

Bolter, sb. a sieve. x H 4. lll. 3. 81. 

Bolting, sb, sifting. T. & C. 1. 1. 18. 

Bolling tialch, sb. a hutch in which meal was 
sifted. 1 H 4. IL. 4. 495. * 

Bombard, sb. a leathern vessel for liquor. Tp. 
I. 2.213 1 H 4. 1. 4. 497- 

Bombast, sb. cotton rool used for padding. 
L. L. L. V. 2.791; x H 4. 1. 4. 359. Hence 
adjectively=fustian. Oth. ©. 1. 13. 


Bona-roba, sb. a aGeb. KadhminResearch Insti 












kman, sb. a student. I 2 
eT sb. fellow-students. L. L, L. 1v. x. 


Boot, v.2. to put on boots. 21 a 
Boot, v.t, to give to boot or into the bargain. 


GLOSSARY 
Bond, sb. obligation, that to which one is bound. 


, I. 1 


Bonnet, Ato take off the bonnet, show 


courtesy. Cor. II. 2 


0. 
Book, sb. used of any document or writing. 


. ILI. 1. 224, 270 
ST fide L. L. L. 1. x. 227. 


Boot, sb. booty, prey. Hs. 1. 2. 7944 2H6.1v. 
A. & 


x. 13. Profit, advantage. C. Iv, 1. 9. 
‘What is given over and above. W. T. Iv. 4. 


651, 690. R3. IV. 4. 65- 
eae 2H 4. V. 3. 140. 


A. & G.I. 5.7 


Ie 
Boot, v.i. toavail. Re. Tl. 4.18. | 
Boot-hose, sb. a stocking to be worn with boots. 


T. of S. TL, 2. 68. 


Bootless, adj. profitless. Tp. I. 2. 35. 
Bootless, adv. to no purpose. M. we Dr. 1. 1. 


37; J.C. Ill. 1. 75. 


Boots, sb. Give me not the boots=put me not 


to the torture of, the boots, which were used 

to extort confessions. TwoG.t.1.27 
Bore, sb. the calibre of a gun; hence, metaphoric- 

ally, the importance of a question. Ham. 1v. 


6. 26. 
Bore, v.¢. to cheat, gull. H 8. 1. x. 128. 
Bosky, adj. shrubby, woody. Tp. IV. x. 8r. 
Bosom, sb. used metaphorically as the seat of 
confidence. J.C, Il. 1. 305; V. x 73 Lear, 
Iv. 5. 26; M. N’s Dr. 1. x. 216. 
Bosom up, v.¢. to lock up asin thebosom. H.8. 
I. x. 112. 
Bosomed, adj. intimate. Lear, v. x. 13. 
Botcher, sb. a patcher of old clothes. “Tw. N. 
I. 5. 51; Cor. I. rx. 98. 
Bots, a small worms in horses. x H 4. 11. 3. 11. 
Bottled, adj. bloated, swollen with venom. J 3. 
I. 3. 242; IV. 4. 81. 
Bottom, v.t. to wind as thread. Two G, III. 2. 


53 

Bottom, sb. a deep dell or vale. As, IV. 3. 793 
1H 4. IIL. 1. 105. 

Bottom-grass, sb. grass growing in a deep 
valley. VY. & A. 236. 

Bought and sold. Deceived, tricked. C. of E. 
Ill. x. 72; John, V. 4. 10, 

Bounden, p.p. bound, obliged. As, I. 2, 198; 
John, III. 2. 29. 

Bourn, sb. boundary. Tp. 11. 1. 152; W. T. 1. 
2. 134; Ham. ul. x. 79. Brook. Lear, U1. 


|. 27. 
Bow, sb. yoke. As, TIT. 3. 80. 
Bow-hand, sb. the left hand, which holds the 
w. L. L. L. rv. 1. 135. 
Boy, v.t. to represent a womian’s part, which in 
Shakespeare's time was done by boys, A. & C. 


V. 2. 220. 
Boy-queller, sb. boy-killer, T. & GC. V. 5. 45+ 
Brabble, sb. quarrel, brawl. Tw. N. Yh 
Beles sb. brawler, quarreller. Jolin, Vv. 2 
102. 
Brace, sb. armour to protect the arm. Per. 1. 
1. 133. State of defence. Oth. 1. 3. 24. 


Brach, sb. a bitch h are 
itutseabigitzad.by eGargoti L * Mh * 24° 





GLOSSARY 


Bragless, adj. without boasting. T. & C. v. 9. s. 

Braid, adj. deceitful. A. W. Iv. 2. 73. 

Braid, v.t. to reproach, upbraid. Per. 1. x. 93. 

Brainish, adj. engendered in the brain. Ham. 
IV. 1. 11 

Brain-pan, sb. the skull. 2H 6. ry. xo. 13. 

Brain-sick, adj. distempered in brain, mad. 
1H 6. IV. i. 21105 T. & C. I. 2. 122. 

Brain-sickly, adv. madly. Mae, 11. 2. 46. 

Brake, sb. a thicket. M. N’s Dr. IL 1. 2273 
H8. I. 2.755 V. & A. 237, 876. 

Brave, adj. fine, splendid. Tp. 1. 2. 6, 4x13 
Ham. I. 2. 312. 

Brave, sb. a boast, defiance. John, V. 2. 1593 
T, & C. IV. 4. 139. : 

Brave, v.i. to make an ostentatious display. 
Ra, Il. 3. 112, 143. v.t.to defy. John, lv. 2. 
2433 Vs 1.70; R3. IV. 3.57» Lo make brave 
or fine. a V. 3. 279. 

Bravery, sb. finery. As, If, 7. 80; T. of S. Iv. 
3. 57 Bravado, ostentatious display. J. C. 
¥. 1. 103 Oth. 1.1. 100; Ham. v. 2. 79. 

Brawl, sb. a French dance. L. L. L, 1. 1. 9. 

Brawn, sb. a boar. x H 4. IL. 4. 1233 2 ae Ts 
x. 19. The muscular part of the arm. Cor. 
Iv. 5.126; 0. &C.1.3.207 | 

Break cross or across, a term in tilting to 
denote that the staff or shaft of the spear was 
not broken fairly by a blow in the direction 
of its length. M. A. v. x. 139; A. W. Il. 2. 
qo. See As, IIT. 4. 45. 

Break, v.i. to communicate. J. C. Il. x. x50. 
vt. Mac. 1. 7.48; A. & C.T. 2, 184. 

Break, v.t. to hil to keep. Two G. V. 1 43 
M. of V. T. 3. 165. = 
Break up, to carve;_hence, to open a letter. 

L. L. L. rv, 1. 56; M. of V. 11. 4. 10. 
Breast, sb. voice in singing. Tw. N. I. 3. 20. 
Breath, sb. gentle exercise. T. & C. If. 3. 1215 


IV. 5. 92. 

Breathe: v.t, to allow. to take breath. 2H4.1. 
x. 38. 2.1. to take breath, 1 H 4. I. 3. rr0. 
v1. to give oneself exercise. A. W. IL. 3. 


27%. 

Breathed, PB. in good condition, trained. T. 
of S. Ind. 1. 50; L. L. L. v. 2. 659; Tim. 1. 
I. IO. 

Breathing, sb. exercise. A. W.I. 2.17; Per. . 

. ror. Breathing time=time for exercise. 
tiam. v. 2, 181. Hence, rest from labour, 
delay. M. A. 1. x. 3773 Lucr. 1720. 

Breech’d, covered as with breeches. Mac. 11. 


3. 122. . 

Breeching, adj. liable to be breeched or flogged. 
T. of 5. 111, x. 18. Y 

Breed-bate, sb. a raiser of strife. M. W. 1. 4. 12. 

Breese, sb. the gadfly. ‘IT. & C. 1. 3.48; A. & 
C. It. x0. 14. 

Brewage, sb. liquor brewed. M. W. Ml. 5. 33- 

Bribe-buck, sb. a buck given away in. presents. 
M. W. Vv. 5. 27. ra 

Brief, sb. a short summary. M. N’s Dr. v. 1- 
42; John, 1. 1, 103. 

INE nade. in brief. As, Iv. 3. 5x3 John, V. 

2 TO. 
Briefly, adv. a short time since. Cor. I. 6. 16. 
Bring, v.t. to accompany, attend on a journey. 


M. for M. 1. 1,62; er Llerge . 6; M. 
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Bring out, to put out, disconcert. L. L. L. v. 


2. 172. Paredes 

Bring, to. To be with a person to bring is to 
be with him to some purpose, which is 
vaguely hintedat. T. & C. I. 2. 305. 

Broach, v.¢. to spit, transfix. H 5. V. Prol. 323 
T. A. Iv. 2. 85. 

Brock, sb. a badger. Tw. N. Il. 5. 114. 

Brogues, sb. thick shoes. Cym. IV. 2. 214. 

Broil, sb. tumult, strife. Oth. 1. 3. 87. 

Broke, v.t. to negotiate, act as a go-between. 
A. W. 1. 5. 74. Broking pawn=security 
held by a broker or agent. |B 2, If. 1. 293. 

Broken, of a mouth in which there are gaps 
in the tecth. A. W. II. 3. 66. 

Broken music. Some instruments, such as 
yiols, violins, flutes, &c., were formerly made 
in sets of four, which when played together 
formed a ‘consort.’ If one or more of tlie 
instruments of one set were substituted for 
the corresponding ones of another set the 
result was no longer a ‘consort’ but “broken 
music.’ As, I. 2. 150; H 5. V. 2. 263. 

Broker, sb. an agent, go-between. John, It. x. 
568; 3 H6. IV. x. 63; Ham. I. 3. 127. 

Broker-between, sb. a go-between, procurer. 
T. & C. ul. 2. 211. 

Brooch, sb. ornament. R 2. v. 5. 66; Ham. Iv. 


T+ 94« 
Brocka, p.p. adored as with a brooch. A. & 
2 IV. 15. 25+ 

Brooded, ae sitting on brood. John, It. 3.52. 

Brotherhood, sb. a trading company or euild. 
Hb &C. T. 3. 104. 

Brownist, 3b. a follower of Robert Brown, who 
about the year x158r_ founded the sect of 
Independents. Tw. N. 1. 2. 34. 

Bruit, so. rumour, report. 3 H 6. Iv. 7. 645 
T.&C. Vv. 9. 4. 

Bruit, v.t. to report, announce with noise. 
Mac. v. 7. 22; Ham. I. 2. 127. 

peut sb. arude assault, 2H 6. v.3.3; 1. & 

¥. Ve 3. 34- 

Bubukles, ob. pimples. H 5. it. 6. 108. 

Buck, sb. jinen at the wash. 2 H 6. Iv. 2. sr. 

Buck of the first head, a buck of the fifth year. 

Dethesee oh: aubaniedet ing li 
uckbasket, sb. a basket for carrying linen 
to the wash. M. W. 111. 3. 2, &e. e 

Bucking, sb. washing. M. W. III. 3. 140. 

Buckle, v.27. to bow. 2 4. I. 1. 141% To 
encounter closely, cope. x H6.1. 2.953 1V. 4.5. 

Buckler, v.t. to shield, protect. T. oF S. lL 2. 
2413 3H6. I. 3. 99. 

Bucklers, to give the bucklers was an acknow- 
ledgement of defeat. M. A. Vv. 2. 17. 

Buck-washing, sd. the washing of linen, washer- 
woman’s work. M. W. 111. 3. 166. 

Budget, sb. a leather bag or pouch. W. T. Iv. 


3+ 20. 
Bug, 8b. a bugbear, spectre, T. of 8. 1. 2. 21x; 
W. T. m1. 2. 93 ; Ham. v. 2. 22. 
Building, sb. buil id, frame. Sonn, LXXX. 22. 
Bulk, sb. the projecting part of a shop on which 
oods were exposed forsale. Cor. II. x. 226; 
th. Vv. x. 1. P 
Bully, sd. a fine swaggering fellow. M. W. 1. 
N’s Dr. 111. x. 8; H 5, Iv. 3. 48. 
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Bully-rook, sb. a swaggering cheater. M. W. 
But z 2 Es ickpocket H4. 0. 4. 138. 
ing, sb. @ pic . 24. I. 4. 138. 
Burgonet ob. a close-fitting helmet, first used 
by the Burgundians. 2 FL6. v. 1. 200; A. 
J. Te 5+ 24. 
Burst, BD. broken. T. of S. Ind. 1. 8. _ 
Bush, sb. A bush of ivy was formerly the sign 
mote ye As, sao oe 
us: adj. woody. 1 4. Ve Te 20 
Buss. 3b. a coarse and wanton kiss. 2H 4. 1. 


4s 201. cK 
Buss, v.27. to kiss. John, WI. 4. 35- 
But, prep. except. 2H 4. V. 3. 935 2 H6. It. 


2. 82. 
Butt, sb. a tub; used contemptuously of a 


vessel. . Te 2. 1466 

Buttery-bar, sb. the buttery-hatch, or half door 
in the buttery, where beer is served out from 
the cellar. ‘Tw. N. 1. 3. 74- 

Buttons, sb. buds. Ham. I. 3. 4o. ‘ 

Butt-shaft, sb. a blunt arrow, used for shooting 
at butts. L. L. L. 2. 2, 1813 R.& J. AIL 4. 16. 

Buxom, adj. obedient, complaisant. H 5. 111 
6. 27; Per. Prol. 23. , ‘oe 

Buz, buz! a contemptuous interjection. Ham. 


Il. 2. 412. 

By, Bre with reference to. M. of V. II. 9. 263 
A. W. Y. 3. 237; L. L. L. IV, 3. 150. 

By-drinkings, ake drinkings between meals. 
I 4. IIT. 3. 84. 

By-peep, v.i. to peep slily. Cym. I. 6. 108. 

By'r lady, by our Lady. M. W. 1. x. 28; Ham. 
Il. 2. 4453 Ill. 2. 140; R 3. II. 3. 4. 

By’r lakin, by our little lady; a grotesque 
appeal to the Virgin. Tp. 11. 3.1; M. N’s 

Yr. IIT. 1. 14. 


Caddis, sb. worsted lace or trimming. W. T. 
IV. 4. 208; 1 H 4. If. 4.79. 

Cade, sb. a cask or barrel. 2 H 6. IY, 2. 36. 

Cadent, adj. falling. Lear, 1. 4. 307. 

Cage, sb. a temporary prison, lock-up. 2 H 6. 


IY. 2. 56. 

Cain-coloured, adj. red, of the colour of Cain’s 
hair, M. W. 1. 4. 23. 

Gaittty sb. a captive, slave; hence, a wretch. 


A. W. UL 2.031375 3. IV. 4.100. Used 
adjectively. R 2. I. 2.53; R. & J. V. x. 52. 
Cake. My cake is dough==2my plans are irus- 


trated. T. of 8. v. 1. 145. 
Calculate, v7. to speculate upon the future. J. 


2 Ie 3s O5e 
Caliver, sb. musket. x H 4. ly. 2. 213 2H 4. 
Til. 2, 289, 292. “ 
Call, sb. a whistle by which birds are lured. ‘I’. 
of S. Iv. x. 197; John, Il. 4. 174. 
Callat, sb. a trull W. TL. 11. 3. 903 Oth. rv. 2. 


12I. 
Calling, sb. appellation. As, I. 2. 245. 
alm, sb. qualm. 2 H 4. Il. 4. 40. 5 
Cambyses’ vein. A reference to Thomas 
Preston’s play of Cambysex. x H 4. 0. 4. 


A425. | 

Can, v.%. to be able, skilful. Ham. tv. 7. 85. I 
can no more=I can do no more. ‘Han. v. 
2. 331. 


GLOSSARY 


Can=gan=began. L. L. L. Iv. 3. 106; Per, 
ul. Prol. 36. 

Canakin, fs a Ate can. Oeaaty 3% 7 The rr 
‘anary, sb. a strong sweet W. he 

wae Islands. ‘Tw. N. 1. o3? M. W.. 
2.89. Alively dance. A. W. 11.1. 77. 

Canary, v.%. to dance canary. LL. L. 1. x. 12. 

Canary=quandary. M. W. Il. 2. 61, 64. 

Candied, p.p. sugared over. Ham. Il. 2. 65. 
Frozen, white with frost. Tp. 11, 1. 2793 
Tim. IV. 3. 226. ; 

Candle-mine, sb, a magazine of tallow. 2H 4. 





Il. 4. 326. i é 
Candie-wasters, sb. persons who sit long into 
the night to study, book-worms. M.A. y. x 


18. 
Candy, adj. sugared. 1H 4.1, 3. 251+ 
Cankes sb. the dog-rose or wild-rose. M. A. 1. 
. 2831 A 4. 1. 3., 175. A worm that destroys 
Blossoms. 4 N’s Dh IL. 2. 3; Ham. I. 3. 39. 
Canker-bit, adj. worm-caten. I, ‘V. 3. 122. 

Canker-bloom, sb. the wild-rose. Sonn. LIv. 5. 

Canker-blossom, sb. the worm which devours 
the blossoms, M. N’s Dr. 111. 2. 282. 

Canopy, v.t. to cover as With a canopy. Sonn. 
xu..6; Tw. N. 1. 1. 4. 

Canstick, sb. candlestick. x H 4. U1. x. 131. 

Cantle, sb. apiece, slice. 1x H 4. U1. x. 100; A. 
& C. m1, 10. 6. 

Canton, sb. canto. Tw. N.1. 5.28. | 

Canvass, v.t. to shake and toss as in.a sieve, to 
take to task. 2H 4. II. 4. 2433 1 H6. I. 3. 36. 

Canzonet, sb. alittlesong. L. L. L, iv. 2. 124. 

Capable, adj. comprehensive. Oth. I11. 3. 459. 

ensible. As, UI. 5. 23. Sensitive, sus- 
ceptible, Ham. 110. 4. 127; T. & C. I. 3. 
310; John, Ii. x. 12. Able to possess. Lear, 
Il. 1. 87. 
| Capitulate, v.i. to make terms of agreement, 
t combine. xT 4, 111. 2. 120; Cor. V. 3, 82. 

Capocchia, sb. the feminine of Capocchio (ktal.), 
simpleton, afool. ‘T. & C. Iv. 2. 33. 

Capriccio, sb. caprice, fancy. A. W. Il. 3.310. 

Capricious, adj. humorous, fantastical; with a 
pun.on Lat. capra, a goat. As, IIL. 3. 8. 

Captain, adj. chief, prominent. Sonn: Lil. 85 
LXYIL.12 | é 

Captious, adj. either a contraction of *capa- 
cious’ or an invented word signifying capable 
of receiving. A. W. I. 3. 208. 

Captivate, v.¢. to take captive. 3 H6. 1. 4. x15. 

Captived, ».p. taken captive. w ID. 4. 55 

Carack, 3b. a merchant vessel of farge tyurden. 
C. of E. m1. 2. r40; Oth. 1. 2. so. 

Caraways, sb. comfits made with caraway sceds. 
2114. Y. 3. 3. Roasted apples sprinkled with 
caraways are still to be seen every year at the 
Audit Feast in Trinity College, Cambridge. 

Carbonado, sb. meat slashed for broiling. x H4. 
¥. 3. 61; Cor. 1V. 5. 199. 

Carbonado, v.t. to slash, hack, A. W. Iv. 5 
107; Lear, Il. 2. 41. 

Carcanet, sb. a necklace. C. of E. ut. 1 43 
Sonn. LII. 8. 

Card, sb. a chart, map. Mac. 1. 3. 17; Ham. Y: 

A cooling card, avhateyer be, the 





Ie 149. 
é origin of the expression, denotes a decisive 
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GLOSSARY 


thought to be a cooling mixture, from ‘card’ 

to mix. If derived from the game of cards it 

is difficult to say what ‘cooling’ means. 
Card, v.é. to mix; used of liquids. 1 H 4. m1. 


2. 62, 
Card of ten, sb. a card with ten spots or pips. 


T. of S. 11. 1. 407. 

Geriinally: A blunder for ‘ carnally.’ M. for M. 
Il. x. Sr. 

Card-maker, sd, one who makes cards for wool 
combing. ‘T. of S. Ind. 11. 20. 

Care, v.27. totake care. Per. J. 2. 15. 

Career, sb. a course run at full speed. L. L. L. 
y. 2. 482; M. A. V. 1. 135. ‘To pass a career 
is to run a course at fullspeed. ‘Conclusions 
passed the careers’ may mean, if it have any 
meaning, the end came very swiftly. MM. W. 
I. 1, 184. In FL 5. I, 1. 132, ‘passes careers’ 
is, perhaps, (panies in sallies of wit. 


Careful, adj. is not careful=doesnotcare. T. A. 


IV. 4. 84. 4 

Carl, sb. peasant, rustic. Cym. Vv. 2. 4. 

Carlot, sb. peasant. As, III. 5. 108. 

Carnal, adj. flesh-devouring, cruel. R 3. Iv. 4. 
56. Sensual. Ham. V. 2. 392;, Oth. 1. 3. 335. 

Carpet consideration, on. “Of knights who were 
dubbed for some domestic service at court and 
not in the field of battle. Tw. N. 111 4. 258. 

Carpets, sb. table-cloths. T. of S. Lv. x. 52. 

Carpet-mongers, sb. carpet knights, effeminate 
courtiers who were more at home on carpets 
than onthe field of battle. M. A. vV. 2. 32. 

Carry coals, to perform a degrading service, 
submit to an indignity. Hs. 11.2. 50; R. &J. 
Ta fee. 

an sb. a talebearer. L. L. L. v. 2. 4633 

~& A. 657. 

Carry out a side, a phrase at cards, to play the 
game successfully. Lear, V. 1. 6x. 

Cart, sb..chariot. Ham. III. 2. 165. " 
Carve, v.27. to use a complimentary gesture in 
carving. M. W. 1. 3. 493 L. \L. L. Vv. 2. 323. 
Case, v.¢. to strip off the case or skin of an 
animal. A. W, 1.6.11. Toputonamask. 

1H 4. 1. 2. 55. é i 

Case, sb, the slkin of an animal. Tw. N. v. 1.168. 

Case, sb. aset, as of musical instruments, which 
were in fours. H_ 5. Ill. 2. 5. 

Cashiered, .p. properly, discarded. In Bar- 
dolph’s language it probably means relieved 
of his cash. M. W..1. 1. 184. 

Cask, sb. casket. 2 H 6, 11T. 2. 409. 

Casque, sb. ahelmet. 2, 1. 3. 81; Cor. Iv. 7. 


436 . 

Cassock, sb. a military cloak. A. W. IV. 3. 192. 

Cast, v.2. to dismiss. Oth. 1. x. 1505 I. 3. 143 
V. 2. 327. To cmpty. M. for M. mt. x. 93. 
To cast the water is to ascertain a disease by 
an inspection of the patient's water. Mac. 


V. 3. 50. 

Cast, adj. cast off. As, TIT. 4. 16. 

Castaway, sb. an outcast. re 3. I. 2.6; T. A. 
Vs a 753 Lucr. 744. | 

Castiliano vulgo, Spanish of Sir Toby’s inven- 
tion, which has no meaning and was intended 
to have none. ‘Tw. N. I. 3. 45. 

Cat, sb. the civet cat. As, III. 2. 70; Lear, IT. 
4. 109. 
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Cataian, sb. a native of Cathay, a Chinese; 4 
cant term. M. W. 11. x. 148; Tw. N. 11. 3. 80. 
Cater-cousins, sb. good friends; derived from 
uatlre cousin, ‘Dut without any authority. 
M, of V. 11. 2. 139. 

Catlings, sb. fiddle-strings, made of catgut. 
T. & C. I. 3. 306. 

Cat o'mountain, sb, a wild cat; epeob abby an 
ounce or small variety of leopard. ‘Tp. Iv. x. 
262; M. W. Il. 2. 27. 

Cause, conj. because. 


a Mac. U1. 6, at. 
Cautel, 8b. deceit, stratagem. 


Ham, I. 3. 153 


Comp. 303. __ r 
Cautelous, udj. crafty, deccitiul. J.C. 1. 1. 
1295 Cor. IV. 1. 3: 


3«, 
Cavalero, cavalier. M. W. 1. 3. 77; 2 H4. Vv. 
3. 62. 4 
Caviare, sb. the roe of the sturgeon. Ham. 11. 


2. 457 se 

Cease, sb. decease, extinction. Hann III. 3. 15. 

Ceased, p.p. put off, stopped. Tim. IT, 2. 16. 

Censer, sb. the censers or firepans which were 
used for burning perfumes had their lids 
embossed with figures in slight relief, to 
which the beadle is compared. 2 H 4. V. 4. 21. 

Censure, sb. opinion, judgement. <As, IV. 1. 7; 
1 H6. 11. 3. 10; R3. 1. 2 144. 

Censure, v.é. to judge, estimate. M. A. m1. 3. 
2333 John, Il. x. 328. To pass judgement. 

wo G. I. 2. 19. 

Century, sb. a hundred. Cym. Iv. 2. 39% A 
company of a hundred men. Cor. I. 7 33 
Lear, IV. 4-6. 23 

Cerecloth, sé. waxed linen, used for shrouds. 
M. of V. 1. 7. 51. : 

Cerements=cerecloths. Ham. I. 4. 48. 

Ceremonies, sd. external adornments. J. C. 1. 
Ie 700 

*Cerns, concerns. T. of S. V. x. 77. 

Certainty, sb. assurance. A. W, U. x. 1723 TL. 
6. 8r. 

Certes, adv. certainly. Tp. II. 3. 30; Oth. I. x. 
16. 

Cess, reckoning. Out of allcess=immoderately. 
I 4. Il. 1. 8. 

Cesse =cease, r 

Chace, sb. a term at tennis, 

Chafe, sb. anger. A. & C. I. 3. 85. v.6. to 
make angry, Two G. UL. 1, 233; Cor. Ul. 3. 
27. v.i. to fret, fume. M. W. VY. 3.9; Mac. 
IV. 1. 9 

Chair-days, sb. time of repose. 2H 6. v. 2. 48. 

Chairs of order, the seats of the knights in St 
George’s Chapel, Windsor. M. W. v. 5. 65. 

Chaliced, «dj. cup-shaped. Cym. U. 3. 24. 

Challenge, v.¢. to claimasdue. R 2. IL. 3. 134; 
Oth. I. 3. 188. Toaccuse. Mac. IL. 4. 42. 

Challenger, sb. claimant. H 5. 1. 4.95; Ham. 
IV. 7. 28 

Chamber, sb. a rendering of the title camera 
regis which was given to London. BR 3. Il. 


A. W. v..3. 72. 
H 5. I. 2. 266. 


I. Ie 

Chambers, sb. small cannon fired on festal 
occasions. 2H 4. In. 4. 57- 

Chamberer, sb. an effeminate man. Oth. OL 
3. 265. 

Champain, sb. open country. Lear, I. x. 65; 


_N, I. 5. 173+ 
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Champion, ¥.¢. to engage in single combat. 
Mae. Ll. 1. 72. z = 
Changeable, adj. of varying colour, like shot 
W, 


8 » N. I. 4. 76. 
Changeful, adj. changeable. T. & C. Iv. 4. 99. 
Channel, 3. a gutter. 2 fi Il. 1. 52. 
Channel, v.¢. to furrow. x H 4. I. x. 7. 
Chanson, sb. a song. Ham. If. 2. 438. 
Chanticleer, sb. the cock. Tp. 1. 2. 385; AS, 


Il. 7. 30 
Chaps, 2b; the metal end of ascabbard. A. W. 


IV. 3. 164. : : 

Chapeless, adj. without a chape, or metal end 
to the scabbard. T. of S. 111. 2. 48. 

Chapless, adj. without a jaw. R. & J. Iv. x. 
83; Ham. V. 1. 97. 

Chapman, sb. a merchant. L. L. L. 1. x. 163 
T, & C. tv. x. 7% 

Chaps, sb. jaws. Mac. I. 2. 22; John, I, 1. 352. 

Charact, sb. a special mark or sign of office. 
M. for M. v.13. 56. 

Character, sb. handwriting. Ham. Iv. 7. 53; 
Lear, I. 2. 66. sae 

Character, v.t. to write, inscribe. As, II. 2. 
6; Ham. I. 3. 59.. 

Charactery, ab written characters. M. W. v. 
5.773 9+ C. IL. x. 308. 

Chare, sb. a turn of work. A. & C. IV. x5. 753 
VY. 2. 2316 

Charge, sb. weight, importance. W. T. Iv. 4. 
26x. Cost, expense. John, I. x. 49; J. C. 


IV. I. Qs 

Charges, sb. to be at charges for =to be at the 
expense of. BR 3. 1. 2. 256. 

Chargeful, adj. expensive. C. of Ii. Iv. 1. 29. 
Charge-house, sb. a school-house. IL. L. L. v. 
x. 87. The origin of the term is not known. 
Chariest, adj. most careful and scrupulous. 

Ham. I. 3. 36. 

Chariness, sb. scrupulousness._ M. W. I. x. 102. 

Charles’ wain, sb. the Great Bear. x H 4. 11. 
Ie 2. 

Charm, v.é. to produce as by enchantment. 
M. N’s Dr. Iv. x. 88. To still, bring to 
silence. M. A. Vv. 1. 263 Oth. v. 2. 183. 

Charm, sb. charmer. A. & C. IV. 12. 16, 25. 

Charmer, sb. an enchantress. Oth. III. 4. 57. 

Charming, adj. capable of producing fascina- 
tion. 1 H6. v, 3. 2; Cym. I. 3. 35; V. 3. 32. 

Charneco, sb. a kind of wine, perhaps so named 
from Charneca, a villagein Portugal. 2H 6. 


II. 3. 63. : 

Chary, adv. carefully. Sonn. xx1t. rx. 

Chat, v.t. to gossip about. Cor. IT. 1. 224. 

Chaudron, 3b. entrails. Mac. Iv. x. 33. 

Cheapen, v.¢. to bidfor. M. A. 11. 3. 33. 

Cheat, 36. fraud. W. T. rv. 3. 28, 129. 

Cheater, sb. an escheator or officer who collected 
fines ‘due to the Exchequer. M. W. I. 3. 77. 
A swindler, rogue. 2H 4. If. 4. 106, x11, 152. 
In the phrase ‘tame cheater’ there is clearly 
a reference to the chetah or hunting leonard: 

Check, 2.7. tostart, stop at the sight of game. 
Tw. N. ur. 5. 1253 TL I. 7X. f 

Check, v.t. to rebuke, chide. J. C. rv. 3. 973 
Lear, IE. 2. 149. 

Check, sb. rebu! M.W. 
T.of SV. 1 

















Chide, v.t. to scold, rebuke. 


Chop, v.t. to clap, pop. 
Chopine, sb. a shoe with a 
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GLOSSARY 


Cheer, sb. countenance, aspect. M. N’s Dr. 


Til. 2. 96; M. of V. ILL. 2. 314. eerfulness, 
R 3. V. 3. 74; Ham. Il. 2. 174. Entertain- 
ment. Fam. TIT. 2. 229. 


Cheerly, adv. cheerfully. As, I. 6. 14; R 2, 


I. 3. 66. age 
Cherty-pit, sb. a childish game, in which cherry 


stones were pitched into a small hole. Tw. 
N. II. 4. 12 


Cherubin, son cherub. Tp. I. 2. 152; Mac. 


I. 7. 22. 4 
Cheveril, sb. leather of kid skin. 


R. & J. in 
Used as an adjective. Tw. N. 11. 


4. 87. 
H8. It. 3. 32. 


I. 133 


Che vor ye, Lwarn ye. Lear, Iv. 6. 246. 
Chew, v.2. toruminate. J. 
Chewet, sb. a chough. x H 


6. Tey 2.77%. 

. Vv. 1.29. There 

may also be a reference to the other meaning , 
of chewet or chuet, which is a pie of minced 
meat. 
Tp. I. 2. 4763 
M._N’s Dr. 11. 2. 200. Used figuratively. 
x H4. mi. x. 45; H 5.1. 4. 125. 2.v. to 
quarrel. V. & A. 46. Hence to cry out ina 
loud tone, resound. T. & OC. 1 3. 54; H8. 
Ti. 


‘2 2. 197. 
Chiding, s6. used of a loud cry or noise. M. 


N’s Dr. 


2 In 120} 


, II. tT. 7» 
Child-changed, changed by his children’s con- 


duct. Lear, Iv. 7. 17. 


Childed, p.p. having children. Lear, 111. 6. 117. 
Childing, adj. fruitful. M. N’s Dr. 1. x. 112. 
Childness, sb. childish ways. W. T. 1. 2. 170. 
Chill, Iwill. Lear, Iv. 6. 239, 247, 250. 
Chirurgeonly, adv. in a surgeon-like manner. 


p. IL. 1. 140. 
Choler, sb. anger. M. W. 11. 3. 895 R 2. I. 3 


153; Ham. Ill. 2. 315. 
‘ R 3. 


I, Ey 160. 
high sole. Ham. 
II. 2. 447 


AF 4 . A 
Chopping, adj. changing; as putting one word 
for another. R 2. V. 3. 124. Or, mincing. 
Chough, sb. the jackdaw. ‘Ip. 11. x. 266; M. 
N’s Dr. It. 2. 21. 
Christendom, sh. Christianity. John, IV. r. 16. 
hristian name, appellation. A. W. I. 1. 188. 
Christom, adj. a corruption of chrisom, the 
white cloth which was put upon a child at 


baptism. A chrisom child was one which 
died within a month of its birth. H 5. 11 


3. 12. ‘ 

Chuck, sb. chick, a term of endearment. Tw. 
N. UL. 4. 126; Mac. 11. 2. 45. 

Chud, Iwould. Lear, ry. 6. 243. 

Chufi, sb. a churl, boor. 1H 4. I. 2.94. Cot- 
Here Marroufie...a rich churle, or fat 

Churchman, sb. an ecclesiastic. M. W. 11. 3 
49,57; Tw. N. I. Te 4 

Churl, sb. a niggard, miser. R. & J. v. 3. 1633 
Sonn, I. 32. 

Churlish, adj. niggardly. As, 11 4. 80: 

Cicatrice, sb, a scar. A. W. 10. 1. 43; Cor. Il 
I. 164; AS, IIT. 5. 23. 

Cicester, Cirencester. R 2. v..6. 3. The old 


isfeBaggotr XLVI. 9. 





| 
| 








3 39+ 
Cinque-spotted, adj. having five spots. Cym. 
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Climatures, sb. inhabitants of the same climate 
orregion, Ham. I. 1. 125. 

Cling, v.t. to shrivel up. Mac. Vv. 5.40 

Clinquant, adj. sparkling with gold or silver 
lace. H8. 1.x. 19. 

Clip, v.¢. to embrace, enfold. V. & A. 600; 
Cor. I. 6. 29; John, V. 2. Fie 

Cloister, sb. 2 nunnery. M. for M. 1. 2. 1825 
M. N's Dr. I. x. 7x. The covered walk which. 
was an essential part of a religious house. 
Two G. I. 3. 2. : i 

Cloister, v.t, to shut up in a cloister. R 2. Vv. 


I. 23. 

Cloistered,’adj. belonging to a cloister, secluded, 
solitary. Mac, Ill. 2. 41. 

Cloistress, sb. anun. Tw. N. 1. 1, 28. 

Close, sb. a cadence in music, R 2. Il. x. 725 
Hs. 1. 2. 182. adj. secret, Mac. I. 5. 73 
John, ly. 2. 72; R 3. IV. 2. 35. adv. secretly. 
Tam. of S. fad. x. 127. v.% to come to aiL 

reement, make terms. Two G. Ul. 5. 135 
M. for M. v. 1. 346. 

Closely, adj. secretly. John, Iv. 1. 133; R3. 
III. 1. 1595 Ham. Ill. 1. 29. 

Closeness, sb. retirement, privacy. ‘Ip. T. 2. 90. 

Closure, sb. enclosure. B 3. IL. 3.11. Closing, 
ending. 7. AL V. 3.134. 

Clothier’s yard, a cloth-yard shaft was a term 
for the old English arrow. Lear, IV. 6. 85. 

Cloud, sb. aspot. A. & C. 11. 2. sr. 

Clouded, 7.2. § tted, stained. W.T. 1. 2. 280. 

Cloudy, adj. gloomy, sullen. Tp. 1. x. 142; 
Mace. Ill. 6. 41. 

Clout, sb. the bull’s-eye ofatarge. LLL. 
IV. 1. 136; 2 Hq, Ill. 2. 51 

Clouted, adj. hobnailed. 2 H 6. IV. 2. 1953 


Cinque pace, sb. a slow statelydance. M. A. 11. 
1.77. See Tw. N. 1. 3.1 














Il, 2. 38. ¥ 
Cipher, v.2. to decipher. Lucr. 207, 8rr. 
Circle, sb. crown. John, V. 1.2; A. & C. m1. 
x2, 18 Compass, As, V. 4. 34; John, V. 2. 


136. 

Gireled, adj. round. R. & J. 1. 2. 110. 

Circuit, sb. circle, crown. 2 H 6, Il. x. 352. 
‘Enclosure. V. & A. 230. 

Circummured, p.p. walled about. M. for M. 
IV. 1. 28. 

Circumstance, sb. particulars, details, detailed 
argument. John, Il. x. 773 3. I. 2.77, 
Two G. I. 1. 36. Ceremonious phrases, M. 0 
Vz. 1. x. 1543 Ham. I. 5. 127. Accidental oc- 
currence, W. T. 111.2. 18; Oth. 111. 3, 16. 

Circumstanced, y.p. influenced by circum- 
stances. Oth. IIL. 4. 201 

Cital, sb. recital, account. x H 4. v. 2. 62. 

Cite, v.t. t incite, urge. Two G. 11. 4.85; 2H6. 
III, 2. 281. 

Citizen, aaj. town-bred. Cym. Iv. 2. 8. 

Cittern, sb. a guitar. L, L. L. v. 2, 6x4. 

Civil, adj. orderly, well-conducted. Tw. N. 
I. 4. 213 Il. 4.53 A. & C. v. x. 16. A civil 

doctor is a doctor of civil law. M. of V. v. x. 


210. 
Civilly, adv. decorously. A, & C. IIL. x3. 129. 
Clack-dish, sb. a wooden dish with a cover 
carried by beggars. M. for M. 111. 2. 135. 
Clamour, v.£. to still, silence. W. T. Iv. 4. 250. 
‘A word of doubtful orem: 
Clap ? the clout, to hit the bull’s-eye. 2H 4. 


II. 2. 51. 
Clap, v.7.. to pledge oneself by clasping hands. Cym. Iv. 2. 214. 
W. T. 1. 2. 104. 7 Cloy, v.t. tostroke withaclaw. Cym. V. 4. 118. 
op into, to strike into, set abort quickly. Cloyless, adj. moucloyne: A. & C. IL x. 25. 
M. for M. rv. 3. 43; AS, V- 3- 11- Clovment: sO. satiety. ‘Tw. N. Ir. 4. 102. 


Clu ¢ ystunders to separate 
the combatants in an afiray. Clubs were the 
weapons of the London prentices and as 
commonly used in causing tes in quelling a 
combat. ,V. 2.443 R. & J.T. 1. 80, 

Clutch, v.¢. to clench, close tightly. John, 11. 


I. 589. 
Coagulate, adj. clotted. Ham. II. 2. 484. 
Coals, carry. See Carry. peak 
Coast, v.i. To advance by an indirect course, 
like a vessel that hugs the shore. V. & A. 


Clapped, p.p. applauded. Ham. It. 2. 356. 

Clapper-claw, v.t. to thrash, drub. i W. 0. 
3.67; T. & CO. Vv. 4. 2 

Claw, v.t. to scratch, flatter. M. A. 1. 3. 18. 

Clean, adv. entirely. J.C. 1. 3. 35; Oth. I. 3. 


366. 
Ceealy, adv. completely, quite. V. & A. 694; 
A. Il. 1. 94s ; 
Clean-timbered, adj. well built. L. L. L. v. 


2. 642. 
Clear, adj. pure, innocent. Tp. M11. 3. 82; Mac. 


s, ad. a cry to the by 


870. X 

Coat, sb. coat of arms, armorial bearings. M. 
N’s Dr. Il. 2. 213. , 

Cobloaf, sb. a crusty, ill-shapen loaf. Tr. & Cr. 
Il, 1. 416 

Cock, hs a _cock-boat. Lear, Iv. 6. 19. A 
weathercock. Lear, III. 2. 3. 

Cock, aeuphemism for ‘God.” Ham. Iv. 5. 6x; 
Tam. of S. IV. x. rer. ‘Cock and pie, by,’ a 
petty oath, the latter part of which is thought 
to be derived from the service book of the 
Romish Church, but without any great prob- 


+ 7 18. 

Clearness; sb. freedom from suspicion. Mac. 
Il, 1. 133. e 

Clearstores, sb. clerestories, rows of upper 
windows in halls and churches. Tw. N. 


IV. 2. 41 
Cleave to, to adhere, stick closely to. Mac. 1. 
3. 1453 Il. x. 25. Lo follow closely. Tp. lv. 


I. 165. 
Cleft, adj. divided, twofold._ Comp. 293. 
Clepe, v.¢. to call. L. L. L. v. e Pie Ham. 
I. 4.19; V. & A. 995. omish 
Cliff, sb. clef, the key in music, T. & C. v- ability : itis perhaps only a vulgar supplement 
2. 1%. ; to the former. M. W. 1. x. 316; 2H 4. V. 1. 1. 
Climate, sb. region of the earth or sky. R 2.| Cock-a-hoop, to sect. To indulge in excessive 
IV. x. 130; John, IL x. 344. 22, to dwell.|  jollity, R. &J. 1. 5. 83. 


W. T. v. 2. 170, ; Cockatrice, sb. a fab 1 
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whose eye was deadly. Iw. N. II. 4. 2153 
R3. IV. 1. 55+ 
Cockered, p.p. pampered. John, V. rz. 70, 


GLOSSARY 


Coming-on, adj. compliant. As, Iv. 1. 113. 
ona used apparently to denote the smallest 
possible break or separation. Ham. vy. 2, 42. 


Cockle, sb. corncockle, the Agrostemmagithago | Commandment, sb, command. | Cor. 11. 3. 238; 
, $0. t 


of botanists. L. L. L. rv. Fy 383; Cor. I. 1. 
zo. Not the same as darne 


John, Lv. 2.92. At commandment = at plea. 
sure. 2H 4. III. 2. 27. 


Cockle, sb. a cockle shell, ‘Tam. of S. 1v. 3. 66;| Commence, v.¢. to make a beginning upon. 


Per. Iv. 4. 2. Used adjectively. Ham. Iv. 
Céckled, adj. inclosedinashell. LL. L. 1. 3 


Tw. N. 1v. x. 155, Lear, 1. 4. 123. 
Cock-shut time, owilights when the net called 
a cock-shut is spread for.catching birds. K 3. 


Vs 3+ 700 
Cod, sh pod, AR IT 49 4 
Jodding, adj. lascivious. ‘I, e Ie Qe 
Coffin, a the crust of a raised pie, T. A. v. 2. 


189. 
Cog, v.t. to cheat. R 3. 1.3.48. vt. to get by 
cheating. Cor. 11. 2. 133. 
Co PANES sb. a badge. x H 6. I. 4. 1083 
- C. IL 2. 89. 
Coign, sb. a corner-stone, Mac, I. 6. 7; Cor. v. 


4.1. E 
Coit, sb. turmoil, confusion. Tp. I. 2. 8 
John, IL 1.165. Withareference to the other 
Tmeaning of the word. Ham. 111. 1. 67. 
Colleagued, p.p. leagued. 1, 2. 21 
Collect, v.t. to gather, infer. 2H 6. 11. 1. 35. 


* Collection, sb. inference, conclusion. Ham. Ly. 


5-9} V. 2. 199; Cym. V. 5. 432. 
Collied, »., blackened, darkened. M. N’s Dr. 
I. xr. 1453 Oth. IL 3. 206. 
Collop, sb. a slice of flesh. W. T. 1. 2. 2373 
Guinan eaaenaROn 
‘oloquintida, sb. colocyn' h. I. 3. 355. 
Colour, sb. pretext. Lucr. 267; A. & é I. 3 
2. Bear no colour=allow of no excuse. 
5. C. 11. x. 29. To fearno colours = to fear no 
enemy ; hence to be afraid of nothing. ‘Tw. 
BENG AEE AWN 15-\94: Fe 
Colourable, adj. specious, plausible. L. L. L. 
IV. 2. 156. 
Colt, sd. araw, untrained youth. M. of V.r. 2. 44. 
Colt, v.t. to play the fool with, gull. x H 4. 11. 


2. 39. 

Combinate, adj. betrothed, contracted. M. for 
M. ur. x, 231. 

Combine, v.¢, to bind. M. for M. rv. 3. 149; 


V. 4. 156. 

Com maHOus: adj. combustible. V. & A. 1162, 
Come by, to get, acquire. Tp. 11. r. 292; M. of 
-L1 3. Ss 7 
Come near, to come to.the point, speak plainly. 

N, 1. 5.2931 H4. 1274; BR. &.L 
5. 22, 

Come off, to come down with money, pay. 
M. W. Iv. 3. 13.. Come tardy off = uttered 
with hesitation. Ham. 111. 2. 28. 

Comfect, sb. comfit. M. A. iv. x. 318. 

Comfortable, adj. helpful. A. W. 1.1.86; Lucr. 
164. Cheerful. As, 11. 6.9; Cor. I. 3. 2. 

ing, pr.p. strengthening, assisting. 


ar, I, 5. 213 T. 1. +70 
Coming-in, sb. income. M. of + Il. 2. 1713] Complot, 36, plot. 


H4. lv. 3, 125. A graduate at Cambridge 
was Said io ‘commence’ B.A. or M.A. when 
he began to enjoy the full privileges of his 
d 


egree. f 8 
Oikney, sb. acity-bred person, a foolish wanton. | Commend, v.¢. to commit, deliver. L. L. L. 


Ill. x. 169; Lear, 11. 4.28. 
Comment, sb. power of observation. Ham. 111. 


Commingled: p.p. mingled, tempered. Ham. 
Commission, sb, warrant, authority. R. & J. 
commit: ons to indulge unlawful love. ‘Lear, 
Commins &i. to mingle. Comp. 28; Cym. 
Commision; sb. mixture. T. & C. 1v. £ ep 

LL. 


Commixture, sb. mixture, composition. 
V. 2. 2965 3H6. IL, 2. 6. 


207; | Commodity, sb. interest, advantage. John, 11. 


1. 573;_ML. of V. 1. 3.27. Cargo of merchan- 
dize. M. for M.1v. 3. 5; Tw. N. 11. 3. so. 
Commoners sb. a prostitute. A. W. v. 3. 194'; 

th. IV. 2. 73. 

Community, sb. common use, familiarity. rH 4, 
Iu. 2. 77. 

Commutual, adv. mutually. Ham. m1. 2. x70. 

Comonty, Sly’s version of comedy. T. of S. 

Il. 140. 

Compact, adj. composed. M. N’s'Dr. y. x. 8; 
As, Il. 7. 5. Confederate. M. for M. v. x. 
242; Lear, Il. 2. 125. 

Companion, sb. fellow; used contemptuously. 
MW. Biba 123; M, N’s ae eee TSH 
mpany, sb, companion. - 1V. 3. 373 
M. N's Dr. I. x, 219; H 5. 1. 1. 55. me” 

Comparative, adj. fertilein comparisons. x H4. 
I, 2. 90. 

Comparative, sb. a rival in wit. x H 4. 111. 2. 67. 

Compare, sb. comparison. Tw. N. 11. 4. 1045 

. & C. m0. 2. 182. 

Compassed, adj. arched, round. V. & A. 2725 
T. of S. Iv. 3. 1403 T. & C. 1. 2. 120. 

Compassion, ¥.t. to pity. ‘T. A. Iv. x. x24. 

Compassionate, adj. moving compassion, in- 
dulging in lamentation. 2. I. 3. 174. 

Compeer, v.t. to equal. Lear, v. 3.69. 

Competitor, sb. a confederate. ‘iy, N. rv. 2. 
125 ty 3. IV. 4. Me 
omplain, v.¢. to utter complainingly. Luer. 
1839; Re. It. 4. 18, 

Complnin of. To complain of good breeding is 
to lament the want of it. As, IIL. 2. 31. 

Complement, sb. outward demeanour. tf 5 Il. 
2. 134. 

Complemental adj. courteous. 'T. & C, 111.1. 42+ 

Complexion, sd. temperament. Ham. 1. 4..27- 

Complices, sb. ‘accomplices, confederates. R 2. 
Ii. 3. 165; 2H 4. 1. 3. 163. : 

2H6. mt. 1. 147; R31. 
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GLOSSARY 


Confineless, adj. boundless. Mage. Iv. 3. 55- 
Confiners, sb. borderers._ Cym. Iv. 2. IF 
Confirmity, blunder for ‘infirmity.’ 2H 4. II. 


4. 64. 

Confixed, (ia. fixed. M. for M. v. x. 232 
Conflux, sb. 

Confound, v.t. to waste, 1 


Comply, v.#. to use ceremony. Ham. 1.2. 3903 
V. 2. 195+ . 

Compose, v.2. to come to agreement. A. &C. 
Tl. 2. 15: - 

Composition, sb. agreement, consistency. Oth. 
I. 3. I 

Comiposture, sb. compost. Tim. Ty. 3. 444. 

Composure, sb. composition. T. & C. 11. 3. 2515 
A. &C. 1. 4.22. Compact. T. & C. 11. 3. 100. 

Compromised, p.p. mutually agreed. M. of V. 


I. 3» 79+ - 
Comipt, sb. account, reckoning. A, W. Vv. 3 
57; Mac. I. 6. 26. E Sad 
Comptible, adj. susceptible, sensitive. Tw. N. 


I. 5. 187. 4 < te 

Compulsatory, adj. compulsive, constraining. 
Ham. I. x. 103. ? 

Compulsive, adj. impelling. Ham. mt. 4. 86; 
Oth, II. 3. 454 . 

Compun cons adj. troubling the conscience. 

ac. I. 5. 46. 

Con, v.é. to study, learn by heart. M. N’s Dr. 
I. 2. 102; Tw. N. 11.3. 16t. Tocon thanks=to 
bethankful. A. W. Iv. 3.1743 Tim. Iv. 3. 428. 

Conceit, sb. fancy, imagination. As, Il. 6. 85 
Ham. Wt. 4. 1143 IV. 5. 453 Lear, IV. 6. 42. 
Intelligence, mental Poe ebe AS, VY. 2. 59- 
‘A fanciful device. M. N’s Dr. I. x. 33. 

Conceit, v.i. to forma conception. Oth. 11. 3. 
149. ‘Used transitively in J. C. I. 3. 162; III. 


I. 192. 2 
Conceited, Dp. Hossa withanidea. Tw. N. 
II. 4.322. Hullof fancy orimagination. W. T. 
IV. 4. 2043 Lucr. 1371. 
Conceitless, adj. witless. Two G. Iv. 2. 96.. 
Conceptious, adj. capable of conceiving. Tim. 
IV. 3. 187. 
Concernancy, sb. import. Ham. v. 2. 128. 
Concerning, sb. concern, affair. M. for M. fr. x. 
573, Ham. III. 4. 19%. |, 
Conclude, ¥.2. to be decisive. John, I. x. 127. 
Conclusion, sb. an experiment. Ham, M1. 
195; A. & O. Y. 2. 338; Luer. rr60. In A. & 
IV. 15. 28 it seems to mean resolution, 
settled demeanour ; others interpret it of ‘the 
power of drawing inferences. 
Concolinel, a nonsense word in singing. LLL. 


IIL. 1.3 

Concupigeible, adj. lustful. DML for M. v. 1. 98. 

Concupy, sb. perhaps for concupiscence. TE& 

1 We Be 177+ coe 

Condition=on condition. T. & C. I. 2. 80. 

Condition, sd. rank. H 5. tv. 3.63; Tp, 111. x. 
59. Character, disposition. M: of V. I. 2. 
ada 3. 1V. 4. 157+ 

Condole, v.¢. to mourn for. H 5, 11. 1. 133- 

Condolement, sb. lamentation. “Ham. I. 2. 93. 
Consolation, Per. If. 1- 156. 

Conduce, v7. to tend to come about. T. & Cc. 
v. 2.147.. A doubtful word. 

Conduct, sb. a guide, Tp. v. 1. 244; R 2.1V- 1 
x57. Escort. M. of V. tv. x. 148; Tw. N. m1 


4. 265. 
Confidence, a blunder for ‘conference.’ M. Ww. 
172; M. A. I. 5. 3; R. & J. U. 4. 133. 


Te 4. 
Confne’ ab. a bound, limit to which anything 


is confined. Tp. Iv. rt. 121; Ham. I. 1. 155- 











Congest, v.¢. to heap up. Comp. 258. 
Congied, p.p. taken leave. A. Vy 
Congreeing, p7".p. agreeing. 
Congreeted, p.p. greeted. Hs. 

Congruing, p7r.p. agreeing. Ham, IV. 3. 66. 
Conjecture, sb. suspicion. M 


Conscionable, adj. conscientious. 





i141 


T. & C. I. 3. 7: 
Hi 4. I. 3. 100; Cor. 
To destroy. ‘M. of 


confluence. 


I. 6.173 5. III, 1. 13- 
V. ul 2 278. 


. IV. 3. 100. 
H 5. I. 2, 182. 
V. 2. 31 


. A. IV. 1 1073 
Ham. Iv. 5.1 


a s+ . 
Conjunct, adj. closely united. Lear, 1. 2. 1253 


Ve I. 12 


Vv 
Conjunctive, adj. united. Oth. 1. 3. 374. 
Gonjuration, sb. incantation. 2 H'6. I. 2. 3 


Oth. I. 3. 92. Entreaty, solemn appeal. 
Ill. 2.23; Re &J. Vv. 3. 683 Ham. V. 2. 38. 


Conscience, sb. inmost thoughts. H 5. Iv. z. 


1235 W. T. Ill. 2. 47+ 


Oth. I 1. 


242. 
Consent, sb. agreement, plot. L. L. L. v. 2. 460. 
Consequently, adv. accordingly. 


Tw. N. WI. 4. 
79. In consequence. John, Iv. 2. 240; Ra. 
I. 1. 1026 


Conserve, v.¢. to preserve. M. for M. 111. x. 88. 


Consider, v.t. to requite, reward. W. Ty Iv. 2. 


19; IV. 4. 8255 Cym, Il. 3. 32 

Considerance, sb. consideration. 2H 4. v. 2.98. 

Considered, adj. deliberate. Ham. 11. 2. 82. 

Considering, sb. consideration. H 8. If. 4. 1853 
ILI. 2. 135+ 

Consign, v.t. to allot, assign. T. & C. Tv. 4. 
47. v.t. to sign, in token of agreement. His. 
V. 2. 90, 326. | 

Consist, 2.2. toinsist. 2H 4. Iv. x. 187; Per. 1. 


4. 83. 2 
Gonsolate! v.t. to console. A. W. III. 2. 131. 
Consort, sb. company, fellowship. Two G, Iv. 
1. 643 ar, II. r. 99. ¥.t. to accompany 
attend. SC. Of Ii. I. 2. 283 J.C. V. 1, 83. 
Conspectuities, sb. powers of vision. Cor. 11. r. 


70 fn 

Conspirant, adj. conspiring. Lear, v. 3. 135. 

Constancy, sb. consistency. M. N’s Dr. v. 1. 26. 

Constant, adj. consistent. Tw. N. Iv. 2. 53. 
Steady. Tp. 11. 2.119; J. O. TI. 1. 60. 

Constantly, adv. firmly, surely. M. for M. tv. 
1.213 | & C. IV. 1. 40. 

Constringed, p.p. compressed. T. & C. V. 2. 173. 

Construe, v.é. to interpret. Tw. N. 111. 1. 63. 

Consul, sb. senator. Oth. I. 1. 253 I. 2. 435 
Cym. IV. 2. 385. 

Contain, v.7. to restrain oneself. 
26; T. & C. V.-2. 180. 

Contain, v.¢. to keep, retain, M. of V. V- r. zor. 

Containing, sb. contents. Cym. V. 5. 430. 

Gontemptible, adj. contemptuous, scornful. 
M. A. Il. 3. 187. F 

Contemptuous, adj. contemptible. 2 H 6. I. 


3. 86. 
Content, adj. be content=be calm, restrain 


Tim. IL. 2. 
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Contentless, adj. discontented. Tim. Iv. 3. 245- 

Contestation. Ag contention. A. & C. Il. 2. 43. 

Continent, sb. that which contains. Ham. Iv. 
4-643 Lear, I. 2. 58; M. N’s Dr. I. x. 92. 
Abstract, inventory. M. of V. mr. 2 3373 
Ham. V. 2.115. s x 

Continuate, adj. uninterrupted. Tim. I. 1. 11; 
Oth. 11. 4. 178. 

Continuer, sb. a stayer, used of a horse. M.A. 


I. 1. 143. 
Contracting, sb. betrothal. M. for M. mr. 2. 


296. f 
Contraction, sb. the making of the marriage 
contract. Ham. Il. 4. 46. 
Contrary, v.t. to thwart, oppose. TR. & J.T. 5. 87. 
Contrarious, adj. contrary. 1 4. Ve To 52 
Contradictory. M. for M. rv. r. 62. 
Contrive, v.t. to wear out, spend. 1. of S. 1. 2. 
278. To conspire. J. Out 3. 16. 
Contriver, sb. a schemer, plotter. J. C. 1. x 
158; Mac, III. 5. 7. 
Control, sb. constraint. John, I. . 17. 
Control, v.é. to check, confute, contradict. Tp. 





T. 2. 439+ . 

Controffer, sb. restrainer. 2 H 6. III. 2. 205; 
T. A. Il. 3. 60. fi 

Controlment, sb. constraint, restraint. John, 
I.-x.'203 M. A I. 3. 21. 

Convenient, adj. suitable, becoming. Cor. 1 
5.13; Lear, 1V. 5. 31; M. of V. Ill. 4. 56. 

Convent, v.¢.to summon. M. for M. v. x. 1583 
Cor. If. 2. 58; Tw. N. v. x. 30r. 

Conventicle, sb. a secret Aree, 2H6. m1. 


1. 166. 

Conversation, sb. behaviour, conduct. M. W. 
Il. x. 253 Oth. 110. 3. 264. 

Conversion, sb. changed condition. As, Iv. 3. 
137; John, I. x. 189. 

Convert, v.7. to change. Lucr. 592; Tim. rv. 


Ie Je 

Convertite, sb. a penitent. ‘Lucr. 743; As, V. 
4-190; John, V. x. 19. - 

Convey, v.t. to manage pearelly Mace. Iv. 3. 
71; Lear, I. 2. 109. Tosteal. M. W. 1. 3. 
32. v.17. to pass oneself off. H 5. I. 2. 74. 

Conveyance, sb. crafty contrivance. M. A. 11. 
Ie 2533 3 He. Ill. 3. 160, 

Conveyers, sb. tricksters, cheaters. R 2. Iv. x. 
317+ a 

Convict, pp. convicted. R.3. 1. 4. 192. 

Convicted, adj. defeated. Sohn, Ill. 4. 2. 
‘onvince, v.t. to overpower, defeat. Stace. I. 7. 
643, IV. 3.142. To convict. T. &C. 11. 2. 130. 

Convive, v.7. to feast together. T. & C. Iv. 5. 


272. 

Convoy, sb. escort, means of conveyance. A.W. 
IV. 3. 1033 IV. 4. 10, 

Cony, sb. a rabbit. V. & A. 687; As, IIL. 2. 








357+ ; 
Cony-catch, v7, to cheat. M. W. 1. x. 128; I. 


3+ 36. 
Cony-catched, p.p. cheated. T. of S. v. x. 102. 
Conyeestehingy 8b. cheating, practical joking. 
+ OLS. IV. 1. 45. 
Copatain hat, sb. a high crowned hat. T. of S. 


eo Ie J. 
Cope, sb. the firmament. Per. rv. 6. x32. 


GLOSSARY 


Copesmate, sb. companion. Lucr. 925. 
Conpel adj. round topped. _ Per. 1. 1. ror, 
Copulatives, sb. persons desiring to be coupled 
in Mmarriaaey As, V. 4. 58 
Copy, sb. theme, text. C. of TE. v. 1. 62, 
‘enure; a copyhold being held by copy of 
court roll. Mac. 11. 2. ie 
Coragio (Ital.), courage! Tip. Vv. I. 258 ; A. W. 
IL. 5. 96. ; 
Corti quo: M. W.1. 1,6. ‘A Justice of 
the Peace and Quorum is one without whom 
the rest ore 4 yuatics in some cases cannot 
roceed” (Cowel). 
Coranto, sb..a quick, lively dance. A. W. 11. 3. 


; Tw. N. 1. 3. 137- 
Corinth, said tobe ‘a cant term for a brothel. 
Tim. I. 2. 73. 
Corinthian, a awencher. 1H 4. Ul. 4. 136 
Co-rival, v.t. to vie with. T. & C. 1. 3. 44. 
Corky, adj. shrivelled. Lear, 111. 7. 29. 
Cornuto, sb. a cuckold. “M. W. 111. 5. 71 
Corollary, sb. a supernumerary. Tp. IV. 1. 57. 
Corporal, adj. bodily. M. for M. it. x. 80; 
J.C. IV. 1. 33. Material, substantial. Mac. 


I. 3. 81. = i 

Corporal of the field, a kind of adjutant, under 
the quarter-master general. L. L. L. uu. 1 
189. 

Corpse, corpses. x H 4. I. x. 433 2H4.1. 1. 192. 

Correctioner, sb. one who administers correc- 
tion, a beadle. 2H 4. V. 4. 23. r 

Correspondent, adj. answerable, obedient. Tp. 
I. 2. 297. | 

lores Onsiye) adj. corresponding. T. & C. 
prol. 18. 

Compible, adj. submissive to correction. A. 
& C. Iv. 14.74. Corrective, Oth. 1. 3: 329. 

Corrival, sb. rival. x H 4. 1. 3. 207. 

worroboratey a nonsense word used by Pistol. 

5. II. 1. 130. 

Corrosive, sb. a biting or fretting remedy. 2H6. 
Ill. 2. 493: adj. giving pain. x H 6. 11. 3. 3. 

Corruptibly, adv. corruptively, so as to be cor- 
rupted. John, v. 7. 2. 

care et. Oe Guhein Cor. iG Aare a 
‘ostard, sb. properly, an apple ; ludicrously us 
for the head. aw. Il. x. x43 Lear,-Iv. 6. 


247+ 

Costermonger, adj. paltry. A costermonger, 
or costardmonger, was originally a seller o 
apples; hence, a petty trafficker, 2H 4. I. 2 


191. 
Co-supreme, sb. an equal in supremacy. Phcen. 


5t 

Cote, v.¢. to come up with, pass on the way. 
Ham. 11. 2. 330. 

Cote, sb. cot, cottage. As, TI. 4. 835 IIT. 2. 448 

Cot-qusan, sb. 2 man who busies hiniself in 
women’s affairs, R. & J. IV. 4. 6. 

Couch, v.t. to make to couch and lie close. 
Lucr. 507. 

Couchings, sb. crouchings, bowings. J. C. 01. 


1. 36. 

Countenance, sb. favour, patronage. Ham. 1¥- 
2. 163 Cor. v. 6. 40. 

Counter, adv. to run or hunt counter is to follow 


thet i ; 3, IV. 
Cope, vi, to reaBibed Washi: Reseateh Institute. Bugis py Seanar es O- of BA 








GLOSSARY 


Counter, sb. a metal disk used in calculations. 
“AS, Il. 7. 63; W. T. 1V. 3. 383 J.C. IV. 3. 80. 

Counter-caster, sb. a reckoner, arithmetician. 
Oth. I. x. 31 

Counterchange, sb. exchange. Cym. V. 5. 396. 

Countercheck, sb. check, rebuff. John, Ul. 1 
224. AS, V. 4. 84, 99: 

Counterfeit, sb. portrait. M. of V. 111, 2. 115. 
A spurious coin, John, II, x. 993 1 H4. 1 
4 540. adj. imitative. A ‘counterfeit pre- 
sentment’ is a portrait. Ham, 1. 4. 54. 

Counterfeitly, adv. feignedly. Cor. If. 3. 107. 

Counter-gate, sb. the Counter was the name of 
two prisons belonging to the Sheriffs of Lon- 
don, one in the Poultry, and the other in 
Woodstreet. M. W. Tit. 3. 85- 

Countermand, v.t. to contradict. Lucr. 276. 
To prohibit, keep in check. C. of E. 1y. 2. 37- 

Counterpoint, sb. a counterpart. T. of S. 11. 


I. 353+ 
Counter-sealed, p.p. sealed in duplicate. Cor. 


V. 3. 205. F 
Countervail, v.é. to counterbalance, outweigh. 
R. & J. IL. 6. 4. 
Country, adj. belonging to one’s country. Oth. 
Ill. 3. 201, 237; Cym. I. 4. 62. é 
County, sb. a count, M. A. UL. 1. 1953; Tw. N. 


I. 5. 320. 

Couplement, sb. a union. Sonn. XXI. s. A 
pair. L. L. L. v. 2. 535+ 

Courage, sb. disposition. temperament. Cor. 
Ill. 3. 92; IV. r 33 3 H6. Il. 2.575 Tim. m1. 


3+ 24. 

Course, sb. the attack of the dogs in bear-bait- 
ing. Mace. v. 7..2; Lear, TI. 7. 54-, 

Courses, 30. the principal sails of a ship. Tp. I. 


Ie 53° ie ax’; 
Courser’s hair, a horse’s hair Jaid in water was 
believed to turn into a serpent. A. & C. 1. 2. 


200. 
Court-cupboard, sb. asideboard. R. & J.T. 5.8. 
Court holy-water, flattery. Lear, 111. 2. 10. 
Courtier, sb. a wooer. A. & C. IL. 6. We 
Court of guard, sb. a guard-house. x H 6. 11. 1. 
4; Oth. IL. x, 220; IL. 3.216; A. & C. LV. 9. 25 


32. 

Courtship, sb. courtly manners. L. L. L. v. 2. 
363; 2 H 6. I. 3. 57- 4 J 

Cousin, sb, any one not in the first degree of 
relationship. Used of a nephew, Jolin, 111. 
3.713; a niece, Tw. N. I, 3.53 an. uncle, Tw. 

. I. 5.1313 & brother-in-law, x i 4. Ill. x 

sr; anda grandchild, John, 11. 3. 27- 


Covent, sb. convent. M. for M. Iv. 3. 1335 
8. IV. 2. 19. - 
Cover, v.t. to Tay the table for dinner. M. of 
V. Il. 5. 65 


Coverture, sb. cover, shelter. M. A. III. x. 30. 
Covering. Cor. I. 9. 46. 

Covetousness, 3b. eager desire. John, IV. 2. 29. 

Cowardship, sb. cowardice. Tw. N. IIT. 4. 423- 

Cowish, adj. cowardly. Lear, IV, 2.12. 

Cowl-staff, sb. a statf or pole used for carry ne 
a tub or basket borne by two persons. M. W. 
TIT. 3. 156. 

Coxcomb, sb. a fool’s cap which was orna- 
mented with a cock’scomb. M. W. V. 5- 2463 


Lear, I. 4. 1°5¢C-Q Kashmir Research Insti ute Ree by cendont og 
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Cox my passion. A euphemism for ‘Gods’ 
passion.’ A. W. Vv. 2.42. See T.ofS. Iv: x. x21. 

Coy, v.t. to fondle, caress. M. N’s Dr. IV. 1. 2+ 
v.t. to disdain. Cor. V. 1. 6. 

Coystril, sb. a groom. Tw. N. I. 3. 43. 3 

Cozen, v.t. to cheat. M. W. Iv. 5. 95, 965 
M. of V. I. 9. 38. 

Cozenage, sb. deceit. M. W. Iv. 5.64; Ham. v. 


2. 67. 

Cozener, sb. a cheater. 1H 4. 1. 3. 2553 Lear, 
IV. 6. 167. 

Cozier, a botcher, cobbler. Tw. N. 1. 3. 27; 

Grab, 3b. a wild apple. Tp. 11. 2. 171; M. N’s 
Dr. If. x. 48. 

Crack, vi. to boast. L, L. L, rv. 3. 268. sd, an 
urchin, 2H 4. III. 2. 34; Cor. I. 3. 74. The 
change of the voice on entering manhood. 
Cym. Iv. 2.236. : 3 

Cracked within 'the ring. If the crackin a coin 
extended to the inner circle enclosin the 
sovereign’s head, the coin was wort hless. 
Ham. Il. 4. 448. 

Cracker, sb. a boaster. John, Tl. 1.147. 

Crack-hemp, sb. a rogue who deserves fionging. 
T. of S. Vv. x. 46. : 

Craft, v.i. have crafted fair=have made nice 
work of it. Cor. Iv. 6. 118. 

Craftsmen, sb. mechanics. R 2. 1. 4. 28. 

Crank, sb. a winding passage. Cor. I. x. fee 

Crank, v.7. to wind crookedly, twist. V. & A. 
682; 1 H 4. Ill. 1. 98. 

Crants, sb. a garland, chaplet. Ham. v. 1. 255. 

Grare, sb. a small vessel or fishing-boat. Cym. 
LV. 2. 205 

Craven, v.t. to make cowardly. Cym. 111. 4. 80. 

Graven, sb. a beaten cock, T. of S. 11 x. 228, 

Crazed, ga: damaged, having a flaw in it. 
M. N’s Dr. I. 1. 92. 

Cream, v.t. to form a covering on the surface 
like cream. M. of V.1. 1. 89. 

Create, p.p. created. M. N’s Dr. v. 1. 4123 
John, LV. x. 107. 

Credent, adj. credulous. Ham. I. 3. 30. Credi- 
ble. W. T. 1. 2. ae A credent bulk=a 
mass of-credit. M. for M. Iv. 4. 29, 

Credit, sb. belief, current opinion. Tw. N. 
IV. 3. 6. 

Crescent, adj. increasing. Ham. 1. 3. 113 A. 
&C. II. 1. 10. ‘ P 

Crescive, a growing, haying the power of 

-_ growth. 5. 1. 1. 66. : 

Cressets, sb. baskets of fire carried at the end of 
poles and serving as portable beacons, : H 4. 
Ill. 1. 15. 

Crest, v.t. toform the crestof. A. &C.v. 2, 83. 

Crestless, adj. not entitled to bear a heraldic 
crest. x H6. II. 4. 85. 

Crimeful, adj. erininal’ Ham. rv. 7. 7- 

Crisp, ad, Tp. IV. 1. 130; 1 H 4. I. 


, curled. 

3. J e 
Critic, sb. a censurer, cynic. T. & C. V. 2. 13% 

adj. censorious. » Li, IV. 3. 17 
Critical adi, censorious, cynical. Ot! 

1205 AM N’s Dr. V. 1. 54. 
Crone, sb. an old woman. W. T. 1. 3. 76. 
Crop, v.i. to yield acrop. A. & C. IL 2. 233. 
Cross, sb. money, so called because stamped 
2 H 4. I. 2. 2530 


TI. 1. 


SSeS 


oceans 
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Crossed, p.». furnished with crosses or money. 
Tim. I. 2. 168. 

Cross-gartered, adj. wearing the garters above 
and below the knee so as to be crossed at the 
back of the leg. Tw. N. 11. 5. 167. 

Cross- artering, 8. wearing the garters crossed. 
Tw. N. UI. 4. 2 

Cross-row, sb. the: alphabet. Barat 35. 

Crow-flowers, sb. the commoner nda ranun- 
culus. Ham. IV. 7. 170. 

Crow-keeper, sb. a boy whose business it was 
to keep the crows from the corn. R. & J. 1. 
4.6; Lear, Iv. 6. 88. 

ror ce Ge coroner. 


Ghee AN coro T. &C. prol. 6; A.&C. 
IV. 22, 27/5 Ve 2 

Crudy, ad. raw, ‘erie: 2H 4. 106. 

Cruel garters. A pun on “cruel” yaa crewel 
or worsted. ‘Lear, It. 4. 7. 

Crusado, sb. a Foriguese coin worth between 
63. and 7s. Oth. 111. 4. 26. 

Crush “to crush a cup is equivalent to 
Maeldea note R. & J. 1. 2. 86. 

Cry, sb. race M. N's Dr. Iv. r. 128: Cor. 
III. 3. 120. Report. Oth. rv. x. 1273 T. &C. 
IU. 3. 184. v2. Cried in the top of mine= 
loudly exceeded mine. Ham. Il. 2. 459. Cried 
out in the top of Ouesion suouled at the top 
of their voices. am. Il. 2. 356. 

Cry aim. See Aim. 

Cry on, to cry aloud. ae 3. V. 3- 2313 Ham. 
V. 2. 3753 Oth. v. x. 

CHa, adj. wacked dry by cubs. Lear, 
Il. 

Cabiculos “ab. bedroom. Tw. N. 1m. 2. 56. 

Cuckoo-buds, sb. some species of ranunculus or 
crowtonts but itis notcertain which. L. L. L. 


2. 906. 

Cukee. flowers, called also ladies’ smocks, and 
wild Miao ae (Cardamine pratensis). 
Lear, Iv. 

Csteelied, rH D. Sviade by a cudgel. 


Tw. N. 1.5. 142; Ham. 


H 5. v. 1. 


cue, sb. a catchword ; the signal Coluplaver to 
be ready with his part. M. W. m1. 3. 30% 
M. N’s Dr. mi. x. 78. Used figurativel y. 
Ham. Il. 2+ 587; Oth. 1. 2. 83. 

gee. sb. armour for the thighs. x H 4. rv. 1. 


Cuilion, sb. abase fellow. H 5. 111. 2.22; 2H6.’ 


ulin, adj. base, mean. Lear, 11. 2. 36. 

Culverin, sb. a kind of cannon. 1 H-4. 1. 3. 56. 

Cunning, 8b. Poo eaters skill, power. Ot TIL. 
493, Lp. 111. Ri Ham. 11. 2. 461. adj. 
owing, skilful, 'w. N. I. 5.258; Ham. m1. 
139. Skilfully wrought, R2. I. 3. 163: 

bth: V. 2. 11. 
pupbeard v.t, to hoard, store up. Cor. I. x. 


Curb, 2,2. to bow, cringe. 


Ham. It. 4. 155. 
Curdied, PP. congealed. a 


Cor. v. 3. 66. 


Curiosity, nicety, ‘scrupulous exactness, 
critica chit ar, I. 1.6; 1. 2. 451. 4. 
75; Tim. Iv. 


Coren a SR RAT Bh Ah 


GLOSSARY 


with care. V. & A. 73433 H.6. I 5. 53. 


pas Ciee Nay minute. W. T. ee 7, 
; 7. & C. mt (Re : 
Curious-knotted, aa laid out in fanciful plots, 
» Li. I. 1. 249. 
Curranee, sb. current, action of acurrent. H 5, 
+ 34 
cues ue ae ‘occurrents,’ occurrences, 


1H 4. 
Curry, te 403 igs raattary: 24, V.1 82. 
Cursorary, adj. cursory, anes Hs. V. 2. 77. 
Curst, adj. ill-tempered, crabbed. V. SA 9873 
‘M.A, I. 1. 22; Lear, 1. 1. 67. 
Curstness, 3b ill-humour, Spitefulness. A&C, 


II. 2. 25. 

Curtal, can dean soe tail. M. W. 1.1, 
1143 ©. of B. IU 

Curtal, sb. the name Sofi a jHioree, from his having 
a docked tail. A. W. 1. 3. 65. 

OME -axe, sb. a cutlass. As, I. 3. 1193 Hs. rv. 


Custalorum. A blunder for Custos Rotulorum, 


. Won 7 
Custard-coflin, sb. the raised crust of a custard. 
of S. Iv. 3. 82. 
Castomes aes ae woman. A, W. ¥. 3. 2873 
Oth. Lv. 


Cut, sb. a bobtailed horse. Tw. N. 11. 3. 

Cut'and longtail. All of every sort, both ishord 
and long tailed. “M. W. 11. 4. 47- 

Cuts, to draw. To draw lots, by means of 
straws os sacs cut of uneven lengths. C. of 


Cutile, fa 5 Sully. 2H4. 4. 139. 
Cypress, sb. crape. Tw. aie we 1323 
IY. 2. 221. 


W. T. 


Daff, v.t. to doff. Comp. 297; A. & C. Iv. 4. 
133 to put aside, put ott. MM A. I. 3. 1763 V. 
1. 78; Oth. Ly. 2. 176. 

Dagonet. A foolish. knight at the court of 
King Arthur. 2 H 4. m1. 2. 3 

Daintry. Daventry, 3H6. Vv. 

Dainty. To make dainty = x affect to be deli- 
cate or over-nice. R. & J. 1. 5. 21. 
peipeecs fae ea sadihigaal scene of Abel’s mur: 


Payee to coudénmn: J.C. Iv. 1.6; A. &C. 


Damacellis Damsel. L. L. I. rv. 2. 132: 
Dan._Lord, master; corrupted from dominus. 
» L. L. m1. x. 182. 
Dance, v.¢. to make to dance. Cor. TV. 5. 122, 
Dancing-horse. A famous horse ied to 
Bankes, a Scotehman. L. L. L. 1. 
panei rapier, an ornamental sword, ot, AL 
I. 
Danger. ain stand within a person’s danger Hg 
to be in his power, to be liable to a penalt 
be pnilrcles y him or at his suit. M. o 
IV. 1. 180, 
Dank, adj. damp. M. N’s Dr. tt. 2. 75; Be 
pear ae “cect, -F 
ankish, adj. dampis| Ce) A 
Dansker, 3b. bia Danes Ham. 1, pe 


stabeldpeyseeaaei 1G Saeed ai 4. Iv. t 78. 








GLOSSARY 


Dare ne to daze, ferry, make to crouch in 
lV. H8. 11. 2. 282, 

petal, ae full "od defiance. Mac. v. 5. 6. 

Darkling, adv. in the dark, M. N’s Dr. 11 2. 
86; Lear, I. 4. 237. 

Darksome, adj. dark. Luer. 379+ 

Darnel, sb. rye-grass, Loliwmn temulentum. 
H 5. V. 2.453 Lear, Iv. 

parrueny Dat. to set In anders arrange. 3H 6. 


Il, 2. 726 

Dash, ¢ sh, amarkof disgrace. Lucr. 206; W.T. 
Y. 2. 122. At first “dash =at the first onset, 
from. the first, x H6.1. 2. 71. 

Dash, v.t. to disconcert, put Gi een Lames, 
depress, L. L. L. V.2 853 Oth. 111. 3. 21 

Date-broke.. Date-broke bonds are bonds which 
have not been met a the date at which they 
were due, Tim. II. 2. 37. 

eee abs endless” onn, XXX. 6; Re. 1. 


1 
Daub, ae! to ee diseerhbles R 3. ML. 5. 293 
Lear, 1V. x. 53. 
paubelys sb. false pretence, imposition. M. W. 
2. 186. 
Day: bed, sb. a couch or sofa. Tw. N. IL 5. 543 
3. III. 7. 72+ 
ae Pies sb. adairy woman. L, L. L. 1. 2. 
Dante vi. Bt} eg dazzled. 3 H 6. I. 1. 253 
T. A. U1. 
Deaf, v.t. to fdeatent John, 11 1. 147; L. L. L. 


- 874. 

. a part, portion. No deal=nothing. 

P. 271. vi. dealt on lieutenantry = 
acted by substitute. A. & ©. I. x1. 39. 
Deal i us 3 command = wield her authority. 

p. Vv. 7. 

Dear, from its original sense of costly, precious, 
comes,to mean reat, intense, grievous. Dear 
pee . V. 2. 874~ eeneulinese 

¥. 2 Sor. Dear offence: John. 
I. 1. 2573 H II. 2. 181. 
Deared, p.: endeared. A. & C.1 

Dearly, De beartily, gee. 
Exeellently. IIL. 3. 963 

Dearth, sb. scarcity, dearness. Ham, v. 2. r2 

Death-practised, adj. whose death is plotted. 
Lear, 1v. 6. 284. 

Deathsman, sd. executioner. 

Cr. roor. 

Death-tokens. Plague spots. T. & C. 11. 3. 187. 

Debate, sb. conten quarrel. M. N’s Dr. 1. 1. 

vt. to sconteng about. 

+ Ham. I 


Vv. 
1 Fabater ME for Ma. ¥. 25 993 
ise V. 2. 45: 
Debile adj. weak, A. W. II. 3. 393 Cor. I. 9. 
Debtor and creditor. An account book. Oth. 





Han, Wy. 3. 43. 
Cym. II. 2. 


Lear, IV. 6. 263; 


I, 1.313 Cym 
Deboshed, ».p. debauched, dissolute. Tp. 11. 
2.29; A. W. Il. 3. 145. 


Debted, p.p. indebted. C. of E. Iv. 1. 3x 

Deceivable adj. deceptive. Tw. N. IV. 3. 21+ 
Decent, adj. becoming. H 8. Iv. 2. 145+ 

Deceptious, adj. deceptive. ‘I’. & C. Vv. 2. 123- 


Decern, blunder esc oucsienraibeaeaaiae fh 
4D 
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Deck, sb. a pack of cards. oe V. Te 44= 

Deck, v.t. to bedew. Tp. 1. 2. 

Wea v.t. to ae clear, explain. Hs.1.1 
96 V. 5. 

Meclenstonk oe deterioration, » fing from bad 
to worse. . III. 7. 189; Ham. Il. 2. 149. 
Decline, v.t. é end arises down, C. of E. m1. 
2. 44, 1393 Lear, Iv. 2. 22. To go through 
from beginning to end, as i schoolboy his 
declensions. 9: & C. I. 3. 55+ 
Declined, po. fate” itnbied. qT. & C. mL 

3. 76; 1V. 5. 189. Il. 7R77 
Dedicate, 7. BeBe ed Sr for M. 1 
2 H6, Y. 2. 37. 
Deed of saying, The doing Suet has been said 
romised. ‘Tim. v. 
Deed less, adj. inactive. 7 7 C. IV. 5. 98. 
eem, 36. doom, judgement, opinion. 1. &C. 


2. 1545 


IV. 
Dean tant adj. deep-fetched. 2H 6. Il. 4. 33+ 
Deer, sb. game. Lear, 111. 4. 144. 
Defame, sd. infamy. Bex 768, 817, 1033. 
Default, sb. fault. C. of E. I. 2. 52; 1 H6. I. 


re et In the default= at a pinch. A. W. IL 
Defeat, “w.t. to destroy. oe IV. Me 160. To 
disguise, disfigure. Oth. 1. Far 
Defeat, sb. tuin, destruction. N A. IV. t0 483 
Ham. I. 2. 508. 
Defeature, sb. cisfigurement: C. of E. 1. x 
98; V. 1.299; V. WA. 7. ec > 
Defence, sb. fencing, ‘Sronilay skill in 
weapons. Tw. N. IIL. 4. 240; Ham. tv. 7 98- 
etend, we ie Boric: aL A. IL. 1. 983 IV. 2. 
Defendant, vai, seen H 
Detensible, 7 Eanabie of offering’ d defence. 
3. 383 5. III. 3152. 
Denke, Mab: Srequncition’ MM? for M. 11. - 143 
Definement, sb. definition, description. Ham, 
"| Deforined, i. deforming, disfiguring. C. of 
Defily, Gait “dexterousy, peas BEG 1. 68. 
Defunction, sb. death. Hs. 1. 
"| Defunctive, adj. funereal, oamine the dead. 
heen. 
Defuse, v.¢. to render disordered, so as not to 


be recognized. Lear, 1 ine 
Defused, Gas disordered shapeless. H 5. v. 2 


6x; R. 3. I. 2. 78. 
Defy, v.¢. to renounce. John, It. 4. 23; Tw. 
N. 111. 4. 108. 


Degree, 3b. a step, as of a sles or ladder. 
J. CG. 11. x. 26; Cor. 1. 

Deject, v.t. to cast down. ‘T. & C. 11. 2. x21. 

Deject, ap dejected. T. & C. IL. 2. 50; Ham. 
Il. 1. x 

Delated, aay. set forth in detail. Ham. I. 2. 33. 
The folios! read ‘dilated,’ probably another 
form of the same word. 

Delation. Glose delation =secret information. 
Oth. m1. 

Delectable, radi *Aclightful. ze & 3. 70 


Delicates, sb. delicacies. 3 H6. 
Delighted, adj, framed for delight a8 for ML. 
Ill. x. 121. Delightful ‘htful. Oth. 1. 3. 290; Cym. 


titute+DiGitzed by SGangoti 


= 








GLOSSARY 


Design, v-t. to designate, mark out, prescribe, 
Re. I. x. 203; Ham. i194. ‘ 

Designment, sb. design, enterprise. Cor. V. 6, 
35; Oth. IL. x. 22. : s 

Desire...of. This construction occurs in M, 
N’s Dr. Ul. x. 185, 1933 M. of Y. IV. 3. 4023 
AS, V. 4- 56. 

Desperate, Bk bold, reckless. R. &J. 111. 4. 12, 

Despised, adj. despicable, hateful. Rea, 1 3.95. 

Despite, 3b. spite, malice, Tw. N. U1. 4. 243; 
Oth. rv. 2116. vt. to spite, vex. M.A. 1, 


1146 
Delve, vt. to dig. Ham. Il. 4- 208; Sonn. 


ae sé di Ham. V. 1. 15 

ver, 3b. a er. Ve Te 15+ s 

Ee wr. to behave. C. of E. Iv. 3. 833 V- 
. 88. 

Dement, sb. merit, desert. Cor. I. x. 2763 
Mac. Iv. 3. 226; Oth. I. 2. 22. 

Demise, oe to grant, transfer; as an estate for 

term of years. 3 IV. 4. 2476, 
Demurely, dla jeobetly, solemnly. MM. of V. 11. 
3 1 IV. 9. 32+ 
Demuring, looking demitrely. A. & C. 1V. 15. 


29. 

Denay, sb. denial. Tw. N. 11. 4. 127. 

Denay'd, p.p. denied. 2H 6. I. 3. 107- 

Denier, sb. a very small coin, equal in value to 
the twelfth part of a French sou. T. of S. 
Ind. 1. 9; 1 H 4. 11. 3. 91; BR 3. 1. 2. 252. 

Denotement, sb. noting, observation. Oth. 11. 

1» 3236 

Denounce, .t. to declare. A. & C. m1. 7. 5. 

Denunciation, sb. formal announcement. 
for M. I. 2. 152. 

Deny, v.t. to refuse. R 2. 10. x. 204; Mac. 11. 


4. 128, ‘ 
Depart, sb. departure. Two G. v. 4. 96; 2H6. 
Tx.2 Death, 3H6. 1.1. 110 . 
Depart, v.%. to part. John, 11 x. 563; Tim. 1. 










































2. 31. 

Detect, Ge to discover, disclose. 3 H 6, 11. 2, 
1433 tv 3.1. 4. 14% | 

Determinate, v.t. to bring to an end. R21 
3.150. p.p.ended. Sonn, LXXXVIT. 4. , De- 
tecainedl upon. Tw. N.11. 1. x1. Decided. 
H8. 11 4. 1763 Oth. 1v. 2. 232. 

Determination, sb. the coming to an end of a 
lease. Sonn. XIII. 6. 

Determine, v.t. to putanendto. 2H 4. Iv. 5. 
82; 1 H6. 1V. 6.9. v.2. to end, come to an 
end. Cor. II. 3. 43; Y. 3.120; A. & C. 1m, 


13. 161. 
Detest.. A blunder for ‘protest.’ M. W. 1. 4. 
1603 M. for M. IL. 1. 69, Ka 
Devest, v.t. to undress, Oth, If. 3. 18r. 
Devote, adj. devoted. T. of S. 1. x. 32. 
Devoted, adj. consecrated, holy. R Fs I. 2. 35 
Dewlap, sb. the loose flesh about the throat. 
M. N's Dr. If. x. 50. 
Dexteriously, adv. dexterously. Tw N. 1. 5. 66. 
Dexterity, sb. swiftness. Ham. I. 2. 157. 
Diablo (Span.), devil. Oth. 11. 3. 160. . 
Dialogue, v.7. to converse, take both parts in a 
conversation. Tim. If. 2. 52. 
Dian’s bud, sb. perhaps the ad of the Agnus 
Castus or Chaste Tree. M. N’s Dr. Iv. 1. 78 
Diaper, sb. a towel. T. of S. Ind. 1. 57. 
Dich. Said to be a corruption of ‘doit.’ Tim. 


I. 2. 73. 
Dickon, Dick. RB 3. V..3. 305. 
Diet, sb. prescribed regimen. Two G. 11 x. 253 
‘Tim. IV. 3. 87. s 
Diet, v.t. to keep strictly, as Dye certain regi- 
A. W. v. 


1. 263. 
Departing, sb. parting, separation. 3 H 6. 1. 


6. 43. 
Depend, v.7. to lean. Cym. 11. 4. 91 To be 
pendent. ‘Lear, I. 4. 271; M. for M. 111. 2. 
28. Toimpend. R. & 5. It. x. 124. To be 
in suspense. Cym. IV, 3. 23. 
Dependant, adj. impending. T. & C. 11. 3. 2r. 
Depose, v.t. tocxamine upon oath. R2. I. 3. 30. 
Depravation, sb. detraction. T. & C. v. 2. 132. 
Deprave, v.t. to vilify. M.A. Vv. x. 95; Tim. 1. 


2. 145+ 

Deprive, v.¢. to take away. Lucr. 1752; Ham. 
I. 4. 73- 

Denutedon, sb. office of deputy. T. & C. 1. 3. 
152. b ; 

Deracinate, v.t. to uproot, extirpate. H 5. v. 2. 


473 LT. & C. I. 3. 99. men. Cym. II, 4. 1835, A » 3s 221. 
Derived, BD. descended. Iwo G. Vv. 2. 23;] Dieter, sb. one who administers food in sick- 
M. N’s Dr, 1. 1. ness, Cym. IY. 2. 


- Sie fet ayes 
Difference, sb. a mark of distinction in heraldry. 
M. A. I. x. 69. Variance, strife, Cor. Vv. 3. 
zor; J. C. I. 2. 40. 
Differency, sb. difference. Cor. v. 4.11. 
Diffidence, sb. distrust, suspicion. John,’ 1. z. 
653 Lear, I. 2. 161. 
Diffused, adj. wild, irregular, M. W. Iv. 4. 54: 
Digressing, pr. p. transgressing. R 2. V. 3. 66. 
Digressions sb. transgression. Luer. 202. 
L. L. i. 2. rer. 


Dig you den, Give you good even. L. L. L. Iv. 


Ie 42. 

Dildo, the burden of asong. W. TT. 1Vv. 4. 195+ 

Diminutives, sb. the smallest pieces of coin. 
A. &C. IV. 12. 37. 

Dint, Ce impression, V. & A. 354; J. C. ul 
2. 198, 

Direction, sb. military skill. RB 3. v. 


3-16. , 
some word which 
Pes A Cor, LY. 5: 222 


Dem, adj. secret. Pe. I. prol. rs. 

Derozate, vi. to degrade oneself, do that which 
is derogatory. Cym. II. 1. 48, 5t. 

Derogate, p.p. degraded, dishonoured. Lear, 


I. 4. 302. 
Derogately, adv. depreciatingly. A. & C. m 


2. 34. r i 
Descant, sb. the variations upon an air. Two 
G.1. 2.94. Used figuratively. R 3. 1. 7. 49. 
Descant, v.7. to sing variations upon an air. 
Lucr. 11343 Be I. x. 27. 
Descending, sb. descent, Tineage. Per. Y. 1. 129. 
Descension, sb. descent, decline. 2 H 4. 11. 2. 


193- 
Desc, sb. discovery. The main descry stands 
on the hourly thought=the view of the main 


body is hourly expected. Lear, Iv. 6. 217. 
, v.t. to discover Lear, IV. 5. 13 +B 3. 


Desezved, adj. B&ebrisash ou; Reseacgh Insti 


| 
| 
| 





GLOSSARY 


Directive, adj. capable of being directed. T. & 


i Te. 30 350° 
Directly, adv. clearly, undoubtedly. Oth. 1. 1. 
221; Cym. I. 4. 171+ 
Disable, vt. to disparage. As, IV. 3. 343 V- 


. 80, 

Disanimate, v.t, to discourage. 1116. 111. 1. 183. 

Disappointed, adj. unfurnished, unprepared. 
Ham. I. 5.775, , : 

Disaster, v.t. to injure, ruin. A. & C. 11, 7. 18. 

Pisbench, v.t. to drive from a seat. Cor. 11. 


2. 75+ 

Disbranch, v.71. to tear away asa branch. Lear, 
IV. 2. 34+ 

Discandy, v.i. to thaw. A. & C. 111. 13. 165; 
IV. 12. 22. 

Discase, v.17. to unmask. Tp. v. 1.85; W. T. 
IV. 4. 648. 4 

Discernings, sb. powersof discernment, percep- 
tive faculties. Lear, I. 4. 248. ~ 

Discharge, v.t. to perform, as an actor his part. 
M. N’s Dr. I. 2. 953 1V. 2. 83; Cor. III. 2, 106. 

Discharge, sb. performance. ‘Tp. If. 1. 254. 

Discipled, p.p. taught, trained. W. I. 2. 28. 

Disclaim in. To disown. Lear, I. 2. 59. 

Disclose, v.t. to hatch. Ham. v. x. 310. 

Disclose, sb. the chipping of the shell. Ham. 
III. 1. 174. j 

Discomfit, sb. discomfiture, discouragement. 
2 H6, V. 2. 86. A 

Discomfortable, adj. having no word of com- 
fort. R 2. III. 2. 36. 

Discommend, v.t. to disapprove. Lear, II. 2. 


116. 

Discontent, sb. a malcontent. 1H 4. v. 1. 763 
A. & C. I. 4. 39. 

Discontenting, adj. discontented. W. T. Iv. 


4+ 543 
Discourse, sb. reasoning. Tw. N. Iv. 3. 123 
T. & C. 11. 3. 183. Discourse of reason=the 
reasoning faculty, the power of arguing from 
premises to conclusion, Ham. I. 2. 150. 
Discover, v.t. to reveal, disclose. Tw. N. 1. 5. 
173; R. & J. U1. x. 147. 
Discoverer, sb. a scout. a H 4. Iv. x. 3. 
Discovery, sb. reconnoitring, the report of 
scouts. Mac. v. 4. 6; Lear, v. 1. 53- 
Disdained, adj. disdainful. x H 4. I. 3. 183. 
Disease, sb. trouble, disorder. Lear, I. r. 177. 
Disedge, v.t. to take off the edge of appetite. 
Cym, MI. 4. 96. 
Dis! umish, v.¢. to deprive. 
‘Two G. Iv. 1. 14. x 
Disgracious, adj. wanting grace, unpleasing. 
R 3. ILI. 7. 1125 IV. 4. 177+ 
Dishabited, p.p. ‘dislodged. John, 1. 1. 220. 
Dishonest, adj. unchaste. Tw. N. 1. 5.46; Hs. 


I. 2. 49. 
Dishonesty, sb. unchastity. M. W. Iy. 2. 140. 
Dishonoured, adj. dishonourable. Cor. II. r. 
60; Lear, ¥..r. 23% 0 
Disjoint, ».y. disjointed, out of joint. Ham. I. 


Tim. OL 2. 49. 


2. 20. 
Dislike, v.t. to displease. R. & J. Il. 2 613 
Oth. Ir. 3. 49. 
Disliken, v.t. to disguise. W. I. rv. 4. 666. 
Dislimn, v.t. to efface, obliterate. A. & C. Iv. 
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Dismay, v.2. to be filled with dismay. 1 H 6. 

OL 3. 1 

Disme, sb. a tenth. T. & C. 11. 2. 19. 

Disnatured, adj. unnatural. Lear, T. 4. 305. 

Disorbed, p.p. thrown out of its orbit or sphere. 
T. &CLIL 2. 46. 

Dispark, v.t. to destroy the enclosures of a 

ark. 2. IIL. 1. 23. 
Dispatched, p.p. deprived, bereaved. Ham. T. 


a 

Dispiteous, adj. pitiless. John, IV. 1. 34- 

Disponge, v.t. to squeeze out as if from a 
sponge, A. & C. Iv. 9. 13. 

Dispose, sb. disposal. Two . TI. 7. 865 John, 
I. x. 263. Disposition. T. & C. 11 3. 1743 
Oth. I. 3. 403. 

Dispose, v.i. to arrange, make terms, A. & C. 
IV. 14, 123. 

Disposed, adj.in the humour formirth. L.L.L, 
IL. 1. 250; V. 2. 466; L'w. N. IT. 3. 88. 

Disposer, sb. manager, T. & C. 11. x. 95. Or 
it may be one who disposes or inclines others 
to mirth. « 

Disposition, sb. settlement, maintenance. Oth. 


I. 3. 237. : , 
Dispraisingly, adv. disparagingly. Oth. 11. 3. 


‘2s 

Disproperty, v.t. to take away. Cor. I. 1. 264. 
Dispursed, p.p. disbursed, 2 H 6. 111. x. 117. 
Disputable, adj. disputatious. As, I. ee 6. 
Dispute, v.t. to discuss, reason upon. W. 7 Iv. 

4. 4113 Mac. IV. 3. 220. . 
Disquantity, v.t. to diminish. Lear, I. 4. 270. 
Disseat, v.t. to unseat, dethrone. Mac. v. 3. 21. 
Dissemble, «.7.. to disguise oneself. Tw. N. rv. 


Dissembly. Blunder for ‘assembly.’ M. A. 


IV. 2. 1. 

Dissolution, sb. melting. W. T. Ul. 5. 1183 
Luer. 355- ¢ 

Distain, v.t. to stain, defile. R 3. v. 3. 3223 


W8o\ O12 3.24%. 3 
Distance, sb: hostility, variance. Mac. U1. x. 


115. 

Distaste, v.i. to be distasteful. Oth. m1. 3. 327. 
vt. to make distasteful. T. & C. um. 2, 123, 
To loathe. T. &C, 11. 2. 66, 

Distasteful, adj, repulsive. Tim. 11. 2. 220. 

Distemper, sb. disturbance of mind. H 5. 11. 2. 
54; Ham. II. 2. Sk 

Distemper, ae to i ate ae Ix. 5. 
istempered, p.p. disturbed. John, II. 4. 154. 
Heenan discomposed. John, Iv. 3. 213 

Dp. IV. x. 145+ : 

Distemperature, sb. disorder of body. C. of EB. 

y. 1.82. Disturbance of mind. M. N’s Dr. 

tr. xr. 106; R. & J. 1. 3. 403 Per. V. xr 27 

Discomposed appearance. x i 4e Vanes 

Distilled, p.p. melted. Ham. I. 2. 204. 

Distilment, sd. distillation. Ham. 1. 5. 64. 

Distinctly, adv. separately, Tp. I. 2. 200; Cor. 
Ill. 1. 206; IV. 3.48 

Distinguishment, sb. distinction. W. T. 1. x. 


86. 

Distractions, sb. divisions, detachments, A.& C. 
TIL. 7. 77+ _ sf 

Distrain, v.¢. to seize, take possession of. Re. 
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1148 : 
Distraught, adj. distracted, mad. R 3, Ill. 5- 9 ti We N.i.5.25t. Towithdraw. 2H 4, 
miheaeal oa oatined by misery and toil. Drawer, sb. a tapster, waiter. M. W. 11. 2. 165, 


1H 4, Il. 4, 7- 

Drawn, imateing! the sword drawn. Tp. 11, 
I, 3085 M. N’s Dr. 111. 2. 402. 

Drawn of heaviness=emptied by sorrow. Cym, 
V. 4. 168. 

Dravn fox. A hunted fox, and therefore full 
of cunning. 1 H 4, IIT. 3. 129. ‘ 

Dravoly adv. with dread or apprehension, 


. LV. 1. 287. { 
Dinvelue aie fa depreciate. M. for M. v. x 


221. 
Disvouch, v.t. to contradict. M. for M. Vv. 4. x. 
Divedapper, sb. a didapper, dab-chick. V.& A. 


86. ; 
Diverted, p.p. turned from its natural course. 


As, I. 3. 37: 

ivi e, adj. divided. T. & C.1.| _ M. for ML. Iv. 2. 150. 
pita poeta Dress, v.t. to prepare, make ready. H 5. Iv. x. 
Dividant, adj. separate, different. Tim. IV. 3. 5. 


. 10; T, & C. I. 3. 166. 
Division, sb. variation. x H 4, II. x. 2113 KR. & Dribbling, adj. used of an arrow weakly shot, 
J. IIL. 5. 29 


not aimed point blank. M. for M. 1. 3. 2. 
Divorcement, sb. divorce. Oth. Iv. 2.158. __ | Drive, v.t. to rush impetuously. T. A. 11. 3.64. 
Divulged, p.p. published, proclaimed. “Iw. N. Drollery, sb. a puppet show. ‘Tp. 111. 3.21. A 
I. 5. 279. Wat diyulged=of good repute. humorous painting. 2 H 4. IL. 1. 156. 
Dizzy, adj. causing dizziness. Lear, 1v. 6.12. | Droplet, sb. a little ‘OP, tear, Tim. V. 4. 76. 
Dizgy-eyed, adj. blinded, as if by giddiness.| Drouth, sb. thirst. V. & A. 544. Per. 1 
x1 H6. 1V. 7. 11 


3 prol. 8. 
Do, in the phrases, Do him dead=put him to | Drovier, sb, drover. M. A. Il. x. 201. 
ath. 316.1. 4. 108. Do to death=put to | Drowse, v.1. to grow drowsy. x H 4, 1. 2. 8r. 
death, it. AL ¥. 3.33 2H6, Ul. 2. 179. Do| Drugs, sb. drudges. ‘Tim. Iv. 3. 254. 
me right=give me satisfaction; by fighting, | Drum. John Drum’s entertainment is a good 
M. A. v. x. 149; or drinking, 2 Hy V. 3.76.) beating. A. W. III. 6, ae 
See Oth. 11. 3. 89, 90 Could not do withal= Drumble, v.2. to be sluggish or awkward. M.W. 
could not help it. M. of V. m1. 4. 72. IM. 3. 156. 
Document, sb. precept, instruction. Ham. tv. | Dry, adj. thirsty. Tp. 3.2. 112; T. of 5. V. 2. 144. 
5.178. Dry-beat, v.t. to thrash, cudgel. L. L. L. v. 2 
Doff, vt. to put off. T. of S. 1 2.1023 John,| 263, BR. & J. U0. x. 825 1V. 5.126. 
Ill. x. 128. Dr foot. To draw dryfoot is to track game by 
Dog-apes, sb. male apes. As, IT. 5. 27. 


the scent. CO. of E. Iv. 2. 39. 
Dog-fox, sb. a male fox. T. & C. v. 4. 12. are 


: : Ducdame, the burden of a song, which is pro- 
Dogged, adj. cruel, unfeeling. John, Iv. x.129;| _ bably intentional nonsense. As, II. 5. 56, 60. 
1Y. 3. 149; 2H 6, Ill. x. 158. 


Dudgeon, sb. the handl eger. Mac. Il. 
Doit, sb. the German deut. The smallest piece e handle(otia daggers: Ma 


. 1. 46. 
of money, a half-farthing. Tp. 1. 2. 33;| Due, v.¢. to endue. x H6. Iv. 


M 3. 141. Duello, sb. the duelling code. t hh. I. 2. 1855 
Dole, sb. gnet Ham. 1. 2. y ppsteibution: eae Ill. 4: 337 i Y 
2H 4.1.1. 169. Portion. . T. 1. 2. 163. ull, adj. tendin TO! hing. 
Don, v.¢. to put on. Ham. IV. 5s. 52; A. & C. ae H 4 iV. Gh BASU pce cuness, £00 
II. x. 33. : ullard, sb. a stupid, insensibl . Lear, 
Doomed, p.p. decided. Cym. v. 5. 420. If. x. 763 Cym. y 5 265. ia E 
Dotant, sb. dotard. Cor. v. 2. 47. Dumbed, p.p. silenced. “A. & C. 1. 5. so. 
Doubie-fatal, adj. fatal in two ways, the leaves | Dump, 3b. a melancholy strain. Two &. I. 2. 
of the yew being poisonous and the wood 
used for bows as instruments of death. R 2. 
TU. 2. 117. " 
Doubt, sb. fear, apprehension. 3 H 6. Iv. 8. 37. 
Dout, v.t. to put out, extinguish. H 5. rv. 2. 
11; Ham. IV. 7. 192. 
Dowlas, sb. coarse linen. x H 4, 11. 3. 79. 
Dowle, sb. a small particle of plumage, down. 
Tp. IIL. 3. 65. 


855 Lucr. 1127, | | 

Dumps, sb. low spirits, melancholy. M. A. 0. 
3.73; R. & J. lV. 5, 129. 

Dun, sb. a dun horse. In R. & J. 1. 4. 41, there 
is an allusion to a rustic game ‘dun’s in the 
mire,’ in which a log of wood represented a 
horse in the mire, which had to be dragged 
out by the company. 


: ‘ un’s the mouse, a proverbi ion, the 
Down-gyved, adj. hanging down about the} meaning of avitichtialosts  uromion 4" 


ancle like fetters. Ham. Il. 1. 80. Dup, v.t. to do ope, open: 
Down-roping, adj. dripping, like the discharge | Durance, sb. impisonrient Fa Se 675 
from the eyes and nostrils. H 5. Iv. 2. 48. Tw. N. v. 1.283. A suit of durance is a prison 
Deb ab: astrumpet. Ham. II. 2. 61s. dress. C. of H. tv. 3. 27; 1 H 4. 1. 2. 49. 
Drabbing, sb. haunting loose women. Ham. 11.| Dusty. ‘Dusty death,’ in’which the body re 


1. 26. turns to dust. 3 

Draft, sb. refuse, dregs. M. W. tv. 2. 109; 1 Hy. ee teas 
IV. 2. 38. 

Draught, sb. a jakes, privy. T. & C. y. x. 82; 
‘Dim. V. x. x 


Draw, v.t. to Tear Kasnuees saree ‘psi! 


Fach, at. Each joined to the other, end to 
e| Lear, Iv. 6. 53: 


faut D g 3 ; 
ErgiG sed SpUGEgotrHam. 1. 5. 69; Sone 








GLOSSARY 


Fan, v.i. to yean, bring forth young; used of 
ewes. 3 H6. Il. 5. 36. 

Faning time, sb. the time for ewes to yean or 
bring forth their young. M. of V. 1. 3. 88; 
Per. LI. 4. 6. 

Fanling, sb. ayoung lamb. M. of V. 1. 3. 80. 

Ear, v.¢. to plough, till, A. W.1. 3. 47; Ra. 
Ti, 2. 212; A. & G1. 4. 49. 

Faring, sb. ploughing. A. & C. 1. 2, 115. 

Farthed, p.p. buried. Tp, 11. 1. 234. 

Easy, adj. slight, inconsiderable, 2 H 4. v. 2 
qx; 2116, IIL. 1. 133. 

Eche, v.t. to eke out. Per. 111. prol. 13. 

Eestacy, sb, mental disturbance, produced by 
joy, grief, or fear. M. of V. 111. 2. 112; Tp. 
TL 3. 108; M.A. IL 3. 157; Mae. Ill 2, 22; 
Ham. 11. 1. 168. ‘ 

Effect, sb. the accomplishment of a purpose. 
Mac. 1. 5. 48; Ham. 111. 4. 129. Purport. 
‘AS, IV. 3. 353. John, IV, x. 38. 

Effectually, adv. actually, in effect, Sonn. 
Oxy 4 

Etfuse, sb. effusion. 3 H 6. IL. 6. 28. 

Effuse, v.¢. toshed. 1H 6. V. 4. 52. 

Eftest, adj. readiest. M. A. Iv. 2. 38. 

Eftsoons, adv. immediately. Per. V. x. 256. 

Egal, adj. equal. T. A. 1V. 4. 4. 

gall , adv. equally. KR 3. 11. 7.213. 

gs, Will you take eggs for money=will you 

e imposed upon? W. T. I. 2. 161. 
Eglantine, sb. the sweet-briar. M. N’s Dr. 11. x. 
eal ary: 2. 223. FE, 

ma, blunder for ‘ enigma. , IIT. 1. 73+ 

Tisel, 3b. vinegar. Sonn. CXI. 10; Ham. v. 1. 
299. 

Eke, adv. also. M. W. I. 3. 1053 I. 3- 773 
M. N’s Dr. 111. x. 97- 

BOW, zt. to stand We the elbow, keep close to. 

AY, LV. 3. 44. 

Eld, sb. old ‘age. M. W. rv. 4. 363; M. for M. 
III. 1. 36. 

Elect, adj. chosen. H 8. I. 4. 60. 

Element, sb. the sky. Tw. N. 1. 1. 26; Hs. Iv. 
1.107; J. C. I. 3. 128. 

El, v.2. to entangle, mat together. Lear, 11. 3. 


10. 
EIf, sb. a fairy. M. N’s Dr. v. x. 400; Tp. Vv. 


I. 
Eiflocks sb. hair matted togethers supposed 
to be the work of fairies. Rt. & J. I. 4.90. 
Elvish-marked, adj. marked by fairies. B 3. 1. 


3.228, 4 
Emballing, sb. the being invested with the ball 
and sceptre at coronation. 1 8. I. 3. 47: 
Embarquements, sb. hindrances, restraints. 
Or. I, 10, 22. 
Embassade, sb. embassy. 3 H 6. IV. 3. 32. 
Embassage, sb. embassy, message. M. 
282; Re. IL. 4.93. 
Embattle, v.7. to form in order of battle. A. &C. 


IV. 9. 3. 
Embattled, p.p. arrayed. M. W. 11. 2. 260; 
ohn, IV. 2. 2003 5 UV. 2.145 
Embayed, p.p. land-locked. Oth. 11. 1, 18. 
Emblaze, v.¢. to blazon, proclaim. 2 H 6. Iv. 


I. 1 





Io. 76. 
Emboss, v.¢. to drive to extremities, hunt down. 
A. W. MII. 6. 10%3C-0 Kashmir Research In 
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Embossed, adj. foaming at the mouth, T. of 
Ind. 1. 17; A. & G. 1v. 13. 3. Swollen, 
prominent. As, II. 7. 67. 
Embounded, p.. enclosed John, Iv. 3. 13% 
Embowelled, p.p. emptied, exhausted. A. W. 
1. 3. 247+ 
eI EReee, sb. embrace. OC. of E. I. 1. 443 
3. IL. 1. 30. 
Embrasure, sb. embrace. T. & C. Iv. 4. 39: 
Embrewed, p.7. bathed in blood. T. A. 11. 3. 222. 
Eminence. Present him eminence=treat him 
with distinction. Mac. 111. 2. 31. 
Emmanuel, formerly written at the head of 
letters and deeds. 2 H 6. IV. 2. 106. 
Emmevw, v.t. to mew up, keep under. M. for 
M1. 1.91. A doubtful word. 
Empale, v.t. toencircle. T. & C. v. 7. 5 
Emperial, blunder for ‘emperor,’ Tit. Lv. 3. 945 
and ‘imperial,’ Tit. Iv. 4. 40. 
Empery, sd. empire, dominion. H 5. 1. 2. 2263 
R 3. UL 7. 136. xt 
Empiricutic, adj. empirical, quackish. Cor. 11. 
1. 128. 
Empoison, v.f. to poison. M. A. II. 1. 863 
Cor. V. 6. rr. 
Emulate, adj. jealous, envious. Ham. I. 1. 83. 
Emulation, sb. jealous rivalry. J. C. 1. 3. 143 
T. & C. 11. 2. 212. 
Emulous, adj. envious. T. & C. 11. 3. 79. 
Enact, sb. action. ‘I. A. IV. 2. 118. 
Enacture, sb. enactment, performance. 
III. 2. 207. : 
Encaye, v.r. to hide oneself. Oth. Iv. 1. 82. 
Enchantingly, adv. as if by enchantment. As, 
I. 1. 174. 
Encompassment, sb. circumvention. Ham. It. 


Ham. 


I. 10. 

Encounters, sb. encounierers, combatants. 
LL. L. v. 82. 

Encumbered, olded. Ham. I. 5. 174. 

End, v.t. to get in the harvest. A corruption of 
‘in.’ Cor. V. 6. 37- 3 

End. Stillan end=continually. C. of E. rv. 
4. 67. There an end=there is no more to say. 
Two G.I. 3. 65; R2. V. 1 69. 

mndamege) v.t. to damage. Two G. IL 3. 433 
1 H6. Il. 1. 77- 

FEndamagement, sb. damage. John, 11. x. 209. 

Endart, v.t. to dart. R. & J. 1. 3. 98. 

Endeared, p.p. bound, indebted. 2 H 4. 11. 3. 
11; Lim. I. 2. 233; Ill. 2. 36. 

Ends, sb. fragments. M. A. 1. x. 290; R3.1 





3. 337: 4 q rt 
Enfeott; v.¢. to give as a fief, or in fee simple. 


1 H 4. Ul. 2. 69. 
Enforce, v.t. to urge, press hard. Cor. 11. 3. 
33 J. C. IV. 3.112. To lay stress upon. Cor. 


Il. 3. 2273 J. C. TI. 2. 43. 
Enforcedly, adv. by constraint. Tim. TV. 3. 241. 
Enforcement, sb. constraint. As, U. 7. 118. 
Violation. Luicr. 1623; R 3. UL. 7. 8 
Enfranched, p.p._enfranchised. A. & OC. ur. 


13- ae g 5 . 
Enireedoming, p7.p. setting at liberty. L. L. L. 
Ill. 1. 125. 
Engaged, p.p. left as a hostage. x H 4. IV. 3. 
v. 2. 44. Pledged. ‘Tim. I 2. 155. 
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Engaol, v.t. toimprison. BR 2. 1. 3. 166. 
Taeine) sb. a machine of war. ci & C. IL 3. 
143; Cor. V. 4. 193 Oth. Ill. 3. 355. 
instrument of torture. Lear, I. 4. 290. 
Engler, sb. engineer. Ham. 111. 4. 206; T. & 
II 


II. 3. 8. 
Englut, v.t. to swallow up. H 5. lv. 3. 83; 
Oth. 1. 3. 


“Bugrafted ps firmly fixed, closely attached. 


Lear, I. 1. gor; 2 H 4, Il. 2. 67. 
Engross, v.t. to ‘make gross, fatten. R 3. 111. 


» 76. 
Engvossment, sb. accumulation. 2 H 4. Iv. 
. Bo. = 
Reguard ».t. to guard, protect. Lear, I. 4. 349. 
Enkindle, v.¢. to incite. Mac, 1. 3. 121. 
Enlard, v.t. to fatten. T. & C. IL, 3. 205. 
Enlarge, v.t. to set at liberty. ‘Tw. N. v. x. 
285; Hs. II. 2. 40. 5 
Enlargement, sb. liberty, release from imprison- 
ment. GL. L. rite x. 53 Cym. 1. 3. 125. 
Enmesh, v.t, to ensnare. _ Oth. 11. 3. 368. 
Enormous, adj. irregular, monstrous. Lear, 11. 
2. 176. 

Enow, adj. enough; used as a plural. M. of V. 
WL 5. 243; H 5. 1V. 3. 240. r 
Enpatron, v.t. to be a patron, to patronize. 

Comp. 224. | 

Enpierced, p.p. pierced. R. & J. I. 4. 19. 

Enrank, v.¢. to place in order. x H6. 1. x 115. 

Enrapt, p.p. inspired. T. & C. ¥. 3. 65. 

Enridged, p.p. lying in ridges. Lear, Iv. 6. 71. 

Enround, v.t. to encircle, “H 5. IV. chor. 36. 

Ensconee, v.t. to hide, shelter. M. W. 11. 2. 
273 IIL. 3. 96; Lucr. r515. 

Enseamed, adj. defiled, filthy. Ham. mt. 4. 92. 
See Seam. To enseam a hawk was to purge 
it of grease. 

Ensear, v.¢. to dry up. Tim. rv. 3. 187. 

¥nshield, adj. enshielded, protected. M. for 
M. ul. 4. 80. 

Entame, v.t. to tame, subdue. As, III. 5. 48. 

Entertain, v.t. to take into one’s service, engage. 
Two G. I. 4. 104; M. W.I. 3. 103 M. A. 1. 3. 60. 

Entertain, sb. entertainment. Per. 1. x. r19. 

Entertainment, sb. service. Cor. Iv. 3. 493 

W.. WI. 6. 13; IVY. x 17. Strain his 
entertainment =press his engagement in the 
service. Oth. III. 3. 250. 
Entitled, p.p. having a title or claim. L. L. L. 
V. 2, 822; Sonn. XXXVII. 7. 
Entreat, v.¢. to treat. T. & C. iv. 4. 115; R3. 
IV. 4. 151. Se es 
Entreatments, sb. invitations, solicitations, 
Ham, 1. 3. x22. : 

Entreats, sb. entreaties. R 3. 11. 7. 225; T. A. 
LRG LEDDE pele Tae ‘ 

Envious, adj. malicious, spiteful. M. of V. m1. 
2. 284; R. & J. Ul. 1. 173. 

Enviously, ad. spitefully. Ham. tv. 5. 6. 

Envy, sb. malice, spite. ‘Ip. 1. 2. 259; M. of V. 
1Y. 1,10. Jame and envy=envied or hated 
fame. Cor. 1. 8. 4. 

Envy, v.7. to be envious, show malice. John, 
Ill. 4. 733 H.8. V. 3. 112; Cor. 111. 3. 95. 

Enwheel, z.t. to encompass. Oth, 1. r. 87. 

Ephesian, sb. a boon companion. M., W. tv. s. 
19; 2 H4. Il. 2, 164. 





GLOSSARY 


Epileptic, adj. pale with fright and distorted 
Pith tering to laugh, like the face of one 
in a fit of epilepsy. Lear, 11. 2. 87. 

Epithet, sb. expression, phrase. M. A. v. 2. 67; 

. L. L. Iv. 2.8; Oth. 1. 1. 14. 

Epitheton=epithet. L. L.L. 1.2. 15. 

Equal, v.t. & 4. tomatch. 3H6. v. 5.5532 H4. 
I. 3. 67. 

Raaal’ ag, just, impartial. L. L. L. rv. 3. 
364; H8. 11. 4. 18, z 
Equalness, sb. equality, partnership. A. & C.v. 





= 48. 
Ereles’ Hercules. M. N’s Dr. I. 2. 315 42- 
Erection, blunder for ‘direction.’ M. W. 111. 5. 


4 ee 

Erewhile, adv. a short time since. M. N’s Dr. 
Ill. 2. 2743 AS, II. 4. 89. 5 

Eringoes, ob the roots of the sea-holly ; supposed 
to be a provocative. M. W. v. 5. 23. 

Errant, adj. deviating. T. & C. 1. 3. 9. 

Erring, adj. wandering, roving. As, III. 2. 138; 
Ham. I. x. 154; Oth. 1. 3. 362. 

Erst, adv. formerly. As, 111. 5.953 H 5. V. 2. 48. 

Escape, sb. a freak, wanton act. 1. A. LV. 2. 1133 
Oth, 1. 3.197. 

Escapen. Escape. Per. 11. prol. 36. 

Eschew, v.t. to avoid. M. W. v. 5. 251. 

Escot, v.t. to pay for. Ham. 11. 2. 362. 

Esperance, sb. hope. T. & C. v. 2. rex; Lear, 
IV. 1. 4. 

Espial, i. spy. 1H6.1. 4.8; Iv.3.6. Ham. 
Ill. 1. 32. 

Essay,sb, proof, trial. Lear, 1. 2. 47; Sonn. 





cx. 8 

Estate, sb. rank, dignity. Ham. 111. 2.2733 V.1. 
2443 Mac. I. 4. 373 3. UL 7. 213. 

Estate, v.¢. to settle, bestow. Tp. Iv. x. 853 
AS, V. 2. 13. 

Esteem, sb. estimation. Sonn. oxxvit. 12; T. 

C. m1. 3..129. Our esteem=what we are 
worth. A. W. v. 3.1. 

Estimable, adj. valuable. M. of V. 1. 3. 167. 
Estimable wonder=admiration affecting the 
judgement. Tw. N. u. x. 28. 

Estimate, sb. the rate at which anything is 
valued. Cor. III, 3. 114. 

Estimation, sb. conjecture. x H 4. 1. 3. 272. 

Estridge, sb. ostrich. x H 4. 1V. 1. 98; A. & C, 





Ill. 13. 197. 

Eternal adj. perhaps for ‘infernal.’ J. C. 1. 2. 
160; Ham. I. 5. 213 V. 2. 3763 Oth. IV. 2. 130. 

Eterne, adj. eternal. Mac. 11. 2. 38; Ham. 1. 
2. 512. i cs 

Eternize, v.t. to immortalize. 2H 6. v. 3. 31. 

Even, v.t. to even o’er=to pass smoothly over 
in his memory. Lear, Iv. 7. 8. To equal, 
keep up with. A.W. 1. 3. 3; Cym. IIT. 4. 184. 

Even, . to gueven=to agree. Tw. N. v. x. 
246; Cym. I. 4. 47. 

Even, adj. straightforward. Ham. m1. 2. 298. 

Even, sb. the plain truth. H 5. 11. 1. 128. 

Evened, p.p. made equal, quits.. Oth. 11. 1. 308 

Even Christian, fellow Christian. Ham. V. 


I. 320 

Even-pleached, p.p, smoothly intertwined. H 5. 
V. 2. 42. 

Ever, adv. not ever=not always, H 8, v. 1. 130 

Eyer among, adv. continually, 2H 4. ¥. 3+ 23+ 
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GLOSSARY 


Jivil, sb. the king’s evil, scrofula. Mac. Iv. 3. 


146. 
Evil, sb. a privy, jakes. M. for M. 11 
H8. I. 1. 67; comp. 2 Kings x. 27. 
Evil-eyed, adj. malignant in aspect. 


J2- 3 
Evitate, v.t. to avoid. M. W. v. 5. 241. 
Examine, v.t. to question, doubt. A. W. UI. 


2. 1725 








ym. I. 1. 


5. 66. 

Example, v.72. to illustrate by example. L. L. L. 
I. 2. x21; Ill. 1. 84; Hs. I. 2. 156. 

Exasperate, p.p. exasperated. Mac. IIL. 6. 383 

66 C. Ve 31634. 

Exceed, v.t. to ie of surpassing excellence. 
M. A. m1. 4.173 Per. m1. 3, 16. 

Except. “Except before excepted is 2 common 
phrase in old leases. Tw. N. I. 3. 7. 

Exclaim, sb. exclamation, outery. ‘I. & C. v. 3. 
or; R222, “J ‘ 

Excrement, sb. anything which grows out of 
the Body as hair, nails, &c._ Used of the 
hair. Ham. 111. 4. 121; C. of BE. 11. 2. 79. Of 
the beard. M. of V. 111. 2.87; W-. T. Iv. 2. 
734. Ofthe moustache. L. E L, V. 1. 109. 

Executor, sb. executioner. H 5. 1. 2. 704 

Exempt, adj. separated, remote from. C. of E. 
Il. 2, 1733 AS, IL. 1. 15. 

Exempt, v.t. to take away from, remove. A.W. 
Il. 1. 198; H8.1. 2. 89. 

Exequies, sb. funeral ceremonies. x H 6. IIT. 2. 





133+ 6 
Exercise, sb. a religious service. W. T. 111. 2. 
2423 R 3. Il. 2. rr23 TT. 7.643 Oth. IT. 4. 41. 
Exhalation, sb. a meteor. John, Ul. 4. 153; 
1H 4.11. 4. 352; J. C. 1h 1. 44. 
Exhale, v.t. to hee out. R3. 1. 2. 58; R. & J. 
I. 5.13; 1 Hy. v. 1. 19. 
Exhaust, v.t. to draw out. Tim. Iv. 3. r19. 
Exhibition, sb. an allowance, pension. Two G. 


I, 3.69; Lear, I. 2. 233 Oth. 1. 3. 238. Blun- 

der for ‘commission.’ M. A. IV. 2. 5. 
Exigent, sb. exigence, critical moment. J.C. 

v. x 19; A. & C. Iv. 14. 63. End. 1x H 6. 


IL. 5. 9. 
Exion, blunder for ‘action.’ 2H 4. 11. 1. 32. 
Exorciser, 3b. a conjurer who raises spirits. 
Cym. IV. 2. 276. | : ait TA 
ROG sb. conjuration for raising spirits. 
2 6. 1. 4. 5. . 4 i 

Exorcist, sb. a conjurer who raises spirits. A. W. 
Vege 3053 . CO. I. x. 323. 

Expect, sb, expectation. “L. & C. I. 3. 70. 

Expect, v.é. toawait. M. of V.v. 1.49; A.&C. 
IV. 4. 23. 

Expectance, sb. expectation. T. & C. Iv. 5.146. 

Expectancy, sb. hope. Ham. It. x. 160; Oth. 
IE. 1, 41. 

dexpedienes 3b. Be speed. R a It. 1. 287; 
Hs. IV. 3. 70. edition, rx ale-x3133y) 
A&OT2 ws ee 

Expedient, adj. expeditious, speedy. John, 1. x. 
60, 223; IV. 2. 268; R 3. 1. 2, 217. 

Expediently, adv. quickly. As, t,x. 18. 

Expense, sb. expenditure, spending. Lear, 11. 1. 
roz; M. W. 1. 2. 147. Hence, loss. Sonn. 






8. 
Expiate, v.t. to bring toanend. Sonn. XXII. 4. 
Enxpiate, p_p. terminated. R 3. 111. 3. 23 


1151 
Expire, v.t. to bring to an end. R. & J. 1 4. 


109. " 
Exploit, sb. action, military service. A. W-1.2. 
17; IV.1. 41. :, s 
Expostulate, v.t. to expound, discuss in detail. 

Two G. mT. x. 251; Ham. Il. 2. 86. 
Expostulation, sb. friendly discussion. T.& C. 
IV. 4. 62. 
Exposture, sb. exposure. Cor. IV. 1. 36. 
ieee w.t. to ee expression to, utter. W. T. 
Ill. 2. 28. v.71. to reveal oneself, make oneself 
known. Tw. N. Ir. x. 16. 
Express, adj. expressive, perfect. Ham. 11. 2. 
17. 
Recneescivel adj.communicative. A.W. II. 1.54. 
Expressly, adv. distinctly, perfectly. Lucr. 1397; 


& C. 1. 3. 114. | 

Expressure, sb. expression. T. & C. m1. ii 2045 
Tw, N. 1. 3.171. Impression, trace. M. W. 
‘V. 5+ 716 

Expulsed, p.p. expelled. 1 H 6. Il. 3. 25. 

Exsufflicate, adj. inflated; and so, empty, un- 
substantial. Oth. II1. 3. 182. 

Extant, adj. existing, present. T. & C. TV. 5. 


168. 
Extend, v.¢. to seize upon. A. & C.1. 2. ros. 
To show asafayour. A. W. III. 6. 73. 
Extent, sb. seizure. As, II. x. 17. Violent 
attack, Tw. N. Iv. x 57.. Condescension, 
fayour. Ham. II. 2. 390. Display. T. A. Iv. 


7 EXE 

Extenuate, v.¢. to mitigate, weaken the force of. 
M. N’s Dr. I. x. 120. to depreciate. J. C. 
Ill. 2. 42. 

Exteriorly, adv. externally. John, Iv. 2. 257. 

Extermined, p.p. exterminated. As, III. 5. 89. 

Extern, adj. external. Oth. 1. x. 63. asa 
substantive. Sonn. OXXV. 2. 

Extinct, p.p. extinguished. R 2. I. 3. 2225 
Ham. I. 3. 118. 

Extincted, p.p. extinguished. Oth. m. r. 8x." 

Extincture, sb. extinction. Comp. 294. 

Extirp, v.t. to extirpate, uproot. M. for M. mz. 
2.110; r H 6. ILL. 3. 24. 

Extolment, sd. praise. etam: V. 2. 120, 

Extracting, adj. distracting, drawing everything 
else away with it, absorbing. Tw. N. v.1. 288. 

Extraught, p.p. extracted, derived. 3 H 6. 11. 2. 





142. 

Extravagancy, sb. vagrancy, aimless wandering. 
Tw. N. If. x. 12. ; 

Extravagant, adj. wandering, vagrant. Ham. 1 
1.154; Oth. I. 1. 137 

Extremes, sb. extravagances, whether of action 
or passion ; excesses. John, IV. 1. 108; V. 7. 
13; T.A.It.2.216; W.T.1V. 4.6. Extrem- 
ities. R. & J. IV. 1. 62. 

Extremity, sb. the utmost of anything, whether 
of calamity, severity orfolly. Ham. 11.2. 1923 
R3.1.1.65;0.C. 11. 1.31; M. W.1V. 2. 75, 169. 

Eyas, sb. a nestling, a young hawk just taken 
from the nest. Ham. 11. 2. 355. 

£yas-musket, sb. the young male of the sparrow- 
hawk. M. W. 11. 3. 22. 

Lye, sb. a shade of colour. Tp. 11. 1. 55. 

Eye, v.i. to appear, look. A. & C. I. 3.97. 

Eyne, sb. eyes. L. L. L. v. 2. 206 ; M ¥ ’s Dr. 
I. x. 242, &C. 
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Face, v.t. to repair a garment with new facings. 
rH 4. 1V. al bj nS uae with effrontery, 
bully. TL. of if IV. 3. 1253 V. 1.124. To face 
me out of my wits=to make me out of my wits 
by sheer impudence. ‘Iw. N. Iv..2. 101. To 
face me out of his acquaintance=impudently 
to pretend not to know me. Tw. N. v. x. 91. 
See H 5. Ill. 7.90. To face it with a card of 
ten. a of S, IL. x. 407) is a term at primero, 
which seems to mean to stand boldly upon a 
ten with the risk of the adversary having a 
higher card. 

Face, v.i. to ach witheffrontery. x H6. v. 3. ae 

Facinerious, adj. facinorous, wicked. A. W. 


Il. 36.35 

Fact boa deed; used ina bad sense. Mac. 111. 6. 
10; x H6. IV. r. 30. ‘hose of your fact= 
those who have done as you have done. 
W, T. 11 2. 86. , ( 

Factionary, adj. taking part in a quarrel. Cor. 


V. 2, 30. Bee: 
Tactious, adj. active in a quarrel. RB 3. 1.3. 1283 
C. I. 3. 118. 


Factor, sb. agent. 1H 4. IIT. 2.1473 3-0. 7+134s 


Faculty, sb. power, ability. A. W. I. 3. 232; 
Mac. 1. 7. 17; Ham. I. 2. 37 Quality, 
essential nature. H 5. I. 1. 66; J. C. 1. 3. 67. 


Fadge, v.27. to turn out, succeed. L, L. L. v. x. 
154; Tw. N. Il. 2. 34. 
Fading, sb. the burden of a song. W. T. rv. 


+ 195. 
Fail, sb. failure. W.T. 11. 3. 1703 V. x 273 
Cym. II. 4. 66. 
Fain a glad, pleased. 2 H 6. 1 & 
Oblige . 2H 4. I. x. 153; Lear, Iv. 7. 38. 
Fain, adv. gladly. Temp.T. x. 72; As, I. 2.1703 
th. IV. 1. 175- 
Fair, sb. fairness, beauty. V. & A. 1083, 1086; 
M. N’s Dr. I. x. 182; AS, III. 2. 99. 
Fair, v.¢. to make beautiful. Sonn. cxxvit. 6. 
Fair-betrothed, honourably contracted. Per. v. 


7X6 

Ranng, sb. anything bought ata fair. L.L.L. 
V. 2. 2. 

Fairy, sb. an enchantress. A. & C. Iv. 8. 12. 

Faithed, p.p. credited. Lear, 11. x. 72. 

Faithless, adj. unbelieving. M. of ¥ II. 4. 38. 

Faitor, sb. evildoer. 2H 4. 11. 4. 173. 

‘all, sb. a cadence in music. Tw. N. 1. x. 4. 
At fall=atebb. Tim. 11. 2. 214. 

Fall, v.i. to fall away, diminish. H s. v. 2. 167. 
To be let fall, brought forth. Ton Il. 1. 
go; M. of V. 1. 3. 81. 

Fall, v.t. to let fall. Temp. 1. x. 2963 T.&C. 
I. 3.179. To bring forth, M. of V. 1. 3. 89. 
Fall away, v.7. to desert. A. & C. Iv. 6. 17; 

H 8. I, x. 129. 

Fallen-off, p.p. revolted. Cym. II. 7. 6. 

Falling-from, sb. desertion. ‘Tim. 1 

Fallow, adj. yellowish brown, M. W. 1. r. or. 

False, v.7'. to perjure oneself, be untrue. Cym. 


Il. 3. 74. 
False, Bs, falsehood. M. for M. 1. 4. 1703 
6 C, IL. 2. 197. 
Falsing, p7.p. deceptive. C. of E. 11. 2. 95. 
Fame, v.t. tomakefamous. Sonn. LXXXxiV. 11. 
Familiar, sb. an attendant spirit. L, L.L, 1. 2. 
197732 H 6. III. 2. 122, 











GLOSSARY 


Famoused, p.p. renowned. Sonn. XXv. 9. 
Fan, v.t. to winnow, test. Cym. I. 6. ua 
Fancy, sb. love. M.N’s Dr. i. 3.355; Iw. N. 


I. 1. 14. 
Fancy, v.t. & 7. to love. Two G. Ul. 1. 67; 
s T&G ye 2 





Tw. N. 1. 5 293 165. 
Fancy-free, adj. free from the power of love. 
M. N’s Dr. . x. 164. 


Fancy-monger, sb. one who deals in love. As, 
Ill. 2. 382. : 

Fancy-sick, adj. love-sick. M. N’s Dr. 111. 2. 96. 

Fang, v.t. to seize. Tim. IV. 3. 23. 

¥angled, adj. given to novel fancies. Cym. v. 


4. 134., j aod 
Fantastic, adj. ereated by fancy, imaginary. 
2. J. 1-3, 299. Strange, prodigious, T. & 


C. v. 5. 38. Res Se 
ranteaaicn |, adj. imaginary, existing in the 
imagination. Mac. I. 3. 53. Imaginative. 


Tw. N. 1. 1. 15. 
Fantasticoes, sb. coxcombs. R. & J. IL. 4. 30. 
Fap, adj. drunk. M. W. I. 1. 183. 
Far, adv. further. W. T. Iv. 4. 442. 
Far. To speak one far is to praise him exces- 


sively: Cym. I. 1, 24. 
Farced, adj. stuffed out, pompous. H 5. Iv. 


x. 280, 
Fardel, sb. a burden, pack, bundle. W. T. Iv. 
4.728; Ham. Il. 1. 76. 
Far-fet, adj. far-fetched, deep. 2 H 6. MI. 
I. 293. 
Farrow, sb. the pigs of a litter. Mac. Iv. 1. 65. 
Farthingale, sb. a hoop petticoat. Two G. It. 7. 
513 1V. 4. 423 M. W. II. 3. 69. 
M. W. um. 


Fartuous, blunder for ‘virtuous.’ 
2. 100. 

Fashions, sb. a_ skin disease in horses (Fr. 
Jarcin). T. of S. It. 2. 53. 

Fast, DD. fasted. Cym. IY. 2. 347. 

Fast, adj. firm, settled. Lear, I. z. 39. 

Fast, adv. unalterably. M. for M. 1. 2. 1513 
2 6. V. 2. 21. 

Fastened, adj. resolute, obdurate. Lear, 1. x. 


79. 

Fastly, adv. quickly. Comp. 6. 

Fat, adj. cloying. Tw. N. v. 1. x12. sb. vat. 
A. & C. UL 7. 122. v.t. to fatten. M.N’s Dr. 
I, 1. 97; Ham. Il. 2, 607; IV. 3. 23, 24. 

Fatigate, adj. wearied, fatigued. Cor. 11. 2. x21. 

Fault, sb. misfortune. M. W. 1 x. 95; II. 3. 
233; Per. Iv. 2. 70. A defect or interruption 
in the scent of the game. ‘Tw. N. 1. 5. 140) 

att of S. pnt I. 203 i & A. 694. 

favour, sb. outward appearance, aspect. 
M. N's Dr. I. x. 1863 AS, IV. 3.873 nae 5 
B In the plural, features. x H 4. 111. 2. 136; 

ear, III. 7. 40. 

Fay, sb. faith. R. & J. 1.5. 128; Ham, 1.2. 271. 

Fear, sb. an object of fear. M. N’s Dr. vy. x. 
2x; Ham. ll. 3. 25. 

Fear, v.t. to frighten. M. for M. ._1. 23 
M. of V. 11.1.9. To fearfor. M. of V. 10. 


5 3) 33+ 

Fearful, adj. terrible. Tp. 1. 2. 468. Causing 
apprehension, alarming. M. of Y. I. 3. 1763 
Tw. N. 1. 5. 222; John, Iv. 2. 106. 

Feat, adj. neat, dexterous. Cym. Vv. 5. 88 

Feat, v.t. to fashion, form. “Cym. 1. x. 49. 
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GLOSSARY 


Feaicr, adv. more neatly or gracefully. Tp. 1. 


I. 273. 

Featly, adv. gracefully. Tp. I. 2. 380; W. T. 
IV. 4. 176. 

Feature, sb. form, shape, the whole external 
appearance. Two G. II. 44733 R3. 1. 1. 19. 

Federary, sb. confederate. W. 'T. 11. x. go. 

Kee, sb. worth, value. Ham. I. 4. 65. 

Feeble, vt. to weaken. John, V. 2. 146; Cor. I. 


1. 199. 
Feeder, sb. servant. As, IL 4.99; A. & C. m1. 


13. 109, 

Feeding, sb. pasturage. W. T. Iv. 4. 169. 

Fee-farm, sb. a tenure unlimited in duration. 
T. & C. ut. 2. 53. 

Fee-grief, sb. a special grief, which none can 
share. Mac. IV. 3. 196. 

Felicitate, adj. mints happy. L. L. L. 1. x. 76. 

Fell, adj. fierce, cruel. M.N’s Dr. 11. x. 20; 
Tw._N. I. x. 22. 3b. skin, fleece, As, IIT. 2. 
553; Mac. V. 5.11; Lear, V. 3.24. .p. fallen. 
Lear, 1v. 6.54; TA. 1. 4. 50; Lim. Iv. 3. 


265. 
Felldurking, adj. lying in wait with a savage 
purpose. 2H6. V.1. 1 
Fellies, sb. the parts whic 
wheel. Ham. I. 2. 517. 
Fellow, sb. equal. Tp. 11. 1. 2743 UL x. 845 
J.C, Ui. x. 62, vt. to match with, W. ci 
T. 2. 142. : 
Fellowly, adj. companionable, sympathetic. 


Dp. V. 1. 64. x . 

Fence, sb. skill in fencing. M. A. v. x. 75; 
Tw. N. m1. 4.3123; John, Il. x. 290. 

Feodary, sb. confederate. M. for M. 11. 4. 1225 
Cym, Tmt. 2. 21. 

Fere, as consort, spouse. ‘T. A. IV. x. 89; Per. 
prol. 2r. 

Tervency, sb, eager haste. A. & C. 11. 5. 18 

Festinate, adj. hasty. Lear, 11. 7. 10. 

Festinately, adv. hastily, quickly. L, L. L. 
Ill. 1. 6. 

Ret, ».p. fetched. EH 5. 11, x. 38. 

Fetch, sb. an artifice, contrivance. Ham. 11. x. 
38; Lear, If. 4.90. | 

Fettle, v.¢. to prepare, trim up. R. & J. ut. s. 


154. 

Few, in. In few words. H 5. 1. 2. 245. In 
short. Tp. I. 2. 144. 

Few, ina. In few words. T. of S. 1. 2. 52. 

Fewness, sb. brevity. M. for M. 1. 4. 39. 

Fico, sb. a fig (Span.). M. W.1. 3. 33. 

Wield, sb.a battle-field, batile. M.of V.r0. 1.26; 
rH4. v. ;: 16; Oth. 1. 3. 135} Luer. 58, 72. 

Field-bed, sb. a camp bed: Ri & J. 11. x. 40. 

Viclded, adj. in the battle-field. Cor. 1. 4. 12. 

Fifteenth, sb. the fifteenth part of a man’s 
goods and personal estate. 2 H 6. I. x. 133- 
pl. fifteens. 2H 6. IV. 7. 25. 

Fig, v.¢. to taunt by an insulting gesture. 2H 4. 
V. 3. 123. 

Wig sb. an insulting gesture of Spanish origin. 

fl s, IIT. 6. 62. There is perhaps a reference 

to the Boioned figs of Spanish revenge. 

Fights, sb. cloths hung round a ship to conceal 
the men from the enemy. M. W. Ir. 2. 142. 

Figo, sb. an expression of contempt, accom- 
panied by an insulting gesture in which the 


6. 
form the rim of a 


1153 


thumb was thrust between the first and 
second fingers and the hand closed. H 5. 11. 
6. 60; IV. 1. 60. 5 
Figures, sb. imaginary forms, ideas. x H 4. I. 
. 209; M. W. Iv. 2. 2313 J. C. IL. x. 231. 
File, ie list, catalogue. Mac. U1. x. 95; V- 2. 8. 
File, v.t. to defile. Mac. 111. x..65. ‘lo smooth, 
olish. L. L. L. v.1. 12. v.i. to.walk in file, 
leas pace with. H 8. 110. 2. 171. 
Fill-horse, sb. shaft-horse. M. of V. II. 2. roo. 
Fills, sb. shafts. T. & C. Of. 2. 48. = 
Filth, sb. a term of contempt, applied to prosti- 
tutes. Oth. v. 2.231. General tilths=common 
whores. Tim. IV. x. 6. 
Find, v.t. to provide, furnish. H5.1.2.72. To 
find out. Ham. IIT. 1. 193. 
Find forth=find out. M. of V. 1. 1. 1433 C. 
of E. 1. 2. 37. 
Fine, sb. end. M.A. 1. x. 2473 A. W. IV. 4. 353 
am. V. 1. 115. 
Fine, v.t. to pay as a fine. 
put anend to. Lucr. 936. 
Fineless, adj. infinite. Oth. 111. 3. 173. 
Firago, sb. virago. Tw. N. 11. 4. 302, 
Fire-drake, sb. a meteor, will o’ the wisp. H 8. 


H 5. 1v. 7.72. To 


Ve 40 450 x a 
Fire-new, adj. fresh from the mint, brand new. 
Tw. N. ui. 2. 23; R 3. 1. 3. 256; Lear, v. 3. 


132. 
Firk, at. to beat, Hs. 1V. 4. 29, 3% 
Firstling, sb. first offspring. T. & C. prol. 273 
Mac. IV. 1. 147. 1 2 
Fishified, p.p. turned into fish. R. & J. 1. 4. 


40. 

Fisnomy, sb. physiognomy. A. W. Iv. 5. 42. 

Fit, sb. a twist, contortion. H 8. 1. 3. 7. 

Fitchew, sb. a pole-cat. ‘I. & C. v. 1. 673 Lear, 
IY. 6. 124 3 Oth. Iv. x. 150. 

Fitful, adj. full of fits or paroxysms. Mac. 11. 


(2. 23. ~' 

Fitly, adv. properly, becomingly. Cor. I. 1. 
3116; IV. 2. 343 Lear, T. 1. 203. 

Fitment, sb. what is befitting. Cym. V. 5. 4093 
Per. iv. 6. 6. 

Fitted, ».p. tortured, as by fits. Sonn. oxtx. 7. 








Fives, sb. Fr. avives, an inflammation of the 
parotid elands in horses. T. of S. ut. 2. 54. 
Fixture, sb. setting. M. W. 11. 3. 67. 


Fixure, sb. stability. T. & C.1.3.z0r. Setting, 
fixedness. W. 9. v.'3. 67. 

Flaky, adj. broken into flakes, R 3. v. 3. 86. 

Flap-dragon, sb. 4 snap-dragon, or small inflam- 
mable body floating in liquor, and to be swal- 
lowed burning. LL. v.31. 4532 H4.u. 


4. 267. 
Flap-dragon, v.t. to toss down likea flap-dragon. 
Le patie 100, 
Flap-jack, sb. a pancake. Per. 11, x. 87, In 
Suffolk an apple turnover. 
Flask, sb. a powder horn. UL. L. L. v. 2. 6193 
R. SJ. ut 3 132. 
Flat, adj. that’s flat=that is positive. L. L. L. 
Til. x. 1023 1 H 4. T. 3. 218; IV. 2. 43. 
Flatlong, adv. flat. Tp. 11. x. 18x. 
Flatness, sb. completeness. W. T. 11. 2. 123. 
Flaunts, sb. finery. W. T. ry. 4. 23. 
Flaw, sb. a gust or blast of wind. Cor. BV3 749 
am. V. 1. 239. A flake of ice=foe. 2H 4 
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IV. 4. 35. Passionate outburst. M. for M. 1m. 
3. oe Nae’ Ill. 4.63. v.¢. to make a flaw in, 
to break. H8.1. x. oF I. 2, 21 
Flecked, p.p. spotted. R. & J. 1. 3. 3. E 
Fleer, sb. a sneer. Oth. IV. x. 83. 2.2. to grin, 
L. L. v. 2. 109; C. 1. 3. 1273 
M. A. v. x 


+ 58. 

Fleet, v.z. to float. A. & C, 11. 13.171. To pass 
away rapidly, flit. M. of V. Tif. 2. 108; IV. 1. 
135;_ John, Il. x. 285. v.t. to cause to pass 
rapidly. As, I. 1. 124. 

Fleeting, adj. inconstant, unstable. Lucr. 212; 

. 1. 4.553 A. & C. V. 2. 240. 5 

Vieshment, 3b. the encouragement given by a 
first success. Lear, II. 2. 130. 4 

Flewed, adj. with large hanging chaps. M. N’s 
Dr. IV. x. 125. a 

Flexure, sb. bowing, bending. H 5. Iv. x. 272; 
™. & O11. SutISs oP 

Flight, sb. a long and light-feathered arrow for 
shooting great distances. [. A. I. x. 40. 
Tlighty, adj. swift. Mace. Iv. x. 145. 
Vlirt-gill, sb. a light wench. RB. & J. 11 4. 162. 
Flood-gate, adj. rushing, impetuous. Oth. 1. 3. 


56. 
Flote, sb. flood, sea. Tp. I. 2. 234. 
Flourish, sb. ornament. R& 3. 1. 3. 2473 Ham. 


II. 2. 91. 

Flourish, v.t. to embellish, gloss over. M. for M. 
IV. 3. 75. 

lowerdelaeet sb. the iris, or fleur de lis. W. T. 
IV. 4. 127; H 5. V. 2. 224; 1 H6. 1. 1. 803 I. 


2.99. 
Flush, adj. full of vigour. Tim. vy. 4.8; Ham. 
Ill. 3. 81; A. & C. 1. 4. 52. 
Flushing, sd, filling to the full. Ham. I. 2. x55. 
Fluxive, adj. flowing with tears. Comp. 5. 
Flying at the brook. Hawking at waterfowl. 
2H6.I1n 
Fob, v.t. to fob off=to put off witha jest. Cor. 


I, 1.97. 
Tobbed’ p.p. cheated, deluded. 1 H 4. 1. 2. 


68. 

Foil, sb. defeat. 1 H6. ur. 3.113 Vv. 3.233 Tp. 
UL 1. 46. 

Foil, v.t. to defeat, mar. _ Pass. P. 99. 

Foin, sb. a thrust in fencing. Lear, Iv. 6. esr. 

Foin, v2. to make a thrust. M. W. um. 3. 243 
M. A, Vv. 1. 84. 

Foison, sb. plenty, abundance. Tp. 11. x. 163; 
IV. 1. x10; Mace. 1v. 3. 88. 

Folly, sb. wantonness. ‘I. & C. v. 2.18; Oth. 


V. 2.132, 
Foliy-fallen, adj. grown foolish. Tw. N. 1. x. 


75" 
Fond, adj. foolish. M. for M. v. x. 105; Cor. 
IV. x. 26; J. C. 111. 1. 39. 
Fond, v.%. todote. Tw. N. m1. 2. 35. 
Fonder, adj. more foolish, 'T. & C. 1. x. 30. 
Fondling, sb. darling. V. & A. 229. 
Fondly, any: foolishly. John, IL x. 258; Re. 
IIT. 3. 185. 
Fool, sb. a term of endearment and compassion. 
, WV. T. 1. 1.118; As, If, 1. 223 Lear, V. 3. 305. 
Fool-begged, adj. so foolish that the guardian- 
ship of it might be asked for as being unable 
to take care of itself. C. of E. 11. x. 4x. 
Fool-born, adj. born of fools. 2H 4. V. 5. 59. 





GLOSSARY 


Foot, v.t. to spum. M. of V. 1. 3. 119; Cym. 
IIL. 5. 148. ait strike or seize with the foot 
(of an eagle). Cym. V. 4. 116. . 

Foot-cloth, sb. a saddle-cloth hanging to the 
ground. 2H6.1v. 7.51. Used as an adjec- 
tive. 2H6,1v.x. sti R 3. 1. 4. 86. 

Footed, p.p. landed. 5. IL. 4. 143; Lear, 11. 


» 145 TEL. 7. 456 
Feotland Takers; vagabond foot-pads. 1+ H 4. 


IL. x. 81. 
Fop, sb. a fool, trifler. Lear, I. 2. 14. 
Fopped, p.p. cheated, duped. Oth. Iv. 2, 197. 
Foppery, sb. folly. .M. of V. 11. 5.353 Lear, 1. 
2.128, Deceit, trickery. M. W. V. 5. 131. 


Foppish, adj. foolish. AT, I, 4. 182. 


For, conj. because. Tp. I. 2. 272; M. N’s Dr. 
1V. 1. 187. In order that. 3 H 6. UL x. 9; 
Ill. 2. 154. 


For because, conj. because. W. T. 11 2. 7; 
John, Il. x. 588. : 

For is equivalent to ‘for want of’ in the phrases: 
“for action, H 5. I. 2. 1143; ‘for breath,’ Mac. 
I. 5. 373 ‘for food, Cym. 11. 6. 173 ‘for 
hope,” oe 3. V._3. 1733 ‘for succour,’ As, II. 
4.75. In the following passages it is equiva- 
lent to ‘for fear of’: Two G. I. 2. 136; 2 H6. 
Iv. x. 743 Per. I. x. 40; Sonn, LIT. 4. 

Forage, v.2. to range abroad, for prey. John, 
V. 1. 593 5.1. 2. 110. S 

Forbid, p.p. under a curse, bewitched. Mac. 1. 


Byers 

Forbod, v.p. forbidden. Conn: 164. 

Force, v.t. to strengthen. Mac. v. 5. 5. To 
regard, care for. L. L. v. 2.440; Luer. 
zozx. ‘To urge, enforee. M. for M. 111. 1. 110} 
Cor. I. 2. 51. To stuff. T.& C. 1. 2. 2323 
iVerZa Ot: 2 

Force, of, Of importance, weighty. x HI 6. 111. 
x. 157; 2 11 6.1.3.166. Of necessity. M. N’s 
Dr. 1. 2. 403 Mw of V. IV. 1. 56. 

Forced, adj. constrained, unnatural. W. 'T. 11. 
3. 783 IV. 4. 415 1 H 4. IL. 1. 135. 

Force perforce, in spite of opposition. John, 
Ill. 1. 1423 2 H 4. ly. 1. 1163 IV. 4. 46. 

Forceful, adj. powerful. W. T. 11. x. 163, 

Fordo, v.t. to undo, destroy. Ham. 11. 1. 1033 
V. 1. 244; Lear, V. 3. 255, 291; Oth. 

Fordone, p.p. exhausted. NP N’s Dr. V. 1. 381. 

Fore-end, sb. the carlier part. Cym. 11. 3. 73. 

Foregoers, sb. predecessors, ancestors, & Wr. 


II. 3. zat: 

Forehand, adj. anticipated. M. A. rv. x. 51. 
A forehand ‘shaft was an arrow for shooting 
point blank. 2H 4. 111. 2.52. sb. advantage, 


superiority, Hs, tv. 1, 297. A prominent 
member, leader. T, & C. a dae 


a der Beg. 
Foreign, adj. living abroad. rt 8. Il. 2. 129. 
Foreknowing, sb. ‘oreknowledge, Ham. 1. 1 


134. 

Forepast, adj. previous. A. W. v. 3. 121, 

Foresay, v.t. to predestine. Cym. Iv. 2. 146. 

Forestall, v.t. to anticipate anything, and so 
deprive it of its value. T. & ©. 1. 3. 1993 
2H4.Vv. 


7» 2. 38. 
Forethink, v.¢. to anticipate. 
Cym. III. 4. 173. 
Forethought, ».p. predestined. John, 111. 1 
312. 






rH 4. mt. 2. 383 
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GLOSSARY 


Foreward, sb. vanguard. R 3. v. 3. 293. 

Forfeit, adj. liable to punishment. a for M. 
Il. 2. 73; Ill. 2. 206. Forfeited. M. of V. 
IIL. 2. 3193 IV. x. 230. 3b. ‘the forfeit oL my 
servant's life’ =the life which he has forfeited. 


3. II. 1.99. 2 

Forfend, v.z. to forbid. RB 2. rv. 1. 129; Oth. y. 
2. 32, 186. ! 

Forfended, ».p. forbidden. Lear, v. x. x1. 

Yorgetive, adj. inventive. 2H 4. Iv. 3. 107. 

Forgot, p.p. you are thus forgot=you have 
thus forpoten yourself. Oth. 1. 3. 188. 

Fork, sb. the forked tongue of asnake, M. for 
M. 111. x. 163; Mac. Iv. x. 16. The barbed head 
of an arrow. Lear, I. x. 146. The part where 
the body divides. ar, IV. 6. 121. 

Forked, adj. barbed. As, 1. x. 24. Horned as 
acuckold. W. 1. 2. 186, 

Formal, adj. rational. C. of E. v. x. 105; Tw. 
Nv IL 5. 128, Regular. R 3. 1. x. 82. 

Former, adj. foremost. J. C.vV. 1, 80. 

Tormerly, adv. previously. M. of V. Iv. x. 362. 

Vorslow, v.%. to delay. 3 H 6. 11. 3. 56. 

Forspeak, v.t. to speak against. “A. & ©. m1. 
$s 

Forspent, p.p. wearied, exhausted. 2H 4. 1. x. 


87% 6. Il. 3. 1. 
Forted, adj. fortified. M. for M. v. x. 12. 
Porth, prep. outof. M. N’s Dr. 1. x. 164; 1 H6. 
I. 2. 54 ;Cor. I. 4. 23. 

Forthcoming, adj. under arrest, ready to be 
produced when called for. 2 H'6, 11. x. 179. 
Forth-right, sb. a straight path. Tp. mI. 3. 3; 

T. & C. m0. 3, 158. 
Fortune, v.¢. to assign as a man’s fortune. 
A. & C.1.2.77. v2. to happen. Two G. v. 


~4. 169, 

Forwearied, ».9. worn out, exhausted. John, 
Il, 1.233. 

Fosset-seller, sb, a seller of taps. Cor. II. 1. 79. 

Foul, adj. ugly. T. of S.1. 2. 69; As, UL 3. 
39; V. & A. 133; Sonn. CXXVIL. 6. 

Toulness, sb. Tpliese As, IIT. 3. 403, III. 5. 66. 

Found, yp. well found=well furnished, or, 
according to some, well approved. A. W. 11. 


I. 105. 

Tounder, v.¢. to make a horse footsore. Tp. Iv. 
1.30; 2H 4. IV. 339+ 

Foutra. An expression of contempt. 2H 4. v. 
3. 103, 120. 7 

Tox, sb. a broadsword. H 5s. Iv. 4. 9. 

Foxship, sb. cunning and ingratitude, the char- 
acteristics of a fox. Cor. IV. 2. 18. 

Fracted, p.p. broken. H 5. IL. x. 1303 Tim. 11. 


I. 22. 
Fraction, sb. breach, discord. T. & C. 11. 3. 107. 
Fractions, sb. broken fragments, scraps. T. & 
V. 2. 158; Tim. If. 2. 220. 

Frame, sb. order, disposition, M. A. Iv. x. 130. 
Schmidt interprets it ‘mould.’ Form. M. for 
Mv. r.61., Contrivance. M, A. Iv. x. 191. 
v.%. to repair, resort. Per. prol. 32. 

Frampold, adj. turbulent, quarrelsome. M. W. 


Il. 2. 94. 

Franchised, adj. free, Mac. 11. x. 28. 

Frank, sb.a sty. 2H 4. 1.2. 160. adj. liberal. 
Lear, 111. 4 


Frankly, adv, liberally. BI. for ML mir. 1. 206. 


1155 
Franked, ».p. shut up in a frank or sty. B 3:1. 


3- 314; IV. 5. 3. 2 
Prinklin, sh a oe yeomsus W. T. v. 2. 
1733.1 H4. Il. 1. 60; Cy. III. 2. 79. 
Fraught, sb. freight, cargo, load. ty. N. vy. t 
64; Tit. 1. x. 713 Oth. 11. 3. 449. 2.t. to load, 
burden. Gym. 1. x. 126. p-p. laden. M. of V. 
IL. 830. Stored. TwoG, 1. 2.70; H 5. 1. 


2. 139. 
Fraughtage, sb. freight, cargo. C. of E. Iv. x. 
87; T.&C. prol.13. 
Fraughting, pr.p. constituting the freight. Tp. 


I. 2. 136 
Frayed, pe. frightened. T. & C. 11. 2. 34. 
Free, adj. innocent. Ham. 1. 2, 5903 I 





252. Noble, generous. Tw. N. I. 5. 2 
cid & C. Iv. 5. 139. Careless, happy. Tw. 
IL 4. 46. : 

Freeness, sb. generosity. Cym. Y. 5- 421. 

Free-town. Villafranca. R. & J. 1. 1. 109. 

French crown, sb. the baldness caused by vener- 
eal disease. M. N’s Dr. I. 2. 97, “9 

Fresh, sb. a spring of fresh water. Tp. 11. 2. 75. 

Fresh-brook, sb. a stream of fresh water. tp. 
I. 2. 463. 

Fret, v.t. to eat or wear away. FR 2. III. 3. 1673 

ear, I. 4. 307. To agitate, vex. 3H6. 11. 6. 
35; Ham. Tit. 2. 388 (with a play upon the 
word as in H_8, 111. 2. x05). To mark as with 
patterns, variegate, adorn. J.C. 1. 3. 1045 
Jam. If. 2. 313; Cym. 11. 4. 88. 

Fretful, adj. fretting, gnawing. 2 H 6. 111. 2. 
403 

Frets, sb. the stops of a guitar or lute. Lucr. 
1140; T, of S. 11. 1. 150, 153. They are pieces 
of wire fastened upon the instrument to guide 
the movement of the fingers. 

Fretted, g.p. variegated, various. A. & C. TV. 


12. 8 
Freiten, p.y. agitated, worried. M. of V. rv. x. 


T7- 

Friend, sb. at friend=friendly. W. T. v. x. 
ryo. To friend=as a friend. J. C. m1. 1. 
143; Mac. IV. 3. 10. 

Friend, v.t. to befriend, favour. H 5. Iv. 5. 173 
M. for M. Iv, 2. 116, 

Friending, sb. friendship. Ham. 1. 5. 185. 

Frippery, sb. an old clothes shop. “Tp. Iv: z. 


225. 
Frokte, adj. merry. M. N’s Dr. v. 1. 3943 
. of S. Ns 184. 

From, prep. different from, contrary to. M.A. 
Il. x. 72; Tw. N.1. 5. 201; V. 1. 3403 1 H 4. 
III. 2. 315 J. Co. x. 196. 

Front, v.t. to confront, oppose. A. & C. 11. 2. 
6x, To stand in front of. T. & C. rv. 5. 219. 
v.i. to march in front. H 8. 1. 2. 42. 

Frontier, sb. an outwork in fortification. 1H 4. 
IZ. 3. 55. _ Used figuratively. 1 H 4. I. 3. 19. 

Frontlet, sb. a band for the forehead; used 
figuratively. Lear, I. 4. 208. é 

Fruitful, adj, bountiful. Oth. 1. 3. 347. Plen- 
tiful. M. for M. rv. 3. x61. 

Fruitfully, adv. fully, plentifully. A. W. 1m 2, 
734 Lear, IV. 6,270. 

Frush, v.t. to bruise, batter. T. & C. v. 6. 29. 

Bi astrate p.p. frustrated. Tp, 1. 3. 10; AL 

VU. Ve x. 2. 
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Frutify, blunder for ‘certify.’ M. of VY. m. 2. 


142. 
Fubbed off, p.p. ep off with excuses. 2H 4. 
S b, 


Il, 1. 37+ ee LOD. 

Fulfil, 2.¢. to fill to the full. Sonn. CXXXVI. 53 
Luer. 1258; T. & C. prol. 18. 
Full, adj. complete. Oth. ii. x. 
Fullam, sd. a kind of false dice. 1 
Fulsome, adj. cloying, nauseous, disgusting. 
Tw. N. v.31. 1123 John, Il. 4. 323 Re Vv. 3. 
3323 Oth. 1v. x. 37. Lustful. M. of V. 1. 3. 


6. 
RL W.2. 3.94 


87. 
Fumiter, sb. fumitory. Lear, Iv. 4. 3. r 
Function, sd. the active exercise of the faculties. 
Mae. I. 3. 140; Oth. I. 3. 354 
Furnace, v.2. to emit as from a furnace. Cym. 
T. 6. 66. 
Furnished, p.p. equipped. W. T. Iv. 4. 599. 
Furnishings, sb. appendages, trimmings. 
II. 3. 29. iy 4 
Furniture, sb. equipment, trappings. A. W. 
Il. 3. 65; x H 4. Ill. 3. 226. 
Fust, v.i. to grow fusty. Ham. Iv. 4589 
Fustilarian, sb. a term of abuse from Falstaff’s 
copious vocabulary. 2 H 4. 1. 1. 66. 


ar, 


Gaberdine, sb. a long coarse smock-frock. Tp. 
Il. 2. 40, 115; M, of V. 1. 3. 12 

Gad, sb. a pointed instrument. ci A. IV. 1. 103. 
Upon the gad=on the spur of the moment, 
hastily. Lear, I. 2. 26. 

Gage, sb. a pledge, pawn. R 2. I. 1. 69; IV. 1. 
343 Lucr. 1351. vt. topled se Ham. I. 1. 913 
Luer. 144. Po engage. M. of V. TI. x. 1303 
1H 4. I. 3. 1733 2. &C. V. 1. 46. 

Gain-giving, sb. misgiving. Ham. v. 2. 226. 

Gainsay, v.¢. to forbid. T. & C. Iv. 5. 132. 

Gait, sb. proceeding. Ham. I. 2. 31. 

Gall, v.z. to jest bitterly. H_5. v. 1. 78. 

Gallant-springing, adj. full of youthful promise. 


R 3. 1. 4.226. 

Gallian, adj. Gallic, French. Cym. I. 6. 66; 
1 H6. V. 4. 139- 

Galliard, sb. a ifely dance. Tw. N. 1. 3. 1273 


Hs. I. 2. 252. 
Galliases, sb. large galleys. T. of 8. 11. 1. 380. 
Gallimaufry, sb. a medley, hatenporeh (Fr. 
galimafrée). M. W. IL x. 119; W. T. IV. 4. 


335. 

Gillow, v.t. to scare. Lear, It. 2. 44. 

Gallowglasses, 3). heavy armed foot-soldiers of 
Treland and the Western Isles. 2H 6. Iv. 9. 
26; Mac. I. 2. + ; 

Gallows, sb. a gallows-bird, one that deserves 
hanging. L. L. L. v. 2. 12. 

Gamester, sb. one who plays at a game; not 


necessarily a gambler. Wes. i25.997% 
LL. Li. 2.44; H 5. Il. 6.119. A frolic- 
some fellow. As, I. 1.170; H8.1. 4.45. A 


prostiiute. fae ‘6 3. 1885 ee IV. 6. 81. 
an, impf. tn, began. Cor. II. 2. 1195 
Vi& A. ‘ : 


Gaping, Gite a gaping pig was a pig dressed for 
the table with a lemon inits mouth. M. of 

V.1V. 1.47. sb. shouting, outcry. H8. v. 4. 3. 

Garboil, sb. uproar, disturbance. A. & C. 1. 3. 
615 Il. 2. 67. 





GLOSSARY 


Garden-house, sb. a summer house. M. for M. 


V. I. 212, 229. 

Garish, adj. gaudy. BR 3. 1v. 4. 89; R. & J. 11. 
2. 25. 

Garner, v.t. to lay up, store up. Oth. Iv. 
sb, a granary. Tp. 1V. 3. 1115 Cor. I. 1. 

Gaskins, sb. loose breeches. Tw. N. I. 5. 

Gasted, p.p. frightened. Lear, 1. 1. St 

Gastness, sb. ghastliness, terror. Oth. v. 1 

106. 

Gaudy, adj. festive. A. & C. 1m. 1 183. 

Gawd, ’sb. a toy, trifling ornament. M. ‘N’s Dr. 
J. 1. 333 IV. x 172; John, III. 3. 36. 

Gaze, sb. gazing-stock. Mac. v. 8. 24. 

Gear, sb. a turn, purpose. M. of V. I. 1. 1105 
Il, 2. 176. Matter, business. 
R. & J. Ul. 4. 107. 

Geek, sb. adupe. Tw. N. v. x. 3513 Cym. v. 
4. 67. 

Geminy, sb. a pair. M. W. I. 2. 8. 

Gender, sd. race, kind, sort. Ham. Iv, 7. 183 
Oth. 1. 3. 326. v.¢. to procreate, breed. Oth. 
IV. 2. 63. : 

General, sb. the common people, the public. 
J.C. 1.123 Ham. It. 2. 457.. adj. common, 
belonging to the public. General filths= 
public prostitutes. Tim. Iv._r. 6. General 
ear=the ear of the public. Ham. II. 2. 589. 
General louts=common clowns. Cor. III. 
2. 66. 

Generation, sb. offspring. W. T. 11. 1. 148; Re. 
v. 5.8; 1. &C. mt, r. 146; Lear, I. x. 119. 
Generosity, sb. nobility, those of noble birth. 

Cor. I. 3. 215. 

Generous, adj. nobly born. M. for M. iv. 6. 
13; Oth. IIL. 3. 280. 

Genius, sb. the spirit which was supposed to 
control the actions of men, the rational soul. 
Tp. Iv. x. 27; Tw. N. 1. 4. 142; J. C. 
66; Mace. Ill. x. 56. 

Gennet, sb. a Spanish horse. Oth. I, x. 113. 

Gentility, sb. gentle birth, good breeding. As, 
J. x. 22. Good manners. » Li. I. x. 129. 

Gentle, v.t. toennoble. H 5. Iv. 3. 63 

Gentle, adj. noble, well born. . T. 1. 2. 3943 
Hs. tv. chor. 45; R 3. J. 3. 73. adv. gently. 
T. & C.1v. 5. 287; A. & C. V. 1. 75. 

Gentles, sb. gentle folk. M. W. It. 2. 923 
L. L. L. tv. 2.172; M. N’s Dr. v. 1. 128. 

Gentry, sb. rank by birth. M. W. 11 1.53; Cor. 
Il. x. 144. Courtesy. Ham. Il. 2. 22; V. 2. 


57+ 


Ryn 


5 
7° 


R 3. I. 4. 1583 





II4. i 5 
German, adj. akin. Tim. Iv. 3. 344; Ham. v. 


2. 165. 
German, sb. a near kinsman. Oth. 1. x. 114. 
Germane, adj. akin. W. T. Iv. 4. 802. 
Germen, sb. a germ, seed. Mac. Iv. x. 59; Lear, 


Ill. 2. 8. 
Gest, sb. a halting place in a royal progress; 
hence, the period of stay. W. T. 1. 2. 41. 
Gests, sb. deeds, exploits. A. & C: rv. 8. 2. 
Ghost, v.¢. to haunt. A. & C. 1. 6. 13. 8b. a 
corpse. 2 H6. IL 2. 161; Ham. 1. 4. 85. 
Gib, sb. an old tom-cat. Ham, IIT. 4. 190. 
Gibbet, vt. to hang, as a barrel on the sling by 
which it is carried. 2H 4. III. 2. 282. 
Gib cat, sb. an old tom-cat. x H 4. I. 2. 83. 
Gig, sb. atop. L. L. L. rv. 3. 1673 V. 1. 70, 73° 
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GLOSSARY 


Giglot, sb. a wanton, loose woman. M. for M. 
V. x. 352; Cym. IIL. x. 31. Used adjectively. 
1 H6. IV. 7. 41 

Gild, v.t. to stain with red. John, 1. 1. 316; 
Mac. 11. 2. 56. (Comp, ‘golden blood.’ Mac. 
If. 3.118.) Lomakedrunk. Tp. v. 1. 280. 

Gillyvors, sb. gillyflowers, a further corruption 
of Fr. gilofre. W. T. IV. 4. 82, 98. 

Gilt, sb. used for gold in nice to introduce a 
quibble. H 5.11. chor. 26. 

Gimmal, sb. a gimmal bit was either made of 

rimmal or double rings, or probably was itself 

ouble. H 5, IV. 2. 49- 

Gimmor, sb. a contrivance. 1 H.6. 1. 2. 41. 

Gin, sb. a snare. Tw. N. if 5. 92; Mac. Iv. 
2. 35+ : : 

Gin or gin, v.27. to begin. Mac. I. 2. 25; V 





5. 49. 
Ging, sb. a gang, pack. M. W. Iv. 2, 123. 
Gingerly, adv. nicely, carefully. Two G. I. 


2._70. 

Gird, v.¢. to taunt, rally. Cor. I. 1, 260. v7. to 
crack jokes. 2 H 4.1.2.7. 8b. a jest, sarcasm. 
T. of S. V. 2. 58; 1 H 6. Ill. 1. cae 

Girdle, sb, to turn the girdle with the buckle 
behind is said to be a phrase for changing 
one’s humour; according to others it 1s a 
challenge at wrestling. M. A. v. 1. 143. 

Gis, a corruption of ‘Jesus.’ Ham. 1yv. 5. 58. 

Give, v.t. to isola as armorial bearings. 
M. W. 1 1. 16; 1H 6.15.29. To give up. 
W. T. 1. 2. 96. 5 

Give out, v.t. to give up, give over. 2H6. Iv. 
8. 26. ‘To exhibit, represent. W. ‘I. Iv. 4. 
149; Oth. 111. 3.209. ‘Toreport. Cor. I. x. 197. 

Giving out, Gk representation, statement. 
M. for M. 1. 4. 543 Ham. 1. 5. 178; Oth. Iv. 


I. 13. 
Glad, sb. gladness. Per. 11. prol. 38. 
Glance, 2. to hint. M. N’s Dr. 11. 1.75; J.C. 


I. 2. 324. 
Glances, sb. side hits, oblique allusions. As, II. 


7+ 57: A 2 i ; 
Glass-faced, adj. witha face likea mirror. Tim. 





i. to scoff. M. N's Dr. ut x. 150; 

Hs. V.1. 78. sb. ascoff. 1 H 6. Il. 2. 123; 
R. & J. IV. 5. 115. 

Glib, v.¢. to Geld. W. T. 10. x. 149. 

Glide, sb. a sliding motion. As, IV. 3. 113. 

Glooming, adj. full of gloom, gloomy. R.& J. 


we 3+ 305. 
Glow, v.¢. to make to glow, flush. A, & C. m1. 


2. 209. * 7 

Gloze v.i. to comment, interpret. H 5. I. 2. 405 
T. & O. 11. 2. 165. To use flattering speeches. 
Ra. i. x zo; DT. A. Iv. 4. 353_Per. 1. x. 110. 

Glozes, sb. fair Speeches: ft. ie L. 1V. 3. 370. 

Glut, v.¢. to swallow greedily. Tp. I. 1. 63. 

Gluttoning, p.p. feeding greedily. Sonn. LXXV. 


Te iS 

Gnarling, ».p. snarling. R 2. 1. 3. 292; 2 H6. 
IIL. 1. 192. 

Go. To go in the song=to join in the song. 
M. A. 1, x. 188. To go through =to complete 
a bargain. M. for M. 11. 1. 285; Per. 1V. 2. 47. 

Gobbet, sb. a small lump. 2 


pee 6. IV. 1. 853 V- 





1157 
God, v.t. to make a god of, worship. Cor. V- 


Quett. : 

God before, before God, I swear by God. Hs. 
I. 2. 3073 III. 6. 165. Others take it as equl- 
valent to ‘God being our leader.’ 

God bless the mark, an apologetic phrase; 
originally employed to avert the evil omen, 
and perhaps accompanied by the sign of the 
cross. M. of V. 11. 2. 25; Oth. I. x. 33-, 

God-den, good even. H's. lil. 2. 89; Cor. IT. 
1. 1033; IV. 6. 20, 215 R. wd. I. 2. 57- 

God gi’ god-den=God give you good even. 


R. & JI. 2. 58, 

God *ild=God pelt, God reward. As, II. 3. 
76; V. 4. 56; Mac. 1. 6.13; Ham. IV. 5. 41. 
God’ save the mark=God bless, the mark. 

I 2 Tengen 56 pute & J. Il. 2. 53 
God ye=God gi’ you. R. & J. 1. i 115) 116. 
Gogs-wouns, for ‘God’s wounds,’ I. of 5. 111. 


2. 162. 
Good, adj. wealthy, substantial. M. of V. 1. 
ii 12, 16; Cor. I. 1. 16, Used as a vocative. 


Good cheap, adj. cheap. x H 4, IT. 3. an ft 

Good-conceited, adj. well conceived or devised. 
Cym. Il. 3.18. : 

Good deed. Indeed, verily. W. T. I. 2. 42. 

Good den, good even. Jolm, I. 1. 185; I. A. 
Iv. 4. 43; R. & J. IL 4. 116, 117. c 

Good even and twenty, good even twenty times 
over, M. W..II. 1. 202, 203. ' 

Good-jer=good-year. M, W. 1. 4. 129. 

Good lady, a patroness. Cym. LI. 3. 158 

Good leave, ready permission. As, I. 1. 109}; 
M. of V. 11. 2. 326. : 

Good life, lifelike truthfulness. Tp. III. 3. 86. 
Good name, good repute. M. W. III. 3. 127. 
A song of good life=a song with a moral in 
it. Tw. N. 11 3. 37. ‘ 

Good lord, a patron. 2H 4. Iv. 3. 89. 

Good master, a patron. W. T. Vv. 2. 188; Oth. 


15321772 
Goodnights, sb. serenades. 2H 4. III. 2. 343. 
Good time, in. Opportunely, happily. R 3. 1. 


Ie 45+ 

Good:year. What the good-year! is a petty 
curse. Perhaps a euphemism for the opposite, 
or acorruption of the Old English quade yere 
=Ital. mal anno. M. A. 1.3. 13 2 H 4. 11. 
4. 64, 191 In Lear, V. 3. 24, ‘good-years’ is 
supposed to be corrupted from goujere the 
venereal disease, but no evidence is given for 
the existence of this word. 

Gorbellied, adj. bigbellied. 1 H 4. 11. 2. 93. 

Gore blood, clotted blood. R. & J. 111. 2. 56. 

Gorge, sb. the throat, gullet. W. Toa 1. 443 
Ham. V. r. 207. 

Goreet, sb. a piece of armour for the throat. 


. & C. 1. 3. 174. 
Gospelled, 7.p. instructed in the precepts of 
the Gospel. , Mac. 111. 1. 88. 
Goss, sb. gorse. Trp. Iv. 1. 180. 
Gossip, sb. a sponsor. Two G. III. 1. 269; W.T. 
Il. 3. 41. v.¢. to stand sponsor for. A. W. 


I. r. 189. 

Gourd, sb, a kind of false dice. M. W. 1. 3. 
94. 

Gout, sb.a drop. Mac. 11. 1. 46. 
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Governance, sb. government, control. 2 H 6. 
I. 3. 50. 

Government, sb. self-control. x H 4. I. 2. 315 
IL. x. 1843 Lucer. 1400. 

Grace, sb. excellence, virtue. RB. & J. 11. 3. 15. 

Graced, adj. dignified. Mac. 111. 4. 41; Lear, 


I. 4.267, | 

Graceful, adj. virtuous. W. T. v. 1.271. Fa- 
vourable, A. & C, If. 2.60. 

Gracious, eae: pleasing, attractive. M. of V. 
Ill. 2. 76; ‘Tw. N. 1. 5. 2813 John, It. 4. 81. 
Full of grace and goodness. Ham. I. x. 164. 

Gralt, sb. graft, scion. Lucr. 1062; Per. v. x. 
60, v.t. tograft. As, Ils2. 124; 2H 4. V. 3. 3. 

Graft, p.p. grafted. 2H 6. IL 2.214; RB 3. II. 


J» 127. ‘ . 
Oakes sb. that from which a graft is taken. 
_ Hs. IIL 5.9. E 
Grain, sb, "In grain’ is used of a fast colour, 

that will not wash out, from the grain or 

kermes of which the purple dye was origi- 
nally made. ©, of E. 111. 2. 108; M. N’s Dr. 

I. 2.97; Tw. N. 1. 5. 255. 

Grained, adj. close grained, tough. Cor. rv. 5. 
114. Engrained. am. III. 4. 90. 

Gramercy. Great thanks. Fr. grand merci. 
M. of V. 11. 2. 128; R 3. 111. 2. 108. 

Grandam, sb. grandmother. M. of V. 1 2 
206; John, I. x. 168, etc. 

Grange, sb. a lone farm-house. M. for M. m1. 
x. 277; W. T. IV. 4. 309; Oth. I. x. 106. 

Granted, p.p. acknowledged. Cym. 11. x 50. 

Grate, v.t. to vex, annoy. Ham. ur. r. 3; 
A. & OC. x. 18. 

Gratify, vt. to reward. M. of V. rv. 1. 406; 
Cor. IL. 2. 44. > 

Gratillity, sb. gratuity. Tw. N. 1. 3. 27. 

Gratulate, v.t. to congratulate. R 3. 1V. 2.103 
T. ALT. 1. 2213 Tim. I. 2. 131. 

Gratulate, adj. gratifying. M. for M. vy. x. 535+ 

Grave, v.f. to entomb, bury. R 2. 111. 2. 1403 
Tim. Iv. 3. 166. To carve, engrave. Luer. 
7553 M. of V. 1. 7. 36. ‘ 

Graymalkin, sb. a witch’s familiar, in the 
shape of a grey cat. Mac. 1. 1. 8. 

Greasily, adv. filthily. L. L, L. rv. x. 139. 

Great morning = broad day-light. T. & C Iv. 

we tS Cym. IV. 2. 61. 

Gree, v.2, to agree. Two G. 11. 4. 183; T. of 
S.inr, 272, 299. 

Greek, sb. a reveller, boon companion. Tw. 
N. Iv. x, 19; T. & C. 1 2 118. ‘Grig? is 
another form of the word. 

Greenly, adv. foolishly. H 5. v. 2. 149; Ham. 





IV. 5. 83. | 

Grief, sb. pain. 1H 4.1. 3. 51; V. 1. 134; 2 H 4. 
I. 1. 144. S 

Grief-shot, adj. stricken with grief. Cor. v. 


Te 44. 
Grime, v.t. to begrime. Lear, 11. 3. 9. 
Grim-looked, adj. grim-looking, grim-visaged. 
M. N’s Dr. y, x. 171. 
Gripe, sb. a griffin. Luer. 543. 
Grize, sb. astep. Tw. N. 10 x. 1353 Oth. 1. 3. 


200, 
Grizzle, sb, a tinge of grey. Tw. N. v. 1. 168, 
Groat, 8b. a coin worth fourpence. M. W. 1.1. 





158, ete. 





GLOSSARY 


Gross, adj. palpable. M. for M. 1. 2 1x93 

A. Wit 3. 178; H 5 Il. 2. acy: 

Grossly, aa: palpably. C. of E. i. 2. x71; 
5- II. 2. 107. 

Grossness, sb. ‘passaaes of grossness = gross im- 
positions, Tw. N 1.277. 
Ground, sb. the plain-song or air on which 

variations are made. R 3. ILI. 7. 49. 
Groundlings, sb. the spectators who stood on 
the ground in what corresponded to the pit 
of amodern theatre. Ham. If. 2. 12. 
Grow, v.%. to accrue. C. of I. 1v. 1.183 IV. 4. 


124. % j 

Grow to, v.7. tohave a strong flavour, like milk 
that is burnt. M. of V. 11. 2.18 Others 
understand by it, to have a certain tendency. 

Grow to a point=come to the point. M. N’s 

r. I, 2. 10, 

Guard, wt. to trim, ornament. M. A. 1 1 
288; M. of V. 11. 2. 164; John, IV, 2. 10. 

Guardage, sb. guard, safe-keeping. Oth. I. 2.70. 

Guardant, sb. a guard, sentinel. 1: H 6. Iv. 7. 
95; Cor. Vv. 2. 67. 

Guards, sb. facings, ornaments. M. for M. m1. 
31.97; M.A. 1. 1.289. The stars 6 and y of 
Ursa Minor. Oth, Ir. 1. 15. 

Guerdon, sb. reward. M. A. v. 3.53 L. LL. 
Ill. x. 170. 

Guerdoned, p.p. rewarded. 2 H 6. 1. 4. 49 r 
3. H6. 111. 3. 19%. 

Guidon, sb. a standard or banner. Hs. 1v. 2. 
60. The old reading is ‘Guard: on. 

Guilder, sb. Dutch coin. C. of E. 1. x. 83 Iv. 





Te 4e 

Guiled, adj. full of guile, treacherous. M. of 
Vittles 2, 97201 ‘ 

Gules, adj. red, in heraldry. Tim. Iv. 3. 593 
Ham. I. 2. 479. 

Gulf, sb. the swallow, gullet. Mac. ry. x. 23. 

Gull, sb, an unfledged nestling. 1 H 4. v. x. 
60; Tim. I. x. 31. A dupe, fool. By. N. 
Ill. 2. 73; V. x. 351; BR 3. 1. 3. 328. A trick. 
M. A. I. 3. 123. 

Gull-catcher, sb: one who entraps foolish per- 
sons. ‘I'w. N. II. 5. 204. 

Gunmed velvet. Velvet stiffened with gum. 
14. 1I2.2 

Cus ones, sb. cannon-balls of stone. Hs. I. 
2. 252, 

Gust, sb. taste, relish. Tw, N. 1. 3. 33; Sonn. 
CXIV. x1. 

Gust, v.£. to taste, perceive. W. T. 1. 2, 219. 

Gyve, v.¢, to fetter, catch. Oth. 11. x, 171, 

1H 4. Iv. 2. 443 


Gyves, sb. fetters, shackles, 
am. IV. 7. 21. 


Habiliment, sb. dress, garment. Tit. v. 223 
Re. 1. 3. 28; A. & O, III. 6. 17. : 

Habit, sb. demeanour, deportment. M. of V. 
II. 2, 199; Tim. IV. 3. 239. 

Habitude, sb. habit, condition of body. Comp. 


14. 
Hack, v.t. to grow common. M. W. 11, 1. 52. 
Haggard, sb. a wild, untrained hawk. ‘Tw. N: 

Ill. x. 71; M.A. TI. 1. 36. Used-as an ad- 
Ace car te 2 ooo 

aggish, adj. hag-like, ugly. A. W. 1. 2. 29. 
Hagzgled, ».. hacked, mangled. 1. 5. IV. ae 
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GLOSSARY 


Hag-seed, sb. offspring of ahag. Tp. 1. 2. 365. 
‘air, sb. texture, nature. x H 4. IV. 3. 61. 
Against the hair=against the grain. M. W. 
Il. 3. 4x3 'T. & Cur. 2. 28. \ 

Halcyon. The body of the halcyon or king- 
fisher, suspended by its beak, was believed to 
shew which way the wind blew. Lear, IL 2. 


84. 
Hale, v.t. to draw, drag, haul. M.A. m1. 3. 623 
Iw. N. ut. 2. 64. 
Half-caps, sb. half 
slight salutations, Tim. 11. 2. 22r. 
Half-cheek, sb. a profile. L, L. L. ¥. 2. 620, 
Half-cheeked, adj, a half-cheeked bit was per- 
haps a bit of which only one part remained. 
T. of S. 111. 2. 57. 
Half-face, sb. a thin face. John, I. r. 92, 


bows, caps half taken off, 


Half-faced, adj. showing the king’s face in pro- 
file, John, I, x. 94. Thin faced, wretched 


; looking. 1H4.1. 3. 208; 2 H 4, Ill. 2, 283. 

‘Half-kirtles, sb, A kirtle wasa kind of jacket 
With a petticoat attached. Either of’ these 
was a half-kirtle. 2H 4. Vv. 4. 2 

Halfpence, sb. small pieces. "MM. 
So Chaucer uses ‘ferthing.’ 

Half-sword, at. Within half a sword’s length, 
at close quarters. 1 H 4. 11. 4. 182. i 

Half-tales, sb. tales of which only one-half is 
told. A, & ), II. 2. 137. 

Halidom, sb. holiness, sanctity. Two G. rv. 2. 


he 
A. Il. 3. 147. 


136, 

Hall. A hall! was a cry to clear a space for 
dancing. R. & J. 1. 5. 28. 

Hallowmas, sb, All Saints’ Day. Two G. Il. 1. 
275 M. for M. 11. x. 128; Ra. v. x. 80, . 

Halt? adj. lame. P. P. 308. v4. to limp. 
Tw. Nev. x. 196; A. & U. iy. 7. 16; Ham. 


II. 2. 339, ane A 

Halting, adj. limping; hence, loitering, dila- 
tory. John, v. 2.174. sb. hesitation. Cym. 
Il. 5. 92. 

Hand; at. By hand. John, y. 2,75. _‘Hotat 
hand?’ of horsesis equivalent to ‘hotin hand,’ 
that is, when they are held in. J.C. Iv. 2. 
23. Others understand it, when they are led 
by the hand, not mounted. 

Hand, atany. Inany case. T. of S.1. 2, 1475 


227. 
Hand, inany. At any rate. A. W. IIT. 6. 45. 
Hand. In the hand of=]ed by. Cor. V. 3. 23; 

R 3. 1v. x. 2. To hold hand with=to be 

equal to. John, 11. r. 494. 

Hand, out of. Atonce. 1 H6. 11. 2. x02. 
ands, Give me your hands=applaud. M. 
N’s Dr. V. x. 444. See Ip. V. epil. 10. 

Hands. A tall man of his hands=a stout, 
active fellow. M. W.1. 4. 27; W. 'L. v. 2. 178. 

Hands, of all. At any rate, in any case. 
L. L. L. 1. 3. 219. 

Handfast, sb. custody. W. T. rv. 4. 795- Con- 

tract. Cym. 1.5.78. z 

Handsaw, sb. a corruption of heronshaw, a 
heron, Ham. It, 2. 397.. E ioe 

Handy-dandy, sb. a game in which an object is 
rapidly passed from one hand to the other, 
Lear, IV. 6. 157. 2 

Hangers, sb. the straps by which the sword was 
suspended from the girdle. V. 2. 157. 


laughter ; 
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Hangman. The hangman boys=the young 
rascals, gallowsbirds, crackhemps. ‘Two G. 


IV. 4. 60. 

Hap, sb. fortune, luck, chance. C. of E. 1. 1 
39: 2. 1. 1. 23; Ham. Iv. 3. 70. 

Haply, adv. perliaps. Tw. N.T. 2. 543 Hs. Iv. 
. 181. 

Happiest, adj. most favourable. 

Happily, adv. haply, perhaps. 
2.98; T. of S. Iv. 4. 54s 

Happiness, sb. accomplishment. M. A. 11. 3. 
191; Ham. Il. 2. 213. 
ppy, adj. accomplished. Two G. Iv. x 343 
Cym. It. 4. 177. 

Happy, v.t. to make happy. Sonn. vr. 6. 
rbourage, sb. shelter, refuge. John, 11. 1. 


H 8. prol. 24. 
M. for M. 1v. 


234; Per. 1. 4. 100. : 3 
Hard a keeping. Hard o’ keeping, difficult to 
be kept. L. 1. 1.6 


» Lu. Li I. 1. 65. 
Hardiment, sb. daring exploit, boldness. 1H 4s 
I. 3, ror; LT. & C. Iv. 5. 28; Cym. Vv. 4. 75. 
Handiueas: sb. bravery. H 5. 1. 2. 220; Gym, 
ILI. 6. 22, 
Hardness, sb. hardship, Oth. 1. 3. 234; Cym. 
ILI. 6. ar. 
Harlot, udj. lewd. W. T. 11. 3. 4. 


Harlotry, sb. a harlot. Oth. 1v. 2. 239. A 
baggage. x H 4, 110. 1. 199; R. & Je iv. a 
14. Used adjectively. i. IL. 4. 437. 


I 
Harness, sb. armour, °: H 4, iit. 2. 101; Mac. 


V. 5. 52. 
Harnessed, p.p. armed, John, y. 2. 132; 'T. & 
~ I. 2. 8. 
Harp, v.t. to strike upon as a key note. Mac. 


IV. 1. 74. 
Harry, v.t, to vex, annoy. A. & C. m1. 3+ 430 
Harry ten shillings. A picce of the value’ of 
ten shillings coined by Henry VIL 2 H 4s 
IIL. 2. 236. 

Hatch, sb. a half door. 
138; Lear, 111. 6. 76. 
Hatched, p.p. closed with a half door. Per, ry. 

2.37. Engraved. T. & C. 1. 3. 65. 
Hateful, adj. malignant. R 2. If. 2. 138, 
Hatefully, adv. malignantly. V. & A. 940. 
Haught, adj. haughty. K 2. rv. 2. 254; 3H6. 


John, I. x. 1723 V. 2. 





If. 1. 169. 
Haughty, adj. lofty, highspirited. x H 6. IV. x. 
35; R3. 1V. 2. 37. 


Haunch, sb. rear. 2H 4. rv. 4. 92. : 

Haunt, sb. resort, place of resort, As, IL. x. 153 
Ham. ty. x. 18; A. & C. 1. x14. 54 

Have. You have me=you understand me, 
catch my meaning. Ham, 1. 1. 68. 

Have, imperatively in the phrases : Haveafter= 
Tilfollow. Ham. 1. 4. 89. Haveat=I'll begin 
or attack, ,W. T. Iv. 4. 302; Ham. y. 2. 313. 
Have to=Tll goto. T.ofS. 1.1. 143. Have 
through=T'l) make my way through. 2H 6. 
Iv. 8.63. Have with=I’ll go with, Cor. 11, 
x. 286; Oth. I. 2.53; L. L, ig TV. 2. 153. 

Haver, sb. possessor. ’ Cor. 11. 2. 89. 

Hisying ab. property, possessions, 

396; Iw. N. ur. 4. 379. 

Haviour, sb. behaviour. ‘Iw. N. 

am. I. 2. 81. 

Havoc, sb. to ery havoc was to 

for indiscriminate 


As, III, 2. 
Ul. 4. 2263 


give the signal 
to cry no 
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uarter. John, Il. x. 357; J. C. Ill. x. 1733 
ae Y. 2. 375. ¥.t. to cut to pieces, destroy. 


Havtings adj. hawk-like. A. W. I. 2. 105. 
Hay, sb. a term used by a fencer (Ital. haz, you 
have it) when he hit his adversary. J. 
L. I. L. v. x. 161. 
John, Vv. 2. 1133 
v.t. to 


ll. 4.27. A round dance. 
less a; pan armed force. 
4. eshte Ne 5. 10%. 
tetesd Yer for M. 11. 
Head-lugged, adj. dragged. by ‘the head. Lear, 
IV. 2. 42. 
Headsman, sb. executioner. A, W. IV: 
Head-stall, sb. the pat Cs of a bale which bes 
over the head. Ill, 2. 
1H4. 1. 


Heady, a: headstrong, sae raba 
4a 
Had. oe adj. impetuously violent. Cc. of E. 


5-1. 1.3 
Health, Ag welfare, well-being. M. of V. v. x. 


J.C, 1V. 3. 36; Ham. J. 3. 2 
Heathii adj. wholesome, galutary! 





C. of BE. 
Henna adj. wholesome. BR. & J.1Vv.3 3+ 34. 
Heaps, on. “In heaps. H 5. 1V. 5. 18; V. 2. 39. 
Hearted, adj. seated in the heart. Oth. 1. 3. 
373} Ul. 3. 448. 
Hearten, v.¢. to encourage, cheer. 3H 6. 11. 2. 
79; Lucr, 295. 
Heart- heaviness, sb. Peart sory As, Y. 2. 50. 
Heat, p.p. heated. John, 1V. 1. 61. v.¢. to run 
a course or heat in a race. W. T. 1. 2. 96. 


Heaves, sb. deep sighs. Ham. tv. 

- Heaviness, Ue sorrow, sadness, Tp. Vii 200; 
M. of V. 1. 8. 52. 

Heavings, eh “deep sighings. W. Tu. 3. 35- 

Heavy, adj. sad, sorrowful. M. of V. v.73. 1303 
V. & A. 839 

Hebenon, is possibly the yew (Germ. eiben). 

am. I. 5. 62. Ebony and henbane have 

also been suggested. 

Hectic, sb. fever. Ham. ty. 

Hedge, v.2. to creep Hong by ite ‘hedge, skulk, 
move stealthily. T. ie C. m1. 3. 158; M. W. 

. 26; H8, il. 2. 
Hedge “pig, 3b. 2 young hedge: hog. 





Mace. ty. 
Heel, vt. to tread as in dancing. T. & C. 1v. 


Weel. Iisx-1453 
M. for M. 10. 2. 151. 
Belpyete tocure. Tp. 1. 2. 97; Lucr, 1822. 
Melp, sb. cure. Mac. I, 2. 
Helpless, adj. incurable. 
ing. R3. Toasxgis 
Hence, adv, henceferad: 
Oth. 111. 
Henchman; vba apage. M. N’s Dr. 1.1. rer. 
Hent, sb, gri ; hence, apurpose for which to be 
seized. Ham, ak 3. 88._ v.t. to take, clear, 
pass. W. T. 1v. 3. 133; M. for M. 1Vv. 6. 14. 
Herblet, sb, Reel herb, ee IV. 2. 287. 
Herb-grace, sb. rue. Ham. Iv. 
ea of grace, sb. rue, A. Ww IV. & 18; Re. 
II 
Hereby, aan: ‘That's hereby’ is said to mean, 
in in prov ymca usage, that’s as it may happen, 
2. 41. 


4. 88, 
Heits, 8b. heavings. 
Helm, v.t. to steer. 


fies 756. Unavyail- 
uCcr, 1027. 
2H 4. V. 5 563 








GLOSSARY 


Hermit, sb. a beadsman, one bound to pray for 
another, Mac. 1. 6. 20. 

Hest, sb. ereomeee behest. Tp. I. 2, 274: 
lll. 1. 


Heyday a, a frolicsome cry. Tp. Il. 2. 190, 
sed as a substantive for frolic. Ham, 111. 
4, 69. F . 
Hide fox and all after, a game like hide-and- 
seek. Ham. Iv. 
Hie, v.7. to hasten. We & A. 1189; Ham. 1. 1. 
154. v.17, Mac. 1. 
Hiems, sb. winter. 5F8 r. II. 9. 5 
Hight an low, two sands er) false dices M.W. 
High battled, adj. at the head of proud bat- 
talions. A. & C. 111. 13. 20: 
High-blown, adj. inflated. HH 8. 111. 2. 361. 
High- -day, adj. oliday. M. of V. 11. 9. 98. y 
pee adj. highest. R.& J. 11.5.9; Sonn. 


High epented, adj. deeply repented. A. W,v 
36. 
High aeelves< adj. resolute, firmly resolved. 


High- Banal cs adj. supercilious. J.C. 11. x. 118. 

High- stomached, adj. haughty. BR 2. 1. 1. 18. 

Higteviced, adj. conspicuously wicked. ‘Tim. 
IV. 3. 

Hight anealed’ oe L.L.1. x. x 258; M. N’s 
Dr. v. Per, 1v. prol. 1 

Hild, p.p. ahelae «Lucr. 1257. 

Hilding, sb. a menial, drudge. C; yD). TI. 3. 128 5 
R & pitt 4. 443 UL. 5. 169. adj. base, mean. 

573 H5.1V. 2. 29. 
Hilts, i sit need oepe weapon. R3.1. 


4.60; J.C. 3. 43 
Himself, by. ae hisown hand. Cor. v. 2. 111. 
Hind, sb. a farm servant, menial. As, I. 1. 20; 


M. W. m1. 

Hinge, v.t. to bend as a hinge. Tim. IV. 3.2 

Hint, sb. occasion, the cause or motive of an ny: 
thing, whether action or speech. Tp. I. 2. 
1343 Il. x. 33 Cor. Ill. 3. 2 

Hip. To catch or have on f! the hip is a term of 
W) restling, and signifies to have the advantage 


oe M. of V. 1. 3. 473 IV. 1. 3343 Oth, 11 x. 
Hipped, De 2, pushers, galled in the hips. T. of 
Ill. 2. 
History, v. t eto record. 2H 4. IV. 1. 203. 
Hit, v.2. to agree. Lear, 1. x. 308. 
Sie adv, up to this point. x H 4. Il. 


Hive v4, to dwellasinahive. M. of V.11. 5. 48. 
Hoar, v.t. to make hoary or white as with 
lepros; osy. Tim, Iv. 3. 155. v.%. to become 

mouldy. R. & J. 11. 4. 146. 

Hobby-horse, sb. a principal figure in. the old 
morris-dance. 1. L. , 111. 1. 30; Ham, 1. 
2, 142. Hence used contemptuously of seo 
et ee conduct. M. A. 11. 2.75; W. 


Hob, on have or not have, whit or miss, come 
what may. Tw. N. 1. 4. 

Hodge- pudding: sb. proba a hodge-podge 
pudding, or haggis. M. W. v. rf 159. 

Hoise, v.t. to hoist heave if 'p. I, 2. 1484 
2H6.1. 1 169; B 3. Iv. 4. 529. 
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Hoist, ».9. hoisted. Ham. 111. 4. 207. 

Hold, ce toendure. Cor. 111. 2. 80; Tim. I. 
1593 Ham. Vv. 1. i 2.1. to keep roniises 

N's Dr. 1. 2. 

Hold sb. fortress. 


nd, 35. : ‘ 
Hold friends, to continue friends, M.A. 1. x. 91. 
Hold in, to keep counsel. 1H 4. U1. 1. 


roan’ V. 7. 19; 2H 4. 





Holding, sb. the burden of a song. A&C. u. 
7.117. Fitness, A. W. Ivy. 2. 
Hold up, to keep up a jest. M. ert Il. 3. 1263 


M._N’s Dr. 111. 2. 239. 

Holidame=halidem. T. of 8. Vv. 2.99; R. & J. 
Tesi 8 V. x. 117. 

Holp, gt ast tense tend past participle of 
‘help.’ John, 1.1. 240; R3. 1. 2. 1073 Tp. 1. 

2, 63; Cor. Il, 1. 2 

Holy-ales, sb. rural 
Per. prol. 6. 

Holy- inistle, sb. also called Blessed Thistle, 
Carduus benedictus. M. A. IL. 4, 80. 

sea ter Se sb, one who does Homage; a vassal. 

8 

Home, ae to mithie aaa thoroughly. Cor. 11. 
2. 1075 Mac. 1. 3. 1205 Cym, ISL. 5. 92. 

Honest,’ adj, chaste. M. W. 1. 4. 148; 11. x. 
2473 Oth: IV. 2. 12. 

Honesty, sb. chastity, M.W. = 2. Aa ue Ill. 
3. 30. Decency. Tw. N. 943, Ham. 
ue x 204. Liberality, Lreaie ‘hint UL 

2H 4. 11 


277- 
festivals on saints’ days. 


Honey: seed, blunder for ‘homicide.’ 
Honey-stalks, sb. the common purple clover. 


A. IV. 4. OF. 

Honey- pees blunder for ‘homicidal.’ 2H 4. 
Il. 1. 5 

Hood, %.t. to cover with a hood, like a falcon 
till it was let fly at the game. H 5. 111. 7. 
12rj & J. ul. 2. Tf. 

Hoodman, The one Who was blinded at the 
game of blindman’s buff. A. W. Ly. 3. 136. 

aes blind. Blindman’s buff. Ham. 111. 


Hoodwink, v.t. to blindfold; hence to cover, 


conceal, Tp, Iv. 1. 206. 
Hoop, v.2. to whoop, shout. As, III. 2. 2033 
H 5. 1. 2. 108; Cor. IV. 5. 84. 


Hope, ae to expect. H 5. ll. 7. 77; A. & C. 
Il. 1 
Horining “sb. the making of cuckolds. T. A. 


He Like a mad bull; with a reference 
to horns being the emblem of a cuckold. 
Poni eee C, of E. 1. 1.57; M. A. 1. 2. 


Horoioge, sb. aclock. Oth. wv 3. 135- 
Hose, sb. breeches. As, II. 4. 73 IL. 
Round hose or French hose were tink hs hose 


which were made very full. M. of V 
80; H 5. Il. i, 57+ 
How vi. to lodge. C. of E. 1. 2.9; A. W. 1. 


Hot. Kouse, sb. a bagnio ; often used as a brothel. 
M. for M. 11. x. 66. 
House, v. re va dvvell qxecp house. R. & J. ut s. 





1905 2 3s 
Housewite, ob banestsenermilstes or ahouse. 


AE 
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M. a Dr. ux. 37; BR. & J. 1Vv..2. 433 Oth. 
I. 3. 273. A hussy, wanton. 2 H 4, Ill. 2. 
aati 5. V. 1. 85; Oth. 1v. x. 95. 
Housewitery, ae domestic management. Hs. 
Hoy $i Oth, 11. x. 113. 
How. How go=tfor what price. 2 H 4. 111. 2. 
425 543 Per, IV. 6. 22. 
How and which way, How or which way. Re- 





cemainel expressions. A. W. IV. 3.156; Re. 
109; x H6. Il. 1. 71, 
Howes adv. in any case. vo G. I. t. 343 
HL8. Iv. 1. 106. 
Hox, v.t. to hough, hamstring. W.'T. 1.2.2 
Hoy, sb. a small coasting vessel. O. oft io ‘ 





Hovde: int, an exclamation of surprise and 
contempt. IV. 4. 460. 

Hug, v.%. to lie BAe John, V. 2. 142. 

Hugger: enneet Gath secretly, by stealth. 


84. 

Hull, v v. a Yo oat, drift to and_fro, like a ship 
at the mercy of thie waves: Tw. No. 5. 2173 
R 3. IV. 4. 4385 et 

Human, ae made of flesit’ and blood. As, Vv. 

. 74; ML. N’s Dr. 11. 1. ror. 

Humorous, adj. capricious, full of fancies and 

OOS: = I. 2. 278; John, Ill. xr. 119; 
4. IV, 4. 

Humour, sd. characteristic disposition, affecta- 
tion of manner or langu ‘A word much 
abused in Shakespeare’s time and ridiculed 
by him by being employed ed frequently without 
any ALLS at al L. L, ut 1. 235 

« 135s 1691 171} I. 3. 26, 30, &C. 
rut ate Hour. R33. 1V. 4.175. The meaning 
this is lost. Steevens supposed that there 
ote a reference to the phrase to dine with 
Duke Humphrey, that 16, to walk up and 
down in St Paul's during the dinner hour and 
not to dine at all. But this does not help us. 

Hungerly, adv. hungrily. Tim. 1. 1. 262; Oth. 
Il. 4. 105. Scantily. T. of S. 10. 2. 177. 

Hungry, adj. their hungry prey ‘=the prey for 
which they hurger. 1 H 6. 1. 2. 28. ; 

EOE | 3b. the ame taken in the chase. Cym. 


ul. The hunt is up=the game is afoot. 
Ly Ne ir 2.1. 

eunks up, sb. a tune to arouse the hunters 
early, R. &J. 11 

Huey, a: Eee Jonn, Ill. 4. 169; 2 H 4, 

Hunly- bury, sb. uproar, Poa Mac. 1. x. 3. 
Used adjectively. 1H 4 8. 

Hurricano, ae awaterspoit Vogt “ko. V. 2.1723 


Lear, 1. 
Hurtle, v.7. to clash, J. C, 1. 2. 22. 
Hurtless, adj. harmless. Lear, Iv. 6. 170. 


Hurtling, sb. clashing, din. ‘AS, IV. 3. 132. 
Husband, sb. housekeeper. M. for i Ill. 2. 
ui Ss ofS. V. x. 71. Husbandman. 2H 4, 


Hebanday, sb. thrift, economy. Mace. 11. 
Ham, I. 3. 77. Management, atewardehio: 
M. of V. inn, .25; Tim. Il. 2. 164. 

Hush, adj. still, silent, Ham. 1. 2. 508. 

Huswife, sb. one who does housework, ahouse- 
maid. As, 1V. 3.27. Housewife. Cor, r. 3+ 75 

Hyen, sb. hyena. As, Iv. 1. 156. 
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Hyperion, sb. Phoebus, the sun. H 5. IV. 1. 
292; Ham. I. 2, 140; IL. 4. 56. 
Hyrcan, adj. Hyrcanian. Mac, I. 4. 101. 


Ice-brook. _‘The ice-brook’s temper’ is the 
temper of steel produced by plunging it into 
ice-cold water as of the Salo by Bilbilis in 
Spain. Oth. v. 2, 253. . : 

Teeland-dog. A. white, curly-haired dog, with 
sharp-pointed ears, much in request among 
ladies asa lap-dog. H 5. Il. 1. 44. 

Idle, adj. trifling, insignificant, Tim, I. 2. 160. 
Unoccupied. Oth. I. 3. r40. Foolish, crazy. 
Ham. 111. 2. 953 Lear, I. 3. 16._ Useless, un- 

rofitable. C. of Ki, 11. 2, 1803 Lear, lV. 4. 5. 

Idle, v.%. to float idly, R. & J. 11. 6. x9. 

Idle-headed, adj. foolish, M. W.1y. 4.36. 

Liecks, iné. perhaps a corruption of ‘in faith. 

Ta tie apse = M. for BE 
nomy, $b. ignominy. M. for M. 11. 4. 1x1}; 
, & C. Y. 10. 33; 0. A. IV. 2. m5, 

Ignorant. Ignorant fumes =fumes that produce 
ignorance or unconsciousness. Temp. V. x. 67. 

ll-erected, adj. built for an evil purpose, or 
with evi Bush es. a\aenes 

Il-favoured, adj. ill-looking, ugly. W. T. 1. 1. 

ir; AS, III. 5.53. > 

ltrayouredlys adv. badly, ill. As, IL. 2. 2793 


H Fe IV. 2. 40., 

Ti-inhabited, adj. badly housed. As, 111. 3. 10. 

dilness, sb. badness, wickedness. Mac. I. 5. 21. 

Il-nurtured, adj, ill-bred, rude. 2H 6.1.2. 423 
V.& A. 134. — 

Ill-ta’en, adj. misapprehended. W. T. 1. 2. 460. 

Mume, v.¢. to illumine. Ham. 1. 1. 37. 

Illustrate, adj. illustrious. L. L. L. iv. x. 65; 
V. I. 128. 

Il-wresting, adj. twisting toabad sense. Sonn. 
CXL, 11. 

Imagery, sb. figures in painting. J 2. v. 2. 16. 
naginary, adj. belonging to the imagination. 
John, ly, 2. 265. Imaginary forces=powers 
ofimagination. H 5. prol..18. | 

gined, adj. belonging to the imagination. 
M. of V. 1. 4, 523, Hs. 111. chor. x. 

Imaginings, sb. imaginations._Mae. I. 3. 138. 

Imbar, v.t, to bar in, secure. H.5. I. 2. 94. 

Immanity, sb. savageness, ferocity. x H6. v. 





I, 13. 0 S eee 
Immask, v.¢. to hide in a mask, disguise. 


Ba 4. I. 2, 201, i 
Inmediacy, sb. direct holding of office. Lear, | Im 


V. 3. 65. 
Immoment, adj. of no moment, insignificant. 
A. & C. YY, 2. 166, 
Immures, sb. enclosing walls. T. & C. prol. 8. 
ua sb. a scion or offshoot, 2 H 4. V. 5. 46; 
5. 1V. 1, 


a Xeh4 5a 

Imp, 2.t. to graft; hence, to supply new feathers 
toa falcon’s wing. R 2. 11. x. 2 

Impaint, v.t. to paint, colour. x 

Impair, adj. unsuitable, 
IV. 5, 103. ; 

Impale, v.t. to encircle. T. & C. v. 7. 5. 

Ampart, v.t. to afford, grant. Lucr. 103 
LXXI, 8. 7, to behave oneself. 
2. 112. 


26 
} if 4. Vet. 80. 
inappropriate. T. & C. 






GLOSSARY 


mpartial, adj. indifferent. taking no part. 

: v. & A. 8 ; M. for M. v. x. 166. 

Impartment, sb. communication. Ham. 1. 4, 

Tenvasteds .p. formed into a crust, coagulated, 
Hanns II, 2. 481. ; 

Impawn, v.t. to pawn, pledge. W. T. I. 2. 436. 

Impeach, sb. impeachment, accusation. C. of 
i. Vix. 269; 3H6.1. 4.60. 

Impeach, v.t. to bring into question, expose to 
teproach. M. N’s Dr. 11. 1. 214; M. of V. 111, 
2, 2803 III. 3. 29; R2. I. 189. 

Impeachment, sb. check, impediment. H 5. 111, 
6. 151. “ 

Tmperceiveranty adj. dull of perception. Cym, 
IV. 1. 15. - Z 

Imperious, adj. imperial. 
YT. & ©. iv. 5. 172. g 

Impeticos. To impocket, or impeticoat; anon- 
sense word. ‘I'v. N. 11. 3. 27.) 

Impleached, .p. intertwined. Comp, 205. 

Implorators, sb. solicitors. Ham, 1. 3. 129. 

Imponed, p.p. laid as a wager. Ham. v. 2. 155, 


Ham. v. x. 236; 


17l. 
ner sb. importance, moment. R. & J. v. 2. 
19; Oth. UL. 3. 316. 

Importance, sb. import. W.'T. v. 2.20. Im- 
jortunity, urgent request. Tw. N. v. 1. 37173 
ohn, u.x. 7. That which is imported, the 

question at issue. Cym. I. 4. 45. 
Importancy, sb. importance. Oth. 1. 3. 20. 
impotent adj. urgent. C. of E. v. 1. 138; 

M. A. IL 1. 74, F — 
Importing, adj. full of meaning, significant. 

A. W. V. 3. 136. 

Importless, adj. meaningless. T. & C. 1.3. 71. 

Impose, sb. injunction. Two G. Ly. 3. 8. 

Impose, v.t. to enjoin. M. A. v. x. 282, 

Imposition, Pues CLiGa Conn nian M. of V. 

I.2.114. Penalty. M.forM.1. 2.194; W.T. 


I. 2. 74. 

Imposthume, sb. an abscess. Ham. Iv. 4. 273 
T. & C. v. x. 24. 

Impotence, sb. infirmity. Ham. 11. 2. 66. 

Impotent, adj. infirm. Ham. 1. 2. 29. 

Imprese, sb. a device with a motto. R 2. m1. 


I. 25. 

Impress, v.t. to compel to serve, press into 
service. Mac. IV. x.95; 1H 4.1. 1. 21. 
pressure, sb. imprint, impression, As, III. 


5. 23. 

Impudency, sb, impudence, L. L. L, v. x. 5. 
npugn, v.¢. to oppose, resist. M. of V. Iv. x. 

179; 2H 6. Ill. r. 28r. 

Imputation, sb. reputation. T. & C. 1. 3. 3393 

am. V. 2. 149. That which may be ascribe 

toanact. Oth. m1. 3. 406. 

In, prep. on. M. N’s Dr. Ir. x. 853 R 3. 1. 4 

. IV. 2. 35. Into. M, for M. u. 30 





2; R&C. 
iz; M. W.111. 5.6; BR 3. 1. 2. 26r. 
Jn, v.t. to get in, house. A. W.1. 3. 48. 
Inaidible, adj. that cannot be helped, irremedi- 
able. W. IL x. x22. 


Incapable, adj. not susceptible. Cor. 1v. 6. 120. 
Unable to comprehend. Ham. 1v. 7. 179. 
Incardinate, adj.incarnate.. Tw. N. v. x. 185. 


: Incarnadine, vt. to dye a deep red. Mac. 1. 


2. 62, 
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Incarnal, blunder for ‘incarnate.’ M. of V. 1. 


Incensed, p.p. instructed, informed. H 8. v. 
I. 43+ 

Incensement, sb, exasperation. Tw. N. 111. 4. 260. 

Incertainty, sb. uncertainty. Sonn. oxy. rr. 

Incharitable, adj. uncharitable. As eer gge 

Inch-meal, by. By inches, gradually. Tp, 1. 





2. 3. 
Incidency, sb. incidence, liability to happen. 
iV. TT, ners 403: 
Incision, sb, blood-letting. L. LL. L. 1v. 3. 97. 
Yo make incision is to_cut:for the purpose of 
letting blood. M. of V. 11. 1. 6; As, III. 2. 


73°. F : 
Incivil, adj, rude, discourteous. Cym. V. 5. 292. 
Inclinable, adj. inclined, disposed. Cor. 11. 2. 
60, 


Inclining, adj. compliant, favourably disposed. 
Oth. 11. 3. 346. 

Inclining, sb. inclination, party. Oth. 1. 2. 82. 

Inclip, v.¢, to encircle,embrace, A. & C. IL. 7. 


74s 

Include, v.t. to conclude, close, end. Two G. 
y. 4. 160; T, & C. 1.3. 739 

Inclusive, adj. latent. “A. W. 1. 3. 232. 

Income, sb, the coming in, Luer. 334. 

Incontinent, adv. immediately, As, V. 2. 423 
Re. v. 6. 48. 2 i a 

Incontinently, adv. immediately. Oth. 1. 3. 306. 

Incony, adj. dainty, delicate. “L. L. L,. um. x. 
136; IV. 1. 144, . 

Incorporal, adj. immaterial. Ham. 111. 4. 118. 

Incorporate, ».p. closely united. J. C. 1. 3. 135. 

Incorpsed, ».9. made one body. Ham. Iv. Ma 88, 

Incorrect, adj. unsubdued, unsubmissive. Ham. 
I. 2. 95. 

Increase, sb. produce. Tp. IV. x. x10; Cor. III. 
3. II4. 

Increaseful, adj, full of Produ Lucr. 958. 

Incredulous, adj. incredible. ‘Iw. N, 111. 4. 88. 

ae sb. inroads into the enemy’s country. 

~ WC, ID, 1. 32. 

Ind or Inde, sb.India, Tp. 11.2. 6x; LL. L.rv. 
3, 222; AS, III. 2. 93. 

Indent, v.7.to make terms, compound. x H4. 1. 


3. 87. x . 

Indent, sb. indentation. x H 4. 111. x. x04, 

Index, sb. the table of contents, originally 
placed at the beginning of a book; hence, in- 
troduction, prologue. 3. Il. 2. 1493 IV. 4. 
85; 1. & OL 3. 3433; Ham. 11. 4. 52; Oth. 
Il, 1. 263. 2 nae 

Andifferency, sb. impartiality. John, 1. x. 579. 
Moderate capacity, ordinary size. 2H 4. 1V. 3. 


23. 

Tadiferené adj, ordinary, commonplace. T. of 
§. Iv. x. 94; Ham. I. 2. 23r. Impartial. 
Re. . 3. 116; H 8. 11. 4. 17. 

Indifferent, adv. tolerably, moderately, not ex- 
ceptionally. Tw. N. 1. 3. 143; 1. 5.265; Ham. 
III. 1. 123. 

Indiflerently, adv. moderately, tolerably. H 5. 
If, x. 58; Ham. rit. 2. 47. 

Indigest, sb, a shapeless mass, chaos. John, V. 
7.26. adj. shapeless. Sonn. cxIv. s. 

Indign, adj. unworthy, disgraceful. Oth. I. 3. 


274. 
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Indirection, sb. injustice, crooked policy. John, 
Ill. 1. 276; J. C. IV. 3 75. Indirect or 
oblique method. Ham. i. x. 66. 

Eadie adv. wrongfully, unjustly. John, 1. 
1.49; O15. Il. 4. 94. 

Indistinguishable, adj. mongrel, whose breed 
cannot be recognized. ‘T, & C. V. 1. 33- 

Indite, blunder for ‘invite. 2H 4. U. 1. 305 


. «IT. 4. 135+ : t 
Individable. ‘Scene individable’ is perhaps a 
play in which the unity of place is preserved. 
fam. II. 2. 418. 
Indrenched, .p. drenched, overwhelmed. ‘T. 


&O.1 1 51. 

Indubitate, adj. undoubted. L, L. L. 1v. 1, 67. 

Induétion, sb. beginning, introduction. x H 4. 
Tl. 1.23 3. 1. i. 32 3 IV. 4. 5. 

Indue, v.¢. to endow, aflect, qualify. Oth. 11. 
4. 146; Ham. Iv. 7. 180. 

Indurance, sb, durance, imprisonment. H 8. 
Ve pXanke2snoee 

Inequality, sb. inconsistency. M. for M. v. x. 
65. . 

Inexecrable, adj. that cannot be sufficiently 


execrated, M. of V. 1y. 1, 128. 
Leone, v.t, to render infamous, defame. 


. Lu. L. V. 2. 684. 
Infect, p.p. infected. T. & C.1. 3. a 
Infection, blunder for ‘affection’ M. W. 1. 
2. 120; M. of V. Il. 2. 133. : 
Infer, v.¢. to allege, bring in as an argument. 
R 3. 1... 753 WL. 7. 12; Lim. 1. 5. 73. 
Tnfest, v.t, to harass, vex. ‘Tp. V. x. 246. 
Infinite, sb. infinity. Two G. 1. 7.70; M.A. 
Il. 3.106; T. & C. I. 2. 29. 
Infinitive, blunder for ‘infinite.’ 2H 4. I. 1. 26. 
Inform, v.i. to take shape. Mac. If, 1. 48; 
v.t. to form, fashion ; hence, to inspire, ani- 
mate. Cor. V. 3.71. 
Informal, adj. crazy, irrational. M. for M. v. 
1. 236. 
Information, sb. informer, abstract for con- 
crete. Cor. IV. 6. 53. 
Infusion, sb. essential quality. Ham, v. 2. 122. 
UMpenIOUS, adj. delicately sensitive, intelligent. 
am. V. 1.271; Lear, Lv. 6. 287. 
Ingeniously, adv. ingenuously. Tim. 1. 2. 230. 
Ingraft, ».p. ingrafted. Oth. 11. 3. 145. 
Ingrate, adj. ungrateful. Tw. RN. Weliranrx6:3 
John, V. 2. I5Te 
Hngratetals adj. ungrateful. Tw. N. v. 1. 803 
OF. II. 2. 35 a 
Inhabitable, adj. uninhabitable. R 2. 1. 1. 65. 
Inherit, v.¢. to possess. ‘Tp. Iv. x. 154. To 
cause to possess, put in possession. f 2.1. 
1.85. v.t. to take possession. Tp, IT. 2. 179. 
Tnhooped, 2p. enclosed or confined in a hoop, 
in which birds were made to fight. A. & C. 


II, 3. 38. feat 

Initiate, adj. ‘initiate fear’ is that which at- 
tends the beginning of acareer of guilt. Mac. 
TIL. 4. 143. aioe 

Injointed, ».p. joined. Oth. 1. 3. 35. 

Injurious, adj. insulting. 2H 6.1. 4. 5x3 Cor. 
III. 3. 69. 

Injury, sb, insult, M.N’s Dr. m1. 2.148. 

Inkhorn mate, sb. a term of contempt applied 
toa bookish man. x H6. 111. x. 99. 
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Inkle, sb. coarse La LL. L. mt. 1. 1403 
W. T. Iv. 4. 208; Per. V. prol..3. 
Inland, adj, belonging to the interior of the 
country ; hence, civilized, refined. As, Ill. 
2.363. adv. inland bred = brought up in the 
interior ; and so, cultivated. As, 11. 7,96. 
Tnly, adj. inward, Two G, I. 7. 18; 3 H6. 1. 
4.171. adv, inwardly. Tp. V. x. 2005 Hs. 

Iv. chor. 24. 5 
Inn, sb. a temporary residence. R2, V. 1. 13. 
Innocent, sb. an idiot, fool. A. W. IV. 3. 2133 
Lear, 111. 6. 8; Per. Iv. 3. 17 
Inquire, sb. inquiry. Ham. 1. x. 4; Per. U1. 


prol. 22, r 

Inquisition, sb. inquiry. Tp. I. 2. 353 As, I. 
2. 20, 

Insane, adj. maddening, causing insanity. 
Mac. I. - 84. 

Insanie, sb. madness, LL. L. L. v. 1. 28. 

Insconee, v.t. & 2°. to shelter, hide, Lucr. 1515; 
M. W. 11. 2. 273 Ill. 3.96. | i _ 

Insculped, p.7. engraved, cut ; ‘insculp’d upon 
=cut in relief. M. of V. 1. 7. 57- 

Insculpture, sb. inscription. Tim. y, 4. 6 

Inseparate, adj. that cannot be divided. 
C.Y. 2. 148. 

Inset, v.. to set. 2 FH 4. I. 2. 19. 

Insinewed, ».p. bound as by sinews. 2 H 4. Iv. 
I, 172. 

Insinuate, v.7. to coax, wheedle, ingratiate one- 
self. R 2. IV. x. 1653 Cor. II. 3. 106; V. A. 
xorz. vt, to suggest, hint. L. L. L. v. x. 


27. 

Instnuation, sb, a flattering proposal. John, 
y. 1.68. Artfulintention. Ham. V. 2. 59. 

Tnsisture, Supers istente: T. & C. I. 3. 87. 

Insociable, adj. unsociable. L. L. L. v. x. 20; 
V. 2. 809. 

Instalment, sb. installation. R 3. II. x. 163. 
Perhaps=stall. M. W. v. 5. 67. 

Instance, sb. motive. H 5. 11. 2. 119; RB 3. Il. 
2. 25. Proof, evidence. M, A. II. 2. 423 
2H4. UI. 1.103. Token. Two G. If. 7. 70; 
Lucr. rsrr.. Example. Tw. N. Iv. 3. 12. 
Anything given in proof, a sentence. ii. A. 
V. 2. 783 AS, Il. 7. 156. 

Instant, adj. instantaneous. Ham. 1. 5. 71. 

Instant, adv. immediately. ‘Tim. U1. 2. 239; 
Ham. TI. 5.94. . m 

Insufficience, s). insufficiency. W. T. 1. x. 16. 

Insultment, sb. insult, triumph over an enemy. 
Cym, Il, 5. 145. 

Tnsupy ressive, aa that cannot be suppressed. 

» CO. IL 1. 134. 
Intellect, sb, signification 3nd, perhaps, signa- 
ture. LL. L. Iv. 2.1377 
Tntelligencing, adj. conveying intelligence. 
W. T. 11. 3.68. um 
Intelligent, adj. bearing intelligence, giving in- 
formation. W. T. I. 2. 378; Lear, 111. x. 253 
III. 5. 125 II. 7. 12. a 
Intemperance, abi want of restraint, licentious- 
ness. x H 4. 11, 2. 156; Mac. Iv. 3. 66. 
Intend, v.£. to direct. “A. & C. v. 2. 201; Per. 


I. 2.116. ‘To mean. A. & C. I. 2. 40. 


7 
T. & 
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140; V. & A. 222, Aim; the main intend- 
ment=the chief attack, Ho5.1.2. 144. 
Intenible, adj. incapable of retaining. A.W. 


I. 3. 208. : 
Intection, sb. aim, bent, M. W.1.3.73; W.. 


I. 2. 138. 2 
Intentively, adv, attentively. Oth, I. 3. 155. 
Tnteressed, .p. interested. Lear, I. x. 87. 
Interest, sb. right, claim. John, v. 2.89; 1H4, 
Ill. 2, 98. 
Inter’gatory, sb. interrogatory. M, of V. v. 1. 
298; A. W. Iv. 3. 207. f c 
Intermission, sb. pause, delay, interruption, 
M. of V. ll. 2. 2013 AS, IL. 7. 32; Mae, Lv. 3. 

Tntermissives adj. intermitted, interrupted. 
1 H6.1. 1. 88. i 

Interrogatory, sb. a question to be answered on 
oath, Jobim, IL. 1. 147, " 

Intertissued, p.. woven into the tissue. Hs. 
IV. 1. 279. 

Intervallums, sb. intervals. 2 H 4. V. 1. 91. 

Intil, prep. into. Ham, V. 1. 81. 

Into, prep. unto. A. W. I. 3. 260; Tw. N. v. 
1. 87; H5. I. 2. 1023 Il. 2. 73 

Intreasured, p.p. stored up. 2 H 4. II. x. 85. 

Intrenchant, adj. that cannot be cut, invulner- 
able. Mac. v. 8.9. 

Intrinse, adj. tightly drawn. Lear, II. 2. 81. 

Tnirinsicate, adj. tightly drawn, or perhaps, in- 
tricate. A. & C. V. 2. 307. 

Invasive, adj. invading. if ohn, Y. 1. 69. 

Invectively, adv. reproachfully, abusively. As, 
Il. x. 58. 

Investing, y.p. enveloping, enwrapping. Hs. 
Iv. chor. 26. 

Investments, sb. dress, apparel. 
45; Ham. I, 3. 128. Ts 

Invincible, adj. an error for ‘invisible.’ 2H 4. 
Ill. 2. 337- 

Invised, adj. perhaps, unseen. Comp. 212. 

Inviting, sb. invitation. Tim. 11. 6. rr. 

Invocate, v.t. to invoke. R 3.1.2.8; 1H6.1. 





2 H 4. IV. 3. 


I. 52. pee ; 
Inward, adj. intimate. R 3.111, 4.8. Private, 
secret. L, L, L. v. 1. 102; M. A. IV. 1. 12, 
Inward, sb. inside. Sonn. oxXvi1I.6, An in- 
timate. M. for M. m1. 2. 138. 

Inward, adv. inwardly. M. of V. ut. 2. 86; 
Ham. Iv. 4. 28. 

Inwardness, sb. intimacy. M. A. IV. x, 247. 

Irk, v.t. to vex, annoy ; used pepe ony. As, 
Il. 1.22; 1 H6.1. 4. 1053 3 16, I. 2. 6. 

Trregulous, adj. disorderly, faaplesss Cym. Iv. 
2. 315. 

Issued, p.p. descended. Tp. I. 2. 59. 

Ii, poss. pron. its, Tp. 11. 1. 163; W. T. 11. 3 
178; Hs. Vv. 2. 40; Ham. f. 2, 216, &e. 

Iterance, sb. repetition. Oth. v. 2. 150. 

Iteration, sb. repetition. x H 4. 1. 
T.& C. m1. 2. 183. 

Iwis, adv. truly, certainly. 
R 3. I. 3. 102. 


2. 10%} 


M. of V. 11. 9. 683 


'o 
retend. M.A. 1. 2.35; I. ofS. Iv. r. 216;| Jack, sd. the small bowlaimed at in the game of 


3. IIT. 5. 


8. 
Intendment, sb. intention, design. As, I. x. 


bowls. Cym. 11. x. 2. A term of contempt 
for a paltry fellow. R3. 1.3 72; R. & J. 0 
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4, 160. The figure which struck the bell in | Jovial, adj. Jove-like. Cym. Iv. 2. 311. 


old clocks. R 2. V. 5. 60; R3. 1V. 2.117. 

Jack-a-Lent, sb. arag doll, thrown at in ftent 
M. W. Ll. 3. 273 V. 5. 134. 

Jack guardant, A raseally sentinel. Cor. v. 


2. 67. 

Jacks, sb. the keys of a virginal. Sonn, cXXVII. 
5,13. Drinking vessels. T. of S. Iv. 1. 51. 

J Asaucy Jack. H 5. 1V. 7. 148. 

Jade, v.t. to play the jade with, run away with, 
Tw, Nv. 5.178. Lodrivelikeajade. A.&C. 





Ii. 1.34. Lo treat with contempt. H 8, IIL. 
2. 280, 

Jaded, p.p, worn out. 216, IV. 1. 52. 

Jar, sb. a tick of the clock. W. 43. 


Jar, v.4. totick, Ro. V.5. 51. 0.0. to quarrel. 


1 H6, Ill. 1. 70. 

Jars, sb. quarrels! 1 H6.1. 1. 44. 4 

Jaunce, v.t. to fret a horse so as to make him 
prance. Reo. V..5. 94. 

Jaunt, sb. a prancing. R. & J. 1. 5. 26. 

Jaunting, 7. p. prancing, R. & J. 11. 5. 53. 

Jay, sb. used for a loose woman, M. W. ut. 3. 
443 Cym, ILL 4. 51. 

Jennet, sl. a Spanish horse. V. & A. 260. 

Jerkin, sb. jacket. ‘Dp. 1V. 1. 236; I. & OC. 111. 
3. 266. 

Jesses, 
hawk were fastened to the falconer’s hand. 
Oth. 11. 3. 261. 

Jest, v.t. to play a part ina masque. R 2. I. 


sb. the straps by which the legs of a | K ( , , 
| Keeksies, sb. hemlock and similar plants with 





3: 95: | 
Jet, v.t, to strut with head erect. Tw. N. 11. 5. | 


36; Cym. 111. 3.5. Loencroach, R 3. 1. 4. 


gt; 2. A. I. 1. 64. 
Jig, sb. a merry dance. M.A. 1.x. 77; Tw. N. 
Ham. 


7. 3.138 A ludicrous ballad or farce. 





522. 
to walk as one that dancesajig. Ham. 
.1.150. ‘To write jigs or doggrel ballads. 
J. C. IV. 3.137. To sing like the tune of a 
jig. LL. Lout. 1. rt. 


Jig-maker, sb. a composer of jigs. Ham, m1. 








2. 131. 

Joan, old. Thenameofahawk. 2H6. 1. 1.4. 

John-a-dreams, John o’ dreams, John the 
Dreamer, Ham. If. 2. 595. 

Joinder, sb. joining, Tw. N, v. x. 160. 

Joined-stool, sb. a joint-stool, a folding stool. 
tH 4.1L 4. 418; 2 H 4. U. 4. 269; LT. of S. 
II, r. 199. aries 

Joint. v.i. & t. to unite, join. A. & C. 1. 2.96; 
Cym. 4. 1425, Vs 5-440 |, e 

Jointress, sb. a widow with a jointure, a dowa- 
ger. Ham,t.2.9... . 5 : 

Joint-ring. sb. a split-ring, gimmalLting, of 
which the two halves were made to fit very 
closely. Oth. Iv. # 73. 

Joint-stool. sb. a folding stool. R. & J. 1. 5.73 
Lear, IT. 6. 54. 

Jolt-head, sb. blockhead. Two G, M11. x. 2905 
T. of S. IV. 1. 169. : 
Jordan, sb. a chamber-pot. 

2 « IL. 4. 37+ “4 
Fouraall adj, diurnal, daily. M. for M. Iv. 3. 
925 Cym. IV. 2. 10. \ 
Journey-bated, adj. tired with marching. 1H 4. 
IV. 3. 26. 






t H 4. I. 1. 223 





owl, vt. to knock, dash. A. W. I. 3. 593 
Ham. v. 1. 84. - 
Joy, v.t. to gladden. R33. 1. 2.220. To enjoy. 

2. V. 6.26. v.i. tobe glad. Re. I. 3, 153 
V. 3.95; 1 H4. u. 1. 13. To have delight. 
R3, 1V. 4. 933, R. & J. Il. 2. 116. 

Judicious, adj. judicial, Cor. Vv. 6. 128. 

Jump, sb. hazard. A. & C. I. 8. 6. 

Jump, v.i. to agree. ‘Iw. . 259; Rs. 
Ill. 1.11. ¥.t. to hazard, risk. Mac. 1. 7. 73 
Cym. V. 4. 188. To expose torisk. Cor. I1:. 

RE 





lealeursds: 
Jump, adv. just, exactly. Ham. 1. 1. 653 V. 2. 


_ 396; Oth. If. 3. 392. 

Junkets, sb. sweetmeats. 

Just, sb. a tilt, tournament. Re.V.2.52. Ut 
to tilt. Per. 1 x. 116. adv. exactly. 
M. for M. ut. +. 68; V. x. 202; M. A. UL. 


T. of S. 111. 2. 250. | 


T, 29. 5 

Justicer, sb. justice, judge. Lear, II. 6. 25, 
59; IV. 2. 793 Cym. V..5- 2545 

Jutty, sb. projection. Mac. 1. 6. 6. 

Jutty, v.¢. to project over. HE Til. x. 13. 

Juyenal, sb. a. youth. L, L. L. 1 2.8; 1. 2. 
67; M. N’s Dr. ul. x. 97; 2H 4. 1. 2. 22. 

Kam, adj. crooked, awry. Cor, If. 1. 304. 

hollow stalks. H 5. v. 2. 52. 

Keech, sb. a round lump of tallow or fat. H 8. 


I. 1. 55. 

Keel, 7.¢. to cool. I. L. L. v. 2.930, 939. 
Others interpret it ‘to scum or skim.’ 

Keep, sb. keeping, custody, ‘I. of S. I. 2. 118. 

Keep. 2. to live, dwell. T. & C. Iv. 5. 278; 
Mac. Vv. 4.93 Ham. Ir. r, 83: M. of V. IL. 3. 

19. v.1". to restrain oneself. Two G. Iv. 4. x1. 

Keeping, sb. maintenance. As, I. 1. 9. 

Keisar, emperor, M. W. I. 3.9. 

Ken, sb. perception, sight, view. 2H 4. Iv. 1. 
151; 2H6. 111. 2.1133 Oym. Ill. 6. 6. 

Ken, v.¢. to discern, know. 2H 6. Ill. 2. ror; 
T. & C. IV. 5.14; M. W.T. 3. 14. 

Kendal green, sb. a dark green cloth made at 

Kendal. x H 4. If, 4. 246, 257. 

Kerchief, sb. originally a covering for the head, 

a handkerchief. M. W. 111. 3. 62; Iv. 2. 743 
J. C. um. Ie 315. 

Kern, sb. a light armed foot soldier of Ireland 
and the Western Isles. R 2. 11. 1. 156; Mac. 
I. 2. 13, 30. 

Kersey, sb. coarse woollen cloth. M. for M. 1. 
2.35; LT. ofS. Ill. 2. 68. 

Reitle, sb. a kettle-drum. Ham. vy. 2. 286. 

Key, sb. a tuning key. Tp. 1. 2. 83. 

Key-cold, adj. cold asa key. R3. 1.2.53; Luer. 


1774 
Kibe, sb. a chilblain on the heel. ‘Tp. 11. 1. 276; 
_Ham. V. I. 153. 
Kickshaws, sb. a trifle. Tw. N.1. 3. 122; 2H 4. 
V. 1. 29. 
Kick “wicky, sb. a darling; a pet term for wife 
or mistress, W. I, 3. 297: 
Kid-fox, sb. a foxcub. M. A. 11. 3. 44. 
kill! the ery of troops when charging the 
enemy. Cor. V. 6. 1323 Lear, Iv. 6. 1915 
VY. & A. 652. 
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Killen, v.¢. to kill. Per. 11. prol. 20. 
Killingworth. Kenilworth. 2 H6. 1Vv. 4.39, 44- 
US Insholerals the fire place of akiIn. M. W. 1v. 


2.593 W. T. Iv. 4. 247. 

Kine adj. akin, related” M. for M. 11. 4. 1135 
2H 4. I. 2. 120. 

Kind, sb. nature. J. C. 1. 3. ote 
M, of V. 1. 3. 86. adj. natural. 
adv, kindly. Tim, 1. 2. 225. ‘ 

Kindle, v.t. to incite. As, I. 1.179. To bring 
forth young. As, III. 2. 38. 

Kindless, adj. unnatural. Ham. 11. 2. 609. 

Kindlier, adv. more naturally. Tp. Vv. x. 24. 

Kindly, adj. natural, seasonable, M. A. Iv. 1. 
733 ‘As, 11. 3. 53._ adv. naturally, in a natural 
manner. W830. ..593, ©. of S. Ind. 1. 66. 

Kingdomed, p.p. like a kingdom. T. & C1. 3. 
185; comp. J. C. I. 1. 68. ‘ 

Kinged, p.p. furnished with a king, ruled. 
John, I. 1.3713 Hs. 1. 4.26. Made a king. 

2. Ve 5. 36. 
Kingly, adv. royally. Sonn. cxty. 10. 
Kingly-poor, adj. poorforaking. L. L. L. v. 


2. 269. . 

Kirtle, sb. a jacket, with petticoat attached. 
2H 4. I. 4. 297. 

Kissing-comfits, sb. comfits for sweetening the 
breath. M. W. v. 5. 22. r 

Kitchen, .¢. to entertain in thekitchen. C. of E. 
V. I. 415. 

Knack, as a knick-knack, trifle. M. N’s Dr. 1. 
x. 34; W. T.1V. 4. 360. 

Knap, v.é. to gnaw, nibble. M. of Y. m1. 2. 10. 
Yo rap. Lear, 1. 4. 125. 

Knaye, 3b. a lad, servant. 
M. W. um. 5. 99. 

Knee, v.é. to go on one’s knees. Cor. v. x. 5. 
_To \meel before. Lear, Il. 4. 217. 4 

Knit, sd. texture or pattern in knitting. T.of S. 


LIV. 1.95. 
Knolled, p.p. tolled. As, I. 7. 114, 121; Mac. 


Luer. 11475 
Lucr. 1423. 


J. CG. IV. 3. 2415 


V. 8 50. 
Knot, sb. used of folded arms. Tp. 1. 2. 224; 
Tit. m1. 2.4. A plot or bedina garden. R2. 


IIL. 4. 46. 

Knot-grass, sb. the plant Polygonum aviculare, 
which was suppose to have the power of 
checking growth. M. N's Dr. m1. 2. 329. 

Knotty-pated, adj. thick headed. 1H 4. m1. 4. 


25%, - 

Knowing, sb. knowledge. Ham. v. 2. 44; Tim. 
YI. 2. 74. HExperience. Mac. 1. 4. 4; Cym. 
Te 4.1 30. ¥ 

Known, p.p. been acquainted. A. & C. 11. 6. 
86; Cym. I. 4. 36. 


Laboursome, adj. laborious, elaborate. Ham. 1. 
2.593 Cym. ILI. 4. 167. 

Labras, Lips; Pistol’s Spanish. M. W. 1. x. 
166, 

Lace, v.¢. to adorn, as with embroidery. Mac. 
Il. 3. 118; Cym. IL. 2. 22. 

Laced muiton, sb. a cant name for a courtesan. 
Two G. I. x. 102. 

Lade, v.t. to empty, drain. 3 H6. 111. 2. 139. 

Lady-smock, sb. the plant Cardamine pratensis. 


. L. L. Vv. 2. 905. 
Lag, 8b. the lowest class. Tim. 111. 6.90. adv. 


GLOSSARY 


late. R 3. 1. 1. 90. adj. lag of =loitering 
behind. Lear, I. 2. 6. 

Lag-end, sb. the fag-end, last part. 1 H4. v. 1. 
243 H8. I. 3. 35. 

Laid, p.p. Waylaid. 2H 6. Iv. 10. 

Lakin. Ladykin or little lady. 

. N’s Dr. ML. 1. 14. 

Lampass, sb. a swelling of the bars of the palate 
in horses. T. of S. IL. 2. 52. 

Land, sb. lawn. ‘Tp. 1V. 1.130. See Laund. 

Land-damn. An incurable corruption 
W. T. 1 1. 143. 

Land-rakers, sb. vagabonds. | x H 4. 1. 1. 82. 

Languish, sb. a lingering malady. R. & J.1. 2. 
49; A. & C. V. 2. 42. : 

Languishing, sb. lingering disease. A. W. 1. 3. 


Tp. IM. 3. 1 





in 


235. 

| Lank, v7. to grow thin. A. & C. 1. 4 7. 

Lap, v.t. to wrap. BR 3. I. x. 1rs3 Mac. 1. 2. 
543; Cym. V. 5. 360. 

Lapse, sb. slip, error. A. W. IT. 3.170. %.2@. to 
fall away, especially from truth. Cor. Vv. 2. 
19; Cym. ITI. 6, 12. 

Lapsed, p.p. caught, surprised. Tw. N. rr. 3. 
36. Fallen. Ham. It. 4. 107. ‘Lapsed in 
time and passion’ may mean fallen away from 
his duty by neglecting opportunity and in- 
dulging passion. 

Lard, v.t. to garnish. H 5. tv. 6.8; Ham. iv. 
5.37, Tofatten. 1H 4. 1. 2. 116; Tim. 1v. 





3.112. 

Large, adj. free; and so, gross, licentious. 
Mace. mt. 4, 113 M. A. Il. 3. 206; IV. 1. 53. 

Large-handed, adj. grasping. Tim. rv. tr. x1. 

Largess, sb. bounty, present. Re. I. 4. 443 
Mac. II. 1. 14. 

Lass-lorn, adj. forsaken by his mistress. Tp. 1v. 


I. 68. 

Last. In the last=at last. Cor. v. 6. 42. 

Latch, v.¢. to catch, lay hold of. Mac. Iv. 3. 
195; Sonn. cx. 6. In M. N’s Dr. 111. 2. 36 
it seems to mean to take or hold as by a spell 
or charm ; or perhaps, to close. [or the sense 
of ‘smear, anoint,’ there appears to be no 
evidence. | ; 

Late, adj. tately appointed. H s. 11. 
Recent. Tp. v. x. 145. 

Lated, p.p. belated, benighted. Mac. 111. 3. 6; 

A. & C. m1. II. 3. 

Latten, sb. a rise metal, made of copper and 
calamine. M. W. 1. x. 165. It is also used 
puinedl iron plates and in Cornwall for tin 

Laud, sb. praise, glory. 2H 4, 
Ill. 3.179. v.¢. to praise. 
Cym. y. 5. 476. 

eu sb.Jawn, glade. 3H6.ut.1.2;V.&A. 

13. 

Launder, v.t. to wash. Comp. 17. 

Lavish, adj. licentions. 2 H 4. IV. 6. 64. 

Lavishly, adv. licentiously, arbitrarily. 2 H 4. 

2 2. 570 

Lavolt, sb. a dance by two persons, consisting 
chietly of lofty bounds, and whirling round ; 
a kind of waltz. T. & C. 1. 4. 88. 

Lavolta, sb. See Layolt. H 5. 11 5.33. 

Law-days, sb. court-days, when the judges sit. 
Oth. Il. 3. 140. 


61. 


IV. 5.236; TL. &C. 
1 VIL 3. 2153 
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GLOSSARY 


Lay, sb. a wager, stake. 2 H6. V. 2.27; Oth. 
II. 3. 330. 

Lay by. Stand cally Y . splice borrowed from 
sailors. 1 H 4. 1. 

Layer up. Hos. vy. 2. nae See Lay up. 

Lay for. ‘To lay out for, venture for, strive to 
win. Tim. IE 5. 115. 


ay up. To fold up and putaway. « H 4. v. 





Teas sb. aleper. H 5. 1. 1. 15. 

Lazar- like, adj. leprous. Ham. I. 5. 72. 
Leading, 3b. generalship. 1H 4. vv. 3- 17s 
Leaguer, sb. camp. A. W. IIL. 6. 2 
Lean-looked, adj. lean-looking. Te. Me hag 
Secs adj. empty headed. RK 2. UW. x. 






Tress sb. fields of arable jan Tp. Iv. 1. 603 
H 5. V. 2.443 Tim. Iv. 3. 

Leasing, sb. lying, falsehoad. Spy, Ni I. 5.105; 
Jor. V. 


b. golden russetings ; a kind of 
anoles 2H 4. v. 3. 44 

Leaye, v.t. to part with. Two G. IV. 4.793 
M. of V. v. x. 1723 Ee UL 4.91 2.1. to 
cease, Ham. 111. 

EAL 8b. ou ifbert). 3 H6. my. 2. 343 


M. for M. 1. x. 





Laine ea well made up. 


Tce sb. a physician. Tim. v. + By, 
Leer, sb. complexion. As, LV. x. és ‘I. A. LV. 2. 


Teese, v.t. to lose. Sonn. v. 
Leet, sb. a manor court. % “of §. Ind. 1. 89. 
The time at which such a court is held. Oth. 


Ill. 140. 
Leg, ‘sh. how. A. W. 11 a 19} Ra ih 3. 
3 Cor, 11. 


Lene, v.t. to Ale T. of S. 1. 2. 28. 
Legerity, sb. lightness, en ened activity. 
5. IV. 1. 23+ 

Leiger, sb. anambassador. M. for M. 111. x. 59. 

Tes ee ace at one’s own fairest R 2.1. 
hy ' 7, 238. By my good lei- 
aie ape Fhe e good t use of my time with him. 
M. for M. m1. 2. 261. . 

Leman a a paramour. M. ye IV. 2. 1723 
Tw. . 326; 2H 4. V. 3. 

Lendings, a superfluous oramiestest Lear, 01. 


Trength; ee, delay, protraction. A. & C. rv. 14. 


46. vt. tolengthen. Pass. P.2to. P 
Lenten, adj. Theagre, scanty ; like a dinner in 
Lent. Ham. i. 2. 3293 Dw. N. I. 5. 9. 


eee sb. the epilogue. L. L. L. 14. x. 72, 


‘Lesson, ane to teach, instruct. Two G. 1. 7. 5; 
R 3. 1. 4. 2463 Cor. 11. 3. 185. 

Let, ee to hinder. Ham. 1. 4. 85; Tw. N.v. x. 
256. Todetain. W.T. 1.2.41. To forbear. 
Lucr. 10. p.p. caused, Ham. Iv. 6. 21. 
sb. inden ces impediment. H 5. Vv. 2. 653 
Lucr. 330, 

Be alone; 8 sb. SAriniranee: prohibition. Lear, v. 


Lethe “sb. oblivion. Tw. N. rv. 1. 66; A. &C. 
II. 7.114. The blood shed by adeerat its fall. 
J, CO. Ul. 1, 206. 
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evel sb. aim, line of fire, W.T.11. 3.6; H8. 
pits &J ~ Il. 3. 6 va. to aim. Ra. 
iv. a guess. vof V. 1.2.41 Lo 
be on the ae Picea Meh I. 3. 240. adv. 


evenly. Tw. Nu 11. 4. 
Lewd, aj base, vile ’Hatirsers oon 2111 


Tewaly, meee teal 2H6. a 1. 167. 
Lewdster, sb. a libertine. M. W. 3+ 23+ 
Lewd-tongued, adj. foul-spoken, Ny aL eee: 3. 





172. 

Liable, adj, subject, pooling John, Il. 1. 4903 
IV. 2. 226; V. 2. 101; J. . 199; 11. 2. 104. 

Libbard, sb/aleopard. L. tie V. 2. 

Liberal, “adj. licentious. M. A. Iv.1,933 Ham. 
Iv. 7.171. Liberal conceit= elaborate design. 
Ham. V. 2. 160. _adv. liberal conceited = elab- 
orately designed. ‘Ham. v. 2. 169. 

Liberty, He Aibertinism. Tim. IV. 1. 25; Ham. 
Il. 1. 24, Liberties of sin=licentious sin- 
ners. AoE f BE. I. 2. 102. 

Lie, vi. to lodge, pre 
M. Wi x. 187, 

Lief, adj. dear. 
Had as liet = would as willingly. M. W.1v.2. 
3173 M.A. I 3. 84. 

Licfest, adj. tana 2116. It. x. 164. 

Lieger, sb. an ambassador. Cym. I. Bae 

Lien, p.p. of Lie. John, Iv. 1. 50; Per. i. 





Two G. Iv. 2. 1373 


‘o hay eas lief =to hold as dear. 


85." 
Lieu. In lieu of =in return for. 


Tp. I. 2. 1235 

M. of V. Iv. x. 410; Jolin, V. 4. 44. 
Lieutenantry, sb. lieutenancy. Oth. 1. x. 173: 
On lieutenantry =by proxy, A. & C. 11. x1. 


mites O'life=on my life, as my life. W.T.1v. 


tikes sb.a thief. T. & C. 1. 2. 129. 
Light, p.p. lighted. Per. 1V. 2.77 


Lig ely, naa cay readily. Tac oe IV. 4.53 
sually. BR 3. IL. 1. 94. 
Tight clove. *Thename of a tune. TwoG. I.2. 


833 M.A. UM. 4. 44. 

Like, v.t. to pleases Two G. Iv. 2. 56; Ham. 
Il._2. 803 V. 2. 276. ‘To compare, liken. 
2H 4, Wx.07;1 H6. IV. 6. 48. 

Has; adv, as. is Kean Ill. 3. 66; é of E. 1. x. 

3H 5. 11. 2. 183; Cym. Il. 3. 41. 

Likblihodd, sb. sign, indication. R 3. 11. 4.573 

. W. I. 3. 128. 

Likely, adv. probably. 2Hy. 

Like well, v.2. to be in good ifidine sod condi- 
tion, 2H 4. IL. 2. 92. 

Liking, ae condition St body. M. Wu. x. 575 


1 1 4. Il. 3. 6. 
ae ae an alembic or retort. Mac. 1 7. 
; Sonn. CXIx, 


ie, ABs meal, adv. lib bylimh. piecemeal! Cym. 
Il. 2. 1. 
Limbo, AKG Aa reeion borderingon hell. A. W.v. 
Fy 2613 <I. 1.149. Used for a prison. 
of ae IV. 2. 32. Limbo Patrum was the 
place where the souls of the fathers of the 
Old Testament remained till Christ's descent 
into Hell. H 8. Vv. 4. 67. 
Lime, sd. bird-lime. Two G.I. 
2. 34; Temp. IV. 1. 246. 
Lime, v.¢. to put lime into liquor. 


2.68; Mac. Iv. 
M. W.1 3. 
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. To smear with bird-lime. 2H 6. 1. 3. 91. 
1% Bian with bird-lime. Tw. N. 1. 4. 82; 


Ham. 11. 3. 68. Tocement. 316. v. 1. 84. 

Limit, sb. appointed time, R2. L 3. 1515 R3. 
Tit. 3.8. ‘Strength of limit’ appears to mean 
the strength acquired during the usual period 
of lyingin, W. 2. IIL. 2. 107. 

Limit, v.t. to appoint, define. M. for M. rv. 2. 
176; John, V. 2. 123; R 3. V. 3. 25. My 
limited service=the duty appointed me. Mac. 
II, 3, 56. Limited professions=professions 
which are under some restraint. Tim. Iv. 


- 431 
Linn, vt. to draw in colours. As, II. 7. 194. 
Line, v.t, to draw, paint. As, 111. 2. oF Lo 
strengthen, fortify. x H4.1f 3.86; Hs. 11. 
4.7; Mac. I. 3. 112. sb. pedigree. H 5. 11. 
4, 88. * 
Lineal, adj, due in virtue of descent. John, 11. 
Fe 8s. Lineal of =lineally descended from. 
5. I. 2. 82, 5 
Line-grove, sb. a grove of lime trees. Tp. v. 


I. 10. 
Link, sb. a torch made of tow and pitch. 
4. of S. IV. 1. 137; x H 4. U1. 3. ae 2 
Linscy-woolsey, sb. literally, mixed stuff; jar- 
gon, gibberish. A. W, IV. r. 13. 

Linstock, sb. the stick which held the gunner’s 
match. H 5, II. chor. 33. 

Lip, v.t. to kiss. Oth. IV. 1. 72; A. & C. m1. 


5. 30. 
Miners: pinfold. Perhaps the teeth. Lear, 1. 
2.9. But the phrase has not been explained. 
Liquor, v.t. tosmear with oil. M. W.L1Y. 5. 1003 


1H 4. I. 1. 94. 

List, ay, desire, inclination. Oth. 1. x. 1055 
Limit, boundary. x H 4. Iv. x. 51; Tw. N. 
Ul. x. 86; Ham. Ly. 5. 99. The space marked 
out for a combat, lists. Mac. 111. x. 71. 

List, 0,4. to desire. Roz D1. 5. 84; V.& A. 
564. Toplease. Tp. If. 2. 19; Cor. III. 2. 128. 

List, v.i. to listen, hearken to. Ham. I. 5. 22. 
v.t. to hearken to. M. W. v. 5. 46; Comp. 4. 

Lither, adj. yielding, pliant, gentle. x H 6.1Vv. 
7.21. Inasecondary sense, ‘lazy, sluggish.’ 

Little, in. In miniature. As, mI. 2.148; Ham. 
Il. 2. 3843 Comp. go. a small compass. 
Tw. N. Bib /y 95: 3 

Little, ina. In brief, briefly. H 8. 11. x. x1. 

Livelihood, sb. liveliness, animation. A. W. I. 


I. 58. 

Tively, adj. living. T. A. 111. x. 105; Sonn. 
LXVII, 10; CLI. 6. Lifelike. As, V. 4. 27. 
Liver, sb. the seat of the passions and emotions. 
2H 4. 1.2. 198; Tp. 1v. x. 56; M. A. IV. x. 

233; Lw. N. Il. 2. 66. 

Liver-vein, sb. the style or humour of men in 
Jove. L. L. 1y. 3. 74. 

Livery, sb. the delivery of a freehold into the 
possession of the heir. 2.1L. 1. 2043 II. 3. 
129; 1 H4. IV. 3. 62. 

Livery, v.t. to dress, Comp. 105. 

Living, sb. property, possessions, M. of V. m1. 
2.1585 R. «IV. 5. 40. 

Living, adj, real, actual, valid. As, 111. 2. 4393 
Oth. ILI. 3. 409. 

Loach, sb. a small fish, the Cobitis. x H 4. 11. 
I. 23. 





GLOSSARY 


Lob, sb. lubber, lout. M. N’s Dr. 11. 1. 26. v.t, 
to hang heavily, droop. H 5. IV. 2. aq; 

Lockram, sb. a kind of coarselinen, said to take 
its name from Locrenanin Brittany. Cor. 11. 





I. 225. 

Locusts, sb. it is doubtful whether the insect is 
referred to, or the fruit of the Carob tree or 
St John’s bread. Oth. 1. 3. ait 

Lode-star, sb. the pole-star. MM. N’s Dr. 1. 1. 
183; Lucr. 179. 

Lodge, v.t. to lay flat, beat down. R 2. 11. 3. 
162; Mac. IV. 1. 55: ee 

Loggats, sb. a game somewhat resembling bowls. 
The jack is a thick disc of lignum vite, and 
the loggats which are thrown at it are trun- 


cated cones of about two feet and a quarter 
long. Ham. v. 1. 100. 


| Long, v.. to belong. M. for M. 11. 2.59; H5. 


II. 4. 80; Cor. V. 3. 170. : : 
"Long of. Along of, in consequence of. L. L. L. 
II. x. 119; M. N’s Dr. 111. 2. 339. | 
Long-engrafied, adj. long-graited, inveterate. 
Lear, I. x. 301. 
Long-grown, adj. inveterate. 1 H 4. Il. 2. 156. 
Longly, adv. longingly. T. of 5. 1. x. 70. 
Loot, v.¢. to luff, ‘bring close to the wind. 
A. & C, Ill. x0. 18. 
Look, v.t. to look after, search for. M. W. rv. 


2.83; AS, II. 5. 34. 

Look upon. Tobe haegeuie W. T. v. 3. 1003 
Rav. 1.237; T. & C. v. 6. 10. 

Loon, sb. a low fellow. Mac. v. 3. II. 

Loop'd, adj. full of loop-holes or apertures. 
Lear, 1. 4. 31. 

Loose, sb. the Gischawel of anarrow. L. L. L. 
V. 2. 752+ 

Loose, v.27. to let loose, discharge as an arrow. 
M. N’s Dr. ux. 159; H 5.1. 2. 207. 

Loosely, adv. wantonly. 2H 4.11. 2.93 Vv. 2.94. 

Lop, sb. the cuttings from the branches of a tree. 

Ht 8. I. 2. 96. 
Lorded, p.p. invested with the power of a lord. 


emp. I. 2. 97. 
Lording, sb. a (erate little lord. W. T. 1. 2. 
62. Alord. 2H6.1. 1. 145. 
Lord’s sake, for the. The supplication of im- 
prisoned debtors to the passers by. ML. for M. 


IV. 3. 21. 

Lord’s tokens. Plague spots. L. L. L. v. 2. 423. 

Lose, v.t. to cause the loss of. Dw. N. 11.2. 213 
rH 4, U1. x, 187; Lear, I. 2. 125. To let slip, 
forget. Ham. I. 2. 205. 

Loss, sb. desertion, abandonment. W. T. 11. 3. 
192} Ill. 3. 513 H8. 11 2. 31. 

Lot, sb. ‘lots to blanks’=all the world to nothing. 
Cor. v. 2.10. The comparison is not of the 
number but of the relative value of the lots 
and blanks. 

eee iS allotment, prize inalottery. A. &C. 

2 2. 248. 
Lout, sb. aclown. Jobn, 1. x. 509; Cor. 1 


2. 66. 

Love, sb. Ve the goddess of Jove. &: of E. 
- 2. 52; J Lu. L. Ly. 3. 380; V. & A. 328. 

Love-day, sb. a day of reconciliation, " ‘A, t 


I. 491. 
Love-in-idleness, sb. the pansy or heartscase. 
M. N's Dr tts. 168, 
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GLOSSARY 


Lovely, adj. loving. T. of 8. 111. 2. 125. 
Lover, sb, friend. M. of V. 111. 4.7, 17; Cor. V. 


2. Id 

Love-shaked, p.p. shaken with the fever of love. 

_ AS, IT, 2. 385. 

Loves, of all, For love’s sake, by all means. 
M. W. um. 2. 119; M. N’s Dr. 1. 2.3154. In 
Oth, III. x, 13, the quartos have ‘of all loves,’ 
the folios ‘for love’s sake.’ 

Love-springs, sb. the tender shoots of love. 
C. of Ei, TI. 2. 3. 

Low-crooked, adj. low bending. J. C. III. x. 43. 

Lower chair. A low seated, easy chair. 
M. for M. 1. x. 132. 

Lown, sb. a base fellow. Oth. 11.3. 95; Per. Iv. 


6. 19. 
Lowt, v.t. to treat as a clown, 1 116. Iv. 3. 13. 
Lozel. sb. a worthless, idle fellow. W. aid Il. 


3+ 109. 

Lubber, blunder for ‘libbard’ or ‘leopard.’ 
2H {. Il. 1. 30. 

Luce, sb. a pike or jack. M. W. 1. x. x6, 22. 

Lud'stown. London. Cym. Il. r. 325; IV. 2.99. 

Lumpish, adj. dull, spiritless. Two G. MIL. 2. 62. 

Lunes, sb. lunatic, mad freaks, W. 'T. 11. 2.30; 
M. W. Iv. 2. 223 T. & C. IL. 3. 130. | 

Lurch, v2. to carry away the prize with ease ; 
properly, to win a love set at cards or other 
game. Cor. Il. 2..105. v.z.toskulk, M. W. 


Il. 2. 26. 

Lure, sd. the call or whistle by which the falconer 
attractsthe hawk, V.&A. 1027. The stuffed 
figure of a bird used for the same purpose. 
T. of S, IV. x. 195. ~h 

Lush, adj. luxuriant, full of juice. Temp. 1. x. 52. 

Lust-breathed, adj. inspired by lust. Lucr. 3. 

Lustihood, sb. vigour of body. M. A. v. x. 76; 
T.&C.IL2 50. |. 

Luxurious, adj. lascivious. M. A. Iv. x. 42; 
H 5..1V. 4.20; Mac. 1V. 3. 58. 

Luxuriously, adv. lasciviously. A. & C. ur. 





13. 120. 

Luxury, sb. lust, lasciviousness. M. W. v. 5-98; 
Hs. 1. 5.6; Ham. I. 5. 83. 

Lym, sb. a bloodhound; so called because he 
was held by a eam or leash. Lear, 111. 6. 72. 


Maculate, adj. stained, impure. L. L. L. I. 2.97. 

Maculation, sd. stain, spot. T. & C. Iv. 4. 66. 

Made, p.p. fortunate. M. N’s Dr. Iv. 2. 18; 
Tw. i IL 5. 168; Oth. I. 2. 51. Fastened. 
C. of E. 111. 1. 93. rf 

Made up, adj. complete, perfect. Tim. v. x. ror; 

3.1. 1. 21. 

Maggot-pie, sb. magpie. Mac. 11. 4. 125. 

Magnifico, sb. a Venetian grandee. M. of V. 
Ill. 2. 2825 N. I. 2.12. 

Maid-child, sb. a female child. Per. v. 3. 6. 

Maidhood, sb. girlhood, maidenhood. Tw. N. 
Ill. xr. 1623 Oth. I. 1. 173. 

Mail, sb. acoat of mail, suitof armour. T. &C. 
Ill. 3. 152. 

Mailed up, wrapped up. 2 H 6. 1. 4.31. To 

mail a hawk was to wrap a cloth round it so 
that it could not stir its wings. 

Main, sb. the mainland, continent. Lear, II. 1. 
6. Thechief power. Ham.i1v.4.15. Ahan 
at dice. 1 H 4. IV. 1. 47- 
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Main-course, sb. the main-sail. Tp. 1. x. 38- 
Mained, p.p. maimed. 2 H 6. IY. 2. 172. 
Maintenance, sd. power of holding one’s ground. 


tii 4. V. 4. 22. = x 

Maiestcal adj. majestic, princely. H 5. IV. 1. 
2843 Ham. 1. 1. 143. - 

Major, sb. the first proposition of, a syllogism. 
1H 4. 11. 4. 544. A quibble on ‘mayor. 

Make, v.t. tofasten. As,1v. 1.162. Todo. «As, 
I. x. 31; Ham. I. 2. 164. 

Make, 2.2. 0 go, move; in the phrases ‘make 
away,’ R 3-1V. 4. 5205 ‘make forth,’ H 5. Il. 
4.5; J. Gv. 1. 25: ‘make from,’ Lear, I. r- 
148; ‘make out,’ Tw. N. 1. 5. 65; ‘make 

Up John, 11. 2.5; 1 Hy. eee 5y_59+ 

Makeless, adj. mateless, widowed. Sonn. IX. 4. 

Malapert, adj. pert, saucy. Tw. N. 1V. 1. 47. 

Male, sb. male parent, father. 3H 6. V. 6. 15. 

Malefaction, sb. crime. Ham. It. 2. 621. 

Malkin, sb. aslattern. Cor. 11, 1. 2243 Per. 1v. 
3. 34._ A diminutive of Matilda. ne 

Mall, Mary. Tp. 11. 2. 50. Mistress Mall in 
Tw. N. I. 3. 135 is usually supposed to he a 
notorious person, Mary Frith or Moll Cut- 
purse, but this is very improbable. 

Mallard, sb. a wild drake. A. & C. Uf, 10. 20. 

Mallecho, mischief, Span. malhecho. Ham. 11. 
2. 146. 

Malmsey, sb. a sweet wine, called also Mal- 


polsie: from Napoli di Malvasia in the Morea, 


» Li. Li. Ve 2. 233. 
Malmsey-nose, rahe red-nosed, as from drinking 
malmsey. 2 H 4, If. 1, 42. F 
Malt-horse, sb..a brewer's horse. C! of E. m1. 
x. 32; T. of S. Iv. r. 132. 
Malt-worms, sb. beer-drinkers. 1 H 4. 11. x. 833 
* 2H 4. Il. 4. 361. E 
Mammering, p7.. hesitating. Oth. 111. 3. 70. 
Mammet, sb. a doll. x H 4. 11. 3.95; R. & J. 
IIL. 5. 186. 
Mammiock, v.t. to tear in pieces. Cor. I. 3. 71. 
Man, v.t. totame; usedofahawk. T. of 8. Iv. 


1.196. To wield, handle. Oth. v. 2. 270. 
Man=one, person. M. A. 111. 5.39. Noman 
=noone. M. W. Vv. 2. 15. 


Manage, sd. the training and breaking in of a 
horse. As, I. 1.13; Re. 111. 3.179; 1 H 4. 1. 
3 v.t. to handle, wield. “R 2z. ut. 2. 118; 
2H 4.111. 2.292. To train, break in a horse. 
V. & A. 508. 

Manager, sb. one who handles or wields. 
L. L. 10s I. 2. 188. 

Manakin, sb. alittle man. Tw. N. 1 2. 57. 
Mandragora, sb. the mandrake; Atropa man- 
dragora. Oth. IIT. 3. 330; A.& GL 5. 4. 
Mandrake, sb. the plant Adropu mandragora, 
the root of which was supposed to resemble 
the figure of a man, and when torn up to 
cause madness or death. 2 H 4. I. 2. 173 

2 H6. 11.2. 310; R. & J. IV. 3. 47. 

Man-entered, adj. initiated into manhood. 
Cor, Il. 2. 103. 

Manifest, adj. conspicuous, well known. Cor. 


T. 3-.54- i 

Mankind, ad#. masculine. W. T. 11. 3.67; Cor. 
IV. 2. 16. 

Manner. In manner=in a manner, in some 
sense, R2. Ill. 1. 1x. With tho manner=in 
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thefact. L. L. L. 1 1. 206; 1H 4. U. 4. 3473 
W. T. IV. 4. 752 . . 
Mannerly, adv. decently: inabecoming manner. 
M. A. 11. 1. 793 M. of V. 11. 9. 100. 
Mannish, adj. man-like, masculine. As, I. 3. 
123; Cym. Iv. 2. 236; T. & C. nts 217+ 
Manager sb, manslayer, homicide. 2H 4. 
Il. 1. 58 - 
Mancionen sb. dwelling-place. Mac. I. 6. 5. 
Mantle, sb. the scum on the surface of astanding 
pool. ILL. 4. 139. .2. to form a mantle 
or scum on the surface. M. of V. 1. 1. 89. 
Mantled, p.p. covered withascum. Tp. 1v. x. 


182. 
Manure, v.t. to cultivate. Oth. 1. 3. 328. 
Many, sb. the multitude. 2H 4. 1. 3. 913 Cor. 
HI. 1. 66. 
Many,a. M. of V. 111. 5. 73; As, I. 1,122; R3. 
Ill. 7. 184. 
Mappery, sb. study of maps. T. & C. 1. 
Marbled, adj. marble-like. T. of A. 1 
Marches, sb. borders. H 5. I. 2. 1403 3 


| 
- 205. | 
. 1QT.| 
6. IL. | 








I. 140. 5 Ae ae 
‘Marchpane, sb. a kind of sweet biscuit, flavoured 
with almonds and yarious condiments. R. | 


wd. 5.9 | 
Mare, sb. the nightmare. 2H 4. 1. 1. 83. To 
ride the wild mare = to play at see-saw. 2 H 4. 
Il. 4. 268. 
Margent, sb. margin, edge. M. N’s Dr. 11. 1. | 
85. Glosses were commonly given on the} 
piargin of books. Ham. v. 2. 162; R. & J. | 





3. 86. 

Marian, maid. Robin Hood's mistress in the 
ballads ; then, one of the principal figures in 
the morris-dance, not of unblemished charac- 
ter, 1H 4. Ill. 3. 129, 

Mark, sb. thirteen shillings and fourpence. 
M. for M. iv. 3.7; John, 1. x. 53031 H 4. 


Ill. 3. 95. 
Market, sb. ‘he ended the market,’ L. L. L. un. 
x. 111, In reference to the proverb ‘Three 
women and a goose make a market.’ 
Mark-man, sb. marksman. R. & J. I. 1. 212. 
Marmoset, sb. a small monkey. Tp. IL. 2. 174. 
Marry, used in various exclamations, is perhaps 
a relic of an appeal to the Virgin Mary. R 2. 
IV. 1. 114; Tw. N. Iv. 2. 109; R31. 3. 2613 
Ham, 111. 2. 247. Nym’s language is hard to 
interpret, but ‘marry trap may Possibly 
mean ‘marry, youare caught.’ M.W. 1. 1.170. 
Mart, v.z. to market, trathe. Cym. I. 6. x51. 
v.t, to vend, traffic with. J. Cl 1v. 3. x2. 
Martial, adj. Mars-like. Cym. LY. 2. 310. 
the fine weather which 


Martin’s summer, St 
sometimes comes about St Martin’s day, the 
1 H6. 1, 2. 131. 





1th of November, 

Martlemas, sb. Martinmas ; the 11th of Novem- 
ber. 2 H 4. If, 2 x10, A. well-preserved 
elderly man is compared to the bright days 
we sometimes come at the beginning of 
winter. 

Martyr, v.. to disfigure, maltreat, T. A. 111. x. 
Br; Rh. J, IV. 5. 59. 

Martyred, adj. tortured, disfigured. T. A. 111. 


GLOSSARY 


j. massive. Tp. Ul. 3. 67; M.A. m1, 
. 147; tam. III. 3. 17. 

Masti of fence, sb. one who had taken the 
highest degree in the art of fencing. M. W. 
I. 1. 295+ 

Masterdom, sb. supremacy. Mac. I. 5. 71. 

Masterly. A masterly report is a report of pro- 
ficiency. Ham. 1Vv. 7.97. _ , 4 

Mastic, adj. mastic was used in stopping de- 
cayed teeth. T. & C. 1. 3. 73 

Match, sb. compact, bargain. Cym. IIT. 6. 30; 
M. of V. 1. 1. 46. Tosetamatch=to make 
an appointment. x H 4. 1. 2. 119. 

Mate, vt. to match, cope with, H 8. 111. 2. 
274. ¥v.t. to confound, bewilder. C. of KE. 
Ill. 2. 543_V. 1. 281; Mac. V. x. 86. 

Material, adj. full of matter. As, UI. 3. 32. 

Matin, sb. morning. 


Ham. Tf. 5. 89. : 
Maugre, in spite of. Tw. N. 111. 1. 163; Lear, 
V. 3-.13% 
Maund 3b. a basket. Comp. 36. 
Maw, sb. stomach. Mac. 11. 4. 73; John, v. 7. 
373; Hs. Il. x. 52. 
May, can. ©. of Wi. ur. 2.13 M. of V. 1.3.73 


5. II. 2. 100. 
Mazzard, sb. the skull. Ham. v. 1.973; Oth. 11. 


Massy, ¢ 


3. 155. gle =< 5 
Meacock, adj. spiritless, pusillanimous. T. of 


S.J. 3. 315. 

Mealed, p.». mingled, compounded. M. for M. 
IV, 2. 86. 

Mean, 








to moan, lament. M. N’s Dr. v. 1.: 

330. sb. in music, the intermediate part be- 

tween the tenor and treble. Two G. 1. 2. 953 
L. L. L. v. 2. 328; W. T. Iv. 3. 46. Means. 
Two G. IL 7. 53 Ill. 1. 38; LV. 4. 1133 M. for 
M. IL 4.95; J. C. IL. 1. 161. 

Means. divs make means=to take measures. 
Two G. v. 4. 137; B 3. V. 3. 40, 2483 Cym. 
IT. 4. 3. 

Meander, sb. a winding path. Tp. III. 3. 3. 

Measles, sb. scurvy wretches. Cor. Ill. x. 78. 

Measurable, adj. fit, suitable. TL. L. L. v. 1. 97. 

Measure, sb. a slow and stately dance. M. A. 
Il. 1. 80; R 2. I. 3. 291, &c. The music 
which accompanied it. John, 111. x. 304. 

Mechanic, adj. suitable to a handicraftsman. 

& C. Iv. 4. 32. 

Mechanical, sb. a mechanic, handicraftsman. 

IL. N’s Dr. 118. 2.93 2 H 6. 1. 3.196. Used 
as an adjective. 2H 4. Vv. 5. 38; J.C. 1. 1. 3. 
Medal, sb. a portrait in a locket. W.T. 1. 2. 


307. 

Medicinable, adj. medicinal. M. A. 1. 2. 53 
T. &C. 1. 3. or. 

Medicine, sb. a physician. A. W. 1. x. 753 
W. T. Iv. 1. 598; Mac. v. 2. 27. v.t. to restore 
by medicine, heal. Oth. 111. 3. 332; Cym. IV. 


2. 243. 

Medltemanenin a, the Mediterranean. L. L. L. 
NV. 1. 61. 

Meed, sb. merit, desert. 3 H 6, 11. 1. 36; IV. 8 
38; Tim. 1. 1. 288; Ham. y. 2. 149. é 

Meered. He being the meered question=the 


“question being limited to him. A. & C. 111. 





2. 36. 
Mary-buds, sb. the flowers of the marigold. 
Cym. I. 3. 25. 


13. 10. 
Meet, adj. to be meet with=to be even or 


quits with, M. A. 1. x. 47. 
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Meetly, adj. fitting, suitable. «A. & C. 1. 3. 8r 

Meet with, to encounter, counteract, chiecle 
Tp. IV. x. 166. 

Meiny, sb. attendants, retinue. Lear, IL. 4. 35. 

Mell, v.i. to meddle. A. W. ly. 3. 257. 

Memorial, adj. commemorative, bestowed as 
amemorial. ‘T. & C. y. 2. 80. 

Memorize, v.t. to make memorable. 

Tac, I. 2. 4Ou 

3b. memorial. As, Il. 3. 33 Lear, Iv. 

7-73 Cor. 1V. 5. 77+ 

Mends, sb. the means of amending, remedy. 

_ LT. & C, 1. x. 68. 

Mercatante, sb. (Ital.)a merchant. 'T. of S. Iv. 


H 8. 11. 








2. 63. 

Merchandized, y.p. made merchandize of. 
Sonn. cll. 3. 

Merchant, sb. a chap, fellow. x H6. 1. 3. 573 
BR. & Ji. 4.153. Amerchantman. Tp. 11. 


Parse 

Mereurial, adj. like Mercury’s. Cym. 1V, 2. 310. 

Mercy. mercy’ said to be equivalent to 
“by your leave.” Tim. 111. 5. 55- 

Mero, adj. absolute. ML. of V; Tit 2, 2653 Mac. 
IV. 3.1523 Oth. 11. 2. 3. Your pleasure was 
my mere offence=my offence was merely 
your caprice. Cym. V. 5. 334 

Merely, adv. absolutely. Tp. I. x. 593 Cor. III. 
1. 305; Ham. I. 2. 137. 

Merit, sb. reward, recompence. J 2. I. 3. 156. 
Desert. A. & C. v. 2. 178. 

Merriness, sb. mirth. L. its Tho. s2. 202.0 

Mervailous, a@j. marvellous; used by Pistol 
without understanding the meaning. H s. 11. 





T. 50. 

Meshei, p.p. mashed. T, A, IIT. 2. 38. 

Mess, sb. a party of four, L. L. L. tv. 3. 2075 V. 
2. 36133116. 1. 4. 73. Lower messes = persons 
dining at the lower end of the table, inferiors. 
W. T. 1. 2.227. 

Metaphysical, adj. supernatural. Mac. 1. 5. 30. 

Mete, v.t. to measure, judge. 2H 4. 1V. 4. 77+ 

£. L. Ts IV. 


To mete at=to judge by, aim at. 
Te 134. 
Mete-yard, sb. a measuring yard. T. of 8. Iv. 
35 


Deihealin, sb. a kind of mead, or drink of 
which honey was the chief ingredient. LL. L. 


V. 2. 233. 
Methoughts, methought. W. T.1. 2. 154; R3. 


I. 4.9 
Mew. is to pen, imprison. M. N’s Dr. 1. x. 
7x3 R 3. 1. 1. 38, 132. 
Mewl, v.72. to mew, fike acat. As, IT. 7. 144. 
Micher, sb. a truant, sneak. x H 4. 11. 4. 450. 
Miching, adj. sneaking, stealthy. Ham. IT. 2. 


146. 
Mickle, adj. great. H 5. 1. 1. 703; R. & Ju. 


2 15. 
Miadie earth, the terrestrial world, regarded as 
between heaven and hell. W.Y. 5. 84. 
Middle summer, midsummer. M. N’s Dr. 11. 


1. 82. 
Mightful, adj. powerful. T. A. rv. 4. 5. 


Might=may. Ham. I. x. 77+ 
Milch, adj. milk-giving. V. & A. 875: M. W. 
IV. 4. 33. Hence, shedding tears. Ham. 11. 


2. 540. 








1171 
Militarist, sb. a professional soldier. A. WIV. 


Sonn. CXV. 5. . 


3. 161, 
Millioned, adj. millionfold. XN 
i the coining-mill 


Mill-sixpences, first struck by 
In 15 M. W. I. x. 158. 

Mimie, sb, an actor. M. N’s Dr. Til. 2. 19 

Mince, v.%. to walk affectedly. M. W. V. 1-93 
M. of V. ul. 4.67. Tospeak with affectation. 
H28. 1. 3. 31. vt. toaflect, Lear, 1v. 6. 122. 

Mincing, adj. affected. x H 4. 111. 1. 134. = 

Mind, z-%. to intend. 3 H 6. Iv. 1.106; M. N’s 
Dr. v. x. 173. vt. toremind. W. Tt. 2. 
226; H 5. IV. 3. 13 ‘To call to mind. He: 
Tv. chor. 53. ath mind of love=loving mind. 
M. of Y. 11.8. 42. Mind of honour=honour- 
able mind, M. for M. 11. 4. x79 

Minded, p.p. disposed, affected. Lear, 111. 1. 2. 

Mindless, adj. careless, unmindful. W.Ti12. 
or; T. of A. 1V..3. 93- 3 

Mine, poss. pron. the revolt of mine=my revolt. 
M. W.1 3. 111. Thering of mine=my ring. 
C. of IB. Iv. 3. 69. 

Mineral, sb. amine. Ham. Iv. 1. 26. 

Mingle, sb. mixture. A. & C. 1.5. 59. Make 
mingle=mingle. A. & C. Iv. 8. 37. 

Minikin, adj. small and pretty. ‘Tear, 11. 6. 45. 

Minim, sb. the shortest note in music ; used ior 
avery short period, R. & J. 1. 4. 22. 

Minimus, sb. anything very short or small. 
M. N’s Dr. 111. 2. 329. 

Minion, sb. darling, favourite. John, 1. 1. 
392; Mac. 1. 2. 19. Used with some con- 
tempt. C. of I. 1. 2. 87; 2 H6. 1. 3.87, A 
pert, saucy person. 2 Hé, I. 3. 141; R. & J. 
IIL. 5. 152. ’ . 

Minstrelsy. For my minstrelsy =in place of a 
minstrel. L. L. L, 1. 1. 177. 

Minute-Jacks, sb. time-servers, Tim. 11. 6. 
107. See ack, 

biaitelly adj. occurring every minute. Mac. 
V. 2. 18. 

Mirable, adj. admirable. T. & C, IV. 5. 142. 

Miracle, v2, to make itself a miracle. Cym. 
IV. 2. 29. 

Misadventured, adj. unfortunate. R. & J. 
prol. 7. 

Misanthropos, sb. a hater of mankind. Tim. 
IY. 3. 53+ 

Miscarry, v.7. to come to harm, perish. M. of 
V. u. 8 29; Tw. N. m1. 4. 70; H 5. Iv. 1. 





155- 

Mischief, v.¢, to injure, Tim. Iv. 3. 475. 

Misconceived, adj. Misjudging. x H6. Vv. 4. 49. 

Miscreate, adj. illegitimate. H 5. 1. 2. 16. 

Misdemean, v.72. to misbehave, misconduct 
oneself. 8. V. 3. 14. 

Misdoubt, v.¢. to mistrust. M. W. 11. x. 1923 
R3. 1M. 2 89% A. & C. IIL. 7. 63. 

Misdread, sb. dread of evil. Per, 1. 2. 12. 

Miser, sb. a wretch. 1 H 6, v. 4. 7. 

Misgive, v.27. to forebode evil. bth. TIT. 4. 80. 

Misgoverning, sb. misgovernment. Lucr. 654. 

Misgrafied, p.p. ill grafted. M. N’s Dr. i. x. 

137. 

Misguide, v.t, to mislead. Cor. 1. 5. 23. 

Mislike, sb. dislike. 3 H 6. Iv. x. 24. 
dislike. M. of V. it x 1; A&G, 
I47e 


vt. to 
IIL. 13. 
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isordered, .. disordered. 2 H 4. IV. 2. 33. 
Yerise GraNtientize’ vt. to. undervalue, de- 

spise. AS, I. x. 1773.1. & C. IV. 5. fe 
Misprised, adj. mistaken, M. N’s Dr. 1. 


2. 74e - : 
Misprision, sb. mistake. M. A. lv. x. 187; 
ME N's Dr. lit. 2. 90. Contempt. A. WW. 11 


roud. 3 H6. Il. 6. 7. 
R A. oe Feeling of 


3: 159: AeA 
Misproud, adj. ici ously 
5. v.t. to do without. 


Miss, sb. misdoing. 

lose x H 4. V. 4. 105. 
. I. 2. ZT. 

Missingly, aes with a feeling of loss. W. T. 
IV. 2. 35+ 

Missive, of amessenger. Mac.1I.5.7; A. &C. 
Il. 2. 74. 

Mist, vee to cover with mist. Lear, v. 3. 262. 

Mistaken, ».p. misjudged. 1H 8. 1. x. 195. 

A St sb. mistake, error. Tp. I. 2. 2485 
M. for M. 111. 2. 150. 3 

Mistempered, adj. tempered to an evil par Doses 

. & J. 1. 1. 94 Distempered, diseased. 

John, v. 1. 12. é 

Mistership, blunder for ‘mistress-ship.’ T. A. 
IV. 4. 40. 

Misthinik, v.t. to misjudge. 3H 6. Il. 5. 1083 
A. & CG. V. 2. 176. b 

Mistreadings, sb. transgressions. 1 H 4. ul. 2. 
Il 

Mistress, sb. the jack at the game of bowls. 
T. & ©. 1. 2. 52. 

Mistrustful, adj. producing distrust or appre- 
hension, Y. & A. 826. 

Misuse, sb. offence. Oth. Iv. 2. 109. v.2. to 
deceive. M. A. IL. 2. 28. 

Mobled, adj. muffled or wrapped up aboué the 
head. Ham. II. 2. 525. 

Mockable, adj. ridiculous. As, ILI. 2. 49. 

Model, sé. mould, pattern. KR 2. 11. 2 153+ 
Plot. Rez. Vv. 1. 11. 

Modern, adj. commonplace, trite. As, 11. 7. 
156; A. W. IL 3.2; Mae. Iv. 3. 170. 

Modest,-adj. moderate. Tw. N. I. 5. 192; Lear, 





Il. 4. 25. 

Modesty, sb. moderation, freedom from exagger- 
ation. J.C. 111. 1. 213; Ham. IL. 2. 461}; II. 
2.21; H 8, V. 3. 64. 

Module, sb. mould, form. A. W. lv. 3. 1143 
John, V. 7. 58. 

Moe, adj. more. As, IIT. 2. 278; Mac. v. 3. 35; 

ne I. 1. 72. adv. more. M. of V. 1. x. 
100, 

Moiety, sb. a portion; not necessarily a half. 

I 4. LT. 1. 963 Ham. I. 1. 903 ar, I. 


I. 7 

Moldvvarp, sb.amole, x H 4. IIT. 1. 149. 

Molestation, sb. disturbance. Oth. 11. 1. 16. 

Mome, sb. a dolt, blockhead. C. of E. 111. r. 32. 

Momentany, ad. momentary, lasting for an 
instant, Mf. N’s Dr. 1. x. 143. 

Monarcho, sb. the nickname of a crazy Italian 
hg was well} ous bn London before 1580, 
and_ pro! o be the sovereign of the 

world, L. L. L. rv. x. ror. 4 

Monmouth caps, caps made‘at Monmouth, and 
worn by soldiers. H 5. IV. 7. 104. 

Monster, z.¢. to make monstrous, Cor. 11, 2. 
Br; , I. 1. 223. 


GLOSSARY 


Monstruosity, sb. monstrosity, unnaturalness, 
T. & C. 11. 2. 87. | ‘ 2 

Montant, sb. a term in fencing for an upright 
thrust or blow. M. W. 1. 

Month’s mind, sb. a strong 
Two G. I. 2. 137+ és 

Mood, sb. anger, wrath. Two G. Iv. 1 513 
R. & J. Ul. x. 13. a 

Moon-calf, sb. an abortion. . Tp. 1. 2. 111, 115. 

Moonish, adj. changeable as the moon, incon- 
stant. AS, III. 2. 430. 

Moon's men, night wanderers. x H 4. 1. 2. 35. 

Mop, sb. agrimace. Tp. Iv. 1. 47. 

Mopping, sb. making grimaces. Lear, 1V. 1. 64. 

Moral, sh. latent meaning. M. A. II. 5. 738} 
T. of S. IV. 4.79. adj. moralizing, Lear, lv. 
2. 58; AS, II. 7.29. v.t. tomoralize, As, I. 
7.29. Perhaps an adjective. 

Moraler, sb. a moralizer. Oth. 11. 

Moralize, v.¢. to interpret, expound, 
1. 83; AS, II. 1. 44. 

More, adj. greater. C. of HE. 11. 2.174; M. N’s 

T. lf. 1. 200; V. WA. 78. = 

More and less, great and small, high and low. 
x H4. Iv. 3. 68; Mace. v. 4. 12; Sonn. XCvi. 3. 

Morisco, sb. a morris-dancer. 2 H 6. 111. 1. 365. 

Morris-pike, sb. a Moorish pike. C. of KE. iv. 


po 27: ' 
desire or longing, 


= 3OTe 
R 3. ul. 


3. 28. 
Mort, sb. the notes on the trumpet sounded at 
the death of the deer. W. T. 1. 2. 118. 


Mortal, adj. deadly. Tw. N. U1. 4. 286, 3043 
John, UL. 1. 259; 3 H 6. 1. 2.15. Perhaps, 
excessive. As, Ll. 4. 56. 


56. 

Mortal-breathing, adj. having breath like a 
human being. M. of V. 11. 7. 40. 

Mortal-living, adj. endowed with human life. 
R 3. 1V. 4. 26. 

Mortally, adv. like a mortal or human being. 
Per. Vv. x. 105. 3 

Mortal-staring, adj. with a deadly stare. R 3. 


V. 3.90. 
Mortlied, po. deadened, insensible. J.C. 11. 
e\ 





1. 3243 Mac. v. 2.5; Lear, 1. 3. 15. 

Mose, v.27. to mose in the chine is a disease of 
horses, supposed to be the same as mourning 
in the chine; Fr. mourrues, which also 
means the mumps. ‘I. of S. Ur. 2. 51. 

Most, adj. greatest. 1 H 6. Iv. 1. 38; A. & C. 
IL. 2. 169. 

Mot, sb. a motto, device. Lucr. 830. 

Mother. ‘Whose mother was her painting’ is 
explained by Johnson ‘a creature, not of 
nature, but of painting.’ Cym. 11. 4. 52, 3b. 
the disease calied also hysterica passio, sup- 
posed to be peculiar to women. Lear, 11. 


4x 56. 
Moby, adj. full of moths, moth-eaten, TT. of 
» IL. .26 49+ 
Motion, v.¢. to propose, counsel. x H6. 1. 3. 63. 
sb. a puppet-show. W. ‘I’. 1v. 3. 1033 Luer. 
1326. A puppet. Two G. 11. 1. 100; M.for 
M. 111, 2. 119. sb. solicitation, proposal, Suit. 
C. of E. 1. x. 60; Cor. i. 2. 573 H 8. Ie ti 
233. Emotion, feeling, impulse. M-for M- 
1. 4. 59; Dw. N. Il. 4. 18; Ham. UL. 4. 72., 
Motive, sb.a mover, instrument, member. Tim. 
7; R21. 1. 193; T. & C. IV. 5. 57. 
parti-coloured dress worn by 


V. 4. 2 
Motley, sb. the 
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domestic fools. As, I. 7. 34; Tw. N. 1. 5. 
| 63. Used adjectively. As, If. 7.13, 43. A 
\ fool. As, III. 3. 79; Sonn. cx. 2. 
Motley-minded, adj. crazy; with a brain as 
grotesque as his dress. As, V. 4. 41. 
Mought, might. 3H6. v. 2. 45. 
Mould, Men of mould=men of earth, mortal 


men. H . LIT. 2. 23. 
Moulten, adj. having cast its feathers. 1 H 4. 
II. 1. 152. 


Mountant, «dj. lifted up. Tim. 1Vv. 3. 135. 

Mountebank, v.¢. to get by the tricks of a 
mountebank. Cor. III. 2. 132. 

Mouse, sb. used as_a term of endearment. 
LL. L. v. 2.19; Tw. N. 1. 5.69; Ham. 11. 
4. 183. v.t. to tear_in pieces, as a cat does 
a mouse. M. N's Dr. v. x. 274; John, Il. 1. 


354+ 

Mouse-hunt, sb. a mouser; used of a cat, and 
applied toa haunter of women. R. & J. 1v. 4. 
x1. _It-is also the provincial name of a small 
kind of weasel. | 

Mouth, vi. to join mouths, kiss. M. for M. 
TIL. 2. 194. 

Mouthed; ».p. put into the mouth. 


_ Ham. Iv. 
adj. gaping. x H 4. 1. 3.973 


Sonn. 





LXXVI, 6. Tec 4 
Mouth-friend, sb. a friend in word only. Tim. 
III. 6. 99. 
Mow, sb. a wry mouth or-grimace. 
473, Ham. HU. 2. 38:5 Cym. I. 6. 41. 
make grimaces. ‘Tp. 1. 2. 9. 
Mowing; sb. making grimaces. Lear, IV. x. 61. 
Moy, sd. probably a cant word for a coin of 
some kind. H 5. Iv. 4. 14. 
Much, used substantively, a great matter, a 
serious business. x (H 6. Iv. x. 192; Oth. Iv. 
zr. 254; V. & A. grt. As an ironical expres- 
sion of contempt. 2H 4.11. 4. 143; Tim. 1. 2. 
119, adj. used ironically. As, IV. i 2. 
Maufiler, sb. a wrapper for the face. M. W. rv. 


Tp. Iv. x. 
v1, to 


2.73; H 5. II. 6. 32. 2 
Muleter, 36. a muleteer.’ x H 6, 111. 2. 68; 
A. & C. UI. 7.36 


Mulled, p-p. flat, insipid. Cor. 1v. . 239. 
Multipoient, sb. very powerful. T. & GoIv. 5. 


129. s 
Mum int. an expression enjoining silence; 
hush! Tp. III. 2. 59. Used as an adjective, 
silent. R 3. U1. 7.3. Toplay atmumbudget 
(see M. W. v. 2. 6) was to be dumbfounded. 
Mummer, sb. a masker or masquerader. Cor. 11. 


1. 83. 

Mummy, sb. a preparation made originally from 
mummies, and used as a medicine as well as 
for magical purposes. Mac. Iv. x. 23; Oth. 
III. 4474+ A 

Muniments, sb. supplies of war._ Cor. I. x. 122. 

Munition, sb. stores for war. John, vV. 2. 98; 
1 H6.1. x. 168. : : 

Mural, sb..a doubtful conjecture of Pope’s in 
M. N’s Dr. ¥. r. 208, which is supposed to 
mean ‘wall.’ : 

Murdering-piece, sb. a cannon loaded with case- 
shot. Ham. IV. 5.95- 

Mure, sb. a wall. 2H 4. Iv. 4. 119. 

Murk, sb. darkness, gloom. A. W. II. 1. 166. 

Lt adj. darkest. Tp. Iv. 1. 25. 
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Murky, adj. dark, gloomy. Mac. v. x. 41. 

Murrain, sb. a disease among cattle. Tp. 11. 2. 
88; T. & C, 11. 1. 20, g 5 

Murrion, adj. infected with the murrain. 

~ M. N’s Dr. 1. 1. 97. 

Muscadel, sb. asweet wine. T. of 5. Til. 2. 174+ 

Muse, v.2. to wonder. Mac. 111. 4. 85; John, 
Ill. x. 317. _v.. to wonder at. Tp. II. 3. 36., 

Muset, sb. a hole or gap ina hedge. V. & A. 
633. 

Muss, sb. ascramble. <A. & C, III. 13. 91: 

Mustachio, sb, moustache, whisker. L. L. 
V. 1. 110, 

Mutable, adj. changeable. _ Cor. TIT. 1. 66. 

Mutine, sb. a mutineer. _ John, 1. 373; Ham. 
Wisi2-16: 

Mutine, v.7. to mutiny, rebel. Ham. III. 4. 83- 

Mutiner, sb. a mutineer. Cor. I. 1. 254+ 

Mutualities, sb. familiarities. Oth. 11. 1. 267. 

Mystery, sb. a calling, profession. M. for M. 
Iv. 2, 30; Oth. 1v. 2. 30. Professional skill. 
A. W. UL. 6. 68. s 


L. 





Napkin, sb. a handkerchief. 
Mae. Il. 3. 6. 

Native, adj. belonging to one’s home or place 
of birth. Native peace=domestic peace. 
Rez. u. 3.78. Native punishment=punish- 
ment in their own country. H 5. 1v. x. 176. 
Native graves=graves at home. H 5. Iv. 3. 
96. Connected by nature, kindred. A. W: 
T. 1. 2385 Ham. I. 2. 47. 

Native, sb. natural source. Cor, IIL. 1. 129. 

Native, adv. naturally. L, L. L. 1. 2. rrr 

Natural, sb..an idiot. Tp. 111. 2. 37; AS, I. 2 
52; R. & J. IL. 4. 96. 3 

Naught, adj. be naught awhile=a mischief on 


you. As. I, x. 39. 5 

Naughty, adj. wicked, bad. M. for M. 11 x. 
77; M. of V. tl. 2. 18; Lear, IU, 4. 116, 

Nave, sb. the hob of a wheel. 2H 4. I. 4. 2783 
Ham. II. 2. 518. 

Navigation, sd. sailing in ships. Mac. Iv. x. 54. 

Nayward. ‘To lean to the nayward=to be in- 
clined to contradict. W. T. 11. 1. 64. 

Nayword, sb. a pass-word. M. W. 11. 2. 1313 
Vs 2, 5+ A by-word. Tw. N. 11. 3. 146. 

Ne. Nor. A. W. 11 x. 176; Per. 11. prol. 36. 

Neaf, sb. a fist. M.N’s Dr. Iv. 1. 20. 

Near, adj. nearer. R 2. Vv. 1. 88. 

Near-legged, adj. knock-kneed. ‘I. of 8. m1 


250570 
Neat, adj. trim, spruce. Lear, II. 2. 4 


As, 1V. 3. 943 





Neb, sb. a bill or beak. W. T. 1+ 2. vend 
Necessary, adj. inevitable. J. C. 11. 2. 36; As, 
Ill. 3. 52: 


Necessitied to=in need of. A. W. v. 3. 85. 

Needful, adj. urgent, HR DGEEAN M. for M. 1. 
3. 563 a v. 3.41, ‘This needful war’=this 
war which stands in need of soldiers. 3 H 6. 
Il. 1. 147 . 

Needless, adj. not wanting, having already 
enough, As, IL. x. 46. 

Needly, adv. of necessity. R. & J. 11. 2. x17, 

Neeld, sb. needle. Per. WaPo 5. : 

Neeze, v.i. tosneeze. M. N’s Dr. 11. 1. 56. 

Neglectingly, adv. carelessly. 1H 4. I. 3. 52. 


CC-0 Kashmir Research Institute. Digitzed by eGangotri 


1174 


Neglection, sb. neglect. 
& . 3.127; Per. Ill. 3. 20. 
Neif, sb. a fist. 2H 4. Il. 4. 200. 
Neighbour, a agi: ne oa 2H 4. IV. 5 
8, 1 
Neat nboured, aie $ntimately associated. Ham. 


Hs. Vv. 


Cousin. 


Nelghbouthood, sb. friendly relations. 


2. 381. 

Nephew, sb. grandson. Oth. 1. x. 112. 
1 H6. 1. 5. 64. 
Nerve, sb. sinew. Tp. 1. 2. 4843 a I. 4. 83. 
Nether-stocks, sb. AEOCK INES 1H 4. 1. 4. 130. 
nee trothed, p.p. newly betrothed. M AL UL 
38. 

Next adj. nearest. 


ue a IL. 3. 12931 H 4. 
IIL. x. 2643 A. W. 


Wces adj. fanciful, faetidicas, scrupulous, M. 
Il. x. 14; Dwo Gul x. 82. Dainty. 
oH, Teexs 1455 J A. & C. Ill. 13. x80. Mi- 
nutely accurate. T. & C. Iv. 5. 250; Mac. Iv. 
Be 174s Fine, delicate. MoO A. VY. x. 15. 
‘trifling, insignificant. R. & J. ul. x. 159; 
¥. 2, 18. ‘To make nice of =to be scrupulous 
about. John, It. 4. 138. 

Nicely, adv. daintily, elegantly. Cym. 11. 4. 
Punctiliously. Lear, If. 2. tro. Minutel y, 
sophistically, in a trifling manner. ‘Ti. N. 
Il. x. 37; Re I. x . 845 Hs. I 2. 15. 

eclyganded, adj. anne adorned. Cor. II. 


233. 
Niceness, sb. coyness. Cym. III. 4. 158. 
Nicety, sb. coyness. M. tor M. 11. 4. 162. 
N jcholas SH ‘Saint Bicholas! clerks =highway- 
1 1 ae ¢ 4--1K.xXe 
Nick, sb. in the nickein the nick of pint at 
the right moment. Oth. v. 2. 3 Out of 
all nick=out of all Peckonine’ Two G. IV. 


76. 
Nick v.t. to notch, as a oor C. of E. v. 1. 
175. YLomark with folly. A. & C. 111. 13. 8. 
Nike, at grand-daughter. John, 1. :. 64; 83. 


IV. 
N ipanr ‘v.t. to stint, put upon short allowance. 
IV. 3. 228. 


N idhterow, “sb. the nightheron. 3 H 6. v. 6. 

Ni Fhted, aah niente, dark. Ham. 1. 
ar, LV. 

Nighit-faven, “abe ‘the night-heron. M.A. 1. 3: 


2. 685 


Nightrule sb. nigh order, revelry, diversion. 
I. N’s Dr. m1. a 
gil Will not. 


Nines fold. Explained. very doubtful ly as mean- 
ing ‘nine foals’=nine- -foal'd, or ‘nine fami- 
liars.’ Lear, III. 4. 126, 

Nine men’s morris. A. rustic game, so called 
from the counters (Fr. merelles) employ ed. 
It was frequently played in the open air. 
M. N’s Dr. 11. 

Nit, sd. the egg of a Jouse one other small insect. 
5 . IV. x. 1503 ‘D. of S. Iv. 3. 110. 
No. No had?= Bad you not? fonns Iv. 

20' 
N oble, sb. a gold coin worth 6s. 8d. R 2. 1. x. 
} 4.11. 1. 167. 


Tors. U. x. 273; Ham. v. x. 








GLOSSARY 
1 H6. lv. 3. 49; ZT. | Noblesse, sb. nobility. R2. Iv. 1. 119, 


An allusion to the print oF Nobody 


Nobody. 
Oot, dy and Some- 


wit, te to the comedy of No- 


iN . IT. 2. 136. 
“to ate the nod is said to bea expats 
a aaa in the game of cards called 
Oars 212. 
Two G. T. 1. 119, 122. 


oddy, 
T. & 
Noddy, sb. a simpleton. 
*Nointed, p.y. anointed. M. N’s Dr. 11. 2. 3513 
2H 40 1T. 4. 13 


W. T. lv. 4. 813. 

Noise, 36. 2 band of musicians. 

Nole, sb. noddle. M. N’s Dr. at 17. 
Nonage, sb. minority. R 3. 11. 

Nonce. For the nonce =for theocessions tHy. 


I. 2. 201; Ham. lv. 7. 16t. 
Noncome, blunder for ‘non plus.’ M. A. m1. 
Tw. N, 


Nook ‘shotten, adj. full of nooks and corners, 


Ill. 5. 14. 
Noy el man, a north country man. L. L. L, 
2. 
Nose! hitb, sb. sweet-smelling plants. 








5. 67. 
Se zeearaaee, sb. disregard, neglect. 


jo. 

A.W. 
M. for M. rv. x. 67; Cor. 11. 
M. N’s Dr. v. 1 


Iv. 

Not. Not only. 
2. 713 II. 

Notably, ade. *Txcellently. 


368. 

Note, sb. list, catalogue. W. T. rv. 
note of expectation = the list ta expected 
guests. Mac. 111. 3. 10. Stigma, mark of re- 
proach. Re2i1. 4 Distinction, eminence. 

ym. II. 3. 127. Knowledge, observation. 

443 T, Il. 1. 18. 
remarkably. M. for M. v. 


49. The 


Cym. ly. 
Hotels: Gere 1 
Nothing: -gift, sb. a worthless gift. Cym. 111. 6. 


Not-pated, adj. crop-headed. x H 4. 11. 4. 78. 
Nourish, 3b. perhaps, nurse. 1 H 6, 1. 1. 50, 
pours v.t, to nurse, rear delicately. Per. 1. 4. 


Non um. A game at dice, called novem quin- 
que from the two principal throws being nine 
and five. iw Ve 2. 5472 

Noyance, sb. harm. Ham. Ut. an 


Numbered, aj. perhaps, rich in “numbers, 
plentitully provided. Cym. T. 6. 36. Theo: 
ald conjectured ‘unnumber'd.’ 


Nuncio, sb. a messenger, Dw. Nor 4. 
Nuncle, familiar form of ‘uncle. fears 1675 
Napiial ob, awedding. Tp. v. r. 308; M. N’s 
Nactavey ab: Boot: dreeding; culture. Tp, Iv. 1 
Nuthodk ca a erty yo for a catchpole. 
wwe ‘ont to aria fa in the sete V. & A. 


0. A circle, anything round. 


45; M. 
A. }. V. 2. Br. 
Oar, v.7. to row oneself. ‘Tp, 11. 1. 118. 
Oathable, , adj. capable of taking an oath. Tim. 
Vs 3. 135+ 


L. L. Lv. 
N’s Dr. Il, 2. 1883 Hs. prol. 133 
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Ob. Abbreviation of obolus, ahalfpenny. 1H 4. 
Il. 4. 590. 

Obeisance, sb. reverence. T. of S. Ind. 1, x08. 

Objects, sb. anything presented to the sight, 
everything that comes in the way. ‘Tim. Iv. 


3. 122. 3 
Oblation, sb}, offering. Sonn. oxxy. 10. 
Obliged, adj. bound by contract. M. of V. 11. 


6.7. 
Oblivious, adj. causing forgetfulness. Mac. v. 


3+ 43s ; j 

Obsequious, adj. belonging to funeral ceremo- 
nies, T. A, v. 3. 152; Ham, I. 2. 92, Careful 
in performing the funeral rites. 3 H 6, 1. 5. 


118, 
Obsequiously, adv. as befits a funeral. R 3. 1. 


2. 3 

Observance, sb. observation. Oth. IIT. 3. 151. 
Homage, obsequious attention. 2 H 4. Iv. 3. 
16; M. W. 11. 2. 203. Ceremony. ML of 
If, 2. 204. 

Observants, sb. obsequious attendants. Lear, 
II. 2. 109. 

Observation, sb. observance. M. N’s Dr. rv. 1. 
109, Attention, diligent care. ‘Tp. 111. 3. 87. 

Observe, v.t, to pay court or attention to. 2H 4. 
IV. 4. 30; Tim. IV. 3. 212; Ham. Ilr. x. 162. 

Observer, sb. one who pays court or homage. 
Ham, Ill. 1. 162. | x 

Observingly, adv. with careful observation, at- 
tentively. severest 

Obstacle, blunder for “obstinate? 1 H6.v. 4. 


17. 
Obsiruct, sb. obstruction, obstacle. A. & C. m1. 


6. 61. 

Occident, sb. the west. R o. 11. 3. 67. 

Occidental, aclj. western. A. W. Il. x. 166. 

Occulted, adj. hidden, secret. Ham. IIT. 2. 85. 

Occupation, sb. trade; used contemptuously. 
Cor. Iv. x. 14. ‘The voice of occupation=the 
vote of working men. Cor. IV. 6.97. Aman 
of any occupation may mean one of the 
mechanics, but it probably implies also one 
who was prompt to seize an opportunity. 

C. I. 2. 269. 
Occurrence, sb. course of events. Tw. N. v. x. 


264. eee 
Occurreiits, sb. occurrences, incidents. Ham. v. 


2. 368. x 

Odd, adj. unnoticed, that had been taken no 
account of. ‘Tp. I. 2. 223; V. x. 255. At 
odds. T. & C. Iv. 5. 265. 

Oddly, adv. unevenly. T’. & C. I. 3. 339. 

Odd-even, sb. doubtfully explained as the inter- 
al between midnight and onein the morning. 

n. I. 1. 124. 

Odds, sb. superiority, advantage. As, I. 2. 169; 
L. L. L. 1. 2. 183. At odds=at variance, 
quarrelling. R 3. U1. r.70; Mac, IT. 4. 127. 
do-.ous, blunder for ‘odious.’ M. A. III. 5. 18. 

Od’s. A euphemism for ‘God’s’ in the phrases 
*Od’s blessed will, M. W. 1. 1.273. ‘Od’s 
neartlings,’ M. W. TH. 4.59; “Od’s nouns,’ 
Iv. x. 25. ‘Od’s lifelings,’ Tw. N. v. x. 187; 
‘ Qd’s pittikins, Cym. 1V. 2. 293. 

Oeillades, sb. amorous glances. M. W. I. 3.68; 
Lear, TV. 5. 25. 

O’erblow, v.¢. to blow away. H 5. 111. 3. 31. 
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O’ercount, v.f. to outnumber. A. & C. 11. 6. 26, 


27. 
Overcrow, v.t. to triumph over. Ham. v. 2 364. 
O’ergalled, p.p. excessively sore. T. & C. V. 3- 


Orestes? v.t.to coverwithgreen, Sonn. CXI. 4. 

O’ergrown, adj. covered with hair. Cym, Iv. + 
2. ee ‘As, IV. 3. 107. Grown too old, M. 
or SL. I. 3. 22. 

Overlooked, p.p. bewitched.. M. W. v. 5- 875 
M. of V. 11. 2. 15. 

O’ermaster, v.t. to Told by force. John, I. 1. 


Too. F ‘ 
O'erparted, adj. having too difficult a part to 
play. L. L. L. v. 2. 588. 
O’erperch, v.t. to fly over. R. & J. Il. 2. 66. 
Over-raught, overtook, Ham. It. 1. 17. 
O’er-raught, p.p. cheated. C. of It. 1. 2. 96. 
Overshine, v.2, to outshine. 2 H 4. Iv. 3. if; oA 
Oversized, adj. smeared over as with size. Ham. 
Il. 2. 484. : , 
ieralin, v.%. to slip by, pass unnoticed. ‘Two 
r, II. 2. 9. 
O’er-strawed, p.p. overstrewn. V. & A. 1143. 
Overteemed, adj. exhausted by bearing children. 
Ham. 11. 2. 530 « 4 
O’erwatched, adj. worn out with watching. . 
J. C. iv. 3+ 2415 Lear, IT, 2. Ww 
Orerweigh, vt. to outweigh. M. for M. mm, 4. 
170; Ham. Il. 2. 31. 
O’erwhelm, v.¢. to overhang. 
+ & As 183. = 
O’erwrested, adj. strained, forced. T. & C. 1. 3. 


157: 

of” In adjurations, ‘of charity,’ Tw. N. v. 2. 
2373 ‘of all loves, M. N’s Dr. In 2. 154. 
Sher passives, of=by. M. A. Iv. 1.219; As, 
T.1.50, Of=on. M.A. IIL 5. 40; M. of V. 


H 5 Ide xe 22) $ 


Il. 2. 104. | ° 

Off, adv. beside the mark, not to the purpose. 
Cor, II. 2. 64. 

Oft-cap, v.7. to take off the cap. Oth. 1. x. ro. 

Offenceful, adj. offensive, criminal. M. for M. 
II. 3. 26. 

Offenceless, adj. inoffensive. Oth. 11. 3. 275. 

Offer, v.é. to attack. 1H 4. Iv. 1.69; 2H 4. 
IV. 1. a To attempt, venture. As, Il. 2. 
84; W. Div. 480s. 

Office, vf. to office all=to perform all the 
domestic service. A. W. 111. 2.129. To keep 
Officiously. Cor. v. 2. 68. 

Officed, ».p. holding office, W. T’ 1. 2. 172. 

Officed, adj. having a special function. Oth. 1 


J. 27K. 
Otlices sb, the apartments in a house set apart 
for domestic service. R 2. I. 2. 69; Mac. mu. 


Ie I4e 

Officious, adj. ready to serve. T. A. v. 2. 202. 

Old, adj. used as an intensive. M. W.1. 4. 5; 
M. A. V. 2. 98; M. of V. Iv. 2. x5. 

Old, sb. wold. Lear, 111. 4. 125. 

Old, adv. of old. Per. 1. pro). x. 

Oldness, sb. oldage. Lear, I. 2. 50. 

Omen, sd. a calamity preceded by portents. 
Ham. J. 1. 1230 | 

Omittance, sb. omission. As, III. 5. 133. 

On=of. ‘Bp. rv. 1. 1573 Cor. 1. 3.725 IL. 1. 2023 
J.C, 1,2 723 Cym. Iv, 2. 198. 
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Once. At onetime or other, sometime. M. W. 
Ill. 4. 103;_J- C. IV. 3. 191. Tor once. ‘Tp. 
ut, 2.24; ML N’s Dr. ml. 2. 68; 1 tite 2. 
x39. Once forall. Cor. 11.3. 1; C. of E. m1 
1, 89; M.A. see ‘ ” 
Oneyers, sd. a word of which no satisfactory 
explanation has been given, x H 4. 11. 1. 84. 
Onward, adv, in advance. Sonn. L. 14. 
Ope, adj. and adv. open. Cor. 1. 4. 435 Cc 
K. X11. 1. 733 J.C. 1.2. 367. 
Ope, v.¢. and %. to open. Jolin, IL. x. 536; Ham. 
T. 4. 505 Tp. V. 1. 495 Cor. Ye 185. 
Open, adj. plain, evident. M. for M. 1. x. 21; 
w. N. Il. 5-174. Imopen=in public. H8. 
IL. 2. 405. 
Open, 2.2, to give tongue as a hound on scent- 
ing the game. M. W. LV. 2. 209. 
Opener, sb. one who reveals or expounds. 2H4. 
IV. 2. 209. _. 3 : é 
Operant, adj. operative, active. Tim. Iv. 3. 
25; Ham, III. 2. 184. , 
opined: sb. self-conceit. x H 4. Il. 1, 185; 
. L. L. v.16. Credit, reputation, public 
Spinone M. of ‘or. I. 1. 2753 
. & C. 1. 3. 142. 
Opinioned, blunder for ‘pinioned.’ M. A. Iv. 


of 


Viceleurs 9X15 


2, 69. 

Opposeless, adj. irresistible. Lear, Iv. 6. 38. 

Opposite, sb. an adversary. M. for M. UI. 2. 
1753, LW. N. Il. 2.68; Ham. V. 2. 62. 

Opposite, adj. contradictory, hostile. Iw. N. 
IL 5. 1623 Rg. Il. 2, 94. 

Opposition, sb. a combat, encounter. 1 H 4. 1. 
3.99; Oth. 11. 3. 185. 

Oppress, v.¢. to suppress, Per. 111. prol. 29. 

Oppugnancy, sb. opposition. T. & U. I. 3. 111. 

Opulency, sb. opulence. Tim. vy. 1. 38. 

Or, adv. before. Ham. I. 2. 183; V. 2. 303 

. I. 2. 185 Ve X- 103, Kc, 

Orb, sb. orbit. M. A. iv. x1..58; R. & J. 11. 2. 
x10; A. & C, It. 13. 146. Circle. M. N’s Dr. 
IL. x.9. Acelestial body. M. of Y. v. x. 60; 
Cym. 1. 6.35. Theearth. Tw. N. m1. x. 433 

am, II. 2. 507. 

Orbed, adj. globular. Tw. N. v. 1. 278; Ham. 
Ill. 2. 166; Comp. 25. 

Order. ‘Lo take order=to take measures. 
1 H6, it. 2. 126; R 3. 1 4, 288. 

Ordinance, sb. rank, order. Cor. Im. 2. x2. 
Ordnance. John, If. x. 218. 

Ordinant, adj. ordaining, controlling. Ham, v. 


2. 48. 

Ordinary, sb. a public dinner, at which each 
man pays his share. A. W. II. 3.211; A. &C. 
IL. 2. 230. 

Orgulous, adj. proud, haughty. T. & C. prol. 2. 

Orginal,’ sb. origin.” M. N's Dr. tl 3. 1373 


2H 4.1.2. 131. if 
Orisons, sd. prayers. H 5. 1. 2. 53; Ham. m1. 
8 


1. 89. 
Ort, sb. remnant, refuse. Tim. 1V. 3. 400}; 


, & C. ¥. 2. 2585 Lucr. 985. 
Osten sb. show, display. ML. of V. 11. 2. 205; 
IL. 8. 44. 

Ostentation, sb. display, outward show. M.A. 
IV. 1. 207; 2H 4. It. 2, 54; Ham. 1Vv, 5. 215. 
Coates adw. in another manner. Bw. WN. 

V. 1 198. 
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Otherwhere, adv. elsewhere. C, of E. I, x. 104; 
H 8. ll. 2. 60. Some other where=some- 
where else. ©. of BE. u. x 30; R. & JI. 


I. 204. f 
Otherwhiles, adv. at other times. x H6. 1.2.7. 
Ottomite, sb. Ottoman, Turk. Oth. I. 3. 33, 235. 
Ouches, sb. ornaments; properly the settings 

of jewels. 2H 4. Il. 4. 53. 
Ought. Owed. 1H 4. II. 3 152. 
Ouphes, sb. elves, goblins. M. W. Iv. 4.495 V. 


. Oe 
Ousel, sb. the blackbird. M. N’s Dr. m1. x. 


128; 2 H4. Ill. 2. a 
Out, adv. fully, Is Te 2. 413 IV.02. zor. 
Comp. ‘paint out,’ M. A. IIT. 2. 1125 ‘speak 


out,’ H 8, 11. 4. 140; ‘beat out,’ Cor. iv. 
127. Ata_loss; as one who has forgotten his 
part. L. L. L. v. 2. 1523 Cor. v. FS 1; As, 
Iv, 1.76. On the wrong track. W.'T. 11. x. 
72; Tw. N. 113.201. Atvariance. M. of V. 
Ill. 5. 343 J. GC. 1. x. x8 In rags, worn out. 
. CO. 1. 1. 18. 

Out=out of. 2H 4. Il. 2. 273 Cor. V. 2. 41. 

Outbraye, v.t. to excel in beauty. Sonn. Xciv. 
x2. To aurness bravery. M. of V. II. 1. 28. 

Out-breathed, adj. exhausted, out of breath. 
2H 4.1. 1. 108, 

Outburn, v.i. to burn out. Pass. P. 98. 

Outerafty, v.t. to overpower by craft. Cym. III. 








4. 15. 

Outface, v.¢. to BU outof countenance. M. of V. 
IV. 2.173, John, v. x. 49. To put a good face 
upon. Pass. P. 8. ‘ 

Outlook, v.¢. to outstare, intimidate by looks. 
John, V. 2. 115. x 

Outlustre, v.¢. to excel in brightness. Cym. I. 
4. 79- 

Out-peer, v.t. to overpecr, surpass. Cym., III. 
6. 87. 

Outprized, p.p. exceeded in value. Cym. 1. 


4. 88. 

Outrage, sb. outburst of fury. John, III. 4. 106; 
R3. 1. 4. 64; R. & J. V. 3. 216. 

Out-speak, v.t. out-speaks possession of a sub- 
ject=describes something too great for a 
subject to possess. H 8. II, 2. 127. 

Outsport, v.t. to exceed in sporting. Oth. 11. 


3. 3-, i 
Outstrike, v.¢. to strike faster than. A. & C. 1v. 


6. 36. 

Outvied, ».p. outbid; beaten by a higher card. 
T. of $. 11. 1.387. 

Outward, adj. ‘an outward man’ is one not in 
the secret of affairs. A. W. 110. x. rr. 

Outworl, v.t. to excel. A. & C. IL. 2. 206. 

Outworth, v.t. toexceedin value. H 8.1.1. 123. 

Overeye, v.t. to observe, survey. TT’. of 5. Ind: 


I. 95. 
Overgone, p.p. overpowered. 3 H 6, 11. 
Overhold, v.¢. to over-estimate. T. 


&C 

3. 142. 

Overlive, v.¢. to outlive. 2H 4, IV. 1.15. 

Over-lusty, adj. too lusty or lively. H 5. IV. 
chor. 18; Lear, 11. 4. 10. 

Over-name, v.¢. to enumerate. M. of V. 1. 


5-123. 
}, Il. 


2. 39. 
Overpassed, ».p. passed, spent. 1 H 6. I. 
5. Il7- 
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Cree v.t. to look down on, rise above. eal v7. to wrap oneself up. Mac. 1. 

M. of V. 1. 1.12; Ham. 1v. 5 99% ll, v.2. to grow vapid and tasteless, lik paving: 
Over-red, v.¢. to smear with rei Tac. V. 3.1 rte to become worthless, decay. Ham. V. 
Overscutched, adj. over-switched, over- hipped: 2.9;A.&C. 7. 88. 

2H 4. 111. 2. 340. Perhaps in a wanton sense. Pallet, sb. nea TL 2H 4. IL. 1. ro. 
Orestes v.t, to superintend, see to the fulfil- Palliament, sb. arobe. T. A. 1. x. 182. 


ment of, Luer. r205. Haines, sb.apilgrim. BR 2. U0. 3.151; R.& Te 
Overseen, p.p. bewitched, paralysed. Lucr. ~ 5. 102. 

1206, k Pairay adj. victorious. Ham. 1. 1. 113. 
Overswear, v.f. to swear over again. Tw. N. v. | Palter, v.27. to BG equivocate. J.C. Il. 1. 126; 

I. 276. Mac. v. 8. 20; A. & C. Il. 11. 63. 
Over-top, v.2. to rise too high. Tp. I. 2. 81. Paly, oh. pale. H 5. IV. chor. 8; R. & J. Lv. 


Overture, sb. disclosure. W. 'T, 11. 1. a8 ; Lear, 
Il. 7.89. Declaration. Ty. NT 

Overweigh, v.t. to outweigh. M. 4é ave ur. | Pang, v.t. toa 
4 I57- 3. Cym., ILL. 4.98. 

Owe, v.t. to own, possess. T'p. I. 2, 407; III. x. Pantalgon, sb. an old fool; one of the char- 
453 Cor. III. 2. 130. acters borrowed like Harlequin from the old 

Own. ESTE IE oyas in possession of his He comedy. As, Il. 7. 158; TL. of S 
senses. Tp. V. 

Oat sb. the jlarber cowl slip. @ (Primula elatior). | Pantler as the servant in charge of the pantry. 

I. N’s D Dr. 1. 1. 250; V WIV. 4. 125. | W. 21. 4.56; 2 H 4. If. 4. 258; Cym. I. 

Gee sb. give ear; a summons to attention 3. 129. 

uttered bythe public crier (Ir. oyez). M. W. Paper ‘vt. to set down on paper, register. 


Pandy, adj. pimping. M. W. Iv. 2. 122. 
ict with pangs, torture. H.8. II. 





V. 5+ 453 IV. 5. 143+ I. 1. 80. 
Paragon, v.t. to serve ag a model for. Oth. IL. 
Pace, v.t, to teach a horse its paces. H 8. v. 1.62. Tocompare. A. & C. 1.5. 71, 
22; A. & C. il. 2, 64. ‘Metaphorically, A tor Berpcoued ipa. regarded as a model or pattern. 
M. Lv, 3. 1373 Per. Iv. 6. 68. H 8. IT. 4. 
Pack, sb. a cea M. W. Iv. 2. 123; Paral ab, Atle parrot, 1H 4. 1 3. 88. 
C. of E. Iv. 4. Parce aby alpatls C. of I. v. x. 106; 2 H 4. 1V. 


ee Vite to shuttle cards unfairly, A. &C.1v.| 2. 2 71 Cor. I. 2. 32. A small company. 
.19. Loconspire. T. A. IV. 2. 155. LV. 2. 1605 M. of V.1. 2.119; A. W. 


Packe : Dep. confederate. C. of E. v. 1. 2193 3 38 
M. pare ».t. to particularise. A. & C. v. 2. 163. 
Packing, ie *iotting, confederacy. T. of S. v. Parcelled, p.p. divided wee ails, R 3. UW. 2. 81. 
x. r2t3 Lear, Ill. x. 26. Parcel- bawd, sb. half bawd. M. for M. 1. 1. 63. 
Paction, sb. compact, Hs. V. 2. 393. Parcel-gilt, adj. partly gilt. 2H 4. 1% x. 94. 


Paddock, sb. a toad. ‘am, Ili. 190. A | Pard, sb. leopard. Tp. IV, 1. 262; AS, II. 7. x 
saalihs spirit in the form of a toad. Mac. x. | Pardon, v.t. to excuse, give leave to. Two 


+9 Il. 
Page, ~.t. to follow asa page. Tim. Iv. Zs 224. *Parel, pie apparel Lear, IV. r.5t 


ae (aie tomakea show of, mimic. PR Blunder for ‘present.’ L. L. L. v. 
I, 3. 
Pain, 8b. "penalty. M. for M. 11. 4. 86. Paris-sarden. A Dear, ede in Bankside, 
Painful, adj. laborious, toilsome. Tp. U1. x. x; Southwark. H 8. 
T. of S. V. 2. 1403 H 5. IV. 3. 111. Parish-top, sb. a Wi a which was formerly 
Painfully, adv. laboriously. “L. L. L. 1.x. 74;| kept in every village oF exercise in frosty 
John, If. r. 223. weather. Tw. N. 


Painted cloth. Cloth or canvas used for hang-| Paritor, sb. an ap arte ‘or officer of the 
ingsand painted with figures, moral sentences, Bishop’s Court who carried out citations. 
and mottoes. Lucr. 245; L. L. L. v. 2.5793} _L. L. L. rr. x. 188. 

AS, Ill. 2. 2903 1 H 4. IV. 2. 28. Parle, “sb. parley, conference. Two G. I. 2. 
Pajock, sb. a peacock. Ham. IIt. 2. 205. John, 1. 1. 205; Ham. lx 62. v.t, B 
Palabras. “Words (Spanish). M. A. 111. 5.18] converse, L. L. L. v. 2. 122. 

Paucaspallabris=pocas palabras, few words. | Parlous, adj. perilous, dangerous. M. N’s Dr. 

T. of S. Ind. 1. 5. Ill. 1.143 AS, IIT. 2 45; R3, Il. 4. 35: 
Palate, v.i. to sayour of. Cor. TIT. 1. 104. To| Parmaceti, sb. spermaceti. x HL 4. 1. 3058 

taste. A. & C. v. 2. 7. To perceive by the | Part, adv. in part, partly. Tw. N. Il. 4. 3773 

taste. T. & C. Iv... Oth. v. 2. 296. 

Pale, sb. alee ve A. 589; Luer. r512;| Part, sb. party, side. H 5. rv. 7. 12331 H6. 
W. T. Iv. Il. 1.813 2 H6. V. 2 35° 

Pale, sb. enc! sure! confine. V. & A. 2903 R 2. | Part, v.72. to depart, go away. Two G. ln. 743 
Ill. 4. ey Haus I. 4. 28. ¥v.¢. to make pale. Lear, I. 2. 23. v.t. to leave. Ro. UL nm 35 


Ham. f. 5 Per. V. 3. 38. 
Paled, aaj. pale. Comp. 198. Partake, v.t. to impart, communicate. _ W. T. 
Palisadoes, sb. palisades, stakes. 1 H 4. 11.| V. 3. 132; Per. I. 1.153. Toshare, J. C. 11 
3 55: 1. 305. .t. to participate. ‘i'w. N. V. 1.90. 
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Partaker, sb. confederate. x H 6. Il. 4. 100. 
Parted, p.p. endowed, 'T. & C. IIL 3, 96. 
Partial, adj. a partial slander=the reproach of 
partiality. 2. I. 3. 24%. 
Partialize, v.t, to make partial. R2. I. x. x20. 
Participate, Cae participating: Cor. I. 1. 106. 
Parti-coated, adj. having a coat of many colours, 
motley, likea fool. L. L. L. v. 2. 746. 
Particularly, adv. halts not particular! y =does 
not stop at particular persons. Tim. I. 1. 46. 
Partisan, sb. a kind Cire R. & J. 1. x. 80, 
ror; Ham. I. x. 140; A. & C. i. 7. 14. 
Partlet, st. the name of the hen in the story of 
Reynard the Fox. W. T. 1. 3.75; 1 H4. ul. 


3. 60. 

Party, sb. part. R 2. Ill. 3. 115. 

Party-verdict. A  party-verdict gave=had a 
share in giving the verdict. R 2. I. Fa a 
Pash, sb. a grotesque word for the head. W. ‘I. 
I. 2. 128. v.t. to beat, smite, dash. T. & C. 

Ti. 3. 2135 Ve 5. 10. ” 

Pass, v.14. to surpass, exceed belief. M. W.1. 1. 
310; 1V. 2. 127, To die. 2H 6. lll. 3. 353 
Lear, rv. 6. 47-. To give verdict, M. for M. 
UI. 1. 19, 23; Lear, ll. 7. 24. To care for, 
regard. 2H6. 1v. 2.136. To make a thrust 
in fencing. Ham. v. 2. 309; comp. Tw. N. 
JI. 1. 48. v.t. to pass for, represent. L. L. L. 
vy. x. 135. To transfer to, T. of S. IV. 4. 45. 
Yo transact, get through. T. of S. 1V. 4.57. i 
make a pass infencing. M. W. I. 3. 26. To 
indulge in, asa jest. M. W.1, 1. 169; H 5. 11. 
x. 132. sb. passage. Ham. Il. 2.77. Pass of 
pate=witty sally. Tp. Vv. 1. 244. 

Passable, adj. capable of procuring a pass. Cor. 
Vv. 2.13. ‘Chat may be passed through. Cym. 
I, 2. 10. 

Passado, sb. a. pass or motion forwards in fenc- 
ing. LL. L. 12, 184; BR. &J. U1. 4. 26; I. 
1. 88. 

Pass upon. To impose upon. Tw. N. m1, x. 


48; V. 1. 360. | 
Passage, sb. motion. Cor. v. 6. 76; H.8. 11. 4. 
165. The passing to.and fro. C. of E. 111 r. 


; Oth. Vv. 1. Fe Departure, death. Ham. 
III. 3.86. (In Ham. y. 2. 409, ‘for his passage’ 
=to, eecompanyshisidepertuts instead of the 
passing bell.) Passing away. x H 6. It. 5. 
108. courtences A.W. 1. ie 20; Ham. Iv. 
. 1133 Cym. II. 4. 94. rocess, course. 
Wit in 2, 91; R&S, prol. 9: T. & O. 
I, 3. r40,, Thy passes of life=the actions 
of thy life. x H 4. If. 2. 8. Passages of 
grossness=gross impositions. Tw, N. 111. 


2.776 

Passant.. A term of heraldry denoting the posi- 
tion of an animal walking. M. W. 1.1. 20. 

Passenger, sb. a passer by, wayfarer. R 2. v. 
3.9; 2 H6. IIL. x. 129. 

Passes, sb. acts of deception. M. for M. v. 


I. 375: 

mae adv. exceedingly. Two G. LY. 4. 1533 
M.A. IL. 1, 843 Cor. I. 1. 207, &e. 

Passion, sb. suffering. Ham. 11.1. 105. Emo- 
tion, disturbance of mind. Mac. 111. 4. 57.3 
Tp, IV. 1. 1433. J.C. I. 2. 40. Sorrow, grief. 
Tp, 1. 2. 3923 Tw. N. I. 4. 4. 

Passion, v.t. to express sorrow, grieve. Tp. 








GLOSSARY 


y. 1. 24; Two G. Iv. 4 172; L. LL. uo. 
64. 
Passtonate, adj. porronE Ba oly Il. 1 Si 
jispla; i emotion. 2 116. I. 1. 104 5 am, 
7 ey ee to express with emotion, T. A. 
Ill. 2. 6. n r 
Passy measures, a corruption of the Italian 
passame:z0, Which denotes a measured and 
stately step in dancing. . ‘Iw. N. V. 1. 206, 
Past-proportion, sb. excessive magnitude. T. & 
CG. It. 2. 29. E : 
Pastry, the room in which the pastry is 
made. R, & J. LV. 4.2 
Patch, sb. a fool. M. ‘y's Dr. ul. 2. 93; M. of 


P. feds it aa Me Sind from the parti 

atched, adj. motley, pied ; n arti- 

coloured dress worn by domestic fools. M. 
N’s Dr. Iv. 1.215. 


Patchery, sd, trickery. T. & C. 1. 3. 773 Tim. 


V. 1. 99- 
Path, oe to walk, go. J. C. I, 1. 83. 
Pathetical, adj. moving, persuasive. LL. L. 1. 
2. 103; 1V. 1. 150; AS, IV. x. 196. 
Patient, vr. to calm oneself. T. A, 1. x. x21. 
Patine, sb. a plate of metal. M. of V. V. 1. 59. 
Patronage, v.t. to patronize, support, protect. 
1H 6. M1. x. 48; Ill. 4. 32 
Pattern, sb. an example, instance. R é Ten 
54: Oth. V. 2.11. That which is made after 
amodel. H 5. HW. 4, 61. 
Pauca, few; that is, few words. M. W. I. 1. 
1347_H 5. I x._83.. In full, pauca verba. 
M. W. 1s. 123; L. L. L. ly. 2. 171. 
Paunch, v.t. to rip up.the belly. Tp. IIT. 2. 98 
Paved, adj. pebbly. N's Dr. 11. 1. 84. 
Pavilioned, ».p. tented, encamped. H 5. I. 2 


129. 

Pavin, sb. a stately dance, of Spanish or more 
probably Italian origin. Tw. N. v. 1. 207 
Pawn, sb.apledze. Rez.1.1. 74; Lear, 1. 1. 157. 
Pax, sb.a mistake for ‘ pix’ or ‘pyx.”. The pax 

was a small piece of wood or metal, with the 
figure of Christ upon it, which was offered to 
the laity to kiss. The pix was a box contain- 
ing the consecrated host. FH 5, Il. 6. 42, 47- 
Pay, v.t. to hit, beat, punish. Tw. N. 11. 4. 
305; I 4. Il 4. 31% 242; V. 3. 48. To 
reward, requite. C. of E. 1v. 4. 10; Tp. IL 


1. 36. 

Bavments sb. punishment. As, I. x. 166; H 5. 
IV. 8.15. 

Peace-parted, p.p. having departed in peace. 

am. V. x. 261. 

Peach, v.t. to impeach, accuse. M. for M, iv. 
3.12; 1 H 4. Il. 2. 47, 

Peak, v.2._ to grow thin, Mac. 1. 2. 23. To 
mope, Ham. Il. 2. 594. 

Peaking, adj. sneaking, cowardly, M. W. TL 


5 7Ie 

Peascod, sb. the pod or husk containing the 
peas. M. N’s Dr, 11. x. 1913 Tw. Nv 1. 5. 
167. Used for the plant itself. As, IL 4. 52+ 

Peat, sb. a pet, darling. T. of S. 1. x. 78, 

Peek, v.é. to pitch. H8. v. 4. 94. 

Pedant, sb. a schoolmaster. Hf L, L. ut. 1 
1793 hw. N. 1, 2. 80. 

Pe ace, sb. pedant, schoolmaster, ‘T. of . 
III. x. 50. 
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Peel, v.¢. to strip-off the bark. M. of V. t 3. 
Bs i Luer. 1167. 

pee ed, adj. shaven. x H 6. I. 3. 30. 
eer, v.t. to allow to peep out. Lucr. 472. 

Peevish, adj. childish, ‘silly. R 3. 1. 3. 1943 Iv. 

2. 100; Ham. 1. 2. 100. Fretful, wayward. 

M. of V.1. x. 86; T. of 8. V. 2. 157. 

Peevishly, adv. ill-temperedly. ‘i'w. N. 11. 2. 14. 

Peg-a-Ramsey, a name borrowed from an old 
song. ‘Iw. Nou. 3. 8x. 

Peise, v.t. to weigh down, and so retard. M. of 
Y. Il. 2, 224 Lt 3. V. 3, 105. 

Peised, p.p. poised, balanced. John, I. 1. 575- 

Pelleted, p.p. formed into pellets or small balls. 
Comp. 18; A. & C, IIL. 13. 165. 

Pelt, v.2. to fling about opprobrious words. 
Luer, 1418. 

Pelting, adj. paltry. M. N’s Dr. i. x. 91; Ro. 
II._1. 60, 

Pendulous, adj. overhanging, threatening to 
fall. Lear, 111. 4. 69. s 

Penetrative, adj. penetrating, touching the 
heart. A. .& C. IV. 14. 75+ 

Penitent, adj. doing penance. C. of E. 1. 2. 52. 
Used as a substantive. A. W. III. 5. 97- 

Pensioner, sb. one of the body of Gentlemen 
Pensioners who attended upon the person of 
the sovereign. M. W. U. 2. 29; M. N’s Dr. 
IL, I. 10, 2 “ 

Pensived, adj. pensive. Comp. 219. 

Pent-house, s6. a lean-to building. M. of V. 11. 
6.13 M. A. Wt. 3. x10. Used of the eyelid 

which is overhung by the eyebrow. Mae. 1. 


3+ 20. 5 a 
Peénurious, adj. necessitous. Tim. Iv. 3. 92. 
Peradyenture, adv. perhaps. M. A. 1. 2. 245 

Cor. Il, 1. 102, &C. 

Perdu, sb. a soldier sent on a forlorn hope, 


Lear, 1V. 7. 35. 

Perdurable, adj. lasting. H 5. Iv. 5. 73 Oth. 1. 
3. 5 

parteibly, ade. lastingly. M. for M. ut. 2. 


Its. 

Perdy, int. by God, verily (Fr. par. dieu). 
‘Tw. N. Iv. 2. 815 H 5. I 1 52 in. of li. 
IV. 4. 74, ‘perdie.’ 

Peregrinate, adj. foreign. L. L. L. v.21. 15. 

Peremptory, adj. firmly determined. John, 11. 
z. 4543 Cor. UI. x. 286. Daring, audacious. 
L. L. L, iv. 3.226; cH 4. TR 17. 

Perfect, adj. fully satisfied. Mac. 11. 4. ar; 
Tim. I. 2.90. Fullyinformed, certain. W. ‘LT. 
Il. 3. 13 Mace. 1. 5. 25 ee il. 1. 7 

Perfect, v.¢. to instruct fully. M. for M. rv. 3. 
146; Ip. I. 2. 79- 

Perforce, adv. violently. C. of BE. rv. 3. 95. 
“Force perforce’ in the same sense. Jom 


il. x. 142: 2 Hy. IV. x, 116. Of necessity. 
Tp. v. 1.133; BR. & J.T. 5. 9% 

Periapts, sb. umulets. 1 H6. V. 3. 2. 

Period, sb. end, conclusion. A. & C. Iv. 2.253 
IV. 14.107. vt. toputanend to. Tim. I. x. 


Benak v.t. to destroy. 2 TH 6. Il. 2. 100. 

Perishen, v.%. to perish. Per. 11. prol. 35- 

Perjure, sb. a perjurer, L. L. L. rv. 3. 47. (vt. 
to make perjured, taint with perjury. A. &C. 


II. 12. 30. 
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Perpend, v.i. toreflect. MM. W. 11. 1.1193 Ham. 
Il. 2. ros, v.t. to consider. H 5. 1V. 4 8. 
Perplexed, adj. bewildered, distracted. Oth. v. 

2. 346; Lucr. 733. 
Persever, v.i. to persevere. As, V. 2. 4; Ham. 
I. 2. 92, &c. E 
Persistive, adj. persistent. T. &C. 1. 3. 21. 
Personage, sb. personal sppestance, figure. 
M. N’s Dr. 111. 2. 292; Tw. N. 1. 5. 164. 
Personal, adj. present in person, 1 H 4. IV. 





3. 88. 
Personate, v.t. to-represent, Tw. N. 11. 3. 1733 
Tim. T. 1. 69; V. 1 353 CYM.V. 5. 454-. 
Perspective, s/. an instrument for producing an 
optical deception. A. W. v. 3. 48; Tw. N. v. 
1. 224; Ra. I. 2.18 It was.made in various 
forms. 
Perspectively, adv. as through a perspective, 


H 5. V. 2. 347. ; 

Persuade, v.2. to use persuasion. M. for M. v. 
1. 933 M. of V. ut. 2. 283. a 

Persuaded, p.p. Dest persuaded =having the 
best opinion. Tw. N. 11. 3. 16a. 

Pert, adj. brisk, lively. lL. cL. L. v. 2. 2725 
M. N’s Dr. 1. 1. 13. 

Pertly, adv. briskly. 

_ T. & C. ly. 5. 219. 

Perttaunt-like, adv. a word not yet explained 
or amended. . L. Vv. 2. 6 

Perusal, sb. survey, examination. Ham. It. 1. 
go. 

Peruse, v.t. to survey, examine. C. of E. 1. 2. 

+ 335 Re. m1. 3. 533 R&J.v. 3. 743 Ham. 1v. 


Tp. 1v. 1. 58. ‘Saucily. 


7-137 “4 
Pervert, v.t. to turn aside, ‘avert. Cym. 11. 4. 


15k. 

Pester, v.t. to disturb, encumber, infest. Mac. 

23; Ham. 1. 2, 223 Cor. TV. 6. 7. 

5. an engine filled with explosive mater- 

als, like a‘modern shicll. Ham. 11. 4. 207. 

Petitionary, adj. supplicatory. As, III. 2. 199 ; 
Cor. V. 2. 82. ¢ 

Baveicllog, sb. companion, intimate associate. 

3. IV. 4. 58. 

Phantasime, sb. a fantastical person. L. L. L. 
1V. 1. 1013 V. 1 20. 

hanes sb, phantasm, apparition. J. 'C. 
Il. 1. 65. 

Pheeze, v.t. to beat, chastise, torment. TT. of S. 
Ind. t. 1; T. & C. 1. 5. 215. 

Philip, a familiar term for a sparrow. John, 1. 


I. 231. 

Philip and Jacob, the first of May. M. for M. 
Ill. 2. 214. 

uae worn at the battle of Philippi. A. & 

J. 11. 5+ 23 

Phraseless, adj. indescribable. Comp. 226. 

Physical, adj. salutary, wholesome. Uor. I. 5. 
19; J. C. 1 1. 261. 

Pia mater, the membrane which covers the 
brain. Used for the brain itself. L. L. L. 
Iv.2. 71; Tw. N. 1. 5. 1935 LT. & C. U3. 77. 

Pick, v.t. to pitch. ‘Cor, 2. 1. 204. 

Picked, adj. refined, precise. L. L. L, v. 1. 145 
John, I. 1, 193; Ham. v. x. 151. 

Pickers, sb. petty thieves; the ‘fingers. Ham. 
III. 2. 348. 4 a 

Picking, adj. minute, trifling. 2H4. 1v.1 198. 
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Pickthank, sb. a fawning flatterer. x H 4. 111. 


2. 25. i 
Piece, sb. a vessel of wine. T. & C, Iv. x. 62. 
See x Esdr. viii. 20. 
Pied, adj. parti-coloured, spotted. Tp. Ill. 2. 
mr; Ll. . Li, Ve 2+ 9045 . 0! ae 
Piedness, sb. diversity of colour. W. T. 1v. 4.87. 
Pigeon-livered, adj. the pigeon was supposed to 
have no gall. Ham. 11. 2. 605. : 
Pight, p.p. pitched, fixed. T.& C. y. 10. 245 
Lear, Il. 1. 67. 
Bip snus, sb. earth-nuts, Tp. Il. 2. 172. 
Pilcher, sb. ascabbard. R.& J. 110 1,84. | 
Piled, “A quibble is intended between * piled’= 
ed, bald, and ‘piled’ as applied to velvet. 
L. for M. I. 2. 35. 
Pill, vt. to pillage, plunder. R 2. 11. x. 2463 


3. I. 3. 159. 
Pillicock, aterm of endearment. Lear, 111. 4. 78. 
Pin, sb. the bull's Ge of the target. L. L. L. 
IV. 1.1383 R. & J. 1. 4. 15. S: 
Pin and web, the disease of the eye now known 
as cataract. W.T. I. 2. 2913 Lear, III. 4. 122. 
Pin-buttock, sb. a narrow buttock. A. W. 11. 


. 18. 

Pine, v.t, to starve, wear out. V. & A. 602; R2. 
V.1. 772 

Pinfoldysb. a pound. ‘Two G. 1. x. x145 Lear, 
Il. 2. 9. 

Pink eynies small, half-shut eyes. A. & C. 11. 


7. 12i. 

Pinked, adj. pierced with holes. H_8. v. 4. 50. 

Pioned, adj. a very doubtful word, variously 
interpreted as, ‘covered with the marsh mari- 
gold,’ or simply ‘dug.’ Tp. Iv. x. 64. 

Pioner, sb. pioneer. 5. Ill. 2. 923 Ham. Tis: 


163. 

Pip. ‘A pip out’ is a cant expression for being 
a little overtaken in liquor. A pip was a spot 
on cards and the reference is toa game called 
one and thirty. T. of S. 1. 2. 33. 

Pipe-wine, sb. wine from the pipe or butt, with 
a reference to the other meaning of pipe. 
M. W., ul. 2. 90. 

Pitch, sb. the height to which a falcon soars. 
rH6. 1. 4.113 2 H 6. i. 1. 6, 12; Ro. 
I. x. x09; J. C. I. 3.78. Hence used of 

height generally. Tw. N. 1. x. 12; Ham. m1. 


1. 86. 
Piteously, adv. so as to move pity, T. A. v. x. 


66. 

Place, sb. dwelling-place, residence. Oth. I. 3. 
238; AS, II. 3. 27. The highest pitch of a 
hawk. Mac. 11. 4. 12. 

Placket, sb. a petticoat. W. T. 1v. 4. 245, 622; 
Lear, Il. 4. 100; T. & C. IL. 3. 22. 

Plain, v.t. to make plain. Per. 111. prol. 14. 
v.. to complain. Lear, III. x. 39. 

Plaining, sb. complaint. C. of E. 1. x. 73; Re. 


I. 3. 175+ 
Plain-song, sb. the simple melody without varia- 
tions. H 5. 111. 2. 6,7; H 8. I. 3. 45. . Used as 
an adjective, MM. N’s Dr. 11. x. 134. 
Plaintful, adj. complaining. Comp. 2. 
Plaited, adj. folded, intricate. Lear, I. r. 283. 
Plaits, sb. folds. Lucr. 93. 
Planched, adj. made of planks. M. for M. rv. 
Js 30. ae 





GLOSSARY 


b. the sole of the foot. A, & C, 11. 7.2. 
eee sb plants, vegetation. T. & C. 111 2, 


184. cj 5 
Plantain, sb. the Plantago major or media 

which was used to stop bleeding. L. L. L. 111, 

Ie 745, tee I. 2, 52+ 2a ‘ 
Plantation, sb. planting, colonising. Tp, I. 1. 


Pinkh, sb. a pool. ‘T. of . 1. 1. 23. 

Plate, v.¢. to clothe in plate armour. Lear, ry. 
Plated: pp. armed. R21. 3.28; A. & C. 1 
Plates, sb. pieces of silver money. A. & C. v. 


2. 92. 
Platforms, sb. plans. x H 6, I. 1.77. 
Plausibly, adv. by acclamation. Lucr. 1854+ 
Plausive, adj. persuasive, pleasing. A. W. 1.2. 
53; IV. 1. 293 Ham. I. 4. 30- 
Play, v.t. to play for. H5.1v. chor. 19, 
Play your prize. To play a prize in a fencing 
school was to go through certain exercises in 
order to qualify for a degree. ‘T. A. I. 1. 399. 
Pleached, adj. intertwined, folded. M. A. 111. 
1.7; A. &C. IV. 14.73. | 
Pleasance, sb. pleasure, merriment. Oth. 11. 3. 
2935 P. 158. 
T. &C. 


‘ass. 
Pleasantly, adv. sportively, jestingly. 
IV. 5. 249. 
Please-man, sb. a flatterer, parasite. L. L. L. v: 
2. 463. 
Benne ».t. to gratify. M.A. Vv. 1.129; M. of 
I. 3. 7 
Plenty, GAP: plentiful. Tp. Iv. x. 110. 
Pliant, adj. yielding, fit. Oth. I. 3. 151. 
Plight, sb. pledge. Lear, 1. 1. 103. 
Plot, sb. a spot of ground. John, U. x. 40; 


2H6. 1. 2. 60; Ham. Iv. 4. 62. 
Plume up, to prank up; hence to gratify. Oth. 


I. 3. 399. 

Plummet, sd. penorancs itself is a plummet o'er 
me=TJama plummet’s depth below ignorance 
itself. M. W. V. 5. 173. 

Plumpy, adj. plump. A. & C. 11. 7. 121. 

Plurisy, sb. a plethora, superabundance. Ham. 


Pont sheeted lace 

oint, sb. a tagged lace. T. of S. 1. 2. 493 

A. & C. 1. 13. 157; Tw. N. 1. 5. 25. H 

Point. Atapoint=prepared. Mac. 1v. 3. 135. 
At point=completely. Ham. 1. 2. 200. In 

iness, fully prepared. Lear, I. 4. 347. At 

ample point =in full perfection. v6. Il. 
3, 89. To point=exactly. Tp. 1. 2. 194. 

Point-device or Point-devise, adj. precise, 
finical. As, 111. 2. gor; L. L, v, Vet at 
adv. precisely, exactly. Tw. N. U1. 5. 176. 

Point of war, a set of notes on the trumpet. 






24. IV. 1. 52. 

OME SOc sb. object of scorn. 2 H 6, 11. 
4.46 2 0 

Points, sb. directions, commands; as if given 
by sound of trumpet. Cor. IV. 6. 125. 

Poise, sb, weight. Lear, 11. 1. 122; Oth. 11. 3. 
82. vt. to weigh. 2H 6.11. x. 204; R. wa. 
I, 2. 100. To counterbalance. Oth. I. 3. 331+ 

Poke, sb. pocket. As, II. 7. 20. 


Poking-sticks, sb. irons for setting out the plaits 
of rufis, W. T. ry. 4. 228. :! as 
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Polack, sb. a native of Poland. Ham. 1. 1. 63; | Potable, adj. drinkable. 2H 4. Iv. 5. 163. 
I. 2. 63, 75. Used as an adjective. Har y. | Potch, v.%. to poke, thrust. Cor. I. 10. 15. 


2. 387. 

Pole, sb. standard. A. & C. Iv. 15. 65. 

Pole-clipt, adj. a pole-clipt vineyard 1s a vine- 
yard in. ‘which the vines embrace or are twined 
about the poles. Tp. Iv. 1. 68. 

Polley, sb. cunning, stratagem. Cor. III. 2. 42, 

T. & C. iv. 1. 17. 

Pdiitic adj. aplaeng § Politics or state policy. 
Tw, N. IL 5. 

Politician, sb. er olitical intriguer. Tw. N. 11. 

Ae rH 4. J. 3. 2413 Ham. V. 1. 86. 

Pole adj. clipped, laid bare. Cor. IV. 5. 215. 

Pollusion, blunder for ‘ allusion.’ L. L. 

Pontider, sb. a ball of perfume. W. T. iv. 4. 
609. 

Pomewater, sb. a large sweet apple, Malus 
carbonara. ae L. L. Iv. 2. 4. 

Pomgarnet, sb. pomegranate. rH 4. I. 4. 42. 

Pontic Sea, sb. the Euxine. Oth. 111. 3. 453. 

Poor-John, sb. hake salted and dried. Tp. 11. 2. 


28. 
Po erin, adj. a Be erin pear, so_called from 
operingue in Belgium. R. & J. 11. x. 38. 
Popinjay, sb. a parrot. 1H 4,1. 3. 59. 
Popular, adj. vulgar. Hes IV. 1. 38. 
voles, sb. vulgarity. x H 4. UL. 2.69; Hs. 


Ropulons adj. numerous. A. & C. IIT. 6. 50. 
Borpen ney sb. poreupines 2H 6, IL. x. 363; 
CO. 11. x. 27; Ham. 20. 
Porringer, 8b. e Sow or beets T. of S. Iv. 
64; H8. v. 
Port, sb. camigges bearing Hs. prol. 6; M. of 
. I. r r2q. Gate. Cor.I. 7.15 2 2H 4. Iv. 


js 24. 

poate adj.endurable. Mac. Iv. 3. 89; Lear, 
III. 6, 11 

Portage, «i chs port-hole. H 5. 111. x. 10. Port 
dues, paid by a vessel on arriving in harbour. 
Per. 111. 1. 35. 

Portance, sb. comings. deportment. Cor. IT. 3. 
232 

Portly adj val g good demeanour or bearing. 
RB. & J. 

RES v. 





to re sition st a: iff ue 

‘to inform. _M. for M. rv. a L. 
v. I. 290% Tw. N. IL 3. r49. Fo el OF 
‘with.’ John, Iv. 2. 41. 

Bore a. sb. insanity, madness. C. of Ii. v. 


Posset, w.t. to curdle, Ham. 1. 

Possitable, blunder for ‘positively. “MW. 1. 

Post, Bb. amessenger. Tp. 11. 1. 248; Cor. v. 6. 
so. vt. to convey swiftly. Cym. II. 4. 27. 

Poster, sb. a swift traveller. Mac. I. 3. 33. 

Postern, sb. the small packs ee of a fortress. 
Ra. V. 5.17; Two G. v. 

Post-post-haste, adv. weitiy the utmost speed. 
Oth. 1. 3. 46. 

Posy, sb. a motto on aring. M. of V. v. x. 148, 
1513 Ham. III. 2. 162. 

Pot To the pot=to certain destruction; a 
figure borrowed from the kitchen. Cor: 1. 


4e 470 








*Pothecary, sb. apothecary. R. & J. V. 3. 2893 


Per. Ill. 2. 9. 

Hewes sb. turmoil. Cor. 11. 1. 234; Lear, II. 

Potting, sb. drinking. Oth. 11. 3. 79. 

Pottle, sb. a tankard; strictly, a measure of two 
a M. W. 10. x. 2233 Il. 5. 30; Oth. IL 

pane ‘deep, adj. to the bottom of the tankard. 
Oth. 11. 3. 56. 

Poulter, 3b, “poulterer. 1 H 4. It. 4. 480. 

Pouncet-box, sb. a box oe perturnes’ pierced 
with holes, 1H 4. I. 38 

Pow, wow. Pooh, Soolii Cor. Il. 1.157. 

Powder, v.t.tosalt, x H4.V. 4.112; M. forM. 
Ill. 2. 62. 

Powdering-tub, sb. salting-tub. A hot salt. 
water bath was used in the treatment of 
venereal disease. H 5. II. x. 

Power, sb. an armed foe 
Iv. 2. 1305 Cor. I. 2. 


earns Tl. 3. 703 


Practic, ad, j. practical. aac Dig ealeexeesre 
Practice, ae patties lot. a & IV. 1. 190; 
Tw. - 360; Hs. If. 2. 


Practisant, 3b. * geeomplice i ina plot. 1 H6, 11. 


Praclise 2.1%. to plot, use stratagems. As, I. 1. 


tl th. I. 2. 73+ 
BE ae to appraise. Tw. N. 1. a3 268, 


Prank, v.t. to deck, dress. ‘Tw. N. U1. 4. 893 
Us IV. 4. 10. 

Pray in aid. ato seal in to help; a legal term. 
. & C. Vv. 2, 


Precedent, 3b. ‘the rough draft of a document. 

ohn, V. 23} R 3. ul. 6. 7. Prognostic, 

flea & A. 26. adj. former. T. of A. 

Touts. 133 5 Ham. It. 4. 98. 
a 


Bzecety 3 waruy summons, 2H 4. Y. 1 
I45 ts. Ill. 
prdioial adj. Beocalstie of precepts. M. A. 


Predously adv. ely in business of import- 
ance, je Te 2s 

Preeitate vt. to “fall headlong. Lear, Iv. 

Precipitation, sb. precipitousness. 

Precurrer, sb. forerunner. Pheen. 6. 

Predict, Ba prediction. Sonn. Xtv. 8. 

Predominate, v.t. tooverpower. Tim. Iv. 3. 142. 

Prefer, v.é. to promote, advance. Two G. 10 4. 
157; R 3. IV. 2. 82. Torecommend. Cym. 
I. 3. 51. ‘To present, offer. M. N’s Dr. 1v. 
2.39; J. C. III. 1. 28. 

eran sb. readiness of wit. 


Cor. 111. 2. 4. 


2H4.L2 


Pregnant, adj. ready- mee clever. M. for M. 
I. 1.12; Tw. N. I. 2. Full of meaning. 
Ham. i. 2. 212. Ready. Ham. Il. 2. 663 
Lear, Iv. 6. Fee a evident. M. for M. 


IL 1 a Oth. 11. 
Premis p.p. sent betare the time. 2H6. v. 


Prenominate, 2:6 toname beforehand. T. & C. 
IV. 5. 250. p.p. aforesaid. Ham. II. 1. 43. 
Prenzie, adj. lemure, prim. M. for M. ul. x 

94, 97+ 
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Pre-ordinance, sb. a rule formerly established. 
J. C. MI, 1 38. 

Prepare, sb. preparation. 3 116. Lv. 1. 13%. 

Preposterous, blunder for ‘prosperous,’ W. T. 
Vz. 2. 159+ * 4 

Prescripé, sb. direction, order. Ham. U1, 2. 1423 
A. & Gul 8 5 adj. prescriptive. Hs, 11. 


+ 49: fo 
Prescription, sb. order, direction. 18. I. x. 151. 
Presence, sb. personal appearance or dignity. 
John, J. x. 137 5 11. 1. 367. Presence-chamber. 
Ra. 1 3. 280; R. & J. V. 3. 86. 

Present, sb. the present time, 1 Te te 255 
Mac. J. 5. 5% Present store. ‘Iw. N. out 
. 380. vt, to represent, M. A, Ul. z 79: 
fio act the part of. ‘Tp. 1v. x. 167; M. W. 
TV. 6., 20. 

Presentation, sb. semblance. -As, V. 4. 

IV. 4, 84. ic if 
Presently, adv. immediately. 

J.C. M11. 1. 28. i 
Presentment, sb. presentation. Tim. 1. x., 27. 
Representation. Ham. 111. 4. 54, 3 
Press, sb. a commission for pressing soldiers. 

1H 4. IV. 2. 13. A crowd. J. OG. 1. 2. 15. 
v.t, to foree into military service. R 2. ML. 2. 
58; x H4. Iv. 2. 16. ‘i 
Press-money, sb. money given to soldiers on 
being pressed intotheservice. Lear, 1y. 6. 87. 
Pressure, sb. impression. Ham. 1. 5. 100; HI. 


Past adj, ready. M. of V.1. x. 1603 Per. 1v. 


Prester John. A fabulouseastern king. M.A. 
Il. 1. 276. 

Presupposed, p.p. imposed or suggested hefore- 
hand. Tw. N. v. 1. 358 x 

Presurmise, s. supposition previously cnter- 

tained. 2H 4. I. 1. 168. 

Pretence, sb. intention. Two G. mi... 473. Cor. 


112; R3. 


Tp. I. 2. 1253 


I. 2. 20. 

Pretend, v.é. tointend. Two G. 1. 6. 37; Mae. 
Il. 4. 24. m . fs 

Pretty, adj. used of time, like fair, tolerable, 
Luer. 1233; R. & J. 1. 3. 10. 

Prevail, v.2. toavail. R. & J. L 3. 60; H s, 


Ill. 2. 16. ad 

Prevailment, sb. influence. M. N’s Dr. 1. 3, 
35+ ae 

Prevent, v.t. to anticipate. M. of Wi. . x. 623. 
Ham. IT, 2. 30: 


Preyful, adj. aaa in-prey. L..L. L. rv. 2. 58, 








Prick, sb. a pene onadial. Luer, 78x; 3 H 6. 
I. 4, 34. The bull’s ee ofatarget. LOL. L. 
Iv. x. 334. A prickle. Tp. 11 2. 11; As, 


I. 2,118 A-skewer. Lear, 11.3. 16. 

Prick, v.t. to mark. 2H 4. 11 4. 359; J. C. I. 
1.216. Tostick, ‘T. of S. 111. 2, 70. 

Pricket, sd. a buck of the second year.. L... L. 
IV. 2. 12, 

Prick-song, sb. music sung from notes, R.& J. 
II, 4. 21. 

Pride, sb. lust. mer. 438; Sonn. OXLIV. 83 
Oth. Tl. 3. 404. 

Prig, sb. a'thiel. “W. T.1V. 3. 108. 

Examal adi first, earliest. Ham. Ul. 3.. 373; 

J. In 4 4 
Prime, adj. principal, chief. Tp. 1. 2. 72,,425. 





GLOSSARY 


Lustful. Oth. m1, 3. 403 sd. the spring, 
Lucr. 332; Sonn, XCVII. 7- 

Primer, adj. more important. 8.1. 2. 67. 

Primero, aie agameat cards. M, W. IV. 5. 1043 
H8.v. 1.7. 

Primest, adj. rarest: H 8. 1, 4. 229. f 

Primy, adj. early, belonging to the spring. 
Ham. I. 3.7. , "4 i, 

Prince. ‘To prince it=to play the prince. Cym. 
IIL. 3. 85. : 

Principality, sb. a being of the highest order. 
TwoG. It. 4.752... ; 

Principals, sb. the main timbers in the roof of 
a building. Per. 111, 2. 16. 

Princox, sb. a saucy fellow., R.& J. 1. 5. 88. 

Print, In print=in perfect order, with, exact- 
ness, As, V..4.943 LwoG. 0.11755 L, L. Lh. 
Ill. 1. 173. 

Printless, adj, leaving no trace. Tp. V..2. 34. 

Priser, sb. prizefighter, As, II, 3, 8. 

Prisonment, sb. imprisonment. John, Ul. 4. 
161. 

Privacy, sb. retirement. T. & C. IT. 3. 190. 

Private, sb. privacy. ‘Tw. N.111. 4.100. Private 
communication. John, iV. 3. 16, 

Privilege, v.t. to invest with a privilege, give 
immunity to. Re. 1. x. 120; C, of K. v. 2. 
gs; Luer. 62r. 

Prize, sb. a contest for a prize. M. of V. 111. 2. 


142; T. A. I. x. 399. Privilege. -3 H 6. L 4. 
9; II. 1. 20. My puze-- thendian ng of me. 
‘ym. Ill. 6. 77. Lo make prize=to capture. 


Ti 3. 1. 3. 187; A. & C. v. 2, 183. 

Prized, p...estimated, rated. M. A, IIT. x. 995 
‘Tim. 1. 1. 171. 

Probal, adj.. probable, reasonable. Oth. 11. 3. 
344+ 

Probation, sb. proof. M. for M. v. x. 3573 
Oth. 111.3. 365. Trial, examination. Tw. ae 
Il. 5. 142. 

Process, sb. a story, narrative. 
Ham, I. 5. 37; M. of V. 
law. Cor. Ilf. x. 314. Mandate, summons. 
Ham. Iv. 3. 653 A. & C. 1. 1.28. 

EOereAn, adj. producing. offspring. Mac. 1. 


R 3. IV. 3. 32} 
LV. 1.274. Course o! 


Procurator, sb. a proxy. 216.1. 2. 3. 
Procure, v.t. to cause (to come). BR. & J. 11. 
5. Be To play the procuress. DL. for M.. 111. 
2 he 
Prodigious, adj. monstrous, portentous.. ML. N’s 
r, V.. 1.4193 John, UL. x. 46, 
Prodigiously, adv. portentously. 


I. Or 
Proditor, sb. traitor. 16. 1. 3.34. 
proto wt. much good may it do you. 2 H4. 
‘= 3%, 30 
Professed, m.p. that haye made professions. 
ee I. i 275+ 
rogeny, Sb. race, ancestry. x Hi 6, v. 4. 333 
‘Or. 1.8. 12. Descent. I He, Ill. 3. ae oe 
Progress, sb. a royal ceremonial journey. 2116. 
I. 4..76; Ham. Iv. 3. 33. v.7. to. go.as in pro- 
cession., . John, V.. 2. 46, 
Project, v.t. to shape, define. A. & C. v. 2.121. 
prevections sb. plan, H 5.11. 4. 46, 
Prolixious,.adj. tedious, causing delay, M. for 
M. 1. 4. 162. 


John,, II. 
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Prologue, v.t. to preface. A. W. IL. 1. 95. 
Brolonseds p.p. deferred. M. A. iv. 3. 256; 
3. IIT. 4.47. 
Prompture, sb. prompting. M. for M. 11. 4. 178. 
Proof, sb. armour which has been tried_and 
proved impenetrable. R 3. v. 3. 219; Mae. 
AS 2. 54. Resisting power, impenetrability. 
2. I. 3. 73. 
Propagate, v.¢, to augment, improve. Tim. 1. 


1. 67. 
Propagation, sb. augmentation. M. for M. 1. 2. 


154. 

Propend, v.z. to incline. T. & C. 11. 2. 190. 

Propension, sd. inclination. T. & C. 11. 2. 133. 

Proper, adj. one’s own. Tp. 111. 3. . for it 
IU. 1.30. Handsome. Tp. 11 2.63; John, 1. 
I. 250. 

Proper-false, adj. handsome and deceitful. 
‘Tw. N. 11. 2. 30. 

Properly, adv. peculiarly, as one’s own posses- 
sion. W.'T. if. 1. 1703 Cor. V. 2. 90. 

Erauerbled adj. endowed with qualities. A. & 





2 Ve 2. 83. 3 
Properties, sb. the requisites of a play, except 
the scenery and dresses. M. N’s Dr. 1. 2. 


108; M. W. IV. 4. 78. i 

Property, sb. a mere appendage or instrument. 
M. W, ul 4. 10; J. U. IV. x. 4o. In Ham. 11. 
2. 597 if means either ‘own person’ or ‘kingly 
right.’ v.¢. to make a tool of. John, Vv. 2. 79; 
Tw. N. IV, 2. 99. 

Propontic, sb. the Sea of Marmora. Oth. 11. 3. 


456~ 

Proj ortions, sb. necessary number of troops. 

5. I. 2. 137, 3043 Ham. I. 2. 32. 

Propose, v.z. to converse, speak. M. A. mI. 1. 
3; Oth. Lx. 25. 

Proposer, sb. speaker, orator. Ham. I1..2. 297. 

Propugnation, sb. means of resistance, defence. 
T. & C. U. 2. 136. 

Prorogue, vt. to ein ~ R.& J. I. 2. 78; IV. 3. 
8. Toprotract. Per. v. 1. 26. To hinder 
rom exertion. A. & CO, II. 1.26. 

Protest, v.t. to proclaim, display publicly. Mac. 
v.a.1r3 M.A. V. 1. 149. 

Protractive, adj. protracted. T. & C. I. 3. 20. 

Provand, sb. provender, provisions. Cor. 11. x. 


267, 

Provincial, adj. belonging to an ecclesiastical 
province. M. for M. v. x. 318. ‘Provincial 
roses’ are roses ‘of Provins or Provence. 
Ham. UL 2. 288, 

Provision, sb. foresight. ae I. 2. 28. 

Provoke, v.t. to urge, impel. 1 H6. ¥. 5. 6. 

Provoking, p7.p. instigating. Lear, 11. 5. 8. 

Prune, v.t. to trim and dress the feathers, as a 
hawle does with its bill. Cym. v. 4. 118. v.21". 


1H4 1. 1 98. ; 
Puddle, v.2. to render turbid. Oth. 111. 4. 143. 
Pudency, sb. modesty. Cym. It. 5. rr. 
Pugging, adj. thievish. W. T. 1v, 3. 7. 
Puisny,, adj. unskilful: like a novice. As, UI. 


4. 46. 
Puissanee, sb. strength. H 5. 11.chor. x. An 
armed force. John, It. 1. 339. 
Puissant, adj. powerful. R 3. 1v. 4. 4343; Lear, 


V. 3. 216; ‘ : 
Puke, vi. to vont. As, IT. 7. 144. 
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Puke-stocking. Puke appears to have been a 
dark grey, between russet and black. 1 H 4. 
II. 4. 78. 2 2 

Pulpiter, sb. preacher: a conjectural reading in 
As, III. 2. 163. 

Pulsidge, Blunder for ‘pulse.’ 2H 4. 10. 4. 25+ 

Pun, v.t.to pound. T. & C. in x. 42. 

Punk, sb. astrumpet. M. W. 11. 2. 142; M. for 
ML. V. 1. 179. 

Punto, sb. a stroke or thrust in fencing. M. W. 
ll. 3.26. Punto reyerso, aback-handed stroke. 
R.&J.1 4.27, 

Purchase, v.¢. to acquire, get. M. of V. 1. 9. 
4352 Ht 4. IV. 5. 200; A, &C. 4. 4. ry. 8b. 
acquisition, booty. 1H 4. 11. x. ror; H 5. Ul. 
2. 45; R 3. III. 7.187. 

Purl, vz. to curl. Lucr. 1407. 

Purples, the purple orchis, Orchis mascula. 

am. TV. 7. 171. 

Pursuivant, sb. a messenger or attendant upon 
aherald. 1H 6.1L. 5.5; R 3. ll. 4. 90. 

Push, iné, pish! a contemptuous exclamation. 
M. A. V. x. 38; Tim. IIT. 6. 119. 

Push-pin, sb. a childish game. L. L. L. rv. 3. 


169. 

Put, v.t. to make, in the phrases ‘put to know,’ 
M. for M. 1. 1. 5; ‘put to speak,’ 2 H 6. 111. 
Te 435 Cym. Il. * 110. 

Put in, to intercede. M. for M. 1. 2. 103. To 
put forwardaclaim, Tim. 111. 4. 85. 

Put on, to instigate. M. for M. Iv. 2. 120; 
Ham. 11. 1. 2; ¥. 2. 394. ‘To impose, lay to 
one’s charge. Ham. 11. x. 19. 

Put on, orupon, tocommunicate, impart. Ham, 
I. 3.943 AS, I. 2,99; Tw. N. V. 1. 70. 

Putter on, sb. instigator. W. T. 11. 1. 14x. 

Putter-out, 3b, one who puts out money at 
interest. Tp. IIT. 3. 48. 

Putting on, sd. instigation. Cor. 11. 3. 260. 

Puttock, sb. a kite. 3H 6.11. 2.197; T. & C. 
Vv. x. 68. 

Puzzel, sb. adrab. 1H 6.1. 4. 107. 

Pyramis, sb. a pyramid. 1 H 6.1. 6. 21. pl. 
pyramises, A. & C. In 7. 40; pyramides, 
A. & C. Vv. 2. 61. 


Quail, v.t. to overpower, quell. A. & C. v. 2. 
85. v.i. to faint, fail, slacken. As, IT. 2. 20; 
Cym. V. 5. 149. sb. a cant word for a prosti- 
tute. T.& Cv. x. 57. 

Quaint, adj. fine, delicate, dainty, ingenious. 

1, 2. 317; M. N’s Dr. 1. 1. 993 I. 2. 73 
216,.1IL.2.274. | 3 

Quaintly, adv. ingeniously, delicately. Two G, 
WI. 1. 1173 Ham. It. 1. 32. 

Quaked, p.. shaken, ada to shudder. Cor..1. 


g. 6. 

Qualification, sb. eppeaemients Oth. r1.1.. 282. 

Qualify, v.t. to moderate, soften, abate. M. for 
M. I. 1. 663. IV. 2. 86; John, v. 1. 13; Lear, 
I. 2.176. 

Quality, sb. a profession, calling, especially the 


rofession of an actor. ‘Two G. IV. 1 583 
am, IT. 2. 363, 452. Professional skill. tp 
I. 2. 193. 


Quantity, sh: a small portion. John, v. 4. 233 
2H 4. ¥.1. 70. To hold. quantity =to bear- 
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proportion. M. N’s Dr. I. x. 232; Ham. m1. 


2.177+ ‘ 

Quarrel, sb. a cause of dispute. R 2. I. 3. 33. 

Quarrellous, adj. quarrelsome. Cym. Il. 4. 162. 

Quarry, sb. a heap of slaughtered game. Cor. 1. 
1. 2021 Ham. 1V. 3. 206; V. 2. 375- 

Quart d’écu. A quarter of a French crown. 
A. W. Iv. 3. 3113 V. 2. 35: 

Quarter, sb. position, station. John, V. 5. 20; 
Tim. V. 4.60. To keep fair quarter=to keep 
on good terms with, be true to. C. of E11. 
x. 108. In quarter=on good terms, Oth. 11. 


. 180. 

Quartercds adj. belonging to the quarters of an 
army, Cym. IV. 4. 18. 

Quat, sb.a pimple. Oth, v. x. x1. ws 

Quatch-buttock. Asquator flat buttock. A.W. 
Tl, 2. 18. 

Quean, sb. a wench, hussy. M. W. Iv. 2. 180; 
2H4.1L T. 51. 2 

Queasiness, sb. nausea, disgust. 2 H 4. I. 1, 196. 

Queasy, adj. squeamish, fastidious, excessively 
delicate. M. A. 11. 1. 399; Lear, 11. 1. 19. 
Disgusted. A. & C. III. 6. 20. 

Queen. To gueen it=to play thequeen. W.'T. 
IV. 4. 4603 IL 8. 11. 3. 37- 

Quell, sb. murder. Mac. 1. 7. 72. 





Quench, v.7. to grow cool. Cym. I. 5. 47- 
Quenchless, adj. unquenchable. 3 H 6.1. 4. 
Luer. 1554. 


Quern, sb. a handmill. M. N’s Dr. 11. 2. 36. 
Quest, sb. search, enquiry, pursuit. M. for M. 
IV. x. 62; M. of V. I. x. 172. Inquest, Jury. 
R 3.1. 4. 189; Ham. vy. 1. 24. A body of 
searchers, Oth. 1. 2. 46. 
Questant, sb. a seeker, aspirant. A.W. II. 1. 16. 
Question, sb. conversation. As, 11]. 4. 393 V. 4. 
167. Subject of discussion. M. for $1 Il. 4. 
go. To criout on the top of question is to 
speak in a high key, dominating conversation, 
or louder than the occasion requires. Ham. 
Il. 2. 356. Ae 3 

Questionable, adj. inviting question or conver- 
sation. Ham, I. 4. 43. 

Questionless, adv. doubtless. M. of V. I. x. 176; 
Per. V. 1. 45. 

Questrist, sb. searcher. Lear, 111. 7. 17. 

Quick, adj. alive, living. M. W. III. 4. 90. 
Quick-witted, lively. 2H 4. Iv. 3.107; A. & 
C. Vv. 2. 216, Pregnant. ih, L. L. v. 2. 682. 
Fresh. Tp. 111. 2. 75; Per. IV. r. 28. 

Quicken, v.t. to make alive. Tp. mt. 1. 6; 

W. 11. 1.77. To refresh, revive. M. of V. 
11. 8. 52. v.t. to become alive, revive. Lear, 
UL 7. 39; A. & C. IV. 15. 30. 

Quiddity, sb. a subtlety, cavil. 1 H 4.3. 2. 51; 
Ham. y, 1. 107. 

Quietus, sd. the settlement of anaccount. Ham. 
IM. x. 75; Sonn, CXXVI. 12. 

Quill, in the. Perhaps, in due form and order; 
a doubtful phrase. 2 H 6. 1. 3. 4. 

Quillet, sb. a nicety, legal quibble. Ham. v. x. 
108; Tim. IV, 3. 155. 

Quilt, sb. a flock bed. x4. 1y. 2. 54. 

Quintain, sb. a figure set up for tilting af in 
country games. As, I. 2. 263. 

Quip, sb. a sharp jest, repartee. Two G. Iv. 2. 
i231 4.1]. 2. 51. 








GLOSSARY 


wire, sb. a company. M. N’s Dr. 11. 1. 55. v.t. 
Saga concert. M. of V. V. 1.62; Cor. 111. 


2, 113. . T 
Quit, v.¢. to acquit. A. W. v. 3. 300. To re- 
quite. Ro. V. 1.43; Ham. v. 2.68. To remit. 
6. of E. 1. x. 23. Lo set free. ‘Iw. N. v. 1. 


329, vt. to acquit oneself. Lear, Il. 1. 32. 
p.p. quitted. ‘Tp. I. 2. 148. 

Quit, adj. free, safe. 2 H 4. III. 2. 255. 

Quittal, sb. requital. Lucr. 236. 

Quittance, sb. acquittance. M. W. I. 1. 10. 
Requital. 2H 4.1. x. 108; H5. 1. 2. 34. vt. 
to requite. x is. Il. x. 14. 

Quiver, adj. nimble. 2 H 4. IIT. 2. 3or. 

Quoif, sb. a cap. W. T. 1v. 4. 226; 2 


I. 147+ : ; 
Quoit, v.t. to throw like a quoit. 2 H 4, 1. 


Hy 


. 206. 

Quote; v.t. to note, observe, examine. T. & C. 
IV. 5. 233; Ham. I. 1.112; ‘I. A. Iv. 1. 50. 
Quotidian, sb. a fever of which the paroxysms 

return every day. As, III. 2. 383. 


Rabato, sb. a kind of ruff. M. A. m1. 4. 6. 
Rabbit-sucker, sb. a sucking rabbit. x H 4. 11. 


. 480. 
Rabblement, sb.rabble. J.C. 1. 2. 245. 


so. Nature, dis- 
osition. Tp. I. 2.358; M. for M. 1. 4. 160. 
reed. A. & C.1. 3.37. Mac. 11. 4. 15. 

Rack, v.¢. to stretch, strain. M. A. 1v. 1. 222; 
M. of V.1. x. 181. v.2. to strain to the utmost. 
Cor. v. 1. 16. 

Rack, sb. a cloud or mass of clouds. Tp. Iv. 
x. 156; Ham. I. 2. 506; A. & C. IV. 14. 10; 
Sonn. XXXIII. 6. ¥.t. to move like vapour. 
3H6. I. 1. 27. 

Rag, sb. a term_of contempt for a beggarly 
person. T. of S. Iv. 3. 1123 Tim. IV. 3. 271. 

Raged, p.p. chafed, enraged. R 2. 11. 1. 173. 

Ragged, adj. rugged, rough. R 2. v. 5. 213 
2 H4. Ind. 35; As, Il. 5. 15. 

Raging-wood, adj. raving mad. 1x H6.1v. 7.35. 

Rake up. Tocover. Lear, 1v. 6. 281. 

Ramp, sb. a wanton wench. Cym. I. 6. 134. 

Rampallian, sb. a term of abuse. 2 H 4. 11. 


Race, sb. aroot. W. T. Iv. Fo 
I 


tearing, pawing. x H 4. 11. x. 


I. 65. 
Ramping, adj. 
HG. v. 2. 13. Rampant. John, m1. 


1533 3 

I. 122, fy J j 
Rampired, adj. barricaded, Tim. v. 4. 47. 
Range, vt. to stand in order, Cor. 111. 1. 206. 
Ranged, ».p. orderly disposed. A. & C. 1. 


I. 34. 
Ranges, sb. ranks, A. & O. 111. 13. 5, 
As, IV. 3. 80. Perhaps for 


Rank, sb. a row. 
rack, an ambling pace, As, III. 2. 103. adj. 
H 2. 50; Ham. 


exuberant, excessive. Ve 
Lustful, M. of V. 1. 3. 


III. 4. 1525 IV. 4. 22, 
81; Cym. II. 5. 24. Toul. Ham. 111. 3. 36. 
adv. abundantly, excessively. M. W. iv. 6. 
22; T.& C13. 196, 
panes v.t. to envenom. R 2. 1. 3. 302; R 3 
‘= 3. 291. 
Rankily, adv. grossly. Ham. 1. 5. 38. 
Rankness, sb. exuberance. John, V. 4. 54; H8 
IV. 1.59. Insolence. As, I. 1. 92. 
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Ransacked, p.p. carried off asa prey. 'T. & C. 
IL. 2. 150. 

Rap, v.t. to transport, affect with emotion. Cym. 
I. 6. 51. 

Rapine, sb. rape. T. A. V. 2. 59. 

ee p.p. transported, lost in emotion or 
thought. Mac. I. 3. 57; Tim. v. x. 67; Tp. 


Toy2en7 75 

Rapture, sb. a fit. Cor. 11. 1. 223. Violent 
effort. Per. 11. 1. 16x. 

Rarely, adv. excellently. Tim. rv. 3. 472. 

Rascal, sb. adeer out of condition. As, III. 3. 58. 

Rascal-like, adj. like lean deer. x H 6. Iv. 2. 49. 

Rash, adj. quick, hasty, sudden. M. for M. v. 
1. 397; R210. 1. 33. adv. Oth. IL. 4. 79. 

Rashly, adv. hastily. R 3. 111. 5. 433 Ham. v. 

Rate, sb. estimation, value. ait I. 2. 923. IL. 
x. 109; M. for M. 11. 2. 150. Mode of living. 
M. of V. 1. x. 127. 

Rate, v.2. to ‘reckon, assess, take into account. 
M. of V. 1. 7. 26; Jolin, V, 4. 37; 1 H 4. 1v. 
4-17. Toassign by estimation. A. & C. 111. 
6.25. To chide. 'T. of S. 1.2. 165; 1 H4.1V. 


3+ 99+ 
Ratherest, adv. most strictly speaking. L. L. L. 


IV. 2, 19. 

Ratolorum, blunder for ‘rotulorum.’ M. W. 1. 
TIGe 

Raught, imp. & p.p. reached. H 5. Iv. 6. 21; 
A. & C. Iv. 9. 30. : 

Ravel, v.2. to Hezome entangled. Two G, 1. 


2. 52. 

Ravelied, p.p. tangled. Mac. If. 2. 37. 

Ravel out, vt. to unravel. R 2. IV. 1. 228; 
Ham. Ul. 4. 186. 

Ravin, adj. ravening. A. W. Il. 2. 120. 

Ravin, v.¢. to swallow greedily. M. for M.1. 2. 
1335 Mae. 11 4. 28. | 

Ravined, p.p. gorged with prey. Mac. rv. x. 24. 

Rawly, adv. hastily, without preparation. Hs. 
IV. 1. 147. 

Rawness, sb. haste, unpreparedness. Mac. Iv. 


3. 26. 

Rayed, p.p. befouled. T. of S. 111. 2. 543 IV. 
x. 3. In the former passage it may mean 
: arrayed *=hbeset, attacked. 

Raze, sb. aroot. x H 4. Il. 1. 27. 

Razed, {p.p. struck or slashed as by a boar’s 
tusk. ic 3. Il. 2. 11. adj. slashed. Ham. 
Ill. 2. 288. 

Razure, sb. erasure. M, for M. v. x. 13. 

Reach, sb. capacity, ability. Ham. 11x. 64. 

Ready, adj. ressed. 1 H6. V. 4. 152, 154 

Re-answer, v.¢. to answer, repay. H 5. 111. 6. 





136. 5 
Rear, v.t. to raise. Tp. 1. x. 295; J. C. un. 


I. 30 

Rearward, sb. rearguard, rear, 1 H 6. 1. 3. 333 
2H 4. II. 2. 339. 

Reason, v.t, to converse, speak. M. of V. 11. 8. 
27; Cor. J.9. 58; IV. 6. 51. v.¢t. to argue in 
support of. Cor. _¥._3. 176. sb. discourse, 
conversation. L. L. L. vy. x. 2, Reason=it 
is reasonable. John, V. 2. 130; Cor. IV. 5. 
247; 3116. 11. 2.93. To do reason=to give 
satisfaction. Tp. II. 2. 128, 

Reaye, v.t. to bereave. V. & A. 766. 
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Rebate, v.¢. to blunt, dull. M. for M. 1. 4. 60. 

Rebused, blunder for ‘abused.’ _'T. of 8. I. 2. 7+ 

Recant, v.t. to retract. M. of V. IV. x. 391- 

Receipt, sb. receptacle. Mac. I. ip 5 F 

Receive, v.t. to accept, acknowledge, believe. 
Two Gv. 4.78; M. for M. 1. 3. 16; Ham. 11. 
2. 458. b 

Recelving, sb. capacity for understanding. 
Tw. N. un x. 13%. 

Recheat, sb. a set of notes on the horn to call 
the dogs froma wrong scent. M. A. I. 1. 242. 

Reck, v.t. to care for, regard. Ham. I. 3. 513 
T. & C. V. 6, 26. 

Reclusive, adj. secluded, fit for a recluse. 
M. A. IV. 1. 244. 

Recognizance, sb. Tadee, cognizance, Oth. v. 
2. 214. 

Recomforture, sb. comfort. 


[i te R 3- IV. 4. 425° 
Reconcilement, sb. reconciliation. 


Ham. V. 2. 


258. 

Record, v.¢. & v.i. to sing. Two G. v. 4. 6; Per. 
IV. prol. 27. 

Recordation, sb. record, remembrance. 2 HL 4. 
IL. 3. 61; TI. & C. V. 2. 116. 

Recorder, sb. a kind of flageolet. M. N’s Dr. 
V. x. 1233 Hain. Ill. 2. 303. 

Recountment, sb. narrative. As, IV, 3. 141. 

Meee sb. repeated course or flowing. T.& 
IeVarser 550 

Recovers v.t. to restore, save. Tp. Il. 2. 71; 
Tw. N. ut. x. 39. Toreach, get. Tp. 11. 2. 
16; TwoG. v. 1. 12; Tw. N. I. 3. 200. To 
recover the wind of=to get to windward of 
the game so as to drive it into the nets: 
Ham. I1t. 2. 361. 

Reereant, adj. cowardly. John, 11. 1. 129; R2. 
I. 1.144. 8b. acoward. Cor. V. 3. 114. 

Rectorship, sb. direction, government. Cor. 1. 
B+ 2136 

Recure, v.¢. to cure. R 3. 111. 7. 1303 V. & A. 








495. F ; p 

Red, adj. an epithet applied to a virulent 
disease without seeming to mark any special 
form. ‘Red plague,’ Tp. 1. 2. 364. “Red 
murrain,’ T. & C. 11. x. 20. ‘Red pestilence,’ 
Cor. IV. 1. 13. 

Rede, sb. counsel. Ham. 1. 3. 51. 

Re-deliver, v.t. to report. Han. y. 2. 186. To 
give back. Ham. III. 1. 94. 

Redemption, sb. ransom, release. Oth. 1. 3. 
138; M. for M. 11. 4. 113. 

Red-lattice, adj. A-red lattice was a common 
mark of an alehouse. M. W. I. 2. 28. 

Red-looked, adj. red-looking. W. ‘I. 11. 2. 34. 

Reduce, v.t. to bring back. H 5. v. 2. 63; RB 3. 
V. 5. 363; R 3. Il. 2. 68, 

Reechy, adj. smoky, grimy. M. A. 111. 3. 1433 
Cor, I. x. 225; Ham, Il. 4. 184. 

Re-edify, v.¢. torebuild. R 3. un. x. 71; T. A. 
I. 1. 351. 

Reek, 3b. smoke, vapour. M. W. Il. 3. 86; 
Cor. TIL. 3. 12k. 

Reeky, adj. filthy. R. & J. IV. x. 83. 

Refelled, refuted. MM. for M. v. 1. 94. 

Refer, v.7. to have recourse. M. for M. 111. x. 
255; Cym. I. x. 6. 

Reference, sb. assignment, appointment. Oth. 
I. 3.238: 
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Refigure, v.é. to. represent. Sonn. VI. 10. 
Reflex, v.t. to reflect. 1H 6. v. 4. 87. sb. Te- 
flexion, reflected light. R. & J. 1M. 5. 20. 
Reform, blunder for ‘inform.’ M.A. V, x. 262. 
Refrain, v.t. to keep in check. x H 6. IL. 2. 110. 
Reft, imp. & p.p. bereaved. M.A..1V. x. 198; 

Cym. III. 3. 103. < 

Refuge, v.t. to screen, palliate. R 2. v. 5. 26. 

Refuse, v.t. to reject, disown, M. A. Iv. 1. 
186; R. & J. I. 2. 34. a 

Regari, sb. look. M. for M. v. 1. 20; Tw. N. 
I. 5. 59. Consideration. Ham. I. 2. 79; 
Ill. x. 87. 

Regardiully, adv, respectfully. Tim. Ly. 3. 8x. 

Regenerate, p.p. horn anew. R2. 1. 3. 70. 

Regiment, sl. rule, authority. A. & C. 11. 
6.95» 

Region, sb. the sky, air. Ham. 1. 2. 509; 
 & J. i 2 ex Used as an adjective. 
Ham, 11. 2. 607; Sonn. XXXII. 12. 

Regreet, sb. greeting, situation.. M. of V. 11. 9. 
89; John, Ill. x. 241. | 

Regreet, v.t. to grect again. R21. 3. 142. To 
salute, 2. I. 3. 67. 

Reguerdon, sb. guerdon, reward. 1 H6. 11. x. 
ro, vt. toreward. 1H 6. UI. 4. 23. 

Rehearse, v.t. to recite. M. N’s Dr. v. 1. 4o4. 
To pronounce. RK 2. V. 3. 128. =. 

Rein, v.2. to answer to therein. Tw. N. m1. 4. 


358. 
Rejoindure, sb. joining again. T. & C. iv. 4. 


33. 5 
Rejourn, v.é. to adjourn. Cor. 11. 1. 79. 
Relapse, sb. rebound. H 5. Iv. 3. 107. A re- 
lapse of mortality is a deadly peicunds 
Relation, sb. narrative. Tp. v.. 1. 164; Per. 
v. x. 124. The bearing of one event upon 
another. Mac. Lf. 4. 124. 
Relative, adj. applicable, to the purpose. Ham. 


He. 


) 


Il. 2. 633. es 

Relenting, Ge pitiful, compassionate. 
HL. 1. 227; R3. 1V. 4. 431. 

Relish, sb. smack, flavour. Mac. iv. 3. 953 
Ham. 11. 3. 92. 

Relume, v.¢. to rekindle, light again. Oth. v. 


2.13. 

Remain, vt. to dwell. Tp. L 2. 23; AS, IIT. 
2.235. Sb. stay. Cor. I. 4. 62. 4 hat is left. 
CymerUetx, 87. ae 

eur, used adjectively. As, II. 7. 393 

» & OU, IT, 2. 70. 

Remarkable, adj. conspicuous. A. & C..1v. 15. 
673 Cym. IV. tr. 14. | K 

Remediate, adj. remedial, restorative. Lear, 

Tp. I. 2. 4053 


LY. 4. 17. 
Remember, v.¢. to mention. 
2IL4.V.2.142. Toremind. Jolin, 111. 4.963 
KR, I. 3. 269. 2.2". to call to mind past sins. 
Lear, IV. 6, 233. 
Remembered, p.p. to be remembered =to re- 
member. OM for M, II. 1, 110; . IL. 4. 23, 
Remiss, adj. careless, indifferent. am. LV. 7. 


135 

Remit, v.¢. to give up. L.L. L. v. 2. 459. 

Remonstrance, sb. demonstration. M. for M. 
V. 1. 397+ 

Remorse, sb. pity, tender feeling, M. for M. rr. 
25 2 John, IL. x. 478. 








Q@LOSSARY 


Remorseful, adj. tender-hearted. Two G. Iv. 
13; R3. 1. 2. 156. ‘ 3 

Remotion, 3b. removal. Tim. Lv. 3. 3463 Lear, 
Il. 4. 115+ Se 

Remove, gb. the raising. of a siege. Cor. I. 2. 28. 

Removed, adj. retired, sequestered. Ham. f. 4. 
6r; M. for M. 1. 3. 8; As, Il. 2. 60. 

Removedness, sb. retirement. W. T. IV..2. 41. 

Removes, sb. stages of a journey. A. W. V. 3. 
131. ap 

Render, sb. an account. Tim. v. x. 152; Cym. 
IV. 4.11. v.t. toreport. As, LV. 3. 123) 2 H4. 
I. 1-27. 

Renerados sb. renegade, apostate. Tw. N. m1. 


2 5 

Renese, ».t. to deny, disown. Lear, 11. 2. 84; 
A. &C.1. 1. 8 1 

Beraincenece sb, giving up the world. M. 
or I. 4. 35+ 

Renown, v.4. to make famous. Tw. N. 11. 3. 
o4; Hs. I. 2. 118. 

Rent, v.t. torend. M. N’s Dr. m1. 2.2155 Mac. 
IV. 3. 168. 

Renying, sb. denying. Pass.. P. 250. 

Repair, sb. restoration, renovation. John, UT. 4. 
113. Resort. Ham. Y. 2. 228. v.42. to betake 
oneself, come. L. L. L. v. 2. 292; Tim. m1. 


4. 69. 

Repast, v.t. to feed. Ham. Iv. 5. 147. 

Repasture,.sb. food. TL. L. L, rv. x. 95. 

Repeal, sb. recall from-exile. Cor. IV. 1. 413 
J.C. mtx. 54. v.t. to recall. Two G. v. 4. 
3143; Cor. V. 5. 5. Torevoke. R 2. 111. 3. 40. 

Repealing, sb. recall. J.C. Uf, x. 51. 

Repine, sb. repining, sadness. VY. & A. 490. 

Boplenished, adj. accomplished, complete. 
W, T.1L 1. 79; B 3. IV. 3. 18. 

Replication, sb. reverberation, echo. J.C. 1. 1. 
sr. Reply. Ham. iV. 2. 13. 

Report, sb. reputation, fame. M. for M. 11. 3. 
x2; M.A. LI. x. 97. v.27. to report them- 
selves =to represent what the artist intended. 
Cym, 11. 4. 83. 

Reportingly, adv. by report. M. A. It., x. 116. 

Reports, sb. reporters; abstract for concrete. 
A. © CuI 2.47. 

Reposal, sb. the act of reposing. Lear, mu. 1. 


70 

epmeen blunder for ‘represent.’ L. L. L. 
I. x, 184. 

Reprisal, sb. prize. 1 He 4. IV, 1. 118, 

Reproof, sb. disproof, refutation. 1 Hi 4. 1. 2. 
213; Cor. Il. 2. 37. 

Reprove, v.t. to disprove, refute. M. A. 11. 3 
241; 2 H6. I. x. 40. 

Repugn, v.t. to oppose. x H 6. 1v. 1. 94. 

Repugnancy, sb. opposition. Tim. 1 

Repugnant, adj. refusing obedience. 


2. 493. 

Repured, p.p. refined. T. & C. 1. 2. 23. 

Reputeless, adj. inglorious. x H. 4. Ll. 2. 44. 

Reputing, pr. holding in esteem, valuing 
highly. 2H 6. 11. r. 48. 

Requicken, v.2. to revive. Cor. 11. 2. raz. 

Require, v.¢. to ask. Cor. 1. 2. 160; A. & O. 
III. 12- 12. 

Requit, p.p. requited. Tp. m1. 3. 71. 

Rere-mice,, sb. bats. M. N’s- Dr. 11. 2. 4. 
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GLOSSARY 


Resemblance, sb. probability, likelihood. M. 
for M. Iv. 2. 203. 

Reserve, v.t. to guard, preserve. Ham. 1. 4. 

75; Oth. IL. 3. 295; Per. Tv. 1. 40. 

Regolutes, sb. desperadoes. Ham. I. r. 93. 

Resolution, sb. certainty, assurance. Lear, I. 2. 


108. 

Resolve, v.é. & i. to dissolve. Tim. rv. 3. 4423 
Ham. 1. 2. 130; John, ¥. 4. 25. ‘Lo solve. 
Per. 1. 1. 71.. To satisfy. Tp. V. 1.248; J.C. 
Ill. x. 1313 Lear, 11. 4. 25. To set at_rest, 
free from doubt. M. for M IV. 2. 225 ; John, 
Il. 5. 371- 

Nesolvedly, adv. certainly, clearly, A. W. v. 3. 





332+ 

Respeak, v.t. to echo. Ham. 1. 2. 128. 

Respect, sb. consideration. John, It. x. 318; 
Ham. ut. x. 68. Esteem. J.C. 1. 2. 59; V. 
Selgin eet Oom ObiVars3e 73: v.t. to regard. 
M. for M. u. x. 763 iG CV IV. 3. 69. 

Respected, blunder for Re nspectede M. for M. 
IL, 1. 169, &e. 7 

Respective, adj. showing regard or considera- 
tion, John, I. x. 188; R. & J. un 1.128. 
Worthy of regard. Two G. Lv. 4. 200. Care- 
ful. ML of V. y. x. 156. cs 

Respectively, adv. regardfully, respectfully. 
Tim, II. 1. 8. § i 

Respite, sb. the determined respite of my wrongs 
=the fixed, period to which the punishment 
of my wrong-doing has been postponed. it 3. 
WV. I. 19 

Responsive, adj. corresponding, suitable. Ham. 
V. 2. 159. i 

Rest, v.z, to remain. 1 II 6. 1. 3. 70; Cor. LV. 1. 
39. 3b. to sect up one’s rest is to stand upon 
the cards in one’s hand, to be fully resolved. 
M. of V. 1. 2. 110; C. of B. rv. 3. 27. 

Rest, v.é. to arrest. C. of I. Iv. 2. 42, 45; IV. 


Restem, v.t. to trace backwards, as a vessel its 
course. Oth. 1.3.37. 

Restiw, adj. peaceful, quict. R 2. Iv. 1 12} 
Sonn. DXVL x. | 

Restrain, v:¢. to withhold, keep back. R35. v. 3. 





322. 5 
Restrained, p.p. drawn tight. T. of S. 110. 2. 59. 
Resty, adj. idle. Sonn. c. 9; Cym, 111. 6. 34. 
Resume, v.¢. to.take. ‘Tim. 11. 2. 4. 

Retailed, D-p. related, reported. R 3. 11. r. 77. 
Retention, sb. the power of retaining. Tw. N. 

Il. 4.99; Sonn. OXXI. 9. Restraint. Lear, 

V.. 3+ 47 2s 
Rotentive; adj. restraining. 

J. GC. 1. 3. 9. 
Retire, sb. retreat. John, 1. 1. 326; H 5.1V. 3. 85. 
Retire, v.¢. to withdraw. R 2. 1. 2. 46. v.27. to 

retreat. John, V. 3. 13. 

Return, v.t. to make known to, inform. R 2.1. 

3. 122} Hs, Ill. 3. 46; Per. I. 2. 4. 
Revengement, sb. vengeance. x H 4. II..2. 7- 
Revengingly, adv. vindictively. Cym., V. 2. 4. 
Reverb, v.27. toresound, Lear, 1. 1.156. 
Reverberate, adj. resounding. Tw. N. I. 5.291. 
Reverse, sb. a back-handed stroke in fencing. 

M,. W. 10. 3. 27 : 

Revokement; sb. repeal, revocation. Hi 8. 1. 2. 

106. 





Tim. UM. 4. 82; 
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Revolt, sb. a revolter, rebel. John, V- 2 1575 
Vv. 4. 73 Cym. Iv. 4. 6. 

Re-word, v.t. to repeat in the same words. 
Ham. 11. 4. 143. To echo. Comp. 1 

Rheum, sb. any disordlen aflecting the mucous 
membrane, such asacatarrhorcold. M.forM. 
ll. x. 313 W.'T. Iv. 4. 410; T. & C. V. 3. 1053 
A. & C. ur. 2. 57. ui d of tears. John, II. 
1.22; Ham. It. 2.529. Saliva. M. of V.T1. 3. 
118, Discharge from the nostrils, C. of E. 


Ill. 2. 131. 

Rheumatic adj. affected or attended with 
theum. 'V. & A. 135; M. W. UL 1 47; 
M. N’s Dr. i. x. 105, Blunder for ‘lunatic. 
H 5. Il. 3. 40. 

Rheumy, adj. causing rheum. J. C. 11. 1. 266. 

Rialto, sb. the Exchange of Venice. M. of V.1. 


3. 20. 

Rib, v.é. to enclose. M. of V. 11. 7. 51; Cym. 
IIL 1. 19. 

Ribaudred, adj. ribald, lewd. A. & C,-mU. 
10. 10. 

Riched, p.p. enriched. Lear, I. 1. 65. 

Richly, adv. with rich lading. M. of Y. ¥. x 


277- 3 
Rid, v.t. to destroy, make away with. Tp. I. 2. 
364; Rev. 4.11. Toannihilate. 3 H6. v. 


» 2Te 
Rift, vst, & i. to split, Tp. v. x. 453 WeTv. 
1.66. sb.acleit. Tp. 1. 2.277; A.& COL 


4o 32. 

Rivetsh, adj. wanton. A. & C. 11. 2. 245. 

Right, adv. just, exactly. ML. N’s Dr. Iv. 2. 313 
2H6. IIL 2. 40. i 

Right-drawn, adj. drawn in a rightful cause. 
Rat x. 46. 

Rightly, adv. directly. R 2. 1. 2. 18. 

Niigol, sb. a circle. 2H 4. Iv. 5. 36; Luer. 


1745 

Rim, sb. the midyifl. Hs. rv. 4. 15. 

Ring, v.t. to encircle. John, II. 4.31; » H6. 
IV. 4. 14. sb. a ring was the prize in running 
and wrestling matches. T. of 8. 1. x. 145. 

Ringlet, sb. asmallring. Tp. v.. x. 37; it N’s 
Dr. IT. x. 86. 

Ring-time, sb. the time of exchanging rings, of 
hetrothal. As, Vv. 3. 20. 

Riot, sb. dissolute living, revelling. M. N’s Dr. 
V. 1. 48; Re. I. 1. 33. 

Rioting, sb. revelling. A. & C. 11 2. 72. 

Riotous, adj. dissolute. Tim. 1. 2. 168. 

Ripe, v.t. toripen. John, 1. 1. 472; 2 Hi 4. rv. 
1. 13. v.%. togrowripe. M. N’sDr. 1. 2. 118; 
As, Il. 7. 26. adj. ready to be satisfied. 
M. of V. 1. 3. 64. Ready for representation. 
M._N’s D: Reeling ripe =ready to 
reel. Tp. V. 1.279. 

Ripely, adv. urgently. Cym. 111. 5. 22. 

Ripeness, sb, readiness. Lear, V. 2. rr. 

Riping, sb. ripening. M. of V. 1. 8. 40. 

Rivage, sb. the shore. Hs, 111 chor. r4. 

Rival, sb. partner, companion: Ham. I. x. 13; 
M. N’s Dr. ut. 2. 156. v.%. to be a com- 
petitor. Lear, 1. 3. 194. 7 

Rivality, sb. participation, partnership. A. & C. 
Ill. 5. 8. 

Rive, v.¢. to burst, discharge as if by bursting, 
1 H6 Iv. z. 29. 
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Rivelled, adj. wrinkled. T. & C. v. x. 26. 
Rivo, a Bacchanalian exclamation. x H 4. 1. 


4s 124. : é 
Road, sb. a journey. H 8. ly. 2. 17. An in- 
road, incursion. 5. I. 2. 1383 Cor. IL. 1. 
5. A roadstead, port. M. of V1. 1.19; V. 


1. 288. 

Rob, ie ra steal from, or perhaps to steal 
simply. Tp. Il. 2.155. , 

Robustious, adj. migely violent, rough. H 5. 
Ill. 7. 151; am. IIT. 2. 10. 

Rock, v.7. to shake (of the hand). Lucr. 262. 

Roguing, ag vagrant. Per. 1Y. x. 97. 

Roguish, ad D vagrant. Lear, I1I. 7. 1042 

Roisting, adj. roistering, blustering. T. & C. 
Tl, 2. 208. 

Romage, sb. bustle, turmoil. Ham, I. r. 107. 

Romish, adj. Roman. Cym. I. 6. 152. 

Rondure, sb. circle, compass. Sonn. XXI. 8. 

Ronyon, sv. a scurvy wretch. Mac. 1. 3. 6; 
M. W. IV. 2. 195. 

Rood, sb. a crucifix, Ham, ut. 4. 14; R 3. 1 
2.797 

Roofed, p.p. wnder the same roof. Mac. m1. 


4. 40. 
Rook, v.27. to squat, cower. 3 H6. v. 6. 47. 
Rooky, adj. misty, gloomy. Mac. 11. 2. 51. 

According to some, frequented by rooks. 
Ropery, sb. roguery, knavery. R. & J. 1. 4. 


154. ah 7 

Rope-iricks, sb. knavish tricks. T. of S. 1. 2. 
112. 5 

Roping, yr.p. dripping. H 5. 111. 5. 23. 

Rosed, ».p. crimsoned. H 5. Vs 2. 323. 
T. AL IL 4. 24. 

Roted, p. tieamaed by heart. Cor. III. 2. 55. 

Rother, sb, a horned beast. Tim. ty. 2. 

Round, v.7. to become round, cro big. W.T. 
Il. 1.16. v.t. to surround. M. N’s Dr. 1v. x. 
56; R2. it. 2. 161. To finish off_ Tp. 1v. x. 
3158. Towhisper. Pass. P. 349; John, I. x. 
506. sb. a circle. Mac. I. 5. 293 IV. 1. 130. 
adj. straightforward, direct, plain-spoken. 
Oth, x. 3. 90; Ham. 11. 1. 191. adv. straight- 
forwardly, directly. Ham. 11. 2. 139. 

Roundel,'sb, a dance in a circle. M. N’s Dr. 11. 


Rosy. 









2.1. . 
Roundly, adv. directly, without hesitation or 
reserve. As, V. 3.113 Ra. 1. 1. 122. 
Roundure, sb. circuit, enclosure. John, 1. x. 


259. 

Rouse, sb. a deep draught, bumper. Ham. 1. 2. 
1273 I. 4. 8; I. 1. 58; Oth. 11. 3. 66. 

Rout, sb. a crowd, mob. C. of Ii. 1. 1. 101; 
JO 1.2 78; 2H 4. 1V. 2. 9. Uproar, brawl. 
Oth. 11. 3. 210. Disorderly flight. 2H 6. v. 
2. 315 Cym. ‘Ve 3. 40. 

Row, sb. a verse or stanza. Ham. Il. 2. 438. 

Royal, sb. a gold coin, worth 10s., referred to in 

2. V. 5. 673 x HW 4 I 2. 1573 I. 4. 3213 
2 Hy. I. 2. 28, 

Royalise, v.t. to make royal. JR. 3. 1. 3. 125. 

Roynish, adj. scurvy; hence, coarse, rough. 
As, Il. 2. 8 

Rub, sb. an impediment, hindrance; from the 
game of bowls. John, 1. 4. 128; R 2. 1. 

5. I. 2. 188 vi. to encounter 


45 45 
obstacles, “L. L. L. 1v. x. 141. A bowl is 


GLOSSARY 


said to ‘rub on’ when it surmounts the 
obstacles in its course. T. & C. Il, 2. 52, 

Rubied, adj. red asaruby. Per. v. prol. 8. 

Rubious, adj. red asaruby. Tw. N. 1. 4. 32. 

Ruddock, sb. the redbreast. Cym. IV. 2. 224. 

Rudesby, sb. a rude fellow. T. of S. 111. 2, 103 
Tw. N. Iv. 3. 55. ; 

Ruffian, adj. boisterous, brutal. C. of BH. 11. 2. 
1353 3 H6. Vv. 2. 49. Applied to billows from 
their curled heads, 2H 4. 111. x. 22, See Tim. 
IV. 3. 160. % 

Rufile, v.7. to be boisterous. 
1, A. I. x. 313. 8b. stir, bustle. oman 58. 
Rug-headed, adj. rough-headed, shaggy-haired. 

Re. Il. 1.156. 

Ruinate, v.¢. to ruin. 


Het 4. 3045 


Luer. 9443 3 H 6. v. 


x. 83. 

Ruined, adj. ruinous. R, 2. IT. 3. 34. 

Ruinous, adj. ruined, Tim. IV. 3. 465. 

Rule, sb. course of proceeding, behaviour. 
M. of V. iv. 1. 178; Tw. N. 1. 3. 132. 

Rumour, sb. din, confused noise, John, v. 4. 
45; J.C. II. 4. 18. 

Rump-fed, adj. pampered. Mac. Tt. 3. 6. Others 
explain 1, fed on offal, or fat-rumped. 

Runagate, sb. vagabond. R 3. Iv. 4. 465; R. & 
J. 11. 5.90. Runaway. Cym. 1Vv. 2. 62. 

Runner, sb. a fugitive. A. & C. Iv. 7. 14. 

Running banquet, literally, a hasty reGeshments 
used figuratively. H. 8.1. 4.123; V. 4. 69. 

Rural, adj. rustic. A. & C, v. 2. 233. 

Rush aside, to thrust aside, pass ibe hastily. 

. & J. Il. 3. 26. 
Rushling, blunder for ‘rustling.’ M. W. 11. 2. 
8. 


68. 
Russet, adj. grey. Ham. 1. r. 166. 
Russet-pated, adj. grey-headed; of the jack- 
daw. M, N’s Dr. uit. 2. 2x. 
Ruth, sd. pity. Re. 111 4. 106; Cor. I. 1. 201. 
Ruthiul, adj. pitiful. 3H6. 1.5.95; T. & C. 
Y. 3. 48. 


Saba, the queen of Sheba. H 8. v. 





Sables, fur used for the trimming of, oh robes. 
Ham. Iv. 7. 8r. With a pun on ‘sable,’ 
Ham. It. 2. 137. 

Sack, the name given to various white wines of 
Spain. Tp. 1. 2.126; Tw. N. IL. 3. 2063 

wt 4. I. 2. 33 2 4. 1V. 3. 104. 

Sackbut, sb, a kind of trombone. Cor, Ve 4s 52 
Sacred, adj. consecrated, as an epithet of roy- 
alty. T. A. 11. 1. 120; John, 1. x. 148, &e. 
Sacrificial, «dj. devout, religious. ‘Tim. 1. x. 8r. 
Sacring-bell, sd. the little bell rung during mass 

at the consecration of the elements, H 8. 11. 


2. 295. 
BE adj, graye, serious, M. A. I. 1. 1853 
M. of V. 11. 2. 205. Gloomy, sullen. R 2. v. 


5. 70. 
Sad-cyed, adj. grave-looking. H 





ore I. 3. 





Sadly, adv. gravely, seriously. 
2293 R. & ue I. x. 207. , 
Sadness, sb. seriousness, earnestness. 3 H 6. 


Il. 2.77; B. & J. 1. 1. 205, 

Safe, v.t. to render safe, conduct safely, A. & 
C. 3. 3. 553 1V. 6. 26, 

Safety, sb. custody. John, rv. 2.158; R. & J. 
V. 3. 183. 
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GLOSSARY 


Sag, vi. to droop, sink heavily. Mac. y. 3-10. 

Sagittary, sb. a centaur. T. & C. y. s. x4. The 
official residence in the arsenal at Venice. 

_ Oth. I. x. 1593 I. 3. 115. 

Said, well said=well done. As, 1. 6. 14; Ham. 


I. 5. 162. 

Sain=said. L. L. L, mt. x. 83. : 

Saint, v.t. to play the saint. Pass. P. 342. 

aeons ee was vanes for sale and not 
according to order or pattern. As, III. 5. 43. 

Sallet, sb.a salad. A. W. rv, ee Hant. ir. 
2. 462; Lear, Il. 4.137. A dlese-Riting head- 
piece. 2H 6. Iv. 10. 12. 

Salt, sb. salt-cellar. Two G. ul. x. 369. Used 
of tears. Cor. V. 6. 933 Lear, IV. 6.199. adj. 
lecherous. M. for M. v. x. 406; Oth. 1. x. 
244. Stinging, bitter.. T. & C. 1. 3. 371. 

Saltiers, ‘blunder for ‘satyrs.’ W. TL. -1v. 4. 


34. 
Salutation. Givesalutation to my blood =affect 
my blood so as to cause it to rise. Sonn. 
CXXL 6. 
Salute, w.¢. to meet, touch. John, 1. x. 590. 
Hence, to affect. H_8. 11. 3. 103. 
Samingo, for Saint Domingo, the patron-saint 
of topers, 2H 4. V. 3. 79. : 
Sanctimonious, adj. holy. Tp. Iv. 1. 16. 
Sanctimony, sb. holiness. A. W. Iv. 3. 593 
& C. v. 2.140. Aholy thing. LT. & Cv. 


2. 139. 
Sanctuarize, v.f. to protect as a sanctuary. 
Ham. Iv. 7. 128. 
Sand, sb.-a grain of sand. Cym. v. 5. 120. 
Sand-blind, adj. purblind. M. of V. 11. 2. 37, 


77+ 

Sanded, adj. of a sandy colour. M. N’s Dr. 
IV. 1. 125. 

Sans (F'r.), without. Tp. I. 2.97; As, Il. 7. 32, 


166. 
Sarum, Salisbury. Lear, Il. 2. 89. 
Sate, v.27. to satiate. Ham. 1. 5. 56; Oth. 1. 3. 


356. 3 

Satiate, adj. satiated. Cym. I. 6. 48. 

Satire, sb. satirist.. Sonn. ©. x1. 

Saucy, adj. lascivious, wanton. M. for M. 11. 
4.453 A. W. IV. 4. 23... 

Savage, adj. wild, uncultivated. H 5. 111. 5. 7. 

Savageness, sb. wildness, tendency to licence. 
Ham. 1. x. 34. 

Savagery, sb. wild growth. H 5. v. 2. 47. . 

Savour, sb. smell. W. T. I. 2. 4213 IV. 4. 753 
John, IV. 3. rr2._ Hence, quality. Lear, 1.4. 
258. vt. tosmell. Per. IV. 6. 117. To be of 
a certain quality, smack. Tw. N. vy. x. 123, 

_ 322. H5. I. 2, 250. ; 

Saw, sb. a saying, maxim. 
Ham. I. 5. roo. 

Sawn, sown. Comp. or. 

Say, sb. a kind of silk. 2H 6.1v. 7.27. Assay, 
relish. Lear, V. 3. 143. ¥.t. to speak to the 
purpose. Ham. V.x.29. _ ~ 

Sayed, »...assayed, tried. Per. 1. x. 59. 

*Sblood, for ‘ God’s blood? x H 4,1. 2.825 Hs. 


TV. 8. 10. 
Scatfoldage, sb. the stage of a theatre. T. & C. 


I. 3. 156. $ 
Seald, adj. scurvy, scabby, H 5. v. 1. 5; 313 
A. & Gv. 2. 215. 


As, I. 7. 1563 
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Scale, v.t. to weigh. M. for M. 111. x. 266; Cor. 
If. 3. 257. 

Scaled, adj. scaly. A. & C. IL. 5.95. Scattered. 


AN 1. Ve 5. 22. 
Scall=scald. M. W. 111, x. 123. 
Scamble, v.i. to scramble. John, Iv. 3. 1463 
5. I. x. 4. 
Scamel, sb. probably a misprint for ‘seamel,’ 
the seamew. Tp. I. 2.176. . 
Scan, v.t. toexamine. Oth. MI. 3. 245. 
Scandal, v.t. to defame. Cor. ul. x. 44; J. C. 


I. 2. 76. 

Scandaled, adj. scandalous. ‘Tp. IV.1.90. |. 

Scant, adv. scarcely. R. & J. 1. 2. 104. adj. 
scanty. Pass. P. 409. Sparing, chary. Ham, 
I. 3. 121. Wanting. Ham. V. 2. 298. 4.0. 
to cut short, limit. Lear, 11. 4.178; M. of V~ 
Il. 1. 17. ‘Lo give grudgingly. Lear, I. x. 
281; H 5. Il. 4. 47 4 

Scantling, sb. a small portion. T. & ©. 1. 3 








=, 34 

Scantly, adv. grudgingly. A. & C. mr. 4. 6. 

Scape, sb. a freak, escapade. M. of V. II. 2. 
174; W._T. Ul. 3. 73; Luecr. 747. v2. to 
escape. John, V. 6. 15. 

Scaried, p.p. decked with scarfs. M. of V. 1. | 
6. 15. Worn like a scarf,. loosely wrapped. 
Ham. v. 2. 13. k 

Scarf up, to bandage up, blindfold. Mac. m1. 


2. AJe ad 

Scathe, sb. injury, damage. John, I. x. 753 
R 3. 1. 3 3x7 v.t. to injure. R. & J. 1.5. 86. 

Scathful, adj. harmful, destructive. *'Tw. N. v. 


I. 59. . 

Sconce, sb. a round fort. H 5. 11. 6. 76. Hence, 
a protection for the head. C. of ki. Il. 2. 37. 
And hence, the skull. Cor. 111. 2. 99; Ham. 
Vv. 1. r10. vt, to ensconce, hide. Ham. 
HI... 43.4. 

Scope, sb. space in which to act. M. for M. m1. 
x. 70. Liberty, freedom of action. M. for M. 
Ir. 65. Scope of nature=something done 
within the limits of nature's operation, a 
natural effect. .Jolm, UI. 4. 154. 

Score, v.¢. to cut, mark. A. & C.1y. 7. 12. 

Scorn. To take or think scorn=to disdain. 
As, IV. 2. 143 H 5. 1v. 7. 107; M. N’s Dr. 
V. 1. 138. _ | 

Scornful, adj. Scornful mark=object of scorn. 
Lucr. 520. 

Scot, sb. 2 tax, contribution. x1 H 4. V. 4. 115. 
Scotch, sb. anotch. A. & C.ty. 7.10. v.t. to 
cut, slash. Cor. IV. 5. 1985 Mae. Il. 2. 13. 
Scour, v.%. to hurry. ae T. 1. x. 35; Tim. v. 

2. 15. 

Scout, v.7. to be on the look out. Tw. N, 11. 
4, 193- 

Scrimer, 3b. a fencer. Ham. Iv. 7. 10% 

Scrip, sb. a written document. it. N’s Dr. I. 2. 
3. Asmall bag. As, IL. 2. 171 

Scrippage, sb. the contents of ascrip. As, III. 
2. 171. 

Scrowl, v.7. perhaps for ‘scrawl.’ T. A. 11. 4.5. 

Scroyles, sb. scabs, scrofulous wretches. John, 


If. x. 373. 

Serubbed, adj. scrubby, paltry. M. of Y. v. 
« 162. 

Scull, Fi, ashoal of fish. T. & C. v. 5. 22 
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1190 
*Scuse, sb. excuse. M. of V. IV. 1.4443 Oth. tv. 


1. 80. 
Scut, 8b. the tail of a deer. M. W. v. 5. 20. 
*Sdeath, for ‘God’s death.’ Cor. I. x, 221. 
Sea-bank, sb. the beach or shore. M. of V. v. 
1, 1r} Oth, Iv. x. 138. R 
Seal. ‘Lo give seals to=to confirm, carry into 
effect. am. III. 2. 417. 3 
aed gu, stamped with the official seal. 
of S, . Il. 90. 
Sea-like, adv. fit for'sea. A. & C. 11. 13. 171. 
Seam, sb. grease, lard. T. & C. 11, 3. 195. 
Sea-inaid, sb. a mermaid. M. N’s Dr. ir. 1. 
1543 M. for M. 111. 2. 115, 
Sea-marge, sb. sea-shore. Tp. Iv. x. 69. 
Sear, v.t. to scorch, shrivel up. JR 3. Iv. x. 61; 
Mac. 1V. 1.113. To wither. Cym. 1 1. 116. 
Search, v.t. to probe, tent. As, II. 4. 
T, & Cv. 2. 16; J.C. v. 3. 42. 
of searchers, Oth. I. 1. 159. 
Seared, adj. withered. Comp. 14. 
Season, v.t. to mature, ripen, 
I. 2. 219. To qualify, moderate. 
2. 192} 


Jor. III. 3. 64. 
sb. seasoning, that w 


from decay. M. A. Iv. 3. 3543 


4+ I4t. 
Seat, sb. site. Mac. 1. 6. x. 
Seated, adj. fixed, firm. Mac. 1. 3. 136. 
Seconds, sb. an inferior kind of flour. 
CXXY. 1 


Sect, sb. sex. 2H 4.11. 4. 41. Cutting, scion. 


Oth. I. 3. 


- 336. ; 
Secure, adj. free from care, confident. Ham. 1. 


5. 6c; John, IY. x. 130. 


Securely, adv. carelessly, confidently. R 2. 11. 


T. & C. Iv. 5. 73. 


1, 2663 


Security, sb. carelessness, want of caution. R 2. 


IM. 2. 343 J. C.11. 3.85 Mac. 111. 5. 32 


Seedness, sb. sowing with seed. M. for M. 1. 


4. 42. 

Seel, v.t. to close up, 
‘Mac, 111. 2. 46; Oth. 1. 3. 270; A. & 
13. 112. 

Seeming, sb. fair BDREHANICE: W. T. Iv. 4. 
Appearance, ina 

IV. x..57. adv. becomingly. 

Wen 


As, V. 4. 72. 
Seen. 


T. & C. nT, 3. 43. 
Segresation, sb. dispersion. Oth. I. 1. 10. 
Scized, p.p. possessed. Hamn. 1. 1. 89. 
Seld, ade. seldom, 1’. & C. IY. 5. 150. 


Seldom when, adv, rarely. M. for M. ry. 2. 
is 2H 4. 1V. 4. 79. > 
Seld-shown, adj. rarely exhibited. Cor. 1. x. 


229, 

Self, adj. belonging to oneself, one’s own. R 2. 
ILL, 2. 166; Mac. Vv. 8 70. Same. M. of V. 
1,148; Rea. 1. 2. 23. 

Self-abuse, sb. self-delusion. Mac. mr. 4. 142. 

Self-admission, sb. self-approbation. T. & C. 


IL. 3. 176, 

Seals: sb. one’s own business. M. N’s Dr. 
+ I, 113. 

Self-affected, adj. self-loving. 'T. & C. 11. 3. 250. 


Self-figured, adj. devised by oneself. 


sb. a ody 


Ham. I. 3. 813; 
Ham. 1. 
: To preserve, keep 
fresh. A. W. 1 1. 55; Tw. N. 1. 1. 30. 

hich keeps anything 
Mac. 


Sonn. 


as the eyes of a hawk. 
C. m1. 


ee 

id sense, hypocrisy. M. & 

seen=Wwell skilled. ‘I. of S. 1. 2, 
134. 

Secthie, vt. & vt. to boil. Tim. Iv. 5. 4333 


GLOSSARY 


Self-bounty, sb. innate generosity. Oth. 111. 3, 


Self breath, sb. one’s own breath or words. 


DSi Cha iar 


. 182, 
Self-covered, adj. ‘Thou self-covered thing’ = 


that hast disguised thyself in this unnatural 


shape. Lear, IV. 2. 62. 
Cym. 1 


. 1245 
Sele soverciantys Here, seli=same, L. L. L. 
IV. 1. 36. 
Semblable, adj, like, similar, 2 H 4. Vv. 1.72; 


A. & C. IIL. 4.3. Used as a substantive. 
Tim. ry. 3. 22; Ham. v. 2. 124. 


Semblably, adv, similarly, x Hi 4. ee 21, 
Semblative, adj. resembling, like. Tw. N. 1. 


4-34 9 
Seniory, sb. seniority. R 3. Iv. 4. 36. 
Sennet, sb. a set of notes on a trumpet, an- 


nouncing the arrival or departure of a re: 
cession. Used in stage directions, J. C. 1. 
2. 243; Mae. Ul, 1. 10, &e. 

Se'nnight, sb. a week. As, IIT. 2. 333. 

Senoys. Siennese, the people of Sienna. A. W. 
Io2.%. 

Sense, sb. sensual passion. M. for M. 1. 4. 593 
Il. 2. 169; Per, V. 3. 30, Spirit of sense=the 
most delicate ERcatey of perception. T.&C. 
I. x. 583 Ill. 3. 106. To the sense=to the 
quick, Oth. v.1.11. Sense=senses. Mac. v. 


I. 29. 

Senceless: adj, without the faculty of hearing, 
Cym. Il. 3.58. 

Sensible, adj. sensitive. M. of V. 1. 8 48; 





OF. T. 3. 95. 
Sensibly, sda in the state of having feeling, in 
asensible condition. Cor. I. 4. 53. 
Sentinel, v.¢. to guard. Lucer. 942. 
Separable, adj. separating. Sonn. XXXVI. 6. 
Septentrion, sb. the north, 3H 6.1. 4. 136. 
Sepulchre, v.t. to entomb. Lear, 1. 4. 1343 
Luer. 805. 
Sequent, adj. following, successive. M. for M. 
Were yi Oth. I. 2, 4x. sb. a follower. 
ZL. L. L. 1v. 2. 142, 
Sequester, sb. sequestration, seclusion. Oth. 111. 


4. 40. 
Sequestration, sb, separation. Oth, 1. 3. 351. 
Sere, adj. dry, withered. C. of E. 1v. 2. x9. 
Sergeant, sb. a sherifl’s officer. H 8.1, x, 1983 

AM. ¥. 2. 347. 
Serpigo, sb. a tetter or eruption on the skin. 

M. for M. ur. x. 3x: T. & C, 11. 3. 8. 
Renang sb. a lover. ‘Pwo G. 11. 1. 106 3 Il. 4. 1, 


 &C. 

Ses ».p. subjected, made servants. Cor. 

Serviceabie, adj. officious. Lear, iv. 6. 257. 
Offering service or devotion. Two G, 111. 2. 70. 


Sessa, int. an exclamation urging to speed. 


T. of S. Ind. 1. 6; Lear, 11. 4. 1043 Ill. 6. 


76. 
Set, vt. to value. Ham. rv. 3. 64. v.i. to set 


out. 
sun, 


Hes. 1. chor. 34. sb. setting, of the 
Hs. Iv. 1. 289; R 3. v. 3. 19; Mac. 


Ty,iT0 5a 
Setebos. The chief deity of the Patagonians. 


Tp. I. 2. 373. 
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GLOSSARY 


Setter, sb. one) who plans an appointment. 
1H 4.11 See x H 4. 1. 2. 119. 
Set ae To seh as.a broken limb. rH 4. Ve Ie 


Se¥eh nig right, sb. a week. M. A. I. x. 3753 


I 

Several, oh ifetaneiney i a private owner. 
Sonn. oxxxvu. L. i. 1. 223. 

Severals, sb. divides: W. Tt. 226. Par- 
ticulars. sera x, 86; T. & C. 1. 3. 180, 
Sewer, sb. an officer whose duty it was to direct 
the placing of the dishes on the table: 
euerally he had to taste them also. Mac. 

oy (stage direction). 

Shadow, sb. a sha:!e, shady place. As, Iv. 1. 
222, vt, to protect, shelter, Jolin, 11 1. 14. 

Shadowed, ».p. dari. M. of V. 11. x. 2. 

ett adj. shady. Two G. v. 4. 2; Lear, 


V.& A. 


shag, aa. shaggy. 
2 ab. shaggy Inaired rough. 2H6. 


Shag-haired, 
III. 1. 367; Mac. IV, 2. 83. 

Shales, sb. "ice husks. 

suns ae to beashamed. 


Bharucme’ adj. borne through the air on 
shards. Mac. 111. 2. 42. 
Sharded, adj. having shards. 
Shards, sb. the scaly win 

. II. 2. 20. Potsherds. 


5. Iv. 2. 18, 
Cor. 11. 2. 71; Mac. 


Cym. UT. 3 
cases of beetles. 
Ham. v. 


254. 

Sharked up, gathered indiscriminately. Ham, 
I. x. 98. 

Sheaf, v7. to gather into sheaves. As, III. 2, 


Shealed, adj. shelled. Lear, 1. 4. a 
Shearman, ab 3b. acne who shears woollen cloth. 
6. IV. 2 
Sheaved, adj. * made of straw. Comp. Bt 
Sheen, s. shine, brightness. M. N's Dr. 11. x. 
29; Ham. III. 2. 167. 
Sheep alter ae sb. a malicious, niggardly fellow. 
W. 
SheeG biting, aah morose, malicious. M. for M. 


sheep: eS, st f shepherd’s hut. As, Il. 4. 80. 
Lear, 1. 3. 

Sheer, adj. pure, unmixed. R 2. v. 3. 
‘Sheer ale’ may mean ale and nothing Aes 

_ _T. of S. Ind. 1. 25. 

Shent, ee reproved, scolded. Tw. N. rv. 

112 VY. 2. 104. 

stents ate Proclamations were affixed to 


be ge outside a sheriffs house. ‘Iw. N. 

+ 5s 
Shenis, abs wine of Xeresin Spain. 2H 4. 1v. 
Ey x11. Also called Sherris sack. 2H 4. Iv. 


3. TO4. 

Shine, ‘a brightness, lustre. V. & A. 488, 7283 
Tim. III. 5. zor. 

sa man’s card, the mariner’s card, or chart. 

‘ac. I. 

Ship-tire, ate a head- cress perhaps resembling a 
ship. M. W. eee 

Shive, sb. a slice. A. II. r. 87. 

Shock, v.t. to encounter, ineet in conflict. 
John, V. 7= 117. 


Shog, v7. tomoye, jog. Hs. 11. x. 473; I. 3. 47- 


1191 


Shoon, sb. shoes. 2H 6. IV. 2. 195; Ham. Iv. 
5. 26. 

Shoot, sb. shot. 2H 4. m1. 

Shore, v.t. to put ashore. 

Short, z.¢. to shorten, diminish. 
Used reflexively. Pass. P. 210. 

Shot, sb. a shooter, Lee 2H 4. lt. 2 
295;1 H 6.1. 4. 533 H 8. V. 4. 59- Charge, 
reckoning, ata tavern Two G.I. 5.7; Cym. 


W. ci IV. 4. ests 
Cym. I. 


shot fi eee adj. iho ayia to pay the reck- 
oning. 1H4. v. 
Sra, adj. eine ished itsroc. 1H 4. 1. 4. 


shouehs’ sb. rough-haired, shaggy dogs. Mac. 


III. 1. 94. 
Pipers p.p. thrust violently out of place. 
. III. 7. 128, 
Sroulden shotten, adj. melee the shoulder dis- 
located. T. of S. 111. 2. 56. 
Shove-groat shilling. A chilling used in the 
game of shove-groat or shovel-board, which 
SppeAts to have been piel ne modern game 
squayles. 2 H 4. 1%. 4. 
Shoyel-board, a shilling fear in the game of 
shovel board or shove-groat. M. W. 1. 1. 


SiO sb. Appearance, , figure. Lucr. 1507 ; Cor. 
Il. R 2. III Ke 

slieir= eshrew. se I. 2. 2823 Cym. Il. 3. 

Shrewd, adj, mischievous pat oul: M. W. 11. 
2. 2325 Vv. 4.179; M.N Dr. 11, x 33- 

Shrewdly, adv. badly ; asad in various senses 
as an intensive adverb. H s. 111. » 163 su. e 
ur. 1. 146; LT. & C. 110. 3. 2283 am. a 4e 

Shrenrdness sb. mischievousness, A. & G1 


Shrieve, sb. sheriff. A. W. Iv. 3. 213. 

Shrift, sb. confession and the accompanying 
absolution. M. for M. 1v. 2. 223; RL & 
striigneed, adj. shrill-throated. Lear, 1v. 6. 
Sirive, v.t. to absolve ater confession. M. of 

~ 1.2. 1443 R. & J. 4. 194. 
Shriver, 3b. confessor. Ey 6. IIT. 2. 108. 
Shriving time, time for shrift. Hain. v. 
Sou v.17, to hide oneself. 316, 11. 
40. V.i, to take shelter, ‘Ip. 1. 2. 42. 
Shots, sb. sail ropes. John, V. 7. 53; 3 H6. 


Binuee chiar! LL. L. vy. 2. 
Sheers sb. shelter, protection. 








ae & C. rn 13. 


shut up, concluded. Mae. 11. x. 16. 

Sick, v.z. tosicken. 2H 4. IV. 4, 128. 

Sicken, 2.2. toi impair, weal ken. 118.1 

Sick- eee fallen sick, diseased. Foun, Iv. 


Side, ». @.t. to take the side of. Cor. I. r. 197. 
v.t. to take a side in a quarrel. Cor. Iv. 2. 2, 
Side sleeves, sb. loose, hanging sleeves. M. A 


Til. 4.2 
Siege, 3b. seat, bench. M. for M. Iv. 2. 201. 
Rank. | Ham. 1V. 7.77; Oth. 1.2. 22. Used 


like “stool? for a discharge of excrement, 
Tp. I. 2. 110, 
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Sight, sb. insight, experience, skill. T. & C. 
Iu. 3. 4. The aperture for the eyes in a 

pelmee a 6 aM ee oe In 
ightless, adj. blind, dark. Lucr. 1013. | In- 
Tisible Mac. I. 5. 50; J. 7. 23. Unsightly. 
John, TH. x. 45. , 

Sightly, adj. pleasing to the eye. John, I. x. 


143. 4 i z 
Sight-outrunning, swifter than sight. Tp. I. 2. 





203. 
Si mn v.t. to mark, stamp. John, Iv. 2. 2223 
8. I. 4. 108; J, C, IIL x. 206. v1. to be- 
token, bode. A.& C.1V.3.14. | 
Significant, sb. that which conveys one’s mean- 
ing, asign, token. 1H6. 1.4. 26; L. L. L. 
Ill. 1. 131 yee 
Signory, sb. a principality. Tp. 1. 2. 71 A 
ordship. R 2, MI. x. 22; IV. x. 89. The 
aristocracy, governing body. Oth. 1. 2. 18. 
Signs, sb. ensigns. H 5, 1. 2. 192; J.C. Vv. x 
14; Ra. 2. 74. 
Silent, sb. silence, stillness. 2H 6. I. 4. 19. 
Silly, ¢@j. harmless, innocent. Two G. Iv. 1. 
2; V. & A. 1098. Plain, simple. Tw. N. 11. 
4. 473; Cym. v. 3. 86. Used asa term of pity. 
Pass. P. 123, 218; Re. V. 5.25. | 
Simple, sd. a herb used in medicine. M. W. 
I. 4. 653 UT. 3. 79; R. & J. v. 1. 40. 
Simpleness, sb. folly. R.& J. mt. 3. 77. 
Simplicity, sb. folly. L. L. L. rv. 2. 23. 
Simular, adj. dissembling, counterfeit. Lear, 
ML 2. 543 Cym._¥. 5. 200. 
Since, adv. when. M. Rs Dr. 11. 1. 149; T. of S. 
And. 1. 843 2H 4. 111. 2. 
Sinew, v.t. to knit togetl 
John, Vv. 7. 88. 
Sinews, sb. nerves. Lear, m1. 6. 1053; V. & A. 


re 3 H 6.11.6. 91; 





903" ot 
Single, adj. simple, silly. 2H 4. 1. 2.2073 Cor. 
Jt 1.40. Sincere. H 8. v. 3. 38. 
Single-soled, adj. with but one sole, poor, mean. 
R.& J. 4. 69. 
Singly counterpoised, counterpoised by a single 
person. Cor. Il. 2. or. 
Singularities, sb. rarities. W.T. v. 3. x2. 
Singuled, p.p. separated. L. L. L. v. r. 8s. 
Sink, v.¢. to make tofall. ‘Up. 11. x. 201; Gym. 


Vi 5-413. - : 
Sinking-ripe, adj. ready to sink. C. of E. 1.3. 


78. 

Sir, sb. lord. A. & C..v. 2.120. A gentleman. 
Tp. v. x. 69; Tw. N. 111. 4. 81, The title 
piven to those priests who had takena bache- 
or’s degree at a university. Tw. N. 1. 4. 
298; IV. 2. 2, 

Sire, v.t. to beget. Cym. Iv. 2, 26, 

Sirrah, a familiar address, applied both to men 
and women, ‘Tp. v, 1. 287; A. &C. V. 2.229. 

Sirs, used in addressing several personsand even 
women. Two G. lv. x. 38; W. T. IV. 4.73; 
A. & C. IV. 15. 85. 

Sir-reverence, a corruption of ‘save-reverence,’ 
salva reverentia, an apologetic expression. 
C. of E. ur. 2. 93. Used as an adjective. 


oy Wd I. 4. 42. 

Sister, Ce, to resemble closely, be akin to, Per. 
.V.prol.7, 1 

Sistering, adj. neighbouring. Comp, 2. 





GLOSSARY 


Sith, since. adv. Ham. 11. 2. 12. conj. TwoG, 
I. 2. 126; Ham. II. 2. 6, &e. 

Sithence, since. adv. Cor. Ill. 1. 47. 
A. W. I. 3. 124- 

Sizes, sb. portions, allowances. Lear, II. 4. 178. 

Skains-mates, sb. knavish companions, scape- 
graces. R. & J. Il. 4. 162. 

Skill. 


conj. 


Té skills not=it matters not, makes no 
difference. T. of S. 111. 2. 134; Tw. N. v. x. 
295; 2 H6, Ill. x. 281. 3 . 

Skilless, adj. unskilled, inexperienced, ignorant. 
T.& C. hae 12; R. XJ. Un 3. 1323 Tw. N, 
UI. 3.9; Ip. Il. 1. 53. 

Skillet, sb. a pot. Oth. Lt 273. 

Skimble-skamble, adj. wil , incoherent. xH 4, 


III. 1. 154+ 
Skin-coat, sb. hide. John, 11. x. 139. 
Skipper, sd. a flighty youngster. ‘I. of S. 11 1. 


3410 

Skirr, v.z. to move rapidly, scour. H's. 1v. 7. 64. 
v.t. Mac. V. 3. 35- 

Slab, adj. BADUY, slimy. Mac. iv. x. 32. 

Slack, v.t. to neglect. M. W. 111. 4. 1153 Lear, 
Il. 4. 248; Oth. 1y. 3.88. v.7. toslacken, lan- 
guish. Rec IIT. 3. 24. 

Slackness, sb. negligence. W. T. v. 2. x51; 
A. & ©, I. 7. 28. 

Slander, sb. reproach, disgrace. C. of E. rv. 4. 
70; As, IV. 1.61; Re. I. 2. 113. 

Slanderous, adj. disgraceful, 
Luer. roor; John, It. x. 44. 


Slave, v.¢. to make a slave of. Lear, Iv. 1. 71. 
Sleave, or Sleave-silk, sb. floss silk. Mac. 11. 2. 


37; 4.80. V. 2. 35. 
Sledded; adj. navel in sledges. Ham. I. x. 
6. 


ignominious. 


3. 
Sleek o’er, v.2. to smooth. Mac. 111. 2. 27. 
Sleeve-hand, sb. a cuff, wrist-band. W. T. rv. 


4. 211. 
Sleeveless, adj. useless, unprofitable. T. & C. 


Verges 

Sleided, adj. untwisted. Per. rv. prol. 2r. 

Sleight, sb. artifice, stratagem. 3H6. IV. 2. 20. 
Mac. III. 5. 26. 

*Slid, a corruption of ‘God’slid.’ M. W. m1. 4. 
24; Tw. N. Ill. 4. 427. 

Slight, for * God's light? Tw. N. o. 5. 383 Il 


2. I4. 
Slighted, chucked, threw contemptuously, or 
perhaps, by a dexterous movement. M. W. 


III. 5. 9. 
Slighted off, put aside contemptuously. J. C. 


IV. 3. 5. ‘ 
Slipper, adj. slippery. Oth. IT. x. 246. 
lips, sb. counterfeit coin, R. & J. 1. 4. 513 
OA, Fi The leash in which greyhounds 
were held before they were let slip at the 
game. H s. ll. x. 31. 
Shiver, sb. a branch torn froma tree. Ham. Iv. 


7+ 174. : 
Sliver, v.t. to tear off. Mac. 1v. 1.28; Lear, Iv. 


2. 34 
slobbe »,adj. sloppy. Hs. 111. 5. 13. 
Slops, si loose breaches, M Avie ee 6;2H 4. 


T. 2.34. 

Slough, sb. the cast-off skin of asnake. Tw.N. 
I. 5. 161; H 5. Iv. 1.23. A place deep with 
mud and mire. M. W, rv. 5. 69. 
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GLOSSARY 


Slovenry, sb. slovenliness. Hs. rv. Be 114. 

Slowed, p.p. retarded. R. & a IV. 1. 16. 

Slnbber v.t. to slur over, do carelessly. M. of 
- II. 8. 39. 

Sluggardized, ».p. made indolent. ‘Two G. 1. 


Ie Js 
Sluttery, sb, sluttishness. M. W. y. 5.50; Cym. 


J. 6. 44. 
Smatch, sb. a smack, taste. J.C. y. 5. 46. 
Smatter, v.72. to chatter, R. & J. ur. Be 172. 
Smile, v.2, to smile at. Lear, 11. 2. 88. 
Smilets, sb. little smiles. Lear, iv. 3.2% 
Smirch, v.t. to smear, soil, M.A! Tur. 3. 1453 
IV. x. 1353 AS, I. 3. 114. 
Smooth, vt. to flatter. R 3.1. 3. 48; Tim. Iv. 


cherie ey aes 

Smoothing, adj. flattering. R 3-1. 2. 169; 2 116, 
I. 1. 156, 

Smother, sb. thick, suffocating’smoke. As,I.2. 


299. 

Smug, adj. trim, spruce. M. of V. m1, x. 493 
1 H 4, ILL. 1. 102, 

Smutched, p.p. smudged, blackened. W. T. 
I. 2, 12% 

Sneak-cup, sb, a fellow who shirks his liquor. 
x IL 4. 111. 3. 9. 

Sneap, sb. a snub, reprimand. 2H 4.11. 1.133. 
vt. to pinch, nip. L. L. L. 1. 1. 100; W.E. 


I. 2. 133 Luer. 333. 


- Sneck up! a contemptuous expression = go 


and be hanged. Tw. N. 1. 3. ror. 

Snipe, sb. a simpleton, Oth. r. 3. 39. 2 

Snuff, sb. an object of contempt, at which men 
snuff, A. W.1.2.59. A quarrel. Lear, II. 1. 
26. To take in snuff=to take offence at. 
LL. L. v. 2.22; 1 H 4. 1. 3. qr. 

Softly, adv. gently. W. T. 1v. 3. 76. Slowly. 
Ham. Iv, 4.8. 

Soil, sb. blemish, spot. Ham. 1. 3. 15. 

Soiled, ».7. fed with fresh green food. Lear, 1v. 


6. 124. 

Soilure, sb. stain, defilement. T. & C. 1v. 1. 56. 

Solace, v.t. toamuse. L. L. L. 1v. 3. 337. 0.1. 
to be happy, amuse oneself. R 3. 11. 3. 30; 
Cym. I, 6. 86. 

Solely, adv. alone. W. T. 11. 3. 17; Cor. rv. 7. 


16. 

Solicit, v.t. to move, rouse. R2.I. 2.2; 1 H6. 
Y. 3-190; Ham, V. 2. 369. : 
Soliciting, sb. incitement, prompting. Mac. 1. 

3.130. Courtship. Ham, 11. 2. 126. 
Solidare, sb. a small coin. Tim. mir. r. 46. 
Solve, sb. solution. Sonn. LXIX. r4. 
Sometime, adv. sometimes. x H 4.11. x. 34 4 

R. &J.1. 4.77, Once. Cor.t. 9.82. Formerly. 

Tp. y. x. 86; Ham. mt. x. rrq. 
Sometimes, adv. formerly, once upon a time. 

M. of V..1. x. 1633 Rat. 2. 54. 

Sonance, sb. sound. H s. tv. 2535, é 
Sonties, a eomuption of ‘santé” or ‘sanctity’ 

or ‘saints.’ M. of V. In. 2. 47. s 
Soon at, in the phrases ‘soon at night,’ this very 

night, M. W. 1. 4.8; 2H 4. v. 5.96; ‘soon at 

tive o'clock,’ at five this evening, C. of E. 1. 





2. 26; ‘soon at supper,’ M. of V- 11. 3. 5. 
Sooth, sb. truth, Tw. Nui. 4.47; WL Iv. 4. 
171. In sooth=in truth. A. of V.1. 1. 1. 


Mattery, R 2. IL. 3. 136; Per. 1. 2. 44. 


4G 
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Soothe, v.¢. to flatter. John, 1. 1.121; Cor. 1 


27 = 
Soothers, sb. flatterers. x H 4. IV. x. 7. 
Soothing, sb. flattery. Cor. 1. 9. 44. ; 
Sop o’ the moonshine, in allusion to an old dish 
called “eggs in moonshine.’ Lear, II. 2. 35. 
Sore, sb.a buck of the fourth year. L. L. Li tv. 


2. fie 60. = 
Sorel, sb. a buck of the third year. L.L.L.1v. 
2. 60. 
Sorriest, adj. most sorrowful. Mae, mT. 2. 9. 
Sorrow-wreathen, adj. folded in grief. I. A. 111. 


2. 4. : 

Sorry, adj. sad, sorrowful. C. of I. v. x. rar G 
Mace. If. 2. 21. 

Sort, sb. rank. M.A. I. x, 7,33} Hs. 1V.7. 142. 
Set, company. M.N’s Dr. 111. 2.13: R'2.1V. 
1. 246; Ki 3. Vv. 3. 316. Manner. ‘'p, Iv. 1. 
146; M. of V.ti 2113. Lot. ‘I. & G, 
376. v.t. to pick out. Hs. 1Vv. 7.77; TwoG. 
IIL. 2.92; R.&J.iv. 2.34. Worank. Ham. 
ll. 2.274, Toarrange, dispose. R 3. 11. 2.148. 
Toadapt. 2H 6. I. 4. 68. 4.7. to associate. 
V.& A. 689. Tobe fitting, T&C.n 3. 109. 
To fall out, happen. M. A. iv. 1 2423 
M. N’s Dr. 111. 2. 352. 

Sortance, sb. suitableness, agreement, 2 H 4 


DAIS) 57047 

Sot, sb. a fool, dolt. Tp. 111. 2.101; ‘Tw. Nv fs 
129. 

Soul-fearing, adj. soul-terrifying. John, 11. r. 


383. 
Souse, v.t. to swoop upon. Ji ohn, V. 2. r50. 
Soused, p.p. pickled. 1 H 4. 1V. 2.1 ge 

Sowl, v.¢. to lug, drag by the ears, Cor. rv. 5. 
213. 

Span-counter, sb. a boys’ game in which the 
one wins who throws his counter so as to 
hit his opponent’s or to lie within aspan of it. 
2 H 6. IV. 2. 166. 

Spaniel, v.¢. to follow likea spaniel. A. & C. rv. 
12. 2I. 


Spare, v.¢. to forbear to offend. M. for M. 11. 


3+ 33. 

Specialties, sb. thearticles ofacontract. LL. L. 
II. 1. 165; T. of S. 11. x. 127, 

Speciously, blunder for ‘ especial] ly.” MM. Woon. 
4. 113. 

Speculation, sb. power of vision. T. & C. m1. Bs 
109; Mac. Il. 4.95. A scout, watcher. Lear, 
Ill. 1. 24. 

Speculative, adj. possessing the faculty of sight. 

nh. I. 3. 271. 

Sped, RP. lespatched,done for. MM. of V. 11.9. 
72; R.& Jun 1. 94. 

Speed, sb. fortune, success. T. of S. 11. x. 1393 
W. 'T. rt. 2. 146. 

Speken=speak. Per, 11. prol. x2. 

Spend. To spend their moutlis is used of dogs 
when they give tongue on scenting the game. 
Y. & A. 695; Hs. 11. 4. 70; T. &C.V. 2. 98. 

Sperr, v.é.{to bar. “T. & GC. prol. 19. 

Sphered, adj. spherical, round. T. & C. rv. 


Bee 
Sphery, adj. starry. M. N’s Dr. 11. 2. 99. 
Spicery, sb. spices. R 3. 1V. 4. 424. 
Spill, v.¢. todestroy. Ham. 1v. 5.20; Lear, 11 
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Spilth, sb. spilling, waste. |‘ : 
Spiriting, sb. acting the spirit or sprite. 


2. 298. 4 

Spital, sb. hospital. H 5. 1. ; 

Spital-house, sb. hospital. Tim. Iv. i 39. 

Spleen, sb. fierce passion, temper. John, if. x. 
683 R 3. V.3.350., Quick movement. John, 
Il 1. 4483 V. 7-50; M. N’s Dr. I. x. 146. 
Fury. Cor. 1v. 5.97. A fit of passion, caprice. 
1H4. V.2.19; V.%A.go7. A fit oflaughter; 
thespleen being supposed to be the seat of that 
emotion, Tw. N. 10. 2.72; L,L. L. m1. x. 
a73.M. for M. 11. 2. 122. 

Splenitive, adj. impetuous, hasty tempered. 
Ham. v. 1. 285. : 

Spleeny, adj. passionate, impetuous. H 8. 111. 2. 


Tim. It. 2. 169. 
Tp. I. 


Ii. x. 78; V. 1. 86. 


9 A 
Sphnter, v.t. to bind up with splints, like a 

broken limb, RB 3. 11. 2.118; Oth. 11. 3. 329. 
Split. ‘To make all split’ denotes violent 

action or uproar, M. N’s Dr. 1. 2. 
Spot, sb. a pattern in embroidery. Cor. 1. 3. 56. 
Spoited, ».p. stained, polluted. M. N’s Dr. 1. 1. 

110; Re. WIL 2. 134+ 

Hs. v. 2. 


Spousal, sb. marriage. 

I» 337 4 
Sprag, adj. sprack, quick, lively. M. W. Iv. 1. 84. 
Sprighted, ».p. haunted. Cym. 11. 3. 144. 
Sprightful, adj. high-spirited. John, lV. 2. 177. 
Sprightfully, adv. with high courage. R 2. 





390; T. ALT. 


T5335) 3+ 

Spring, sb. a young shoot. V. & A.656; Lucr. 
gso. The beginning. M. N’s Dr. 11. x. 82; 
24. 1v. 4.35. 5 

Springe, sb. asnare for catching birds. Ham. 1. 
3 XX5 Ve 2. 317. 

Springhalt, sha Sammeness in horses, called also 
string-halt, in which the legs are violently 
twitched up. H 8, 1. 3. 13. 

Spritely, adj. ‘spritely shows’ are ghostly 
appearances. Cym. V. 5. 428. 

Spurs, sd. the lateral roots of a tree. Tp. v. 1. 
473 Cym. IV. 2. 58. ‘ 

Spy, sb. ‘the perfect spy of the time’ may mean 
the most aceurate information with regard to 
the time. Mac. IIL. 1. 130. 

Squandered, p.p. scattered. M. of V. 1. 3. 22. 

Squandering, adj. roving, random. As, II. 7. 


157. H 

Square, adj. suitable. Tim. v. 4.36; A. &C. 11. 
2.190. 8b, the embroidery about the bosom 
part of a smock or shift. W. I. 1v. 4. er2. 

The most precious square of sense’ is the 

most delicately sensitive part. Lear, 1. 1. 76. 
vai. to quarrel. M. N’s Dr. 11. x. 30; A. & C. 
II. 1. 45. 

Squarer, sb. a quarreller. M. A. 1. 1. 82. 

Squash, sb, an unripe peascad. M. N’s Dr. 111. 
x. 191; ‘Iw. N. 1. 5. 166; W. TI. 2. 160. 

Squier, sb. a square, rule. L. L. L. vy. 2. 4743 

Vv. T. IV. 4. 3483 1 H 4. 1b 2.13. 

Squint, v.¢. to make tosquint. Lear, 111. 4. 122. 

Squiny, v.7. to look asquint. Lear, LV. 6. 140. 

Stablish, v.t. to establish. 1 H 6. v. 1. 10. 

Stablishment, sb. establishment, settled govern- 
ment. &C. IIL 6. 9. 

Stage, v.t. to exhibit dsinatheatre. M.for M. 
I. x, 69; A. & CU. IL. 13. 30; V. 2. 217. 





GLOSSARY 


Stagger, v.t. to make to reel. Roz. V. 5. 110. 
v.t. to hesitate. M. for M. 1. 2. 169; As, 111 


Sheva sb. giddiness, bewilderment. A. W. 
Il. 3-170; Cym. ¥. 5. 234. A kind of apoplexy 
in horses. ‘T. of S. 111. 2. 55. 

Stain, sb. tincture, tinge. Were: 1223 T. & C. 
I2.26. ‘Stain to allnymphs,’ causing thein to 
appear sullied by contrast. V. & A. vt. 
to sully by contrast with greater brightness. 
A. & G1, 4. 27. 

Stale, sb. a decoy. Tp. Iv. 1.18730. of S. 111. 
1.90, A Stalking-horse. C. of EK. 10 1. ro: 
‘A faughing-stock, 3H6.111. 3.260; T 
I. 304. A prostitute. ML A. TM. 2. 263 1V 
66. The urine of horses. A. & C. 1. 4. 62. 
vt. torender stale, make common. 'T. & C. 
IL, 3. 2013 Cor. 1.1.95; 5. C. 1.2.73), 

Stalk, v.2. to move stealthily, as one behind a 
stalking-horse. M. A. II. 3.933, Luer. 365. 

Stalking-horse, sb. a veal horse or the figure of a 
horse, used by sportsmen to get near their 
game. <As, V. 4. rrr. 

Stall, v.é. to keep as in astall, keep close. A. W. 
I. 3.131. To install. R 3. 1. 3. 206. vt. to 
dwell) A. & C. vy. x. 39. 

Stamp, v.t. to mark as genuine, give currency to. 

or. V. 2. 22; Oth. II. 1. 247. 

Stanch, adj. watertight, firmly united. A.&C. 
i. 2.117. v.t. to quench thirst. T. A.UL 1. 14. 

Stanchless, adj. insatiable. Mace. Lv. 3. 

Standing, sb. continuance, duration. x 
2.431. Attitude. Lim. I. x. 37. 

Stan ing-bed, sb. a bed standing on posits. 
M. Wz. Iv. 5 


Standing-bowl sb. agoblet withafoot. Per. 11. 





i) 


I, 
15 











3. 65. 

Standing-tuck, sb. a rapier standing on end. 
rH 4. IL. 4. 274. ‘ 

Stand upon, to be incumbent upon, or of import- 
anceto. C. of K.Iv. 1.68; Re. 1. 3. 138; R 3. 
ly. 2. 59; Ham. Vv. 2. 6 





Staniel, sb. a kind of hawk, also called a kestrel. 
Tw. Nu 5. 124. 

Stanze, sb. a stanza. L. L. L. rv. 2. 107. 

Stanzo, sb.astanza. AS, II. 5. 18, 19. 

Star, sb. the pole-star. M.A’ tir. 4. 58; Sonn. 
OXVI. 7. Used figuratively for fortune. Tw. N. 
IL 5.156. Out of thy star=out of thy sphere, 
above thee in fortune. Ham. It. 2. r4r. 

Star-blasting, sb. blighting by planetary influ- 
ence. Lear, IT. 4. 60. 

Stare, v.7. tostand onend. J.C. 1v. 3. 280. 

Stark, adj. stiff. xs H 4. Vv. 3.42; R. & Jviv.x 


103. 
Starkily, adv. stiffly. M. for M. rv. 2. 70. 
Starred, PD. fated. W. T. ML. 2. 100. 
SrrnE ole) sb. a refuge ; hence, a subterfuge. 
1 11 4. IL. 4. 290, 
Brariingy, adv. by fits and starts, abruptly: 
he « 4s 79. 
Start-up, sb. an upstart. M.A. 1. 3. 60. 
Starve, vz. to be numb with cold. He. IM. 1. 
3433 T. A. UL 1.252. v.t. to paralyse, disable. 
Im. I. 1.257, Tonipwitheold. TwoG.1v. 
4. 159. 
State, sb. attitude. L.L. L. 1v. 3.185. Achair 
of state, with a canopy. Tw. N. u. 5. 503 
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GLOSSARY 


5. 





1H 4. 1. 4. 416; Cor. vy. 4-22; Mac. nt. 

Estate, fortune.’ M. of V. 11, ae sv 
x81. Tn the plural, ‘states’ denotes persons 
eulien position. John, 11. 1.395; T. & C. rv. 


5. 65. i 

Station, sd. attitude. Ham. ur. 458; A&C. 
IIL. 3. 22. 5 

Statist, sb. a siatesman, politician. Ham. y. 2. 
33% cym. Il. 4. 16. 

Statua, 5b. statue. J.C. um. >. 76; UI. 2. 1923 

R 3. UL 7, 25. 

Statue, sb. a picture, image. Two G. rv. 4. 206, 

Statues, blunder for’ statutes.> M.A. Ill. 3.85. 

Statute, sb.a bond, obligation. Ham. y. 3. 1133 
Sonn. OXXXIv. 9, 

Statute-caps, sb. woollen caps, worn by citizens 
in accordance with au act of Parliament 
passed in 1571. L. L. L. V. 2. 281, 

Stay, sb. a check, hindrance. John, 1. 1. 455. 

Stead, vt. to help. Tp. 1 2. 165; M. of V.1. 











CHV A 
Stead up, to supply, take the place of. M. for M. 
III. 1. 260, 


Stealth, sb. ‘a stealthy movement, a going 
secretly, M. N’s Dr. m1. 2. 310; Tw. N. 1 
ie pro Sonn. LXXvI. 7. 

Steely, adj. unyielding. A. W.1. x. 114. 

Steep-up, adj. steep. Sonn. vil. 5: Pass, P. rer. 

Steepy, adj. steep, precipitous. Tim. 1. 1. 743 
Sonn. LX. 5. c 

Steerage, sd. steering, pilotage. R. & J. 1. 4.122; 


er, IV. 4. 19. 

Stelled, p.p. fixed. Lucr. 1444; Sonn. XX1v. 1. 

_ Starry. Lear, 11. 7. 6r. 

Sternage. ‘To piernae of =astern of, so as to 
follow. H 5. 111. chor. 18. : 
Stickler-like, adj. like a stickler, whose duty it 
was to separate combatants when they had 

fought enouels T. & Cv. 8. 18 

Stiff, adj. unpleasant, A. & C. 1. 2. 104, 

Stigmatic, sb. one marked by nature with de- 
formity. 2H6.v.x. 21543 H 6, 11. 2. 136. 

Stigmatical, adj. marked with the stigma of de- 
formity. C. of E. 1y. 2. 22. 

Still, adj. constant. R 3. 1v. 4. 229; T. A. IT. 
2.45. «adv.constantly, always. Tivo G. 11. 6. 
243 1V. 4. 393 Ham. Il. 2. 42. 

Stillatory, sb. astill. V. & A. 443. 

Still-breeding, adj. continually breeding. R 2. 


V. 5. 8. 

Stili-diosing, adj. constantly closing again. Tp. 
III, 3. 64. 

Still-peering, adj. a doubtfulword. A. W. 11. 


Stiil-stand, sb, a halt, 2H 4, 115. 64 
Still-vexed, adj. constantly aiaeinveg! Tp. 1.2. 


229, : 
Btilly, adv. softly, gently. H 5. 1v. chor. 5p 
Stint, v.t. to check, stop. & OC. rv. p33 

Tim. y. 4. 83. v2. to stop,.cease. R. & bi4 

3. 483 Per, lv. 4. 42. 

Stitchery, sb. needlework. Cor. 1. 3. i, 
Stithy, sb. a smithy, or smith’s forge. Ham. mr. 

2.89. v.t.toforge. T, & C. IV. 5. 255. 

Stoceado, sb. a thrust in fencing. M. W. 


Stoccata=stoceado, R. & J, 1 x. 77. 
Stock, sb. stocking. Tw. N. 1. 3. 14432 H 4. 


I, x. 
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Il. 4.130. A thrust in fencing. M.W.-.1r. 3. 
26. v.t.to put in the stocks. Lear, m1. 2. 1393 
Il. 4. 191. 

Stock-fish, sb. dried cod. Cp. m1. 2. 79; M. for M. 
III. 2. 116. 

Stockish, adj. insensible. _M. of V. v. x. 81. 

Stock-punished, g.p. set in the stocks. Lear, 
Ill. 4.140. 

Stomach, 2b. courage. Tp. I, 2. 13 rH4s01 
1.129; Ham. 1. 1.100. Pride. “LV of S. v. 2. 
176; H8.1V. 2. 34. v.t.tobeangry at. A. & C. 
IIL 4. 12. 

Stomaching, sb. resentment. A. & GO. mu. 2. 


9. 
Stone, v.¢. to turn to stone. Oth. V. 2. 63. 
Stone-bow, sb. a cross-bow for shooting stones, 

Tw. Nv 5. sr. 

Stonished, pp. astonished, amazed. V. & A. 


256 

Stoop, adj. stooping; unless the reading is cor- 
rupt. it: L. L, 1v. 3. 89. v.71. toswoop down 
upon the prey. Hs. Iv. r.112; Oym. v. 3. 425 
V. 4. 116, 

Story, v.¢. to narrate, giye an account of. Cym. 
I. 4. 33 - & A. 1013; Luer. 106, 

Stoup, sb. a drinking-cup or vessel. Tw, N. 11. 
3. 14, 129; Ham. V. 3. 68; V. 2. 278; Oth. m1. 


3+ 30. 
Stout, adj. haughty, proud. Tw. N. 11 5.1853 

26.1. x. 187; Cor. 1.2. 78. Bold, courage: 

ous. Jolin, rv. 2. 173; Mac, 1. 3. 95. 
Stoutness, sb. stubbornness. Cor. Ii. 2. 1273 Ve 


6. 27. 
Stover, sb. fodder for cattle in winter, Tp. Iv. 


1. 63. 

Straight; adv. straightway, immediately, Ham. 
V..1.43 M. of Vi. 1. 31, &e. 

Strain, sb. a stock, race. H 5. 11. 4.513 J.C. 
Vou 52. Natural disposition, Lear, y. 3- 40. 
Impulse, emotion. Cor. v. 3.149; 2 Hg. Iv. 
5. 171. v.t. to urge, press. Oth. III. 3. 250. 
v2. to exert oneself, make unusual eftorc. 

Vv. T. ul 2, 5 P 

Strain courtesy, to vie in giving precedence, de- 
cline togofirst. R.& J. te 4.55; V.w A. 
888. 

Strait, adj. narrow. Cym. v, 3. 7,11. Tight. 
Ils. ur. 7. 57. Strict, M. for'M. 1m 1. 93 
1H 4. Iv. 3. 79; Tim. 1. 1. 96. Uliberal, nig- 


gardly. John, v. 7. 42. 
Straited, Dp.p. put to difficulty, ata loss. W.T, 
IV. 4. 365. 


Straitly, adv. strictly. B 3.1. 1. 853 IV. 1. 17. 

Straitness, sb. strictness. “M. for M. 111. 2, 269. 

Strange, adj. foreign. As, Iv. 1.34; 214. IV. 4. 
69. Unaccustomed. Mae. 1.3, 145. Unac- 
quainted, unfamiliar, Mac. rf. 4.112. Un- 
usual, original, LL, v. 1. 6._ Reserved, 
distant. Tw. N. 11. 5. 184; R. & TL. 2. 101. 
To make it strange=to treat as something 
unusual. Two G.I. 2. 102; T. A. U1. 1. 81. 

Strangely, adv. extraordinarily. Tp. tv, 1. a 
Mac. rv. % 150. Like a stranger. 2 H4. v. 
2. 63; T. & C, 111. 3. 30, 71. 

Strangeness, sb. distant manner, reserve. Tw. N. 
Iv. 1.16; L&C. 1. 3. 135: V. & A. 310. 

Strangered, p,p. estranged, alienated. Lear, 1. 


Ie 207. 
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Strangle, v.t. to choke, extinguish. 
1573 Mac. Il. 4. 7+ 

Strangled, Pp. suffocated. R. & J. Iv. 3. ik 

Strappado, sb. a military punishment in w hich 
a man was drawn up y his arms strapped 
hehind his back and suddenly let fall. x H4. 
I. 4. 262. X a 

Stratagem, sb. a deed_of surprising violence. 
M. of V.v. 1.85; 2H 4.11.8; BR. &J. nL 


H8. v. x. 


5: 21le 
Strawy, adj. straw-like. T. & C. ¥. 5.24. 
Stray, sb. an act of wandering, dereliction. 
Lear, 1. 1.212. A body of stragglers. 2 H 4. 
IV. 2. 120, vt. to mislead. C, of E. v. 1. 51. 
Stretch, v.t. to open wide. H 5. II. 2. 55. 
Strewments, sb. things strewed. Ham. v. 1. 256. 
Stricture, sb. strictness. M. for M. I. 3. 12. 
Stride, v.t, to step beyond. Cym, Ul. 3. 35. 
Strike, v.2. to lower the sail. R 2. 11. 1. 2663 
3H.6. V. x.52. The full phraseis ‘strike sail,’ 
used figuratively in the sense of ‘submit, give 
way.” 2H 4. V. 2.18; 3H6. 11.3.5. 
Strike, v.¢. and7. used of the supposed injurious 
influence of the planets, to blast. 
17; Ham, I. 1. 162. 
Strike, v.t. totap. A. & C. 11. 7. 103. 


Cor. II. 2. 


Strikers, sb. a cant term for wenchers. x H 4. 
II. x. 82. 
Strong, adj. determined, resolute. R 2. v. 3. 


593 Lear, Il. 1. 79. 
Strossers, sb. trowsers. Hs. Ill. 7. 57. 
Stroyed, p.p. destroyed. A. & C. IIL. rr. 54. 
Struck, p.p. struck in years =advanced in years. 
R 3. 1.x. 92; T. of S. 11. 1. 362. 
Stuck, sb.a thrust in fencing. Ham. Iv. 7. 162; 
Tw. N. IIL. 4. 303. 
Studied, ».p. practised. M. of V. 11. 2. 205; 


ac. I. 4. 9. 

Stuff, sb. baggage. C. of E. 1v. 4.153. Furni- 
ture. T. of S. Ind. 1. 143. Matter, sub- 
stance. Ham. Il. 2. 3243 Oth. I. 2. 2. 

Stufied, ».. complete, full. W. T. 11. x. 185. 
Stored, filled. M. A. 1.x. 56; R. & J. 110. 5. 


183. 

Sty, v.¢. to pen up asinasty, Tp. 1. 2. 342. 

Subduement, sb, conquest. T. & C, IV. 5. 187. 

Subject, sb. subjects. M. for M. 11. 4. 27; IL. 
2.1455 tam. I. 1. 72., 

Subscribe, v.i. to be surety, A. W. III. 6. 89; 
Iv. 5.34. To yield, submit. 1 H6, 11. 4. 44; 
Lear, it. 7. 65. v.t. to admit, acknowledge. 
M. for M. 11. 4, 89; M. A. V. 2. 59. Followed 
by ‘to.’ Two G. Vv. 4. 145; A. vy. V. 3.96. 

Subscription, sb. submission, obedience. Lear, 
III. 2. 18. 

Substractors, sb. detractors. Tw. N. 1. 3. 37: 

Subtilties, sb, illusions, false appearances, with 
a reference perhaps to the use of the word in 
cookery to denote devices in confectionery. 


. Ve I. 124. i 
Subtle, adj. smooth and deceptive. Cor. v. 
2. 20. 
Succeed, v.7. to descend by order of succession. 
A. W. 111. 7. 233 Oth. v. 2. 367. 
Succeeding, sb. consequence, A. W. II. 3. 199. 
Success, sb. succession. W. T. 1. 2. 394; 2H 4. 
Iv. 2. 47. Issue, event. R 3. 1V. 4. 236; 
Cor, 1. 6. 7. 


GLOSSARY 


Successantly, adv. in succession, one after 
another, T, A. IV, 4.113. 

Successive. Successive title=title to the suc- 
cession. T, A. I. 1. 4. 


Successively, adv. from one to another. R 3. 
ll. x. 73. In order of succession, 2H 4, Iv, 
5. 202; Li 3, III. 7. 135. - 


Sudden, adj. hasty, violent, passionate. As, 
1.7. 1513 Mac. IV. 3.59; Oth. 1. 1. 279. 

Suddenly, adv. instantly. BR 3. 1v. 2. 19, 203 
M. W. Iv. 1.6; W.'T. I. 3. 200, 

Suffer, v.i. to be put to death, Tp. If. 2. 38: 

_, Two G, IV. 4. 17, 36. 3 

Sutterance, sb. sudering, ain. M. for M. 1m. 4. 
167; Lear, 111. 6. 113._ Patience, forbearance. 
M. of V. 1. 3. 1113 H 5. Ill. 6, 132. Loss. 
Oth. 11. x. 23. Death by execution. H 5. 11. 

Suif 
388; 2H6. III. 2. 2623 V. 1.1533: 

Sutligance, blunder for ‘sufficient. 





ed, ».p. allowed to continue, V. & A. 
16, Iv. 8. 8. 
M, A. ul. 


5. 56. 

Suggest, v.t. totempt. Re. 10. 4.75; Hs. u. 
2. 114. 

Suggestion, sb. temptation, prompting. Tp. Iv. 
1. 20; Mac. 1. 3. 134. Cunning device. H 8. 
IV 35. 

Suit, sb: attendance, service, due to a feudal 
superior. M. for M. 1v. 4. 19.. ‘Out of suits 
with fortune’ is out of fortune’s service. As, 
I. 2. 258. v.t. to dress. Sonn. CXXXII. 12. 
vr. to dress oneself. As, I. 3.118; Cym. V. 
1. 23,_ v.t. to agree, accord. M. A. Vv. 1.7; 
Tw. N. 1. 2. 50. 

Suited, p.p, dressed. M. of V.1. 2. 79. 

Sullen, adj. sad, mournful. John, I. x. 
2H 4.1. 1,102; R. & J. IV. 5. 88. 

Sullens, sb. fits of sullenness. BR 2. 11. 1. 139. 

Sumless, adj. inestimable. H 5, 1. 2. 165. 

Summer-seeming, adj. looking like summer, or 
appearing insummer only, and so, transitory. 











283 





Mac. ty. 3. 86. 
Sumpter, sb. a pack-horse. Lear, 11. 4. 219. 
Superfluous, adj. living in unnecessary plenty. 
ear, IV. 1.70; A. W. I. 1. 116. 
Superflux, sb. superfluity, Lear, 111. 4. 35. 
Supernal, adj. high. John, 1. 1. 112. 
Superpraise, v.¢. to overpraise. M. N’s Dr, m1. 


2. 153. _ Sc 

Superscript, sb. superscription. L, L. L. tv. 
2.135. . : i 

Superserviceable, adj. over-officious, Lear, 11. 


2. 19. 

Supeeunte adj. excessively cunning. Oth. I. 
3. 363. 

Supervise, sb. inspection, Ham. v. 2. 23. 

Supervisor, sb, alooker on, (th. 117. 3. 395. 

Suppuauey sb. temporary gratification, pastime. 

pete uC 

Suppliant, di. auxiliary. Cym. TIT, 7. 14. 

Supplyment, sb. supply, furnishing with means. 
Cym. IL. 4. 182. 

Supportable, adj. endurable. 

Supportance, sb. support. 
N. Ill, 4. 329. 

Supposal, sb, opinion, notion. Ham. I. 2. 18. 

Suppese sb. supposition. ‘I. of S. v. x. 1203 
q . 6 C.1..3. It. 


Tp. Vv. 1. 145. 
R 2. IL. 4. 323 Tw. 
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GLOSSARY 


Supposed, blunder for ‘deposed.’ M. for M. 
IL. 2. 162, 

Supreme. Used as a substantive. V. & A. 996. 

Sur-addition, sb. surname. Cym. I. r. 33. 

Surance, sb, assurance. T. A.V. 2. 46. 

Surcease, sb. cessation. Mac. 1. Fords UsAsetO 
cease. Luer, 1766; Cor. 111. 2. 121; R. & J. 
IV. 1. 97. 

Sure, ae. secure, safe. Two G. v, 1.12; R 3. 
Tl, 2. 86, Betrothed, married. M. W. y. 5. 
237; AS, V. 4.241. Trustworthy, x H 4. 11. 


I. I. 
Surfeiter, sb. a glutton, reveller. A. & C. m1, 


Ie 330 

Suifeit-taking, adj. indulging to excess. Lucr. 
698. 

Surmise, sb. speculation, imagination. Mac, 1. 
3. 141; T. A. IL 3. 219. 

Surmount, v.t. to surpass. L. L. L. v. 2. 677; 
R2. 11. 3. 64. vt. to be surpassing, exceed. 
1 H6. V. 3. 191. 

Surprise, v.t. to seize, capture. 
2116, 1V. 9.8. z 

Sur-reined, y.p. over-worked or oyer-ridden. 

Ls. If. 5. 19. 

Survey, v.t. to see, observe. Mac. 1. 2. 31. 

Suspect, sb. suspicion. V. & A. 1010; Sonn. 
IXX. 3, 13; R 3. 1. 3. 89. A blunder for 
‘respect.’ M. A> Iv. 2. 76, a 

Suspiration, sb. the act of drawing breath. 

am. I. 2. 79. 

Suspire, v.27. to draw breath, breathe. John, 
Ill, 4. 803 2 H 4. IV. 5. a3. 3 

Swabber, sb. one whose duty it was on board 
ship to keep the decks clean. Tp. 11. 2. 48; 
Tw. Nvi. 5. 217. F , 

Swaddling-clouts, sb, bandages in which new- 
born infants were swathed. Ham, It. 2. gor. 

Swag-bellied, adj. having a loose hanging belly, 
Oth, 11. 3. 80. 

Swart, adj. black. C. of E. ur. 2. 104; John, 
TI. 1. 46. 

Swarth, adj. black. T. A. 11. 3. 72. sb. =swath. 
Tw. N. 31. 3. 165. 

Swasher, sb. a bully, blusterer. H 5. 111. 2. 30. 

Swashing, adj, swaggering, dashing. As, 1. 3, 
x22. Smashing. RK. & J. 1. x. 70. 

Swath, sb. the quantity cut by a mower at one 
sweep of his scythe. T. & C. Vv. 5.25. Band- 
ages, swaddling clothes, Tim. Iv. 3. 252. 

Swathling clothes, sb. swaddling clothes, band- 
ages in which newly born infants are wrapped. 
1H 4. II. 2. 112, 

Sway, sb, steady and equable_ movement, 
balanced order. J.C. 1. 3.3. This sway of 
motion=this which controls or influences 


rH 4. I..1..933 


motion. John, I. x. 578. 

Swayed, p.. strained, broken. ‘'T. of S. m1. 
2. 56. iS ghee eS 

Swaying, 7.p. oscillating, inclining. H 5. 1. 


I. . = 
gmaven To move steadily on. 2H 4. 1v. x. 24. 
Swear, v.t. to adjure. Lear, 1. 1. 163. 
Swearings, sb. oaths, adjurations. ‘Iw. N. y. 

I. 277+ 
Swear fier: ‘Swear his thought over by each 

particular star’=repeat your oath with regard 

to his thought by each &c. W.T. 1. 2. 424. 
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Sweat. The past tense and participle of ‘sweat,’ 
M. of Y. 11. 2. 205; As, I. 3. 58; Tim. 11 
2. 28. 3 
Sweep, sb. a sweeping train. Tim. I. 2. 137- 
v.i. to walk in pomp. 2H 6. 1. 3. 80, 
Sweet and twenty =sweet kisses and twenty of 
them. Tw, N. 11. 3. P; * 
Sweeting, sb. a term of endearment. Tw. N. 
IL. 3. 433 Oth. II, 3. 252. 4 
Sweet-suggesting, adj. sweetly tempting. Two 
t, II. 6. 7. 

Swift, adj. quick, prompt. M. A. ut. x. 893 
S, V. 4. 65. - 

Swilled, y.». swallowed greedily, Hs. 111. x. 


T4. 

Swinge, v.t. to beat. T. of S. v. 2. 104; John, 
Il. 1. 288. 

Swinge-buckler, sb. a rioter, blusterer. 2H 4. 
Ill. 2. 24. 

Switzers, sb. Swiss guards. Ham. rv. s. 97. 

Swoopstake, adv. sweeping off all the stakes, 
indiscriminately. Ham. Ly. 5. 142. 

Sword and buckler. The weapons of vulgar 
fighting men. x H 4.1. 3. 230. 

Sworder, sb, a fencer, gladiator. 2 H 6, Iv. x. 
135; A. & C. 110. 13, 31. 

Sword-men, sb. swordsmen. A. W. IL 1. 62. 

Sworn brother, sb. one pledged to share an- 
other's fortune, an intimate friend. M.A, 1, 
1. 733 Ive. Vv. x. 20. 

Sworn out, p.p. forsworn. LL, Le. 2. 104, 

Swound, v2. to swoon. Tim. iv. 3. 373; Lucr, 


1486. 
‘Swounds, for ‘God’s wounds.’ Ham, 11. 2. 604. 
pemnathilzs; v.t. to feel sympathy with. I 2. 
V. 1, 46. 
Sympathized, p.p. equally matched. Lucr. 1113; 
» L. L. Wt. x. 52, Equally shared. C. of #. 
V. 1. 397. Suitably expressed, Sonn. LXXXII. 


It. . 
Sympathy, sb. equality. Re. 1. 1. 33; Oth. u, 
I. 232. 


Table, sb. the tablet on which a picture is 
painted. John, v. x. 03, 5043 A. Wir. 
106. A tablet or note-book. Ham, 1. . 98, 
107. The palm of the hand. M. of V. 11) 


2. 167. 
Tables, sb. backgammon. L. L. L. vy. 2. 326. 
Table-book, sb. memorandum book. W.'T. ly. 
4.610; Ham. If. 2. 136. 
Tabled, p.p. set down in writing. Cym. 1. 4. 6. 
Yabor, sb. a small drum. Tp. lv. 1.175; fi: 
Nui 1.2; M. Ava. 3. 15. 
Taborer, sb. a player on the tabor. Tp. 111. 2. 


160, 3 
Tabourines, sb. drums. 
A. & C. Iv. 8. 37. 
Tackled, adj. a tackled stair is a ludder of 
Tropes. R. & J. IL 4. 201. 
Tafieta, sb. originally any kind of plain silk. 
Tw. N. 1. 4.77; Le Tn its V. 2. 159. 
Tag, sb. the rabble. Cor. 111. 7. 248. 
aunt, sb. blemish, stain. Mac. IV. 3. 1243 
AL& Civ. x. ee; Discredit. Lear, 1. 1. 224. 
v,t. to be infected. Mac. y. 3. 3. v.t. to 
disparage. Oth. 11. x. 275. To impair, injure, 


T. & C. rv. 5. 275; 
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Oth. 1. 3.272} 1V. 2-161. M.D. tainted. 1H6. 
_ ¥. 3. 183. 
Tainture, sb. defilement. 2 16. Il, 1. 188, 
Take, v.f to captivate. Tp. V. 1. 313; W. T. 
qv. 4.119. Tostrike. BR 3. 1. 4. 1595 Tw. N. 
It. 5.75. To infect, bewitch, M. W. Iv. 4 
2} Bam. T, x. 163. ‘To betake oneself to. 
é of Ei. v. x. 36, 94. To leap. John, v. 2. 





338. ‘Take air=get abroad, Tw. N. IIL 4. 
145. ‘ake haste=make haste. Tim, Vv. 1 
ats, Take head=take liberty or license. 


John, i. 1.579. Take in=conquer, subdue. 
Cor. I. 2.24; A. & U.I. 1.23. Lake me with 
you=let me follow your meaning. ~ & de 
III. 5. 142; 1 LL 4, 11. 4. 506. Take off=re- 
moye, make away with. Mac, II. x. 105. 
ake order=take measures. M. for M. 11. 1. 
246; Re. V. 1.53. ‘Tale out=copy. Oth, 11. 
"296; Ill. 4. ro. ‘Take peace = make peace. 
8. IL. 1. 8s. Take scorn=scorn, disdain. 
‘As, 1V. 2.143 Hs. 1V. 7.107. Take thought = 
indulge in sorrow. J.C. 11. 1. 187. Take 
truce=make truce. R. & J. WL x. 1625 
John, WL 1.17; V.& A. 8. Lake up=buy 
on credit. 2 it 6. IV. 7 135-_ Make ny a 
quarrel. Tw. N. 10. 4. 320. Levy. 2H 4. 
If. 1. 199. Take to task, rebuke. G.I 
2. 135; Cym. 11. x. 4. Eneounter. 


Two G. 1. 
Cor. 11. 


I. 244. 

Talsing, sb. blasting, malignant influence. Lear, 
WL 4. 62. 
king off, sb. making away with, killing. Mac. 
I. 7. 203 Lear, V. 1. 65. 

Taking up, sb. borrowing, obtaining on credit. 
2H 4. 1.2. 46. 

Talents, sb. lockets made of hair plaited and 
set in gold. Comp. 204. ¥ 

Tall, adj. active, valiant, fine. Tw. N. 1. 3. 20. 
R 3.1. 4. 156. 

Tallow-catch, sb. a vessel filled with tallow. 
1 H 4. Il. 4. 252 E 

‘Named, p.p._ A tamed piece is a vessel of wine 
which has become flat and stale. T'. & C. 1v. 





1. 62. 

Jung, sb. a harsh sound, twang. Tp. 
vt. & v.i. to twang, sound loudly. 

I. 5. 1633 LI. 4. 78. 

Tanling, ah anything tanned by the sun. Cym. 
IV. 4. 29. 

Tardy, v.t. to delay, retard. W. T, 111. 2. 163. 

‘Turge, sb, a target or small shield. L. L. L. v. 
2. 556; A. & U, II. 6. 39. 

Tarre, v.t. to set'on dogs to fight. T. & C. 1. 3. 
392; John, 1V. x. 117. To incite. Ham. II. 


If. 2. 52. 


2 NL 


P| 


2. 370. 

Ts ree: sb. stay, tarrying. Two G. If. 7. 903 
Pass. P. 74. ‘ 

Tarry, v.i. & v.t. to stay. Two G. Ir. 3. 393 
M. of V. 1v. 2.38; J.C. v. 5.253 2H 4. TL 


2. 204. 

Tartar, sb. Tartarus. Tw. N. 11. 5. 225; Hs. II. 
2. 123. 

Task, v.t. totax. 1H 4.1v.3.92. Tochallenge. 
Sonn, LXXIL 13 R 2. Iv. 1. 52. 

Tasking, sb. challenge. 1 H 4. v. 2. 51. 

Tassel-gentle, sb. tiercel-gentle, the male pere- 
grine falcon, R. & J. II. 2. 160. 

Taste, sb. trial, proof. As, III. 2, 106, Lear, 1. 





GLOSSARY 


In some taste=in some slight degree, 





2. 47- 
J. Iv. x. 34. v.t. to try, prove. w. N. 
MI. 4.267; Ul. x. 873 1 Hy. IV. x. 119 


4 
Tattered, adj, ragged. Re. IIL. 3. 52 
Tattering, adj. tattered, hanging in gs. John, 
V. 5: 7 
Tawdry-lace, sb. a rustic necklace. W. T. rv. 


4. 253. 
Tawny coats, the livery of persons belonging to 
the ecclesiastical courts, 1 H6. 1. 3. 47 
Tax, sb. reproach, A. W. Il. 1. 173+ 
Taxation, sb. satire, censure. As, I. 2 91 
Claim, demand. Tw. N. 1. 5. 255 
Taxing, sb. satire. As, IL, 7. 86. 
‘Teen, sb. grief, vexation. Tp. 1. 2. 64; R3. 1v. 


1. 97+ 

Teeth, ‘From his teeth’ =only in appearance, 
not from the heart. A. & C. 11, 4. 10. 

Tell, v.t. to count. Tp. II. 1. 280; R3. 1 it 122, 
Leannot tell=I know not what to think. 
M. of V. I. 3. 973 Cor. V, 6.15. 

Temper, sb. temperament, J.O.1. 2. 1293 Mac. 
lll. x. 52. v.t.tomix, M. A. IL 2.213 Cyim. 


. 250. ‘Tosoften hy heat, as wax. V.&A, 





365; 2 H 4. IV. 3. 140. OF by moisture, as 
clay. 2 H6. 111.1. 311} Lear, I. 4. 326. 
Temperality, blunder for temper.’ 2 H 4, Il. 4. 


25. 

Temperance, sb. temperature. Tp. I. 1, 42 
Moderation, calmness. Cor. Ill. 3.28; Ham. 
it. 2. 8 Chastity, A. & O. mL 33. 2215 
Lucr. 884. 

‘Temperate, adj. chaste. Tp. IV. 1. 132 

Tempered, p.p. disposed. x H 4. I. 3. 235. 
Composed. yes ier d= 

Temple, sb. used of a church. M. of V. 11. 1. 
443 M. A. I. 3. 172. i 

Temporary, adj. A temporary meddler is per- 
haps one who meddles in temporal matters. 
M. for M,. v. 1. 145. 

Tenable, adj. capable of being kept. Ham. 1. 2. 


248. 

Tend, 2. to attend, wait. Ham. 1. 3. 835 IV. 3- 
47. To be attentive. Tp. 1. 1. 8 vt. to 
tend to, regard. 2H 6.1. 1. 204. To wait 
upon. A, & C. I. 2. 212. 

Tendance, sb. attention. ‘Lim. I. x. 57. Persons 

ppattending. Tim. 1. x. 8c. 

Tender, sb. regard, care. x H 4. V. 4. 49; Lear, 


I, 4. 230. 

Tender, vt. to regard, hold dear. Tp. 1. 1. 
270; AS, V. 2. if: Ham. I. 3. 107. 

Tender-hefted, adj. set in a deficate handle or 
frame. Lear, 11. 4. 174. 

Tending, sb. attention. Mace. I. 5. 38. 

Tent, sb. a probe. ‘T. & C. 11. 2. 16. 
probe. Ham. 11. 2. 626; Cor. 111. 1, 236. To 
cure. Cor. 1. 9. 31. v.é. to lodge as in a tent. 
Cor, 111. 2. 116. 

Tercel, sb. the male goshawk. T. & C, It. 2. 56. 

Termagant, sb. a ranting character in the old 
miracle plays. Ham. II 2. 15. Used ad- 
jectively. 1H 4. Vv. 4. 114. 

Terminations, sb. terms, expressions, M. A. 11. 


vt. to 





1. 256. 
Termiess, adj, indescribable. Comp. 94. 
Terrene, ad). terrestrial, earthly. a & C, 11. 
13. 153° 
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GLOSSARY 


Tertian, sb. a fever recurring every third day. 
5. IL. 1. 124. i 

Test, sb. testimony, evidence. Oth. ©. 

Lested, adj. refined. M. for M. 11. 

Lester, sb. asixpence. 2 HH 4. ILL 2. 296. 

Eetemed, p.p. presented with sixpence. Two 
3.1. 1. 153. 

Testimonied, p.p. attested, proved. ML. for M. 
III. 2, 153. A J 

Testril, sb. a sixpence. ‘Tw. N. IL 3. 34. 

Tetchy, adj. fretful, irritable. BR 3. IV. 4. 168; 

R&S. 1. 3. 32. . 

Tetter, sb, an eruption on the skin. 'E, & C.y. 
1. 27; Ham. I. 5. 71. vt. to infect with 
tetter. Cor, I. 1. 79. 

Than, adv, then. Luer. 1440. i 

Thane, sb, an old title nearly equivalent to that 
of carl. Mace. 1. 2. 45, &e. “ 

Thanking, sb. thanks. A. W. 111. 5.101; Cym. 
V. 5. 407. ? 

Tharborough, sb. thirdborough, constable. 





3. 107. 
149. 








» a Li Te. 1. 185, 
“heft, sb. the thing stolen. Ham. 11. 2. 94. 
Theoric, sb. theory, A.W, IV. 3. 162; Hs. L 
1. 523 Oth. 1. 3. 24. 
Thereabout, adv, about that part. Ham. u. 2. 


468, 
Thereafter, adv. according. 2H 4. 11. 2. 
Thereto, adv. besides, in addition. W. '. 
3915 éym. IV. 4, 33. 
Thereunto, adv. besides. Oth. 11. x. 142. 
Thews, sb. muscles, sinews. J. C. I. 3. 813 
Ham. I. 3. 12. 
Thick, adv. rapidly, fast. 2 H 4. 1 3. 243 
A. & C. 1. 5. 63. J 
Thicken, v.27. to grow thick or dark. Mace. 111. 
2,50; A. & C.1l. 3.27, | Y 
Thick-pleached, adj. thickly intertwined. M. A. 


56. 
I 


I, 2, 10, 
Thick-skin, sb. a stupid lout. M. W. tv. 5.2; 
M. N's Dr, 1112.13. 
Thievery, sb, that which is stolen. T. & C. 1y. 
abe 455 it x 
think v.i, to indulge in sorrowful thoughts. 
~& Cui 13.1. vt. think much=think 


it to bea Sreab thing. Tp. 1. 2.252. Think 
scorn=disdain. M, N's Dr. y. 1.138; 2 H6. 


IV. 2. 13. 
Thinking. sb. thought. A. W. y. 3. 128; Oth. 


I. 2. 76. 
thinks. Thinks't thee?=scems it to thee? 
Ham. V. 2. 63. ea 
Thirdborough, sb. a constable. T. of S, Ind. 1. 


12, 
This=thus. V. & A. 205. 
iThisne. Perhaps, in tite way. M. N’s Dr. 


2. 55+ 
Thorough, prep. through. L. L. L. 1. 1.235. 
‘Thou, ».t, to address one as ‘thou. Tw. Nv. 


2, 48. 

Thou h, conj. what though ?=what matters it? 
M. W. I. 1, 286; AS, III, 3. 51; H5. II. 1. 9. 
Thought, sb. care, anxiety, sorrow, melancholy. 
Tw, N, 1. 4.1155 Ham, U0. x. 85; 1V. 5.188; 
J.C. TL 1. 187; A. & C. Iv, 6.35. Witha 
thought=as swift as thought, ina moment. 
Tp. IV. 1, 164; 1 1 4. I. 4. 242, So, ‘upona 

thought.’ Mac. II. 4. 55. 
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Thoughten, y.p. be you thoughten=entertain 
the thought. Per. rv, 6. 115. : 
Thought-executing, a/j. swift as thought in 

operation. Lear, 11. 2. 4. 
Thoughtful, adj. careful. 2 TH 4. Iv. 5. 73. 
Thought-sick, adj. sick with anxiety or sadness. 

Ham. ut. 4. 51. 

Thrall, sb. slavery. Pass, P. 266. adj. enslaved. 

V.& A, 837. 

Thralled, »,.p. enslaved. Ham. 111. 4. 74. 
Thrasonical, adj, boastful. As, V. 2.34; L. L. L. 





Ve 14. 
Threaden, adj. made of thread. H 5. 11. chor. 
10; Comp. 33. A 3 
Three-farthings. The three-farthing pieces of 
Elizabeth, struck in 1561, were very thin, anil 
were distinguished from the pence by havin ¢ 
arose behind the queen’s profile. John, 1. 1. 


143. 
Three-man_beetle, a rammer worked by three 
men, 2H 4. I. 2. 255. i 
Three-man-song-men, singers of glees in three 
parts. W. To iv. 3. 44. 
Three-nooked, adj: inginte three corners, 
Europe, Asia, and Africa. .& C, IV. 6. 6. 
Three-pile, sb. the richest kind of velvet. W.'T. 


IV. 3. 14. 

Three-piled, adj. having a thick pile. M. for M. 
I, 2.33. Used figuratively, high-flown, super- 
fine. L. L. L. v. 2. 407. 2 

Threne, sb. a funeral song, dirge. Phen. 49. 

‘Thrift, sb. success. M. of V. 1. x. 175. 

Thrifty, adj. won by thrift. As, 11. 3. 39. 

Throe, v.¢. to put in agony. Tp. II. 1, 231. 
bring forth with agony. A. & C. 11. 7. 81. 

Throng, v.¢, to fillaswithacrowd. V.& A. 967. 

Thronged, ».p. crowded, entirely posseased, 

er, I, x. ror; Il. 1. 77. Pressed, as ina 
crowd, Luer. 1417. 

Throstle, sb. the song-thrush. M. N’s Dr, m1. 
1.130; M. of V. 1. 2. 65. 

Through, adv. To go through or be through 
with=to complete a bargain. M. for M. i. 
1. 285; Per. IV. 2. 473 2 H 4. 1. 2. 45. Tho- 
roughly. T. & C. 11. 3. 232; Cym. IV. 2. 160. 

Throughfare, sb. thoroughfare. M. of V. 11. 
7. 42; Cym. 1. 2. 11. 

Throughly, adv. thoroughly. ‘lp. m1, Bix: 
Ham. IV. 5. 136. 

Throw, sb. At this throw =at this cast or 
venture; a figure from dice or bowls. Tw. 
N. Vv. 1. 45. 

Thram, sh. the tufted end of a weaver's warp. 
M. N’s Dr. v. 1. 291. 

Thrummed, adj. made of loose tufts. M. W. 
IV. 2. 80. 

Thunder-stone, sb. thunderbolt. 
Cym. Iv. 2. 277. 

Thwart, adj. perverse. 
cross. Per. 1y. 4. 10. 

*Ticed, p.p. enticed. 'T, A. rr, 3-92. 

Tickle, adj. unstable, tottering. nM. for M. 1. 2. 
177; 2 H 6. 1. x. 216, ‘Tickle o' the sere’ is 
an expression used of a musket in which the 


To 


J.C. 1 3. 493 
Lear, 1. 4. 305. v.t. to 


‘sere’ or trigger is moved with the least 
touch: hence ‘lungs tickle of the sere’ are 


such as 


are easily provoked to laughter. 
Ham. 11. 


2. 337. 
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Tickle-brain, sb. said to be a cant name for 
some strong liquor, 1 4.10. 4. 438. 

Ticklish, adj. wanton. T. & C.IV. 5. 61. 

Beketack, sb. a kind of backgammon. M. for 

1.2, 196. 

Tide, sb. time, season. John, III. x. 86. ‘The 
tide of times’=the regular course of time. 
J, O, ls. 257. v.é. to betide, M. N’s Dr. 
V. 1, 205, 

Tight, adj. adroit, quick, smart. A. & C. Iv. 
4.15. Of a ship, watertight, sound. Tp. 
x, 224; T, of S. 11. 1. 381. 

Tightly, adv. briskly, smartly. M. W. 1. 3. 883 
Il. 3. 67. 

Tike, sb, acur, Lear, 111, 6. 73; H 5. 1. x. 31. 

Tilly tay, or Tilly-vally, inter. an exclamation 
of goodnatured contempt. 2 H 4. 11. 4. 905 
‘Tw. N. 11, 3. 83. 

Tilth, ob. tillage. Up. 1. 1. 152; M. for M. 1. 


440 r 

pitting, pr.p. contending. C. of EB. 1v. 2. 6. 

Timbered, p.p. too slightly timbered =made of 
too igh wood. Ham. Iv. 7. 22. 

Time, sb. used for ‘the time’ or ‘the times.’ 
Ham. 1, 1. 70, ‘The time of scorn’=the 
scornfultime. Oth. 1v.2.54. ‘The time’=the 
present condition of things. John, IV. 2. 613 
Vv. iy 110; Mac, IV. 3. 10; Ham. I. 5. 188. 

Timeless, adj. untimely. Re. 1v.1.5; R&I 
Y. 3. 162. © 

Timely, adj. opportune, welcome. Mac. ILI. 3. 

adv. early. Mace. 11. 3. 51. 

Timely-parted, adj. recently dead: 2H6. ul 
2. 161. 

Time-pleaser, sb. a time-server, one who com- 
plies with the times. ‘Tw. N. 11. 3. 160; Cor. 
Ill. 1. 45. 

Tinct, sb. colour, dye. Ham. 111. 4. 91. Tinct- 
ure. A. W, V. 3. 102; A, & C.L 5. 37- 

Tincture, sb. dye, colour. Sonn. Liy. 
G. 1V. 4. 160. 

Tire, sb. a head-dress. Two G. Iv. 4. 1903 
M. W. 11. 3. 60. Jurniture of a bedroom. 
Per, 111. 2. 22. ; 

Tire, v.t. to feed ravenously, like a bird of prey. 
V.& A. 56; 3 H6. 1. 1. 269; Tim. 111. 6. 5; 
Cym. Uf 4.97. v.t. to make to feed raven- 


ously, Lucr. 417, 
Tiring-house, sb. a dressing room. M. N’s Dr. 
UIT axes 2 
Tisick, sb. phthisic, a cough. T. & C. v. 3. zor. 
‘Tithe, v.7. to take tithes. John, 111. 1. 154- 
Tithing, sb. a subdivision of a county. fea rs 


Jil. 4. 140, | 

Title-leaf, sb. title page. 2 EH 4. I. 1. 60. 

Titles, sb. trifles. LU. L. L, 1v. 1. 85. 

To, prep. compared to. Tp. 1. 2. 4805 1 He. 
ML. 225 In addition to. John, I. 1. 1443 

5 nT. Ie Ze 

Toaze, v.t. to draw out, disentangle, as wool. 
W. T. Iv. 4. 760. 

Tod, sb. twenty-eight pounds of wool. W. T. 
IV. 3. 34. v.t. to yieldatod. W. T. IV. 3. 33. 

Tofore, adv. before. L. L. L. mt. 1.83; T. A. 
Ill. 1. 294. 

Toge, sb. a toga, gown. Cor. II. 3. 122. 

Toged, adj. wearing a toga, gowned. Oth. 1. 
I. 25. 








; Two 
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Toil, v.t.. se exercise painfully. M. N’s Dr. v. 

x. 743 Ham. I. 1..72- 5 
Token, sb. sign, pledge of love. Two G. Iv. 

79. _ Vt. to betoken. A. W. IY. 2. 63- 
adj. marked with plague spots. 
A. & ©. Ill. 10. 9 
Toll, v.z. to pay toll. A. W. v- Fe, 149. wv.t. to 
take toll, Jolm, mt. x. 154. Lo sound for. 

I 


2H 4.1. 1. 103. | = 

Tombed, DD. buried. Sonn. Iv. 13. 

Tomboys, sb. coarse strumpets. Cym. I. 6. 122. 

Tongue, v.i. to utter with the tongue. Cym. 
y. 4.148. Todenounce. M. for M. Iv. 4. 28. 

Tongues, sb. votes. Cor, If, 3. 2163 IIT. 1. 35+ 

Too much, used substantively. Ham, Lv. 7. 119- 

Too too, adv. repeated for emphasis. yo Ct. 
II. 4. 205; M. of V. 11. 6. 423 Ham. I. 2. 1293 
Luer. 374. , 

Top, v.. to surpass. ‘Mae. IV. 3. 57.3 Cor, 11. 1. 23. 

male adj. without a superior, supreme, 

. 6010, 1.3. 752. é 

Topped, p.p. having the top cut off. Per. 1. 4.9. 

‘Torcher, sb. a torchbearer. A, W. II. 1. 165 

Torch-staves, sb. staves to which torches were 
affixed. _H 5. IV. 2. 46. 

Tortive, adj. twisted. ‘T. & C. 1. 3. 9. 

Touch, sb. sensation, delicate feeling. Tp. v. r. 
21; Two G. IL. 7. 18; R3.1. 2. 7135 Mac. ly. 











2.9. Trait. As, V. 4. 275 T. & CU, Ul, 3. 175. 
A dash, spice. R 3. 1V. 4. 157. ‘Touchstone. 
1H 4. iv. 4. 10; R 3. 1V. 2. 8. “Of noble 
touch’=of tried nobility. Cor. IV. 1. 49. 
‘Brave touch’=fine testof valour. M. N’s Dr. 
Il. 2. 70. Slight hint. H 8. v. x. 13. ‘To 
know no touch’=to have no skill. R2.1. 3. 
165; Ham. Ill. 2. 371. 
Touch, v.t. to test, prove. 
Oth. TI. 3. 81. 3 
Tourney, v.2. to tilt, run ina tournament. Per. 
IL. 1. 116, 150. 
Touse, v.t. to pull, tear. M. for M. v. x. 313. 
Toward, adj. docile, tractable. V. & A. 1157; 
T. of S. V. 2, 182. adv. ready at hand, in 
preparation. M. N’s Dr. ul. 1.81; Ham. I. 


John, Ill. 1. 100; 


eer 7= 

Towardly, adj. docile. Tim. 11. x. 

Towards, adv. in preparation. R. &d. 0. 5. 124. 

Tower, v.i. to soar, as a bird of prey. Jolin, 11. 
1. 250; V. 2.149; Mac. II. 4. 12. 

Toy, sb. a trifle, idle fancy, folly. M. N’s Dr. 
V.x. 3; Mac. 1. 3. 993 John, I. x. 232; Ham. 


I. 4. 75+ 
Trace, v.t. to follow. 1H 4. 11. 1. 48; Ham. v. 


2. 125. 

Tract, sb. track. Tim. J. x. 50. Course. Sonn. 
VIL. 12; H8. 1. 1. 40. 

Trade, sb. resort, trafiic. R 2, 111. 3. 1565 2 Hy. 
I. x. 174. ‘The trade of moe preferments’= 
where more preferments are to be met with. 
H8.y. 1. 36. Business. Tw. N. ut. x. 833 
Ham. Ill. 2. 346. 





Traded, adj. practised, experienced. John, 1V. 
3 a T. & C. I, 2. 64. 

Trade-fallen, adj. fallen out of employment. 
1H 4. IV. 2. 32. 

Traducement, sb. calumny. Cor. I. 9. 22- 

Trafficker, sb. trader, merchant. MW. of V. I. 


I. 12. 
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Train, sb. an allurement, bait. Mac. Iv. 3. 118. 

wt, to entice, decoy. John, Il. 4. 1753 
. A.V. x. 104. 

Traitorly, adj. treacherous. W. T. iv. 4. 821. 

Trammel up. ‘To entangle as inanet. Mac. 1. 
Tae 

‘Tranced, DD. entranced. Lear, v. 3. 218. 

‘Tranect, sb. aferry ; adoubtful word. M. of V. 
Ill. 4. 53 

Translate, v.¢. to transform. M. N’s Dr. 111. 1. 
yoo; Ham. IU. r. 113. 

Transport, v.t. to remove from the world. 
M. tor M. 1v. 3. 72; M. N’s Dr. Iv. 2. 4. 

Transportance, sb. conveyance. T, & CU, Il. 


2. 12, 
Trash, v.t. to lop, cut off the branches. Tp. 1. 


2, 8x. To check the pace of a dog when it 
outstrips the rest. ‘T. of S. Ind. 1.17; Oth. | 
Tl. 1, 312. 


Travail, v.i. to labour, toil. A. W. I. 3. 16535 
Tim, V. x. 17. : 

Travel, sb. wandering, roaming. Oth. I, 3. 139. 
“After a demure travel of regard,’ allowing 
his look to pass gravely from one to another. 
Tw. N. u. 5.59. v.2. to stroll. Ham. 1. 2. 


343, $ 3 
Tyavel-tainted, adj. travel-stained. 2H 4. Iv. 
» 40. 3 
Traverse, v4. to march to the right or left. 
2 H 4. II._2. 291; Oth. 1.3. 378. vt. to 
parry. M. W. Il. 3..25- adv, across. As, 
TI. 4. 


Travers i p.p. crossed, folded. Tim, Vv. 4.7. 


Pray-trip, sb. a common game at dice which | 


Tw. N. 1. 
2 2076 

Treacher, sb, traitor. Lear, I. 2. 133. 

Treasonous, adj. treasonable. Mac. 1. 3. 138, 

Treasure, vt. to enrich, Sonn. Vi. 3. sb. 
treasury. Sonn. CXXXVI. 5. * 

Treasury, sb. treasure. W.T. Iv. 4. 361; Hs. 
I. 2, 165; 2 116. I, 3. 134 

Treaties, sb. entreaties. A, & C. IIl. 11, 62. 

‘Treatise, sb. discourse. V. & A. 7745 Mae. v. 


Treble, v.t. ‘trebles thee o’er’=makes thee 


thrice as great. ‘Tp. Il, 1. 221. i 
mutledated, adj. living for three ‘generations. 


Pheen. ‘17. 
Trench, v.t. to cut. VY. & A. 10525 Two G. I. 
i t furrows in. 1H 4.1. 2.7. 


2. 7, To dig, cul ar: 
io divert from its course by digging. x H 4. 
III, 1. 112. 3 ‘ 
Trenchant, adj. sharp, cutting. ‘Tim. Lv. 3. 115. 
rencher-friends, sb. parasites. Tim. 111.6. 106. 
‘Ttencher-knight, sb; a servant who waits at 
LL. L. 


table. V. 2. 464. 
Trey, sb. a three at cards or dice, L. L. L. v. 
Tributation of Tower-hill. Perhaps ‘refers to 
gome puritan congregation. H 8. Vv. 4. 65... 
Tribunal plebs, blunder for ‘tribunus plebis. 
T. A. IV. 3. 92+ . 
Trice, sb. a short space of time. Tw. N. Iv. 2. 
iY, I. 1. 219. ata 
sb. a peculiar feature, characteristic 
i look or voice. A, W. 1. 1. 107; 
Lear, IV. 6. x08. Custom, 


depended on throwing a trey. 


1333 
Trick, 
expression 0 
John, 3. 1. 853 
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habit. M. for M. v. x. 5103 2 H 4. I. 2. 240- 

Knack, art. Ham. v. 1.99. Trifle, toy. Ham. 

IV. 4. 6r; W.T. I. 1. 51. v.. to dress UD, 
adorn. Hs. 1. 6. 80. To draw, in the 
language ‘of heraldry: Ham. U. 2. 479- 

Tricking, sb. ornaments. M. W. IV. 4.79. 

Tricksy, adj. full of tricks, sportive. Tp. V. 1 
226; M. of V. Ul. 5-74... 

Trifle, v.¢. to reduce to insignificance. Mac. tT. 
4.4. so.atoy. Tp. V.1. 112; M. N’s Dr. I. 


Ie 34- 

Trigon sb. a triangle. 2 H 4. II. 4. 288, When 
the three superior planets, Mars, Jupiter, and 
Saturn, met in one of the fiery signs, Aries, 
Leo, or Sagittarius, they were said to form a 
fiery trigon. 

Trill, v.z. to trickle. ‘Lear, Iv. 3. x2 

‘Triple, adj. third. A. W. u. x. 111; A. & C. 


I. x. 126 

Triple-turned, adj. thrice false. A. & C. Iv. 12. 
13. 

Triplex, sb. triple time in music. Tw. N. v. 1. 


Il 
Tristful Ge sorrowful. Ham. II. 4. 50. 
‘{riumph, sb. a trump card. A. & C. IV. 14. 20. 
Triumyiry, sb. a body of three. L. L. L. 1v. 3. 


53- 

Trojan, sb..a cant term for a boon companion 
or irregular liver. x H 4. 11. 1. 77. 

Troll, v.¢. to sing in turn, Tp. 111. 2. 126. 

Troll-my-dames, sb. the French game of trow 
madame. Ww. T. Iv..3. 92. Lt appears to 
have been like the modern bagatelle. 

Troop, v.i. tomarch in company. 2 H 4. Iv. x. 
62; Lear, I. 1.134. 

Tropically, adv. figuratively. Ham. 111. 2. 247. 

Troth, sb. truth. M. N’s Dr. 11, 2. 363 Cor. Iv. 
5.198 Iaith, Lucr. 571; M. N’s Dr. 1. 2 


42. 
Troth-plight, sb. betrothal. W. T.1. 2.278. p.p. 
betrothed. W. T. Vv. 3. 1513 Hs. Ii. x. 21. 
Trow, v.i. to think, believe. Lear, I. 4. 135. 
To know. 8. I. x. 184. ‘Trow you do 
you know? can you tell? As, 1II. 2. 189. ‘I 
trow’ is an expression of slight surprise or 
contempt. R. &J. IL 5.64; M. W. 1. 4. 1405 
Il. 1. 64. 

Truant, v.7. to play the truant. C. of E. 111. 2. 


17. 

Truckle-bed, sb. a low bed which runs on castors 
and can be pushes underanother. M. W.1v. 
5.7; Rh. &J. I. 13% 

True, adj. honest. M. W. 1. x. 149. M. A. U1. 


3. 54 
Truepenny, sb. an honest fellow. Ham. 1. 5. 150. 
Said also to be a mining term, denoting an 
indication in the soil where ore is to be found. 
Truncheon, v.t. to cudgel. 2H 4. 1. 4. 154. 
Truncheoner, sd. a person carrying a truncheon. 
8. Ve 4. 54° 
Trundle-tail, sb. a long-tailed dog. Lear, 111. 6. 


73+ 
Trunk sleeve, sb. a full sleeve. T. of S. iv. 3. 


142. 

Trustless, adj. faithless. Lucr. 2. 5 

Try, sb. trial, test. Tim. V. x. 11. ‘To bring to 
try’ is to bring a ship as close to the wind as 
possible, so as to lie to. ‘'p, I. 1. 38. 
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Tub-fast, sb. the abstinence which attended the 
use of the tub or salt bath employed in the 
cure of venereal disease. Tim. lv. 3. 87. 

Tuck, sb. arapier. Tw. N, UL 4.244. 1H 4. 
Il. 4. 274+ “ ; 

Tucket, sb. a preliminary flourish on the 
trumpet. H 5. Lv. 2. ra 

Tuition, sb. protection. M.A. 1. r. gies % 

Tumbler, sb. a tumbler’s poophrae decked with 
particoloured ribands, _L. L. Li. 1. 1. 190. 

Tun-dish, sb. afunnel. M. for M, 111. 2. 182. 

Turk, sb. the Grand ‘Turk, the Sultan. 2 H 4. 
IL. 2.3313 Hs. ¥. 2. 222. To turn Turk is 
to prove a renegade, to change completely for 
the worse. Hanmi. 111. 2. 287. M. A. Il. 4. 
57. Lurk Gregory = Pope Gregory VIL 1H 4. 
V. 3. 46. 

Turlygod, a name given to mad beggars. Lear, 


Il. 3. 21. 

Turn, v.t. to modulate or adapt. As, I. 5. 3. 
To return, give back, R 2. Iv. 1. 99. Vit. to 
change, alter. Two G. 1. 2. 4. ‘Lo return. 
H 5. ll. 2. 82; R3.1V. 4. 184. 

Turnbull Street, Luromill Street near Clerken- 
well, notorious for prostitutes. 2 H 4. IL 2. 


329. 

Twangling, adj. twanging, jingling. Tp. 11. 
2.146; L. of S. IL. x. 159. 

Tweak, v.t. to twitch. Ham. I1. 2. 6or. 

"Tween, prep. between. V. & A. 269; Ham. 
V. 2. 42, 3 % 

Twelve score, twelve score vs MW. m1. 
2.34; 1H 4. UL. 4. 508; 2H 4. UT, 2. 52. 

Twiggen, adj. made of twigs or wicker work. 

th. 1. 3. 152. 

Twilled, adj. a word of which the meaning is 
unknown. Tp. IV. 1.64. It hasbeen variously 
supposed to signify ‘covered with sedge or 
reeds,’ or ‘ridged,” or ‘fringed with matted 
grass,’ or ‘smeared with mud.’ 

Twink, sb. a twinkling, an instant. Tp. Iv. x. 
433 L. ofS. I, 1. 312. e 

Twire, v.z. to twinkle. Sonn, XXVIII. x2. 

Twist, sb. a thread, Cor. V. 6. 96. 

Twixt, prep. betwixt. V.& A. 76; Tp. 1. 2. 


240. 

Type, sb. badge, distinguishing mark. R 3. rv. 
4. 2445 H8. 1. 3. 31. 

Tyrannically, adv. violently. Ham. 11. 2. 356. 

‘fyrannous, adj. tyrannical. W. 'T. m1. 3. 28. 
Cruel, inhuman. R 3. ly. 3.1; Ham. u. 2. 
482. 





Umber, sb. a brown colour or pigment. As, I. 
Be 134. 3 

Umbered, y.y. darkened, embrowned. H 5. 
1V. chor. 9. 

Umbrage, sb. shadow. Ham. v. 2. 125. 

wae adj. weak, feeble. H 5. epil. x; Lear, 
I, 1. 61 

Unaccommodated, .p. unfurnished with what 
is necessary, Lear, 111. 4. 111. 

Unactive, adj. inactive. Cor. I. x. 102. 

Unadvised, adj. without intention. Lucr. 1488 ; 
Two G. IV. 4.127. Inconsiderate, rash. John, 


Il. 1.45% V- 2.132 
Unadvised] 


ly, adv. inconsiderately. R 3. Iv. 4. 
292. 


Unagreeable, adj. unsuitable. Tim. 11. 2. 41. 

Unaneled, adj. without having received extreme 
unction. Ham. I. 5. 77. 

Unapproved, adj. unconfirmed. Comp. 53. 

Unaptness, sb. disinclination. Tim. 11, 2. 140. 

Unattainted, adj. unimpaired, unprejudiced. 
R. & J. 1. 2.90. | 

Unavoided, adj. inevitable. R 2. I. 1. 2683 

3. 1V. 4. 217. 
Unbanded, adj. without a band. As, III. 2. 398. 
Unbarbed, adj. unarmoured, bare. Cor. ILL. 2. 


99. 
Unbated, adj. unblunted. Ham. rv. 7, 139; V. 
2. 328. 
Unbegot, adj. unbegotten. R 2. 111, 3. 88. 
Unbid, adj. uninvited. 3 H 6. vy. 1. 18. 
Unbidden, adj. uninvited. x H 6. 11. 2. 55. 
Unblown, adj. unopened. B 3, Iv. 4. 10. 
Unbolt, v.7. to open, reveal. ‘Tim. 1. 1. 51. 
Unbolted, adj. unsifted, coarse. Lear, 1. 2. 71. 
Unbonneted, adj. without taking off the cap, 
on equal terms. Oth. I. 2. aan 
Unbookish, adj. ignorant, unskilled. Oth. Iv. 
I, 102. 
Unbraced, adj. unbutioned. J. C. 1. 3. 483 
Ham. I. 1. 78. : 
Unbraided, ad: perhaps for ‘embrojdered.’ 
W. T. IV. 4. 204. F 
Unbreathed, adj. unexercised, untrained. 
M. N’s Dr. v. 1. 74. 
Unbroke, adj. unbroken. R2, Iv. x. 215. 
Uncapable, adj. incapable. M. of Y. 1V, x. 5. 
Oth. IV. 2. 235. 
Une e, v.2. to throw off the hounds, uncouple. 
. W. Ill. 3. 176. 
Unease, v.i. to undress. L. L. L. v. 2. 7073 
_T. of S. 1 1. 212. 
Uncharge, v.t. to acquit of blame, make no 
accusation against. Hamu ly. 7. 68. 
Uncharged, adj. unassailed. Tim. V. 4. 55- 
Unchary, adv. heedlessly. Tw. N. 11 4, 222. 
Unchecked, adj. uncontradicted. M. of V. u1. 


I. 2. 
Unchilded, p.p. deprived of children. Cor. v. 


6. 153 - 
Uneivi adj. unmannerly, rude, uncivilized. 
Two G. Vv. 4.17; Tw. N. Ib 3. 132; 2 6. 


Ill. 1. 310. 

Unelasy, v.t. to disclose, reveal. M, A, I. 1 
3253 W. ©. 111, 2, 168. : 
ue ey pee to unwind, unfasten, undo. Tim. 

+ I. 105, 

Uncoined, adj. not stamped and passed from 
one to another like current coin, but plain 
mney ici had received no impression. 

- + 2 Ol. 
Uncolied, adj. deprived of one’s horse. x H 4. 
> 2. 42. 
Uncomprehensive, adj. 


incomprehensible. 
Pr. & C. 11. 3. 198. : 


| Unconfinable, adj. unrestrainable. M. W. 11. 


2.21. 

Unconfirmed, adj. inexperienced. M. A. T1I. 3- 
1243 L, L. L. ly. 2. 39. 

Uncouth, adj. unknown, strange. As, II. 6. 63 
T. A. IL 3. 213. 





Unction, sb. an ointment, salve. Ham. UL. 4. 
1455 1V. 7. 142. 
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Uncurse, v7.2. to free fromacurse. R 3. UL 2, 


137- 
Undeaf, v7.2. to free from deafness. R 2. 11. 


1. 16. 
Undeeded, adj. not marked by any feat of arms. 
Mac. v, 7. 20. 
Under, adj. ‘the under fiends’=the fiends 
below. Cor. IV. 5.98. 
alae v.t. to undergo, endure. John, 111. 
1. 653 ow rd 
Underborne, es 
M. A. 11. 4. 21. 
Undererest, v.t. to wear asa crest. Cor. I. 9. 72. 
Undergo, v.t. to undertake. Two G, v. 4.423 
dn Oa Xe & 123. ‘Lo endure, sustain, enjoy. 
M, for M. i. x. 243 Ham. ©. 4. 34. 
Undergoing, adj. enduring. Tp. I. 2. 157. 
Under-skinker, sb. an cinerea or tapster. 
1H 4. I. 4. 26. 
Undertake, v.t. to engage with. M. W. 11. s. 
127; Tw. N.I. 3.61. To assume. T. of 8. 


Boriereds or perhaps lined. 


LV. 2. 106. 

Undertaker, sb. one who takes upon himself the 
business of others, as surety oragent. ‘Tw. N. 
II. 4. 349 ‘Let me be his undertaker’ =let 
me be responsible for him. Oth. Iv. 1. 224. 

Undervalued, adj. inferior in value. M. of V. 
It, 1653 II. 7. 53 F 3 

Underwrite, v.t. to subscribe to, submit to, 
T. & C. M1. 3. 137. P 

Underwrought, p.y. undermined. John, 1. 1. 


93. : 

Undeserver, sb. a person of no merit. 2H 4. 
Il. 4. 406; J. C, IV. ?; 12, 

Undeserving, adj. undeserved. L. L. L. v. 2. 
366. Taken by some as a substantive, in the 
sense of ‘ want of merit.’ i 

Undisposed, adj. not inclined to merriment. 
G. of E. 1. 2.. 80. ge 

Undistinguished, adj. that cannot be distinctly 
traced, inexplicable. Lear, 1V. 6. 278. 

Unilividable, adj. undivided. C. of E. 1.2. 124. 

Undone, p.p. solved. Per. I. 1. 117. 

Uneared, ».p. unploughed. Sonn. se 

Uneath, adv. hardly, with difficulty. 2H 6. 1. 
4. 8. | eee 

Uneffectual, adj. ineffectual. Ham. t. 5. 90. 

Unexperient, ad nexperienced. Comp. 318. 

Unexpressive, adj. inexpressible. As, IIL. 2. 10. 

Unfair, v.¢, to deprive of beauty, ‘Sonn. v. 4. 

Unfathered, adj. not produced in the ordinary 
course of nature. 2H 4. IV. 4. 122. 

Unfellowed, adj. without an equal. Ham. v. 





2. 150. 
Unfenced, adj. unprotected, defenceless. John, 
IT. 1. 386. 5 
Unfolding, adj. ‘the unfolding star’ is the star 
which by its rising marks the time for letting 
the sheep out of the fold. M. for M. 1v. 2. 


218. 

Unfool, v.2. to take away the reproach of folly. 
M. W.1V. 2.120. | 

Unfurnish, v.t. to deprive. W. T. v. 1. 123. 

Unfurnished, p.p. unprovided with a com- 
panion. M. of V. Il. 2. 126. 

Ungenitured, adj. without the power of pro- 
-erention. M. for M. 111.2. 184. 

Ungird, vt. to relax. Tw. N. iv. 3. 16. 
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Ungored, adj. unwounded, Ham. V. 2. 26r- 
Ungot, p.p. unbegotten. M. for M, v. 1. 142+ 
Ungotten, p.p. unbegotten. H 5. I. 2. 287. 
Ungracious, adj. graceless, wicked. Tw. N. Iv. 
_x. 51; Ham, I. 3. 47- 5 
Ungravely, adv. without dignity or seriousness, 


Cor, 11. 3. 233. 2 : 
Unhair, v.2. to strip the hair from, A. & C. 11. 


5. 64. 
Unharvred! adj. unbearded. Jolin, V. 2. 133. 
Unhandsome, adj. unbecoming, As, epil. 23 
1H 4.1.3 44. Ungencrous. Oth. 111. 4,151 
Unhappied, p.p. rendered unhappy, BR 2. 11 


I. 10, 

Unhappily, adv. unluckily, unfortunately. 
Ham. Iv. 5. 13; Lear, I. 2. 157 i 

Unhappiness, sb. mischievousness, capacity for 
evil. R3.1, 2.25. Mischief. M.A. 11. 1. ar. 

Unhappy, cE mischievous, unlucky. A. W, 
Iv. 5.66; Cym. V. 5. 153. 

Unhaiched, p.p. undisclosed. Oth. 111. 4. 141. 
Unhacked. Tw. N. 111. 4. 257. 

Unheart, v.t. to dishearten. Chr. Vi 1 4 ‘ 

M. N’s Dr. 1. 1. 


Unheedy, adj. inconsiderate. 
237- iy 
Unhelpful, adj. unavailing. 2 H 6. 111. 1, 218. 
Unhoused, adj. without the care of ahousehold, 
unmarried. Oth. I. 2. 26, k 
Unhouseled, Pp. without having received the 
sacrament. am. 1. 5. 77+ 
Unhurtful, adj. harmless. M. for M. 111, 2. 


175+ 

Unimproved, .p. unchecked, ungovernable. 
Ham. I. 1. 96. " 

Unintelligent, adj. not being aware. W. T.1. 1. 
16. 

Union, sb. a large pearl. Ham. v. 2. 283. 


Unjointed, adj. disjointed, incoherent. x H 4. 
I. 3. 65. 

Unjust, adj. dishonest. W. T. Iv. 4. 688; 
1 H 4. IV._2. 30. 

Unjustly, dishionestly, unfairly. A. W. 


adv. 
IV. 2. 76. 2 
Unkennel, v.7". to disclose, Ham. 111. 2. 86. 
Unkind, adj. unnatural. Lear, 1.1. 2635 IU. 4. 
734 As, 1. 7.175. _Childless. V. & A. 204. 
Unkinged, ».p. deprived of royalty, dethroned. 
Ra. 1Vv. 1. 220; V. 5. 37+ 
Unkinglike, adj. lane y. Cym.. Il. 5. 7- 
Unkiss, v.¢. to undo by akiss. R2 v.12. 74. 
Unlace, v.t. to undo. Oth. 11. 3. 194. 
Unlike, adj. unlikely. M. for M. v. 1. 
Cor. 11. 1. 48. bi 
Unlived, p.p. deprived of life. Luer. 1754. 
Unlooked, adj. unexpected. 3. 1. 3. 214. 
Unlustrous, adj. dim, wanting lustre. Cym. 1. 


525 


6. 109. 
Unmanned, adj. untamed, untrained, used of 
afalcon. R. & J. ML. 2. 14. 
Unmastered, adj. unrestrained. Ham. 1, 3. 32. 
Unmeasurable, adj. immeasurable. M. W. 11. 
- x. 1093 Tim. 1V. 3. 178. 

Unmeet, adj. unfit. M.A. Iv. 1. 184. 
Unmetitable, adj. devoid of merit. KR 3. 111. 7. 
155; J. C. lV. 1. 12. i 
Unmeriting, adj. undeserving. 
Unmuzzled, adj. unrestrained. 

130. 


Cor. Il. 1.47 , 
Tw. N. Ut. 1. 
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Unnerved, adj. strengthless. Ham. 11. 2. 496. 

Unnoble, Gp ignoble. A, & U. IIL. x1, 50. 

Unnumbered, adj. innumerable. J.C. U1. x. 
63; Lear, IV. 6. 21. é 

Unowed, adj. unowned, haying no owner. 


John, 1V. 3. 147 
Unparazoned, cae mat¢hless. Cym. I. 4. 873 
“II. 2. 17. 
Unpartial, adj, impartial. H 8. 11. 2. 107. 


Unpathed, adj. trackless. W. T. Iv. 4. 578. 
Unpaved, adj. without stones. Cym. 1, 3. 34. 
Unpay, v.t. todo away by payment. 2H 4. 11. 


1. 130 z 
Unpeaceable, adj. quarrelsome. Tim. I. 1. 280. 
Unperfect, adj. imperfect. Sonn, XXIII. x. 
Unperfectness, sb. imperfection. Oth. 11. 3. 298. 
Unpinked, ae not pinked or pierced with eye- 

let holes. ‘T. of S. Iv, 1, 136. 

Unpitied, adj. unmerciful. M. for M. 1v. 2. 


13. lilo, Y 
Unplaustye, adj. wnapplauding, disapproving. 
» &C, UT. 3.43. | i A 
mUpporcieds adj. devoid of policy or foresight. 
js Ve 2e BIT x 

Unpossessing, adj. without possessions. Lear, 
Il. 1. 69. ’ 

Unpossible, adj. impossible. R 2. 11. 2. 126. 

Unpregnant, adj. unable to conceive, haying no 
sense or understanding. M. for M. iv. 4.233 
Ham. I. 2. 595., fe, 

Unprevailing, adj. unavailing. Ham. I. 2. 107. 


GLOSSARY 


Unreprievable, adj. not to be reprieved. John, 
V. 7. 48. 

Unresisted, adj. irresistible. ‘Lucr. 282. 
nrespected, adj. unregarded, Sonn, XLII. 2; 
LIV. 10. 

Unrespective, adj. heedless. I] 
An ‘unrespective sieve’ or void 
which things are carelessly thrown. 


R 3+, 1V. 2, 29+ 
ris one ito 
T. & C. 


Il. 2. 71. 2 
Unrest, sb. disquict. R 2. 1. 4. 22; R 3. IV. 4 
2935 Lucr. 1725+ 
Unreverend, adj. irreverent. Two G. IL 6. 143 
M. for M. v. 1. 307. 
Unreverent, adj. irreverent. ‘I. of S. mm. 2. 
Re. Vv. 1 


114; Re. Ul. 1. 123. 
63. 
Unrolled, p.p. struck off the roll. W. T. Iv. 3. 








Unrightful, adj. illegitimate. 


130. 

Unroosted, Re driven from the roost, hen- 
pecked. W.'T. 11. 3. 74. 

Unroot, v.¢. to uproot. A. W. Y. x. 6, 

Unrough, adj. beardless. Mae. v. 2. 10. 

Unsatiate, adj. insatiate. R 3. IIL 5. 87. 

Unscanned, adj. unobservant, inconsiderate. 

; Cor. III, 3. 313., 

Unseam, v.t, to rip open. Mac. I. 2. 22. 

Unseasonable, adj. not in season. ‘Lucr. 581. 

| Unseasoned, adj. unseasonable. 2 H 4. IIL. x 

|_x05. Untrained. A. W. 1. 1. 80. 

| Unsecret, adj. wanting in secrecy, or reticence. 

T. & C. ur. 2. 133. 





Unprizable, adj. invaluable. Cym. I. 4. 993 
Tw. N. v.x. 58. 

Unprized, adj. unvalued. Lear, 1. 1. 262. Or 
perhaps, priceless. 

Unprofited, adj. profitless. Tw. N. 1. 4. 22. 

Unproper, adj. not one’s own, common. Oth. 
IV. x. 69. 

Unproperly, adv. improperly. Cor. v. 3. 54. 

Unproportioned, adj. unsuitable, not in har- 
mony with the occasion. Ham. I. 3. 60. 

Unprovide, v.¢. tounfurnish, make unprepared. 
Oth, Iv. x. 218, 

Unprovided, ».p. unprepared. H 5. Iv. x. 183. 

nfurnished. Per. 11. 1. 166. 
Unprovident, adj. improvident. Sonn. x. 2. 
Wnqualltied adj, deprived of one’s -faculties. 
» III. 11. 44. 

Unquestionable, adh. averse to conversation. 
As, II. 2. 393. | 

Unquiet, sd. cisquiet Per. prol. 0. 31. adj. 
restless, M. of V\ 111. 2. 308. 

Unquietness, sb. disquict, disturbance. M. A. 
I. 3. 50; Oth. Il. 4. 133. 

Ware adj. depressed, not elevated. H 5. 
prol, 9. 

Unraked, adj, not raked together, not made 
up for the night, M. W. v. 5. 48. 

unten adj. undressed. 1 H 6, II. 1. 39, 40. 

Unrecalling, adj. past recall. ‘Lucr. 993. 





Unreclaimed, adj. untamed. 


3 ne t jam. II. 1. 34. 
Unreconciliable, adj. irreconcileable. A. & C. 


‘V. 1. 47. 
Unrecuring, adj. incurable. T. A. 111. x. 90. 
Unremoveable, adj. irremoveable. Lear, 1. 4. 


94. 
Unremoyeably, adv. irremoveably. Tim. v. x. 
227. 
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Unseeming, pr.p. not seeming. L. L, L. 11. 1. 


156. 
Unseminared, y.p. deprived of seed or virility. 
A. & C1. 5.11. 
Unseparable, adj. inseparable. Cor. IV. 4. 16. 
Unset, p.p. unplanted. Sonn. xvi. 6. 
Unsevered, adj. inseparable. Cor, 111. 2. 42. 
Unshaked, .». unshaken. J. C. 11. 1. 703 
Cym. I. 3. 68. 
Unshape, v.é. to disorder, derange. M. for M. 
IV. 4. 23. 
Unshaped, adj. without form, artless. Ham. 
IV. 5. 8. 
Unshapen, adj. misshapen. RB 3. I. 2. 251. 
Unshunnable, adj. inevitable. Oth, 11 3, 275. 
Unshunned, adj. inevitable. M. for M. 111. 2. 63. 
Unsifted, ».p. untried, inexperienced. Ham. I. 


3. 102. 
Unsisting, adj. unresting. M. for M. rv. 2. 92. 
A doubtful word. S ee 
Unsmirched, adj. unsoiled. Ham. rv. 5. 119. 
Unsorted, adj. unsuitable. x H 4. 11. 3. 13. 
Unsphere, v.é. to remove from its orbit. W. T. 


I. 2. 48. 

Unspoke, PD. unspoken, Lear, I. x. 239. 

Unsquared, p.p. unsuitable. T. & C. 1. 3. 159. 

Unstanched, ».p. that cannot hold water. tp. 
I. 3.51. Unquenchable. 3 H 6. 11. 6. 83. 

Unstate, v.t. to deprive of dignity. Lear, I. 2. 
108; A. & C. III. 13. 30. 

Unsubstantial, adj. insubstantial, immaterial. 
R. & J. V. 3. 103; Lear, Iv. x. 7. 

' Unsure, adj. insecure, unsafe, 2H 4.1. 3. 893 

Ham. 1v. 4. 15x. Uncertain. John, 1. 1. 

283; Oth. III. 3. 5r; Mac. v. 4. 19. 

Unsured, p.p. rendered insecure, John, 11. r. 
47 
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Unswear, v.é. to recant, retract. 
2453 Oth. IV. x. 31. 

Untainted, p.p. unblemished. Sonn. XIx. rr. 
Not stained by any charge of crime. [ 3. 111. 


John, It. x. 


6. 9. 
Untangle, v.t. to disentangle, unravel. Tw. N. 
IL. 2. ti H R.& J.1. 4.9% 

Untaught, adj. rude, unmannerly. M. for M. 
II. 4. 29; 1 Hq. 1. 3. 433 R. Wd. V. 3. 214. 
Untempering, adj. incapable of exercising any 
softening influence. i 5. Ve 2. 241. - 
Untent, v.t. to bring out of a tent. T..& C. 1m. 


3. 178. 

Untented, adj. that cannot be tented or probed, 
incurable. Lear, 1. 4. 322. 

Unthread, v.t..to withdraw the thread from. 
John, V. 4. 11 

Unthyrift, sb. a prodigal, spendthrift. Sonn, 1x. 
9; XIII. 13; R 2. 1. 3. x22. adj. Brodin 
good for nothing. Tim. 1v. 3. 311; M. of V. 
V. 1. 16, 

Unthrifty, adj. good for nothing. M. of V. 1. 
3.1773 Ra. V. 3. 1 

Untie, vt. to solve. Cym. v. 4. 149. To 
dissolve, break. ‘Tp. V. 1. 253. 

Untirable, adj, indefatigable. “Tim. 1. x. rr. 

Untoward, adj. yefractory, unmannerly. ‘T. of 
5. Iv. ke 79; John, I. z. 243. 

Untraded, adj. unhackneyed.- T. & C. IV. 5. 


178. 

Untread, v.t. to retrace. M. of V. Il. 6. 10; 
John, V. 4. 523 VY. & A. 908. | 

Untreasured, ».y. robbed, deprived as of a 
treasure. As, II. 2. 7. 

Untried, p.p. unexamined. W. T. rv. 1. 6. 

Untrimmed, y.p. with hair dishevelled or 
hanging loose, as was the custom with brides. 
John, II. 1. 209. 

Untrod, adj. untrodden, pathless. J. C. 111. x. 


136. : 
Untrussing, sb. unfastening the points of one’s 
dress. MM. for M. If. 2. 190. 
Untucked, p.p. dishevelled. Comp. 3:. 
Unvalued, adj. inestimable. RB 3. 1. 4. 27. 
Unwares, adv. unintentionally. 3 H 6. I. 5. 


62. 

Unwarily, adv. unexpectedly, at unawares. 
John, V.7- 63, M 

Unweighed, adj. inconsiderate, reckless. M. W. 
TI. 1. 23. 

Unweighing, adj. thoughtless. M. for M. 1. 


2. 147s 

Unwitted, ».p. deprived of iutelligence. Oth. 
Il. 3. 182. 

Unworthy, adj. undeserved. RB 3. 1. 2. 88. 

Unyoke, v.i. to put off the yoke, as at the 
end of aday’s work, Ham. V. 1. 59. v.¢. to 
disjoin. John, 11. x. 241. 

Unyoked, adj. uncontrolled, licentious. 1 H 4. 
I, 2. 220. ' 

Up, adv. upinarms. 1 H 4. U1. 2. 120; 2H 4. 
J. x. 189; R 3. IV. 4. 530. 

Up-cast, sb. the final” throw at the game of 

owls. Cym. II. 1. 2. 
Upfill, v.t. to fillup. R. & J. 11 3. 7. 


Uphoarded, .p. hoarded, stored up. Ham. 1. 


5 1, 136. 
Up-locked, ».p. locked up. Sonn. 111. 2. 
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Upmost, adj. uppermost, topmost. J. @. Il. 2. 
24. 

Up-pricked, p.p. pricked up, V. & A, 271. 

Upright, adv. upward, straight up. Lear, Iv. 
6.27; 2 H6. Ill. 1. 365. 

Uprise, sb. the rising of the sun. T. A. WI. 3. 
159; A. & C. IV. 12. 18. 


Uprising, sb. ascent. L. L. I, Iv. 1. 2. 
Uproar, v.¢. to throw into confusion. Mac. Iv. 


3+ 99+ 
Upshoot, sb. the decisive shot. L. L. L. rv. x 


“7138s, Z , 

Upspring. sb. a boisterous bacchanalian dance. 
sed adjectively. Ham. I. 4. 9. 

.p. standing on end. Tp. I, 2. 213. 


Upstaring, 
ne 2H4. IV. 


Upswarmed, p.p. raised in swarms, 


2. 30. 

Up-till, prep. up to, against. Pass. P. 382. 

Upward, adv. upwards. H 8. 11. 4. 36. 3b. top. 
Lear, V. 3. 136. 

Urchin, sb. a hedgehog. Tp. I. 2. 326; T. AIL 
3.10%. A goblin. M. W. IV. 4.49 |. 

Urchin-shows, sb. apparitions of urchins or 
goblins. Tp. 11. 2. 5. f 

Urchin-snouted, adj. with a snout like an 
urchin or hedgehog. V. & A. r105. 

Usance, sb. interest. M. of V. I. 3. 46, 109, 142. 

Use, sb. interest. M. for M. 1. 1. 415 M. A. 
Il. x. 288; Tw. N. 1. x. v1, to behave 
oneself. H 8, 11.1. 176. ‘In use’=in trust, 
not in absolute possession. M. of V. Iv. r. 
383; A. & C. 1. 3. 44. 

Uses, sb. manners, usages. Ham. I. 2, 134. 

Usuring, adj. taking usury, usurious. Tim. 111. 
_§. 110; IV. 3. 516. 2 

Utis, sb. boisterous merriment, outcry. 2 H 4. 
Il. 4. 22. 

Utterance, sb. ‘To the utterance’=F'r. & ou- 
trance. Mac. 11. 1.72. ‘At utterance’=at 
all hazards. Cym. Ill. x. 73. 


Vacancy, sb. leisure. A. & C. 1. 4. 26. 

Vade, v.2. to fade. Pass. P. 131, 132. 

Vagrom, blunder for “vagrant, M.A. 111. 3. 26. 

Vail, sb. the setting or going down of the sun. 

. & GC. v. 8 7. vt. to let fall, lower. 

M. of V. 1. x. 28; 1 H6. V. 3. 25; Ham. 1. 2. 
70. v.t.tobow. Per. Iv. prol. 29. 

Vails, sb. profits or perquisites received by 
servants. Per. IL. 1. 157. 

Mat adj. ‘for yain’=to no purpose. M. for 

~ II. 4. 12. 

Vainly, adv. erroneously. 2H 4. Iv. 5. 239. 

Vainness, sb. boastfulness. Tw. N. 111. 4. 389. 
Vanity. H 5. chor. 20. 

Valance, sb. fringes. ‘T. of S. IT. 1. 356. 

Valanced, p.p. fringed. 442. 

Valiantness, sb. bravery. Cor. 111. 2. 129. 

Validity, sb. strength, efficacy. Ham. III. 2. 
199. Value, A. W. V. 3.192; Tw. N. 1.1. 12. 

Valued, p.p. ‘the valued file’ is the catalogue 
in which the items are distinguished _accord- 
ing to their worth, a price list. Mac. U1. 





vane ob. the vanguard, first line of battle. 
A. & C. IV. 6. 9. 

Vantage, sb, advantage, profit. John, I. x, sea 
Cor. 1. 1. 364. Opportunity, occasion. M. W. 
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rv. 6. 43; M. of V. 111.2. x76. ‘Of vantage, | Ventages, sb. apertures. Ham. ITT. 2. 373. 

from an advantageous position. Ham. Il. 3. Ventricle, sb. a cavity. The old anatomists 

33. ‘Lo the vantage ”'to boot, into the bar- divided the brain into three ventricles, in the 
in. Oth. Iv. 3. 86. uperiority. M. N’s Dr. | hindmost of which, the cerebellum, they 


T, x. 102; H5. Ul. 6. 1533 Iv. 1. 2973 2H 4. placed memory, L. L. L. Iv. 2, 70. 
i i s Verbal, adj. playing with words. Cyl. II. 3. 


Il. 3 53 
vantbrace, sb. armour for the fore arm. T &C.| 1. 
Verge, sb. compass. Ro. I. x. 102; R3.1V. 1 


I. 3. 297+ 
Vara, ao, very. L. L. L. ¥. 2. 487- 50. A 
Variance, sb. quarrel. A. &C, IL 6. 138. Verified, perhaps blunder for ‘certified.’ M. A. 
Varlet, sb. a.scrvant. Hs. Iv. 2.23 7 SG Weil o||| in. Xe) 22s 
tr. Used as a term of reproach, like knave. Veronesa, a ship of Verona. Oth. 11. 1, 26. 
Mp. rv. 1.1703 ML A. 1V. 2. 74 Versal, blunder for ‘universal? R. & or 
Varletry, sb. rabble. A. & C. V. 2. 56. _219- , 
YVarnished, p.p. painted. M. of Y. Il. 5. 33. Verse, vt. ‘Versing love’ =making love in 
Vary, sb. variation, caprice. Lear, 11. 2.85. | Verse. M. N’s Dr. 11. 1. 67+ 
Vassalage, sb. vassals, subjects. T. & C. UL. 2. Very, adj. true. Two G, Ill. 2 4u; M. of V. 
400 Ill. 2. 226. 
Vast, adj. waste, desolate, and in a secondary | Via! intey. away with you, get forward ; on! 
} sense limitless. R31. 4.393 Le As 1Ve 3, 533) M. W. 1. 2.1593 M. of Vi I. 2. 17 
y. 2. 36; John, IV. 3. 152. sb. a boundless | Viand, sb. food, victuals. Cor. I. 1. 103. 
ocean, W. T. 1.1. 333 Per. 11. 1. 1. ‘Vast | Vice, sb. the buffoon in the old morality plays. 
of night’ is the desolate and dark period of | Tw. N. Iv. 2. 3343 B 3. mt. x. 82; Ham, 
night, when no living thing can be seen. Tp. | 4.98 v.t. to screw. Ww. T. I. 2. 416. 
I. 2.327; Ham, I. 2. 1 8. é | Vicious, adj. blameable, wrong. Oth. TIT. 3. 
Vastidity, sb. vastness, immensity. M. for M. | _ 1453 Cym. Vv. 5- 65: 
Ul. x. 69. € ‘Victual, sb. victuals. “M.A. 1. 1. 50. 
Vastly, adv. desolately, like a waste. Lucr. | Vie, v.t. to stake at cards, hence, to challenge, 
1740. contend with. A. & C. Vv. 2. 983 T. of S. 11. 
Vasty, adj. vast, boundless. M. of V. UL 7-413) 3+ 3123 Per. Il. 1. 26. 
x H 4. MW. 1. 52 Viewless, adj. invisible. MM. for M, 111. 1. 124- 
Vaultazes, sb. vaults, caverns. Hs. I. 4. 124. | Vigitant, blunder for ‘vigilant.’ M. A. UI. 3. 


















Vaulty adporebe, vaulted. John, III. 4. 305 ie 
v.2.52; R. &J.Ul 5.22, illagery, sb. village ulation, s2 - 
Vaunt, sb. the van, first beginning. T. & C. M. Ne Dr. 1:1. ee palatine 


rol. 27. | Villain, sb. a bondman, serf, As, 1. 1. 593 ‘Lear, 
‘Vaunt-couriers, sb. fore-runners. Lear, IIT. 2. 5- IL 7. 78. Used in familiar addresses, with- 
Vaunter, sb. a boaster. T, AL V. 3. 113. out any opprobrious _ sense, like ‘rogue.’ 
Vaward, sb. the vanguard. H Fa IV. 3. 1305 W. T. i. 2 136; Tw. Nu it. 5. 16; 7. &G 
t, M.N’s Dr. Iv.) _ It. 2. 








Cor. I. 6. ro The forepar! . 

x, 1103 2 H 4. I. 2. 199. Villain-like, adv. villanously. Lear, V. 3. 98. 
Vegetives, sb. vegetables, plants Per. 111. 2. 36. | Villanous, adv. villanous}, i Tp. ee 1. 284 
Velure, sb. velvet. T. of 5. II. 2. 62. Villany, sb. mischief. M. W. Il. 1. 1023 LT. of 8, 





Velvet-guards, sb. velvet trimmings, applied | _IV. 3. 145- 
meepaariely to the persons,who wear them. | Villiago, fal. wigliacco, a base coward. 2 116. 
rH 4, ll. x. 261. Iv. 8. 48. 
Veney, or Venue, sb. a bout or turn at fencing, | Vindicative, adj. vindictiv 
Ys K 1 i j. vindictive. T. & C. 1V. 5. 107- 
: ints oe W.T. 1. 296. Used figuratively. Vinewedst, ad. mouldiest. ‘T. & C. nh = Aer 
ieee AN 1. 62. B Viol, sb. a six-stringed violin. Rt 2, 1. 3. 162, 
enge, vt. to avenge. R 2. 1 2. 363 Lear, Iv. Vick de pamboys, ab a base viol or viofoncello, 
w. N. 1. 3. 


2. 80, 2 

Vengeance, sb. mischief. As, 1V,.3. 48; T. A. Violent, 2.4 aE a " 

Ii, 3..113. Used adverbially. “Cor. 1. 2.6. As a poss tonchviclentiy, mage Ty 0.2%, 
Vengeful, adj. evengettll vindictive. 2 H 6. | Virgin, v.£. ‘to virgin it’ is to play the virgin 





Wt. 2.198; DT. A. V. 2. 515 Sonn. XOIX, 13. remain a virgin. Cor. V. 8 
Venom, used adjectively, venomous, pernicious. | Virginal, adj. Tmaidenly. phe. ¥, 2. 523 Cor 


vi 3.1. > 2gx ; Lucr. 850. R Ti vin 2. At 

enomed, p.p. poisonous. Fi 3. 1. 2. 20; 41m. irginalling, pr... pla; ying witl sas 

as 3.182. |, : upon the ving fale We Ds sive eS of 

enomous, adj. ‘venomous wights’ are those | Virtue, sb. valour, courage ‘Lear, V R 
filled with yenom and spite. T & C.1v.2.12. | Cor. J. 1. 41. Essence, essential wialtty: Tp. 

Vent, sb.a discharge. A. & CO. v. 2.352. ‘Full| 1.2. 27; M, N’s Dr, TV. 1.174% im. Th § i 
of vent,’ like wine, full of working, efier- | Virtuous, adj. efficacious, powerful Oth, uh : 
yescent, opposed to mulled.’ Cor. IV. 5.238.| 111 Essential. M. N’s Dr. 101, 2. 36732 th 
Tt is also explained as a hunting term of| Iv. 5. 76. _‘ Virtuous senson’=benignant ine 
dogs full of the scent of the game and eager | fluence. M. for M, u. 2. 168, : 
for pursuit. v.t. to dispose of, vend. Cor. 1. | Visited, p.p. attacked by the plague. L. LL 


fio; : Ve 2s 422. 
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Visitings, sb. attacks. Mac. 1. 5. 46. 
Visor, sb. amask. M. A. m1. x. Be LL. L. v. 


2, 227. 2 
Vizaments, sb. advisements, in Sir Hugh Evans's 
language. M. W. 1.x. 30. 
Vizard, sb, a mask, R 3. I. 2. 28; Mac. mI. 


2. Bite 
Vizariled, p.p, masked, disguised. M. W. Iv. 






6.40; 1. &C, . 83. 

Vizard-like, adj ike amask. 3H6.1. 4. 116. 

Voice, sb. vote. R 3. 11. 2.53; Cor. 11. 2. 144. 
v.t. to vote, nominate. Cor. 11. 3. 242. Lo 
proclaim. Tim. Iv. 3. Br. 

Void, v.t. to avoid. Cor. 1v. 5. 88. To guit. 
Hs. Wee 62. To emit, vomit. M. of qv. 1. 
3, 118; Hs, IIL. 5.52; Lim. I. 2. 143. 

Voiding-lobby, sb. an ante-room into which the 
prarenents of a mansion as it were emptied 
themselves, 2H 6, 1V. 1. 61. 

Volable, adj. quick-witted. L. L. UL. m1. 1. 67. 

Volley, v.t. to discharge, utter with violence. 
A, & C. 1 7. 1183, V. & A, 921. 

Volquessen, sh Vexin, John, 1. 1. 527- 

Voluntary, sb. a volunteer. John, I. x. 67; 
T. & C. It. 1.106, 

Votaress, sb. a female votary. M, N’s Dr. 11. 1. 
123 ;-Per, IV. prol. 4. 

Votarist, sb. a votary. M. for M. 1. 4.5; Oth. 


IV. 2. 190. 

. Vouch, abe testimony, guarantee. M. for M, 11. 
41563 Cor. II..3. 1245 Oth. 11 1.147. ¥.2. to 
assert, solemnly affirm, warrant. ‘'p. II. 1. 60; 
Mae, HI. 4. 343 Oth. to 103. 

Vowed, pe. sworn. M. for M. v. x. 
L. L, L. v. 


ls 2. 356. 

Vow-fellow, sb. one bound by the same vow. 
L. L. BL, 1. 1. 38., 

Voyage, sb. enterprise. M. W. 11. 2. 189; Tw. 

gai IIL. i 86. A eat 
ulgar, adj. common, ordinary. Tw. N, 111. x. 
1353 Ham. I. 2.99; 1.3.61 Public. A. & C. 
Tif, 13. 119; Sonn, CXiL. 2. Common to all. 
John, 1. 1. 387. ‘The vulgar heart’=the 
heart of the people. 2H 6.1.3.90. “A vulgar 
station’ =astanding place in the crowd. Cor. 
UI, 1. 231. sb. the common people. H s. Iv. 
7 80; J. C. Lr. 75. The common tongue. 


AS, V. 1. 53+ ‘ 
Vulgarly, ail: publicly. MM. for M. v. 1. 160. 


Watt, v.t. to beckon. M. of V.v. 1.11; C. of E. 
Il. ir. To turn, W. T. I. 2. 372. To 
convey. John, Il. r. 73; 2 H6. Lv. 1. ry. 

Wattage, sb. conveyance by water. C. of rT. 
v. 1.953 TL. © CO. ML 21 | 

Wafture, 3b. the gesture of waving. J. C. 11. 1. 


209; 


246. 

Wag, v.i. and v.é. to move, stir, R 3, Ml. 5. 7. 
To’ move to.and fro. Ham. II. 4. 393 ¥. 1 
290; M. of V. Iv. 1. 76. To go one’s way. 

M. W.1. 3.73 M.A. v. x. 16. 

Wage, v.t. to stake... Lear, 1. x. 158; Cym. I. 4. 
144. To venture, hazard. x H 4. IV. 4. 203 
Oth. 1. 3. 30. Toremunerate. Cor. V. 6. 40. 
v4. to contend. ar, II. 4. 212. Tobeonan 
equality. A. & GC, v. t. 31: Per. Iv. 2. 34 

Waggling, sb. wagging, shaking. M. A. IL. x. 
119. 
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nt in, unskilled in. R 2. 


Waggon, sb. chariot. W. T. 1v. 4.118; R. &J. 

T. 4. 59. 

Waggoner, sb. chariotcer. R. & J. 1 4. 643 
Ill. 3. 2. 

Wailful, adj. doleful. Two G. It. 2. 69. 

Wainropes, sb. waggon-ropes. Tw. N, IM. 2. 64. 

Waist, sb. the part of a ship between the 
quarter-deck and forecastle.- ‘I'p. I. 2-.197- 

Wake, sb. waking. 1 H 4. 111. 1. 219; Lear, T. 
2. 15; Il. 2. 34. vt. to keep late revels. 
Ham. 1. 4. 8; Sonn. LXI. 13. 

Wakes, sb. feasts, late revels. L. L. L. v. 3- 3185 
W. t. rv. 3. 109; Lear, 111. 6. 77. 

Wallet, sb. & bag, knapsack. i. Tl. 3. 463 
T. & C. 11. 3. 145. 

Wall-eyed, in fierce-eyed ; properly used of 
eyes in which the iris is white or wanting in 
colour. John, IV. 3. 49. 

Wall-newt, sb. a lizard. Lear, 111. 4. 135. 

Wan, v.7. to turn pale. Ham. 11. 2. 580. 

Wanion, sb. ‘with a wanion’= with a venge- 
ance, Per, I. 1.17. 

Wanting, pr.p. deficie 
III. 3. 179. Ps 

Wanton, sb. one brought up in luxury, an 
efleminate person. John, Vv. 1,70; Ham. v. 
2. 310. v.i, to play, dally. W. T. IL. 1. 18; 
V.& A. 106. a 

Wantonly, adv. playfully, sportively. Sonn. 
LIV. 7. 

Wantonness, sb. sport, frivolity. John, Tv. 1. 165 

& C. m1, 3. 137. . Lasciviousness. M. W. 





IV. 2, 223. Affectation, Ham, II. 1. 
Want-wit, sb. an idiot. M. of V. 1. 1. 6. 
Wap ened, p.p. worn out, stale, Tim. Iv. 3. 38. 
Ward, sb. guardianship. A. W.T1. 1.5. Defence. 

L. L. L. ut +x. 133. Guard in_ fencing, 
posture of defence. ‘Ip. 1.2. 4715 1 H4. iL. 4. 
Prison, custody. 6. VY. 





215. 2 I, 112. 
cell. Ham. 1. 2. 252. Abolt. Tim. 11. 3. 
38; Lucr. 303. vt. toguard. R3. V. 3. 2543 
1 & C. 1. 2. 292. 


‘Warden, sb. a large baking pear. W. T. Iv. 


. 48. 
Whrder, sb.a guard, Mac. I. 7. 65; IV. 1. 56. 
A truncheon. Bz. I, 3. 113. 
Ware, beware. L.L. Lev. 43; T.&C.v.7. 


12. 
Ware, adj. aware. As, 11. 4. 58; R. & J. 1.1. 


131 

War-man, sb. warrior. L. L, L. v. 2. 666. 

War-marked, adj. bearing the marks of war. 
A, & C, 1. 7. 45+ 

War, v.t. tosummon. Jolm, 11. 1, 201; R. & 
J. V.3.207. ‘Godwarnus’=God forbid. As, 


IV. 1. 77+ 3 

Warp, v.t..to change, turn, distort. As, 11. 7. 
187; A. W. V. 3. 49- 

Warrant, v.t. to guarantee, attest. M. A. Iv. 1. 
368; Cor. II. x. 142, To secure. M. for M. 
Iv. 2. 180; C. of E. rv. 4.3. ‘Lord warrant 
us!?=Lord protect us! As, III. 3. 





5. 
Warranted, p.p. ‘Upon a warranted need’ = 
upon an occasion which required a warrant 
or guarantee. M. for M. 111. 2. r51. 
Warrantise, 36. security, guarantee. 1 H 6. 1. 


a 13- 3 “ 
Warranty, sb. authorization, warrant, permis- 
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sion, M. of V.1. 1.132; Ham. V. 1. 250; Oth. 
Y. 2. 60, 
Warrener, sb. the keeper of a warren, a game- 
keeper, M. W. 1. 4. 28. 
Wash, sb. used of the sea. 
Washford, Wexford. x H6. 1Vv. 7. 6}. 
Waspish-headed, adj. irritable, petulant. Tp. 
Ve Ie 99s . 
Wassail: sb. a drinking bout, carousing. L. 
L. V. 2. 318; Mac, 1. (fi 64. 
Waste, sb. ‘In the way_of waste’=for the 
purpose of ruining us. M. W. Iv. 2. 226. 
Wat, a familiar name fora hare. V. & A. 697. 
Watch, sb. want of sleep, wakefulness. Ham. 
II, 2, 148. A watch candle which marked the 
hours. R 3. V. 3. 63. A stated interval of 
time. Rev. 5. 52. v.t. to keep from sleep- 
ing, and so to tame. T. of S. Iv, 1. 193; 
PT. & C. 11. 2.453 Oth. 111. 3. 23. v.71. to keep 
awake, situp. Kt 2. 1. 1. 77. 
Watch-case, so, a sentry box. 2H 4. 11. x. 17. 
Watching, sb. waking. Mace. v. 1. 12. 
Water-gall, sb. a secondary rainbow. 


Ham. It. 2. 166. 


Luer. 


1588. 

Waterish, adj. well-watered. Lear, I. x. 261. 
Watery. Oth. 111, 3. 15. 

Water-rugs, sb. rough water-dogs. Mac. 111. x. 


4 

Waters, sb. ‘forall waters’=ready for anything. 
Tw. N. rv. 2. 68. The origin of the expres- 
sion is not certain. 

Water-work, sb. painting in water colour. 2H 4. 
Il. 1. 158. 

Watery, adj. watering, as with eager desire. 
T. & C. 1. 2. 22. 

Wave, v.t. to beckon. Ham. 1. 4. 61. v7. to 
waver. Cor, Il. 2. 19. 

Wawl, v2. to cry as an infant. Lear, IV. 6. 184. 

Wax, sb. ‘a man of wax’ is a man as perfect as 
if he had been modelied in wax. ge & JI. 
3. 76. _ In ‘a wide sea of wax,’ Tim. 1. x. 47, 
there is a reference to writing-tablets covered 
with wax. 2.7. to grow. Cor. IL 2 1033 
Ham. 1. 3. 12. 

Waxen, grow. ‘Waxen in their mirth’ = grow 
merrier and merrier. M. N’s Dr. II. 1. 56. 
adj, soft as wax, penetrable. R 2. 1. 3. 75. 
Perishable, easily effaced. H 5. 1. 2. 233. 

Soy sb. course of life or conduct, practice. 
Mac. v. 3. 22; H 8. 1. 3, 61; III. x. 157. 
Opinion, way of thinking. H 8. v. r. 28. 

Ways, in the phrase, ‘come your ways’=come 
along. As, I. 2. 221; Ham. 1. 3. 135. 

Weaken, v.2. to grow weak. Lear, I. 4. 248. 

Veal, sb. welfare, happiness. John, Iv. 2. 65; 
Cor, 1. x..155; Ham. 1. 3. 14. Common- 
wealth, Cor. It. 3. 189; Mac. 111. 4. 76; V. 2. 
27; Lear, I. 4. 230, 

Wealsmen, sb. commonwealth’s men, states- 
men. Cor. Il. 1. 59. 

Wealth, sb. welfare, prosperity. MI. of V. y. x. 
249; Ham. 1y. 4+ 27. 

Weaponed, adj. armed with a weapon. Oth. v. 
2. 266. 

Wear, sb. fashion. M. for M. 111. 2. 78; As, TI. 
7 qi A. W. 1. x. 2193 W. T. Iv. 4.327. Vet. 
to be worn, be in fashion. A. W. 7. x. 172. 
To wear out. 1H 4. 1. 4. 443; V. & A. 506. 








GLOSSARY 


To grow fitted by use likea garment. Tw. N. 
._ 4v.t, to fatigue, exhaust. As, IT. 4. 

Bist AS We Velxe 4: 
Weather, sb. ‘keeps the weather’= keeps on the 


windward side, has the advantage. T. & C. 
V. 3. 26. 

Weather-bitten, adj. corroded by the weather. 
W. T. Y. 2. 60. 


Weather-fend, v.t, to protect from the weather. 


ee V. 1. 10. é 

Web and pin, sb. the disease of the eyes now 
called cataract. Lear, 111. tie Oe 

Wee, adj. very small, tiny. M. W. 1. 4. 22. 

Weed, sb. a garment. M. N’s Dr. 11. x. 2563 
Cor, 11. 3. 229. 

Weeding, sb. weeds. L. L, L. 1, 1. 96. - 

Week, sb. to be ‘in by the week’ is a co oauial 


phrase for being a close prisoner. L. L. 

V. 2, 61. 

Ween, v.2. to suppose, imagine. x H 6. 1. 5. 
88; H8.v. x. 136. 

Weeping-ripe, adj. ready to weep. L. L. L. v. 
2.274; 36.1. 4. 172. 

Weepings, sb. lamentations. C. of E. 1. x. 71. 

Weet, v.2. toknow, A. & C. 1. x. 39. 

Weigh out=outweigh. H 8. II. 1. 88. . 

Weird, adj. fatal, belonging to fate. The weird 
sisters are the Fates. Mac. 1. 3-325 1.5.83 


III. 1. 2. 
Welkin, sb. the sky. Tp. 1. 2.4; Tw. N. 1. 3. 
s9. Used adjectively, sky-blue. W.T. 1. 2. 


136. 

Wall; sb. a spring of water. Sonn. CLIV. 93 
Pass, P. 281. 

Well-a-day, int. alas! M. W. 111. 3. 106; Tw. N. 
Iv.2. 116. Used substantively. Per. ry. 4. 49. 

Well-a-near, int. alas! like ‘well-a-day.’ Per. 


Tl. prol. 51. 

Well-breathed, adj. well exercised, in good 
training. V.&A. 678. 

Well-desired, adj. much sought after, in great 
request. Oth. I. x. 206, 

Well-famed, adj. famous. T. & C. 1. 5. 173, 

Well-favoured, adj. good-looking. Two G. 11. 





x PG M. A. m1. 3. 15. 
Well-foughten, adj. well fought. H 5. rv. 6.18. 
Well-found, a fortunately. met with, Cor, 11. 
2.48. Well-furnished, skilled. A.W. 11 1. 
105. 
Well-graced, adj. graceful. R 2. Vv. 2. 24. 
Welllearned adj. well instructed, versed in 
wenning., Tg 1H: s. 300 condition, pl 
el-liking, adj. in good con le 
Wales oe da. 7 ae al 
ell seen, adj, well-skilled. T. of S. 1. 2. 134. 
Well-took, adh, well taken. Ham. 11, ages 
Welsh hook, 3b. a hedging bill, with a curved 
blade and Jong handle. + H 4. 11. 4. 372. 
pend) v.%. to go. C. of B. 1.1. 158; ir Nis Dr. 
. 2. 372. 
Westward ho! a cry of the watermen on the 
Thames. Tw. N. ut, x. 146, 
Wezand, sb. the windpipe, ‘Tp. 111. 2. 9 











What is he for a fool?=what manner of: fool is 
he? M. A.1. 3. 49. 
Wheel, sb. either the burden or refrain of a 
song, or the spinning wheel to which it might 
sung. Ham, Ly, 5. 172. 
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Wheel, v.7. to fetch a compass, go round. Cor. 
1.6.19. Toroam, T. & C. v. 7. 2. 
Wheeling, adj. roaming. Oth. 1. x. 137. 
Wheels. ‘To go on wheels’=to go smoothly 
round. A. & C. Ir. 7.99. ‘To set on wheels’ 
=to cause to go smoothly. Two G. 11. x. 
Sane In each instance there is a pun intended. 
eeson, whitsun. 2 H 4. Il. 1. 96. 
Whelk, shea pimple, pusiule, wheal. H 5. m1. 


6. 108, 

Whelked, adj. covered with whelks or knobs. 
Lear, Iv. 6. 71. : 

Whelm, v.t. to overwhelm, M. W. 1. 2. 143. 

When! an exclamation of impatience. Tp. 1. 
2. 3163 Ro. Tx. 162. 

Whenas, adv. when. V. & A. 999; Sonn. XLIX. 
Hi Pass. P. 299. Since. T. i6 IV. 4. 92. 

When? can you tell? an expression of contempt. 
CO. of E. 1, x. 52; 1 H 4. U. 1. 43. 

Where, used substantively. Lear, I. 1.264. adv. 
whereas. M. of V. Iv. x. 22; 1 H6. V. 3. 143 
Cor, I. 1, 104. e A 

Whereagainst, adv. against which, Cor. Iv. 5. 


113. 

Whereas, adv. where. 2H 6.1. 2. 58. 

Wherein, adv. in what dress, As, III. 2. 234. 

Whiffler, sb. one who went in front of a pro- 
cession to clear the way. He was so called 
from the wifile or staff with which he was 
armed which was originally a kind of axe, 
The whifflers in Norwich carried a sword of 
Jath or latten. H 5. v. chor. 12. 

While, till. Mac. 11. x. 44. 

While as, while. 2H 6. 1 1. 225. 

While-ere, a short time before. Tp. 11. 2. 127. 

Whiles, adv. while. Tp. 11. x. 217; As, Iv. 3. 

7. ‘Till. Tw. N. Iv. 3.29, 

Whipping cheer, sb. the entertainment of the 
lash. 2H 4. V. 4.5. heer 

Whipster, sb. a schoolboy still liable to be 
whipped. Oth. Vv. 2. 244. s 

Whipstock, sb. the handle of awhip. Tw. N. 
Tl. 3. 28; Per. Il. 2. 51. 

Whir, v.t. to hurry, pay 

Whist, adj. hushed, still. Tp. 1. 2. a 

‘Whit, sb. ‘no whit’=no jot, notatall. Re. 11. 
z. 103; J.O. I. x. 148. Nota whit. Ham. v. 
2,230. Ne’era whit. . T. of S. 1. 1. 240. 

White, sb. the bull's eye of a target. aie of S. 
V. 2. 186. 

White-livered, adj. cowardly, panies 
Hs. U1. 2. 34} 3. IV. 4. 465. 

Whitely, adj. pale-faced, the old reading in 
L. L. L, mi. 1. 198. 

Whither, adv. whithersoever. 1 H 4. v. 3. 22. 

Whiting-time, sb. bleaching time. tr i ul. 


Whitster, sb. a bleacher. M. W, rt. 3. 34. 
Whittle, sb. a common clasp-knife. Tim. v. x. 


Per. Iv. 1. 21. 


83. 
Whe, pron. hewho. TwoG. v. 4.79; Oth, 11. 
3. 157° oever. W. T. v. 1. 109; J. C. 1. 


. 80; Ham. IV. 5. 204. 
whole, adj. PGE Mac: III. 4.22. Restored 
to health. 2H 4. IV. 1.25; J.C. I. 1. 327. 
Wholesome, adj. sound, healthy. Ham. 1. s. 

0; IIL. 4. 65. 
Whoobub, sb. hubbub, outery. 
4H - 
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Whoreson, sb. bastard. Lear, I. 1. 24 Used 
with coarse familiarity as a substantive, 
R. & J. H 8.1. 3. 39; and as an 
adjective, T'p. I. 1. 46; 2 H 4. I. 2. 16, &e. 

Why. ‘For why’=because. Two G. IIL. t.993 


Re. Vv. 1. 46. eee 
Wicked, adj. baneful, mischievous. Tp. I. 2. 


21. 

Wide, adv. wide of the mark, far from the 
purpose, remote from. M. A. IV. 1. 633 
T. & CG. ur 1.97; M. W. ul. 1. 58, 

Widow, v.¢. to dower. M. for M. v. 1. 429. 
To be widow to, A. & C..1, 2. 27. 

Widowhood, sb. rights as widow. TT. of 8. 11. 


I. 125. 
Wight, sb. a person, being. T. & C. Iv. 2. 125 


Oth. 11, 3.96. 
Wigntly adj. nimble. L. L, L. mt. 1. 198. 
The old reading is ‘whitely’ and is perhaps 
right though it introduces an inconsistency. 
Wild, adj. rash, heedless. W. T. 11. 1. 182; IV. 
4. 577; Cor. Iv. 1.36. sb. weald. 1H 4. 1. 
60, 


I. be 
Wilderness, sb. wildness. M. for M, 11. x. 142 
Wildly, adv. disorderly, in confusion. John, 
IV, 2. 128. 
Wild-mare, sb. ‘to ride the wild-mare’ is to 
play at see-saw. 2H 4. Il. 4, 268. 
Wilful-blame, adj. deliberately incurring blame. 
x H 4. Il. x. 177. ¢ = = 
Wilful-opposite, adj. wilfully obstinate, capri- 
ciously hostile. John, v. 2. 124, 
Wimpled, adj. blindfolded. L. L. L, 1. x. 
18x. A wimple was a wrapper for the neck. 
Winchester goose, sb. acantname fora venereal 
swelling in the groin, the stews in Southwark 
being in the jurisdiction of the Bishop of 
Winchester. x H6. I. 3. 53. 

Wincot, Wilmecote near Stratford on Avon. 
T. of S. Ind. 11. 23. Called Woncot in 2 H 4. 


Ve 1. 426 
Wind, sb. ‘to have the wind of’=to keep to 
windward of, be in a position of advantage. 
T. A. IV. 2.133. v.t. toscent. T. A. IV. 1.97. 
To make to turn or wheel._z H 4. IV. 1. 109. 
To entwine, enfold. M. N’s Dr. Iv, 1. 45. 
v.%. to wheel. J. C. IV. 1. 32, To gain one's 
confidence surreptitiously. Lear, I. 2. 106. 
v.7. to insinuate oneself. Cor. IIT. 3. 64. 
Wind entree: swellings near the fetlocks of a 
horse. ‘T. of S, III, 2. 53. ; 
Windlasses, sb. circuitous courses, roundabout 
ways. Ham. 11. 1. 65. ‘ 
Window-bars, sb. lattice-work embroidery worn 
by women across the bosom. Tim. Iv. 3. 116. 
Windowed, pp. placed ina window. A. & C. 
IV. 14. 72. Full of holes. Lear, 111. 4. 3r. 
Windring, adj. winding. Tp. Iv. 1. 128. 
Wind-shaked, adj. tossed by the wind. Oth. u. 


I. 13. 
Wind switt, adj. swift as the wind. R. & J. 1. 


- 8. 

Windy, adj. ‘to keep on the windy side’ is to 
be in a position of advantage. The figure is 
taken fromm seamanship and is equivalent to 
keep _to windward of, have the weather-gage 
of. M. A. IL. 1. 327; Tw. N. 111. 4. 182. 








W. T.1Vv. 4.629. | Wink, sb, the closing of the eyes. Tp. I. 1 
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283; W. T. 1. 2. 317. 
Tp. 1. 1.216; V. G&A. a ' 

Winking, adj. closed. John, 11. x. 215. Blind, 
with closed eyes. Cym. 11. 4, 89. 80. ‘ given 
my heart a winking’= closed the eyes of my 
heart. Ham. I. 2. 137. 

Winter-ground, v.¢. to protect a plant from 
frost. Cym. IV. 2. 229. 

Wipe, sb. a mark of infamy, a brand. Lucr. 537. 

Wise, sb. manner, fashion. Pass. P. 277. 

Wiseness, sb. wisdom. Ham, v. x. 286. 

Wish, v.t, to commend. TT. of S. 1. x. 1133 T.2. 
60, 64. Lodesire. M. for M. v. r.79; Li. L. L. 


V. 2. 400. 

Wishful adj. longing. 3H 6. 11. x. 14 

Wisp, sb. ‘a wisp of straw’ was the badge of a 
scold. 3H6. 11. 2. 144. 

Wist, knew. x H 6. IV..1. 180. 

Wistly, adv. wistfully. “Lucr. 135; 3 Rov. 4.7. 

Wit, sb, mental faculty, sense. M. A. I, 1. 66; 
Tw. N. Iv. 2. oe Intelligence, wisdom. 
Two G. 1. x. 34; M. W. v. 5. 1343, Luer. 153. 
v1. toknow. Per. 1¥. 4. 31. ‘To wit’ =name- 

ly, that is to say. M. of V. 11. 9. 90; H 


2. 50. 
Witch; sb. used of aman. C. of E. IV. 4. 1603 
A. & C. 1. 2. 40; Cym. I. 6. 166. 
Wit-cracker, sb. a jester. M. A. Vv. 4. 102. 


v.t. to close the eyes. 


51. 


With, prep. after passive participles=by. Tp. 
: i hie W. ay 


Il. 2. 1123 M. Ir. x. 64; W. V. 2. 68. 
‘He is not with himself’=he is beside him- 
self. T. A. 1. 1. 368. 

Withers, sb. the juncture of the shoulder bones 
of a horse at the bottom of the neck. Ham. 
Ill. 2.2533 1 H 4. I. 3, 8.. 

Withold, a corruption of Vitalis. Lear, 111. 4. 


I25. 
Without, prep. beyond. M. N’s Dr. 1v. x. 158; 


TR. Vuo%..27%6 

Without-door, adj. external. W. T. 11. x. 69. 

Witness, sb. testimony, evidence. M. W. Iv. 2. 
220; Ham. I. 2. 194. 

Wit-snapper, sb. a picker up of wit. M. of V. 
TIT. 5. 55. 

Wittily, adv. ingeniously. V. & A. 47r. 

Witting, pr.p. knowing. 1H 6. 11. 5. 16. 

Wittingly, adv. knowingly, intentionally. 3H6. 
Il. 2.8; Ham. V. x. 11. 

Wiittol, sb. a contented cuckold, who is aware 
of his wife’s unfaithfulness, M. W. 11. 2. 313. 

Wittolly, adj. cuckoldly, M. W. 11. 2. 283. 

Witty, oe: cunning. M.A. Iv. 2. 27; R 3. 1v. 
2.42, Intelligent. 3H 6. 1. 2. 43. 

Wive, vt. and vi. to marry. M. of V. 1. 2. 
145. Tw. N. V. 1. 406. 

Woe, sb. used adjectively, woeful, sorry. Tp. 
V. 1. 13932 H6, UL 2. 73; A. & C. IV. 24. 
133; Sonn. LXXI. 8 

Wolvish-rayening, adj. devouring greedily like 
awolf. R. & J. m1. 2. 76. 

Woman, v.t. ‘can woman me’=can make me 
show my woman’s feelings. A. W. IIT. 2. 53. 

Woman-queller, sb. a woman slayer. 2 H 4. Il. 


1. 58. 
Woman-tired, adj. hen-pecked. W. T. 11. 3. 74. 
Womb, v.£. to enclose. W. 1. rv. 4. sor. 
Womby, adj. hollow. H 5, 11. 4. 124. 
Wonder, v.¢, to wonder at, Lucr. 1596. 





GLOSSARY 


Wondered, ».». able to perform wonders, Tp. 
IV, I. 123, 

Wonder of=wonder at. M. N’s Dr. Iv. x. 136. 

Wonder-wounded, adj. struck with astonish- 
ment. Ham. V. 1. 280, 

Wood, adj. mad. M. N’s Dr. 1. x. 192; 1 H6, 
IV. 7..353 Ve & A. 740, 

Woodbine, sb. the bindweed or convolvulus. 

I. N’s Dr. 11. 1. 2513 IV. 3. 47. RS 

Woodland, sb, forest land; ‘used adjectively. 
A, W. Iv. i 49. 

Woodman, sb. a forester, huntsman, M. W. 
Y. 5. 30; Cym. 111. 6. 28. Used in a wanton 
sense. M. for M. IV, 3. 170. 

Woodmonger, sb. a dealer in wood. Hs. V. 1. 


69. 

Woollen, sb. ‘to lie in the woollen’ (M.A. 11. 
x. 33) is generally explained to lie in the 
blankets without sheets. But it may mean 
to be buried in flannel, a practice enforced by 
law in Shakespeare’s time. adj. coarsely 
dressed. Cor, III. 2. 9. 

Woolward, adj. ‘to go woolward’=to_weat 
woollen only, without linen, a form of pen- 
ance. L, L. L. v. 2. 717. 

Woo’t, or Wo’t=wilt thou. Ham. v. x. 298; 
2H 4. IL 1. 63. 

Word, sb. a watch-word._ Ham. I. 5. 1103; Lear, 
Iv. 6.93. Amotto. Per. 11. 2.21. ‘Witha 
word’ or ‘at a word’=in short, in truth. 
rH 4, It 4. 283; M. W.1. x. 109. ‘Lamata 
word’=I am as good as my word. M, W.1. 
3.15. See2H 4. 111. 2, 319. v.t. to describe. 

ym. I. 4.16. To ply or put off with words, 
A. & C. V. 2. 191. Torepeatin words. Cym. 
IV. 2. 240. a x 

Work, sb. a fortification. H 8. v. 4. 61; Oth. 
III. 2. 3. * , 

Working, sb. an operation of the mind. Ham. 
Il. 2. 580; 2 H 4. 1V. 2.22, Action. 2H 4. 


V. 2. 90. 
Worky-day, adj. work-day, common, A. & C. 


T. 2. 55. 

World, sb. ‘to go to the world’=to be marricd. 
M. A. mm. x. 3305 V. 1. 3.20. ‘A woman 
of the world’=a married woman. As, Y. 3. 5. 

Wicca sb. aser ait M. for M. rr. 1.173 Hac, 

+ 4. 29. Used as an expression of pity or 
contempt, dike ‘creature: Tp. m1. B aS 8 
. . V. 5. 87, 

Worser, adj. ‘and adv, worse. Tp. IV. 1. 27; 
Ham. m1. 4. 1573 Oth. 1. 1. 953 1V. 1. 105. 
Worship, sb. honour, dignity. AW. T. 1, 2. 3143 
John, 1. 3. 72; R 3,1. 1. 66. v.t. to honour. 

a 2. 233; 2 H 6. 1V. 2. 81. 

Worth, sb. wealth. Tw. N. 111. 3. 173 Lear, rv. 
4; 103 Oth. 1. 2. 28. ‘His worth of contradic: 
tion’=his full quota or proportion. Cor, 111. 


> 26. 

Worthy, v.t. to gain reputation for, make a 
hero of. Lear, 11. 2. 128, 

Wot=know. L. L. L. 1. 1. or; H 5. IV. 1. 


299. 
Wotting, pp. knowing. W. 'T. m. 2. 
Would=wouldst, M. W. an! 2. 317 Hi gv, 2. 


174. 
Wound, p.p. twined, twisted about, Tp. 11. 2. 
13. . 
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GLOSSARY 


Woundless, adj. invulnerable. Ham. iv. 1. 44. 
Wrangler, sb. an opponent, adversary. H 5. 1. 
2. 264; ‘T . IL, 2. 75+ 
Wrath, adj. wroth, angty M. N’s Dr. u. 1. 20. 
Wrath-kindled, adj. inflamed by anger. R2. 1. 


I. 152. 
Wreak, sb. revenge. Cor. Iv. 5. 91; T. A. IV. 
3. 33; 1V. 4. 11. 2.0. to revenge. R.& Jou 
vi 102; T. A, IV. 3. 51 
Wreakful, adj. revengeful. T. A. v. 2. 324 
Tim, Iv. 3. 229. 
Wreathe, v., to twine, fold. Two G. 11. 1. 19. 
Wreathed, twined, folded. As, 1V. 3. 109; 
V.& A. 8793 T. A. IT. 3. 25. 
Wreckful, adj. destructive. Sonn. LXV. 6. 
Wrest, sb..a tuning-key. T. & C. 11. 3. 23. 
Wretch, sb. used as_a term of endearment. 
R. & J.-L 3. 443 Oth. 11. 3.90; A. & Cv. 








2. 306. 

Wretched, adj. hateful, vile. R 3. Vv. 2 73 
Lucr. 999. 

Wring, v.27, to writhe. M. A. v. 1. 28; Cym. 





TIT. 6. 79 
Wringing, sb. torture. H 5. IV. 1. 253. 
Wrinkle, v.t. to make wrinkled. T.& C. 11. 2. 


9. 
Wai, sb. scripture. A. W. 10x. 141; 26.1. 
. 6r; R 3. 1. 3. 337. A written document. 
am. V. 2.51; T. A. 11. 3.264. ‘For the law 
of writ and the liberty” may mean, for ob- 
serving the parts set down for them and for 
freedom of improvising. Ham. II. 2. 42r. 
Or it may refer to the two forms of dramatic 
composition as represented by Seneca and 
Plautus respectively. A 
Write, vt. to describe oneself, claim to be. 
A.W. IL, 3. 208; 2 H 4. 1. 2. #3 Lear, V. 3. 
5. ‘Writ as little beard’=claimed or pro- 
fessed to haveas little heard. A. W. 11. 3.67. 
Writhled, adj. shrivelled, wrinkled. 1 H 6. 11. 


+ 236 

Wrope, sb. ‘you have done yourself some 
wrong’=you have not done yourself justice ; 
an ironical way of saying you have uttered a 
falschood. Tp. I. 2. 4 

Wroth, sb. wrath, so 
M. of Y. It. 9. 78: 
M. N’s Dr. Il. 1. 20. 

Wry, v.7. to swerve. Cym. V. 1. 5. 


43+ 
spelt for the rhyme. 
So ‘wrath’ for ‘wroth.’ 
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Yare, adj. ready, active, quick. Tp. V. 1. 2243 
M. for M. Iv. 2. 61; Tw. N. 11. 4. 2445 
A&G. mt. 7.39. Asan adverb. Tp. I. 1 
7; A. &C. V. 2. 286. , 

Yarely, adv. briskly, deftly. Tp. 1.1. 4; A.& Cc. 
II. 2. 216. = 

Yaw, vi. to move unsteadily as a ship which 
does not answer her helm. Ham. V. 2. 120. 
An intentionally obscure passage. 

Sela ee clad. 2H6.1. 1. 33. 

Yeleped, or Yeliped, p.p. called. L. L. L. 1. 1. 
2423 V. 2. 602. 

Yead.. Diminutive of Edward. M. W. 1. 1. 160. 
Yearn, v.t. and v.7. to grieve. W. UL. 5.453 
Re. v. 5.76; Hs. ul. 3.3; Je C. i. 2. 129 

Yedward, Edward. x ie 4. Ie 2 149+ 

Yellowness, sb. jealousy. M. W. 1. 3. 111. 

Yellows, sb. the jaundice in horses. T. of S. 
HI. 2. 54. Pe 

Yeoman, sb. the attendant upon a sherifl’s 
officer. 2 H 4, U1, 1, 4. 

Yerk, v.t. to jerk, kick. H 5. 1v. 7. 83. To 
strike with a quick motion. “ Oth. I. 2. 5. 

Yest, sb. foam. W. T. 111. 3. 

Yesty, adj. foamy, frothy. 
Ham. V. 2. 199. ” 

Yield, v.t. to reward, requite. A. & C. Iv. 


40 
Stac. TVs, Pe S3)F 


2. 33. 
Yoke fellow, sb. companion. H 5. 11. 3. 56; IV. 
6. 9 Lear, III. 6. 39. 
Yond, adv. yonder. Tp. I. 2. 409; R 2. 111. 3. 


gi. 
Yore, sb. Of yore=of old time. Sonn. LXviu. 


14. 

Young, adj. carly. R. & J. 1. 1. 166. Recent. 
H 8, Il. 2. 47. sats 

Youngling, sb. a youngster, stripling. ‘I’. A. 11. 
Ie 733 IV. 2- 930 E 5 

Youngly, adv. early in life. Cor. If. 3. 2443 
Sonn. Xt. 3. i 

Younker, sb. a youngster, novice. 
3.92; 3 H6. IL. 1. 24. 

Y-ravish, v.t. to ravish. 

Yslaked, p.p. sunk to repose. 


1H 4. ut 


Per. 111. prol. 35. 
Per. 111. prol. x. 


Zany, sb. a buffoon, who awkwardly imitated 
the realfool. L. L. L. v. 2. 463; Tw. N. 1. 5. 
96. Zanni is John in the dialect of Bergamo. 





Printed iN Great Brivain by Ricwarp Cray & Sons, Listrep, 
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